LIFE,

At Covent Garder—the Ball,
ket. Say that it is somewhere about
three in the worning. That being so
it is ouly natoral that the youngish
wen whose clean shaven faces are to
be found in packets of things rather
satirically called sigarettes, if one is
daring enough t. look for them, are
indulging in gentle horse play, i.e, in
rufling other men’'s hairs, ripping off
the tails of their coats catching them
by the heels und sending them sprawl-
ing oo their noses:i n imitating tarm
vards, one
another, and other famous sctors. The
band still plays cake walks and g
time airs with undiminished eatushi
asm: Nelson 1s dancing with **London
Day by Day,” Napoleon with **A Bit
of Old Chelsea, Charles I with  the
“Pyjama Girl,” and * Lord Rolerts”
with **Windsor Castle from the Long
Walk.”  The whole affa’'r is sodidly
ungay, Sohoishly un-Bohemian, noisy,
rowdy and untterly English,

With an ineguuity quite indescribable, Per-
shore and Nostell, both of 5 ndhurst,
are got up, the former to represent
“*The boy who stood ou the buning
deck’, and the other as *'Hall Caine
iu his adolescense.” Both are sitting
the stage nursing prizes—silver things
of u raber blatant character- all too
well pleased with the world,

Pershore (in a whisper): Nossy.
No tell: Well, Percy?
Perslore. This is & red lettter day in our

Ccareers,

Nostell: Ra-ther! Is it?
Pershore: (Do you lrealize that we are
wallowin’ in life my boy?

not the Mar-

gramophones, motor cars,

Nostell: (I should think so. By Jove,
yes. It's—it's the real thing, isn't ity
Pershore: It's it, dear old laa. Just It.
Do you know what Iv’e decided in the
ast ten minutes?

Nosttell: To come here again
Pershose: To come here always To
makea hoboy of it,

stell: You wont’let it
your career in the Service,
sy

Pershore: I shall run it along-ide. Nos
8y.  After a dose of pipeclay this splen-
did Bobemianism will take the taste of it
out of oue's mouth
Nostell: Yes it
groove. \What
Pershore: Yon're a mun of sense. You'll
make a nawe—as 1 shall
Nosteli. I say thongh
breezily Say it, dear old
ke plucky. We ure Men from

interfere with
will you Per

don’t do to get into a

Pershore
Ind. say it,
to night

Nostell. Er
that this is

Pershore: Is what?

Nostell: Ir,

Pershore (scornfully):
ghost! Here's a wan that don't
when bhe ses it

Nostell: Well, but—don't think I ain’t
enjoyin’ it and all that lersy- -er—the fel
las here ain't quite up 1o suuff, are 1hey?
Pershore: What's that? What watter whe
ther they are up to snoff or not? They're
men, men of the worid, men of plensure,
men who live! By thnnder, Nostell, yon
uwuse me.  Is it possible that I am going
to be disappointed in you?

Nostell (hurriedly): No,
fella

| suppose you're quite sure

Great Caesar s
kvow Life

no, my dear




