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the Rachel legend alrnost witbout a scnse of change. Amnerica, which lias
long been collating ail sorts of notorieties frorn abroad i a spirit of callector-
ship, would be very willing to, cons ider an actress wbo should adhere 10 Racine,
a writer whonî i knows nothing about and respects, To appear vcry vision-
arily and impalpably, 10 imitatc statuary and expire cvery niglit i parts froni
the French-Grcek drarna, to corne only once and die of ani American cold, is
the carcer of a hieroine in this liccLiar rnytbology. The part wâs ivaiting for
Mlle. Bernhardt, if she had been ivilling to assume it. To take the lover place
almost at once in mere dramas of disease, drarnas which rnake l'Adrienne"I
appear like a classic by contract, ivas very hurnan, very modest. It ivas modest
because there are iriherent drarnatic vices in both the more modern plays wvhich.
frustrate the best efforts of the artist ta persanate .an interesting and sympa-
tbetic character.

In Il Froufrou"I the drarnatist makes bis beroine wvork iii) an elaborate
quarrel ivith a faultless sister, 'vithout providing the ghost of a pretext, rnerely
to start a couple of extra acts, thus rcducing to nothing the finle intuitive scnse
of things ivhich she displays in the rest of the piece, and making the actress's
efforts to express native tact and intuition a derision. As for ifarguerite, of
aIl the characters wvho have sawed perpetually on one string, ivithout the ghost
of intelligence, and have produced effect by constant pressure on the auditor's
nerves instead of by stimulating and inspiring him, she is the most vapîdly
intolerable. The tbinness of motif, the wvant of relief, i bath book and play,
are as little as possible ta Dumnas's credit *iteration is aIl the enîphasis hie lias
leftrned. Accordingly, the actress's best-directed efforts to play at delicate
feelings or perceptions were very inucbi throwvn away. Gilbcrte's cxquisîte
intelligence, lier flashes of discerrument, hier declaration ta bier sister that she
proposes ta keep ber fauîts of character, hier correction of the staternent of the
proposed appointment from "lambassador"I ta I "arbassadress," lier selfishness
as of a blameless and consistent praduct af nature, lier quick objection to a
duel on her accauint which would for ever tarnish the naif prettiness of lier
character-all thcse delicate hits, wvhicb Mlle. Bernhardt delivcred with precisian
and relisb, were made as nothiiig because the character of Gi/berte is forced
mbt a gawky fraternal quarrel %vhose attitude on ber p)art would have been
impossible to bier nature. After that quarrel-which the actress made a superb
separate success, playing for the moment an independent rôle, and leaving on
the mind an incifaceable image of tue hissing, serpentine, voluble victimi-the
part became a blernished ideal, and synipathy with Gi/bere, here miscanceiving
things so stupîdly, and elsewliere conceiving everything witb flashes of tact,
was lost. Sa with Margýuerite Gaulier, there is a fonds of self-consciousncss,
of posing as a victim, of harping on disadvantages, in the conception, which
nmade it quite labour wasted for the actress ta, receive lier lover's father as
sweetly as a pastoral ingénue, ta entertaîn lier guests with the good-hleartedness
of a bousekeeper and the caprices of a kitten, ta die like a saint. The story
15 patcbed with traits fareign ta its tissue, and il was necessary ta rub anc s
eyes and convince oniels self that the sanie persan was stili treading the boards,
when the. dramatist made the most cantrary rôles thus int anc.

Mlle. Bernhardt shows ail the lime the most fascinating sense of manners,
of behaviar iii exigencies. In llage i/e er way of listening ta, the dactor's
aside which delivers bier deatb sentence, while busily wrîîing a feminine billet,
was perfection :sa was bier ijîsult ta Varville, who bias computed bis visits foolb
ishly-"l Vous ne dites jamais que des bêtises "; this ivas liot throiwn at the
interlocutar, but delivered in the lowest, nîost rapid tones of seif-reflection,' as
if the observation wcre forced by circimstances, and as if she lialf-haped the
other would flot hear. Sometimnes tlie style was a little mare pronounced, as
with Gi/berte burying ber chin in ber fists, irimersing herself in lber book, and
saying "les vous icoute " ta lier litsband. These sketches af manners, as
important ta aur century -as the illustrations of Restif de la Bretonne ta a past
onte, were not unmîxed with inspirations, the great moments af the artist, which
iwere sa ricli and deep as almost ta efface aIl minar impressions. The scene
with tbc eider Duval, in Durnas's play, wvas sucb a mlasterpiece of pure pathos
as lias seidoa been seen on aur stage; the pity il evokes is stainless, is separabe
from the character, and does the heart gaod - il is femininity revealed. The
quarrel-scene wibb the sister in Il Froufrou"I was equaiiy great, as a piece of
concentration; the boiling-up of hiot, thin, fine-cut words had a brilliant air of
spontaneity. It was flot like a rôle studied, but ]ike an impromptu shot at a
a mark and bitting.' The deatb-scenes of the two characters were flot unlike,
and were» models of pathetie grace. A painful compaîîy, of the sort of outre
mner inane we have been accustomed ta, witb Salvini and Ristori, endeavored ta
annul the labors of the star.-IV Y. Nation.

Mlle. Bernhardt is somewbat of an artist, and bier pictures bave been ex-
hibited iii the Sa/on; as ta their menit il is a x'ery debateable question, sanie
critics baving even gone s0 far as ta assert that those îvbicb wvere passable xvere
doubtlessly dane by anothez artist. One of the paintings is of herself and
there is a dog Iying ait lier feet-of wvbich was sarcastically said that it repre-
sented a dog gnawing a bone-rather a verbal caricature of tlîis eccentrie
womnan's thinness.

BEAUTY'S DAUGHTERS.

(I3 y tuie Au//w; ol P/j /; 3o//y Ban" 'Y/v Pai1 y Li/tan," e/e).

CIJAPTER 1.
l'in tired of l haIl 1 1 tbiuîk 1 shall settle down and marry Kitty," says

Sir John, blis voice carning lazily tbroughi the smail silvery cloud of snmoke that
curîs upward fromr bis lips.

The idca is cbarming," replies bis cousin, witb a baif smile, so, is your
rnodesty. But M iss K.itty-are you quite sure she will accept yaui

IlOne is neyer quite sure of anything, dear boy, in tliese degenerate days,
but as nearly as possible I think 1 arn sure of Kitty. She is nat the sort ta
play fast and loase witb any man. She is very bonest, and very real, and-er
-qite different from tbe usuai run of womnen," winds up Sir John, pleasantly,
unawvarc that bis remnark is paltry, inasrnucb as ail men say this-and think il-
of the ivonen tbey chance at the moment ta love.

Il es, the others are a poor lot," says Arthur, faînt amusement in bis tane.
"And yau believe Miss Tremaine likes youil"

I tbink so. T hope so. And at ail events 1 ami utterly positive I like
beri,- and-tbat's ail," finishes lir John, rather abruptly, the ash of bis cigar
having grown beyond ail bearing. He shakes it off gently, and, Ieaning
back in bis chair, awaits bis cousin 's answer.

I thougbt you were equally positive about Miss Lisle, the year before
iast,-Mrs.lCharteris, 1 mean."

Il Vas 1 ?" Laugbing slightly. I hardly remember. My nîemory was
neyer my strong point."

"lIf 1 were in lave îvith a womnan I don't tbink I sbauid gel over it s0
casily," says Arthur, meditatively.

IBut was I in lave xvith Fani-y Charterisi I aimost forget. No, 1 think
liat,-not really."

"You were terribly épris, at ail events."
"Not even that. I confess I ratber affected ber saciety, because she was

the most affording persan I knew ; but no more. For instance, I don't recollect
the tume I ever envied thaI elderly gentleman she called ' Robert.'

"lChartéris, you mean. For my part, 1 aiways liked what I kneîv of hini,
-which was very little."

IlSa did 1, for that matter. lie was wvbat anc would caîl sterling, I dare
say ; but-"

"Yesi I
"There was a good deal of bum, wasn't there?"I says Sir John, l)laintively.

"He was ahl aven tbc place. I neyer met so aggressively thniving a persan,
except, perhaps, in the malter of hair; and be was baid !Even there you sce,
be excelled, because he wîas the baldest man I even saw,-not a single hair on
is head, I give you my word! And then I can't farget the buttons! Of

course a fellowv must make a fortune if bie hasn't one; but surely there is some-
thing wrong about buttons. 1 don't think I ever quite got aven t.

"I1 rather admire self-made men," says Arthur, with an attempt at severity.
"There is a truer nobility in talent than un mene binth,-whch, after ail, is but

an accident."
I entirely agree witb yau. That is quite the sort of thing a unan augbt

ta say wbo is well born hiniself. Sa liberal, you know, and that. But fnankly,
naw, was there truc nability in Charteris's nasei And thougb bis fortune was,
surely thene was fia necessity wby bis ciothes should look-sef-nade. And
wby on carth couldn't lie try Mrs. Allen, or somebady, and caver bis lîead ?
1 neyer cauid imagine what Fancy saw in bu. "

l Hs rnoney, I suppose," says Arthur, cantemptuausly.
Sir John regards hiun reflectîveiy. He seidomn troubles himiself ta think,

but just now it does accur ta bini that lus causin's tane is unpleasant.
IlWhat did Mrs. Charteris do ta you?" Ilbe asks, presently.
Blunden srniles.
IlYou bbirnk me sevene," he says ;"but the fact is, I neyer sawv Mrs.

Charteris, and only knew bier busband very sligbîly before his marniage. Sa I
ar n ft speakmng tbrougb persanal pique ; but, frani ail I have ever heard of
bier, 1 should flot imagine ber a very estimable characten. Fast, wasn't she ?
Eh ?"I

INot a bit of il," says Sir John. IlPeople aiways say that of a woman if
shiç happens ta be pretty and good-humored and run after by men. One bias ta
squint nawadays and wean red hair, and sit in a corner, if one wants ta escape
caiumny. I aiways thouglit ber charming. You knew the Lisies; how did
you escape meeting Fancy? "

IlBeing abroad sa mucb, I suppose. 1 really tbink I haven't been tbnaugh
a regular London seasoni for seven years."

"And now yau arc going away again. You douî't ]et us sec too mucb of
you, aid boy, do you ?"I

Ima restless beggar," says Arthur, flinging away the end of bis cigar
and stretching bis anms above bis head. I can't content myscîf for long any-
where. But I sba'n't give you the chance of fargctting me Ibis time. Let me
sec: this is August, and I dare say 1 shall be back again about the beginning
of May. By the by, if it does came off, shall I be in time for youn wedding ?"I

IlI bandly think sa. If Kitty says ' Yes,' I shall manny straight away.
We bave known eacb other quite long enough for that, you know."

Il Tbree montbs, ism it t?"
"An cternity, as we judge naw."1
IlLook bere, jack," says Arthur Blunden, somewhat earnestly. "lBefore

pnoposîng ta Miss Tremaine I would sec Mrs. Chartenis again if I werc you.
You used ta talk a good deai of ber in the ald days, I nememnber; and you
wene considenabiy eut up when she married Charterms; and-I always bbought
there was samething in it, I cannaI altogethen divest myscîf of that idea even
now; and I certainiy think it will be awkward if, when you mccl ber later on,
you still find you feel sentimentaily disposed towards bier. She is a widow now,
you tld me. Take my advice and try il all aven again w'ith ber first before
saying anything seniaus ta Kitty Tremnaine,"

"I. bad no. idea yau wcre sticl a carefui mani," reburfs Sir john, with an
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