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THE BEACHING OF THE LIFE-BOAT.

Mann'd by a crew of horoes, she

11ad boldiy charged the storm-strung wave,
And, battling through, had nobly caught

The shipwreck'd frum their threatened grave;
And young and ald, all hurrying down,

Had watched hor, in the onrly groy,
With eagor eyor und anxious honrts.

Cotno struggling on bor homwoeward way.

All through the night the storin hind led,
With augry shout snd sullen roar,
An army of inpotuouy seas
Upon our iron-girded shore
And now tho tempeat, farcer grown,
With all its strength the boat nasails,
But Eoglish hearts aro at her cars,
And courage nver might provails.

And as she wins her way to land.
Cheoks prale that nevar blaneli’d from fear,
And many o hardy veteran turny
Aride to hide an honest tear,
Pull soon a score of willing hapds
Prapare their meed of helu 1o reash
Now shorewnrd flies her live - jatrah!
£he rune in ralety vn the beaen,

J. ti. Warrs,

THR Ela_jr [MES.

By the Aunthor of " Lady Audley's Secret,”
Ete.

CHAPTER 11,

THE EuCOND TIiME,

Tar Spinllecum peaple showed their appre-
ciation of the Britich deama ag represented by
lon-taming by giving Herr Prusinowski a
bumper.  Whether it was the influence of the
Cham of Tartary, or the Mikado, the Grand
Duchess of Selzerwasserburg, or the local
miemaber, or the simple merits of the perform-
ance, 18 8 moot question; but the Spindle-
cumians assemblvd {n full force; and before
the Herr bad left the family tea-table to repair
to the theatre, he recuived the pleasing intel-
gevnce that the crowd at the pit and gallery
doors was half-way across the street,

o 1f we anly goon like this for another year
ar so, Lz, Uil cut the profession," exclaimed
Herr Prusinowski cheerily, © and atart a thea-
tricat publie, romewhere on the Surrey ride,
Tt's a trying fife is the wildbeast Lusiness™

“And a dangerous life too, Willism,”" eaid
the little woman with o sigh,

{The renowned Radolph’s name in private
tife was William.)

“ Not much of that, old girl. I'm more
than & match for Robinsan by thiz time. There
isn't & move he's up to that 'm not down
apon ; and Le's the cunuingest beast that ever
picked 1 bone.  You're going inte the front
to-night, ok, Liz?”

“ 0 yen, I shall get a seat at the back of the
boxes.  Mrs, Prodgersgoing with me.  She's
took her ticket, and paid for it, you know,
Wiilinm, like s boly”

Mrs. Proddger was the Prusinowski's land-
lady, a pomderous matron of fifty, who had let
todgings to “theatricals 7 for the last twenty
YURTR,

v Ta-ta, Liz, then; Pm off®

wits enrly, Willinm, There's the Milier
and kis Men—that'll last an hour auid a hall,
surely.”

o 1 don’t believe it'll play an hour. You
caght to know what my benefit audicaces are
—all agog for the liong, | want to have a
lock at the beasts before we beging and I'm

always a little nervous on my ben,  Gowd-
byt‘."
This was a moere conjugal excuse,  The

thentre to a man beed st the stdesscenes is his
club,  The Herr preferred smoking his pipo
in the free-and.easy atmosphete of the dres-
sing-room at the Queen’s to the tamer delights
of the dumestic tea-table. He had very little
anxicty nbout hir beasts, Joe Pordy, his fac-
totum, a keeper who had served his appren-
ticeship with the great Wombwell, had the
cnstody of them,

The houke was an excellent one, The boxes
wers not 1o wefl fitled as on that memorable
night at Manchester, which Herr Prusinowski
had  described to his friemds; but the pit was
o secthing caldron of humanity, the gallery
looked like a wall of eager faces piled one
upon the other up to the iron roof. The Willer
and Afs Men was performed almest in dumb
show, or seemed 50 to be, though the leading
tragedian retained on the establishment was
roaring himsclf honrse in the chatacter of
Grindoff, with s fuinthope of snatching a stray
leaf from the crown of wild alive which would
b cast at the feet of the lion-tamer by and
by.

Grindoffdid not bate aayllable of his part
or the minfitest detnil of his stage business
not a stamprof his russet boot, or & scowl of
hin heavily-corked cyebrows; but the rest of
the company, less enthusiastic, scamped theiv
work to. the best of their alnlitios, and tho
drama was raced throngh in one honr ten
minutes and xeven secotds by the promptoer's
chronograph,

Then cawne a stirring overturew—the Y Bronza
Horse "e—during which the audicues eracked
nuta and became momentarily more exeited
and then the act-drop rose to slow munic of a
woul-appalling chamcter, and revealsd Brown,
Jones, snd Robingon picturesquely grouped in
the stock primeval forest,

Thero was a pause. The houre applauded
vociferously. There was something stirring in
the notion that these three unfettercd bensta
tmight leap iuto the pit at any moment. It
wag quite o pleasant sensation——capecially for
the gallery.  Brown, who was cllerly and de-
crepit, yawned and stretehed himself out as if
for slumber, with the air of having been
untimely disturbed from his after-dinner nap,
Jones, who was of a lively tempesament,
whisked his tail, and snapped at au hmaginary
fly. Robinson stared full at the sudience, ne
if he really did understand and appreciate
their plaudits,

The music quickened, broke iuto a stirring
march, and then, at a fortissimo chord from
the full orchestra, the lion-tamer bounded on
to the stage—a striking figare, broad-shoulder-
ed and muscular, in close-fitting flesh-coloured
raiment, a scarlet girdle round his waist, and a
leopaid's skin over his shoulder,

There was a good strong Shetfield knife in
his belt, but he had no appearance of being
armead,

His reception was tremendous. He stood
bowing and moving his lips in vagoe murmurs,
with an air of being quite overcome by his
feelings, for nearly five minutes before he could
begin bis performance, His eyus wandered all
round the houre with the gaze of calenlation,
they grew suddealy fixed, glaring at the
ntalls.

Now the stullg at the Queen’s Theatre, Spin.
dlecum, were a delusion and a sonare. Spindle.
com 6t jts best was not an aristocratic town,
and the Queen® was not the aristocratic
theatre of Spindlecum.  Except on a mayor's
bespeak or under masonic patronage, the stalls
were rarely tenanted.  But there they were,
two long rows of partitioned seats, covered
with dusty red cloth,

To-night there were three people in all the
length and breadth of them—two faded-look-
ing elderly wotnen in opem-cloaks at one cud,
and in the middle, in a position that com-
manded every inch of the stage, a middie-
aied man, with a cadaverous face, promineut
Hghtegray eyes, and lank reddish bair, carefully
dressed in tull evening costinme,

He gat in an attitude of extrewie attention,
with his arms folded on the back of the seatin
front of him—he was in the back row—and hig
eyes tixed upon the Hon-tamer.  For the mo-
ment the sight of him seemed to turn Rudolph
Prusinowski to stone, It was the man he had
been tatking ot that day.

The cold sweat broke out upon his forehewd
but he stamped his foot savagely, angry with
hitmaelf for this folly, muttered an oath, «wnd
Legan uis business with the lHous—stauding
upon their backs, riding round the stage upon
all three at once, leading them through a kind
of dance movement, dereribed in the hills as
a et of quadrilles, with  cacdands of paper
rores, nud otherwise disporting bimself with
them, the red-haired man io the stalls watch-
ing his pvery movement and every movement
of the anfmals breathlessty, and never stirring
by a hair's breadth from his attentive attitude,
or turning his eyesavay from the stage,

Then came the feature of the evening—a
single combat between Herr Prasinowski and
Robinson—who wis described fn the hills, by
the way, as ¢ Moloch, the roval brindled lion,
presented to Herr Prusinawski by one of the
native princes of the Pusjinb”—at the end of
which the Herr deagged ssunder the animal’s
jaws, and put hizhead into his red-bot-looking
motith,

i

To-night, in spite of that deadly terror
which had come upon the Herr at the sight of
that unoe detested spectator, everything weat
smoothly enough.  Robinson, otherwise Mo-
lech, kept his temper, suffered his jaws to be
opened to their widest extent, and the tamer’s
head to repose’ upon his tongue as on a
pitlow for half & dozen xeconds or so,and the
cnrtain came down to vaciferous applanse; bat
when the béndficizire was enllod for, there was
no response.  The prompter found him lean-
ing againgt one of the wings, white to the
Hipr.

“1id you ever see a man - tremble 2 he
asked, ina voire that shdok so much as to be
senreely intelligible. @ T yon want to gee
one, look at me”

He was shuking in every limb, like a wan
stricken with ague.

© Why, what's the matter, cully 2" asked the
prompter, with more friendliness of tone than
cleganece of diction. *They're ealling for you
like mad.  You'd better go on."-

“'m golng, a8 soon as 1 can steady myxelf,
I never neglect my business; bat I've had a
turn. I never thought T should cowme off the
stage alive to-night.” .

# Why, the snimals were quiet enowgch.”

« Yes, as mild as lambgs but there's a man
in front thats my evil geniua, 1T never felt su-
perstitiona about anything clse before—none

of your ghosts or that kind of rot—but Uve

ot my fancy about that man,  He'd like to see
e killed, and—be'll contrive to see it

o Prusinewski,”  &aid the prompter, @1
couldn’t have belivved it of you, T thougbt
yon was a man of sense,"”

But the prompter fult-ancomfortable never-
thelesa, The human mind iz especially open
to unvomfortable senrations of this kind,

W Come, my boy," ho exelnimed, ¢ they're
losing temper.”  Thiz in allusion to the su-

“eleven.

dience, who were clamouring hoarsely for thelr
favourite. “ You'd better go on.” :

Prusinowski wiped his damp forehead,
pulled himself together, us it were,

“All Tight” he said, and followed the
prompter to the firat entrance, and went
through the narrow opening which that fanc-
tionary made for him by pulling the heavy
drop-scene a little on one side.  He went on,
made his accustomed mechanical bhow, and
cropsed the stage, to disappear with renewed
bowings on the opposite side  He wag look-
ing at the stalls all the time. The man was
gone,

# Curge him " muttered the lon-tamer, 9 If
he’d given me time to chaoge my clothes, I'd
have been in front of the house in time tu see
him come out. I want to know who he is; [
want to know what he weans.”

He dressed hurriedly, tearing off his close-
fitting garb, and shufMing on the coustute of
every-day life anyhow, and then went back
to the prompt entrance before the curtain had
risen for the furce, and took another survey of
the stalls, thinking it just possible that his
evil genius had returned. But the man’s
place was empty. There ware anly the two
dreary women, waiting meekly for one of the
stalest inanest farces known to dramatic litera-
ture, and fanning themeelves with their pocket
handkerchiefs.

Herr Prusinowski went roand to the public
doors of the theatre, aud hung abont there,
with a vague idea that the wan might e lin-
gering slso, There was a large tavern just
oppostte the Quuen's, where the audicuce
were wont to refresh themselves—even the
atalls and boxes—with brandy-and-roda. The
Herr crossed the road by-and-by, went into
the crowded bar, still looking for his man,
and looking vaioly.

While he was staring about him a friendly
hand tapped him on the shoulder,

“ft wias well over eighty, my boy," said
the voice of De la Zouche, upon whose youth-
ful check still lingered some trace of the vers
milion it had worn in the Mitler and his Men,
and whose upper lip was still stitf with the
glue that had secured his horsehair monstache,
“ Nearer ninety, Tiddikins tells me, and he
knows how to reckon up a house with any
man in the profession. 1 wish you jov 7

“ Thank vou, old fellow ” replicd the Hon-
tamer vaguely. & Yes, Tthink] sa oot hou-e?

~Think ! There's no room for thicki
The perspiration was running down
fuces in the pit all throngh the Miier. The
house was like a furnnes : and uncommonly
thirsty that kind of thing makes a man, Tae
pongelow vou sent in was very acceptabb [
thought Fitz Rayvmond would unever bave
taken his head out of the pewter,  He's awial
coally on hs Grindoff—goes in a perisher,
«ven when he can’t hear himself speak Tor the
noise in front. But I say, Prasi) bow sbout
the little supper you talked of 7* This in au
insinuating tone,

Prusinowski stared at him biankly for s
rwoment, and then said carelessly:

“ The supper—0O. to be sure. I foreote:
all about it The noble countenanue of Do
la Zouche fell, and his open brow was over-
stuslowed by a sudden gloom, - Dat is ail
right,” continued the dfndrciaire,  » 105 or-
dered for twelve o'clock shurp, T onbored it
on spee, [ othought 1 should have a
housge.”

* Prusinowski, yon are a gentloman?
clauimed the actor.  “ You are one of Nuture's
nobility, sir, and daily contact with the brate
creation has not degraded vour lafty wnind,
At twelve sharp ! 'l go home and put on
w <lesn collar, 1 think you mentionsd a
goose

s Ronst beef at the tog, roast goose at the
bottom,” said the Herr absently.

# 1t is s bird which, on the suppor-table, 1
appreciate sbove any of the feathered teibe”
replied the walking gentleman, @ du s ewr”

He departed, wondering st the silence and
wravity of a man who could draw an eighty-
ponud house.

Herr Prasinowski feft the rpoom and strolied
listlessly atong the street. It was not quite
He had a clear hour before him, in
which he conld do what he pleased with him-
self,  Under ordinary circumstances he mizht
bhave gone homy, to have a few wonts with bis
<little woman,” and make some amendinnt in
his totlet; but to-night he havdly cared to
face his wife  She would kee that sone-thing
way wrong, and question him. The frapreos-
ston that man's sppearance haid mads
him wis a subject be did not want to ik
atout, not even with her, e turued aut of
the busy thoroughfure in which the Queen's
Theatre was situated  presently into s brozd,
quict, old-fashioned-lonking . strect  {eading
down to the quay—a strect of - broad siqnarse
red-brick houses of the Georglan e, giim
and respectable, with a shop only Lere and
there, and then a superior class of shop.
was i very quiet street at this time of wight,
The summer moon was shining full apon the
browd pavement snd empty road, anid theee
wias just a glimpse of monnlit water ot the
cnd of the street where it opened on the
quay. .

. acre was only one shop open at thix hour,
a tobacconist's at n corper. Prusinowski fult

iDF

tieir

in hirz voat-pocket with s dim recotlection of
haviug aliowed My, Firn Raymond to empiy

his tobacco-pouch that evening, and then
strolled across the road sowards the tobac-
conist’s shop. While he was in the act of
crossing, a man came out of the sbop and
walkerd slowly away towards the quay.  The
lion-tacer recognized him at a glance and
darted after him, It was the occupant of the
stallg, a tall angular figure in the moonlight,
with more or lesa the air of a gentleman.

It was an unjustifiable thing to do, of
course ; but Rudoloh Proginowski did not stop
to consider the vtiquette of the situation. He
was resolved to accost this man, He wonld
have done the same wherever he had met
him.

I beg your pardon,” he said, at the stran-
ger's shoulder, 1 believe you were in front
to-uight in the stalls at the Queen's 7

The man tnrned and faced bim,  [twas not
® prepossessing conntenance by any merns,
that long cadaverous visage, with the pale
prominent eyes and lank sandy bair. The
monutizht made it look more than usuaally
cadaverous,

“Yes," he said, ¥ 1 have beenat the Queen's
Theatre this evening,  Dear me? yon are the
fion-tamer, T beliove, This is really curious !

He: spoke in a formal deliberate way that
was strangely icritating to Herr Prusinowski's
nerves,  These artists—even professors of the:
lawest arts—are apt to be sensitive.

4 You have some kind of business with me,
Herr Peusinawski 2 the stranger gaid inter
rogatively, the lon-tamer standing far the
mom-nt staring at him like a newly-awakened
sleep-walker, utterly lost and helpless,

4 1—1 wanted to ask vou a question.” h.
waid abraptly, rousing him=:lf with an effort.
% This isn't the first time Uve seen vyou, You
took a private box at Manchester five years
aun for my benefit”

41 did,"” replied the stranger. ¢ 1 congratu-
late vou on the po ~ion of an cxcellent
memory, Mr. Prosinowski,  You had a narrow
encape that oizht at Maochester, I imagice.
One of vour animals teened restive”

Y es" aaid the Low-tamer movdily, % that

trate Robinson cut wp rough., [ lost my
nerve, autl he saw it. It war 8 narrow

ape—i disappointment for vou, waso't it?”
¢ Exease me, [ hapdly cateh your meaning ™

% You thought it was all over with me.
didin’t you? Come now, I want 1o know youar
motive for coming to see wme that titne—]
wint to kuow your motive for coming to see
me ta-night”

“ Motive 7 repeated the stranger. “ I should
suappose the motive must be satficieatly ob-
vious, People generally ateend that sort ot
cutertajutnent, in search of autszment”

s Other peopls perhaps—not you., I know
what a man's face means, and T watched yours,
#3 close—well almost as close as you watched
me. Tt wasn't the face of o man that came to
b aransed.”

@ Yl seem to have 4 pecaliar way of look-
ing at thinugs, Me Prosinowski,” replied the
stranger. tabbing his bonv close-shaven chie
thonghtfully, ¢ However, to be candid with
vos, I am somewhat jutergsted in lion-taming
[am an idle man, you see. Ay means cuable
e o hive pretty much as T pleas: and where
I please, and o man without oveupation is in
amanner compeiled to ereate an intecest for
bimself in things ontside his own life. lam
ai amatear of will-beast shows,  There wasa

;

mant catled Grreen—yon may have heard of
him perbaps.  Tosaw that mat Green perform

geventeen consecitive times, I was pecaliarly
intereseed in him"

HYes,” said Prasinowski, 6 1 know all about
Green,  He wus ailled—killed by a tiger that
he'd made a good deal of money out of”

tHe wag” answered the stranger; 51 saw
i

Herr Prasinowski shuddered.

1 thought so” the saddy ¢ 1 thought as
much,  Yon've tasted blood.”

“ Upon my honoure thatis a very anpleasant
wav of puttisgr 117 replind the steanger, 1
Took at theese thiugs entirely from an artistic
point of view, I have heard it asserted that
men of your profession aiways do meet with
some fatal aceident 2oener or later. Since von
push me so clegely, Tam tound to admit that
has formed oue element of interest for me 1n
this kind of prefiamance, T ean understand
the delight of the Rouman people, from the
cmperor down to the huwmblest freedman, in
their gladiatortal shows. T have a soimewhat
classical torn of mind; perhaps, aud ata proud
to avkanowledze & taste which connects me
with a classic age”

w1 don't anderstand half thnt plaver,” said
Herr Prasinowski vk by “bat 1trustin God
1 Wmay never see your face again,”

G Really, now ! ohat why M

w Recause yon are a cobld-blowded scoundrel,
and vou world like to see me Killed ™

My dear Mr. Prusinowski that tsa style of
fanguage which, 16§ weresn ill-tempered man,
{ might resent, Happily T am not an il-tem-
perad mnn, o dot it pass. You have no rght
to remark that U =<oonld ik toosec vou kilted
by one of those trutes of vours,  Bat af you
are destined v meet yonr death ta that man
ner, which it i 9 be haped you we not, [
freely miwit that 1 shonld wish to be w spee-
tator of the ceaastrophe. - It would not make
the smallest difference to you, and it wouid
b highly intéresting tome, [s this yoar way ?
No?  In that case, geodenight 27 :




