
THE HARP. 139

aouth is to b elcetrified by the grand
anateur performance of " 'Th Rivas.'
For the last ton days drss makers have
been busy, costumes have beei sont Lfor,
rele:-sals have ben going on. A crowd-
ed hoiso is Oxpccted-a ver'y litte gous
a long way in Baymouthl. Ther are
daily rehorsds and daily squabblcs
despair and frenzy on the part of M.
Durand, chronic sulkiness on the part
.of the performers.

The managcr's task is a lHerculean
task, the drilling of those raw recruits a
formidable aMd thanIlciess undtaking,
but after a fashion he accomplishes it.

Amnong the refractory corps, Frank
Dexter is perhaps the iost maddening-
]y pig-headed. Frank, wvho takes im-
brage at the inanager's most innocent
remarks, who stands in the win gs and
scowls like a demon daily durî'inig the
love passages betwcn Fauiîlkland aid
his insipid Judia. And perlaps since
the charaer w'as firt perforned it was
nover rendered so Utterly Ilat, stalo, and
vapidl as in the hands of Miss Marie
Landelle. Paulldand may pave, may
gla'o, my spouLt his gloom1ysp eechcs as
imnpassionedly as mortal m1aîu nay, he
awakens no answcring response in that
cool boson.

Miss Landelle, her radiant hair fall-
ing like a glory abouit her, her beautiful
eyos fixed iupon hii, ropeats her lnes
withoit falter or mistake, no nore emo-
tion in face or' voice as if she wer'e a
taIlkinig doîl. And it s a noticeable fact
thai, except when they address oach
other in chaiacter, they seldom addross
each other at aIL. M. Durand is scrupu-
lously piolite to mademoiselle, his cous-
i lhe hlas a tick of furtively watching
lier, too, w'hich Frank scs with suient
rage.

A sort of restraint is groving up be-
tween lim and Roine also, which Long-
worti sees, and of which ho highly ap-
proves. Th1e manncir of this last gentle-
Man is that of a duelist on guard, (cl 1y
courteous, but ever wvatchful and suspi-
cions. Frank,'on th eontrary, makes op-
en war, rabels bold ly, and i n sigh t of all,
igainst the self-constituted authority of
the stage-manager

"Frank, mon cher," will say M. Da-
raid, in his briglt enger way, " don't
stand in that rigid and unnatural atti-
tudo. Stand at case. Don't use your

legs and arms as if they belonged to
some one else, and were inado of glass,
and you were afraid the slightest move-
mont mi glt break them.'

SMir. Durand," Frank replies, with
olaborate politeness, "will it suit your
convenicuce if I havo a fow of my limbs
aiputated ? My legs and arms appeaur
to have riiined your peace of mind over
since this performance began. I will
ehoerfilly subnit to the operation soon-
cir than tlhey should continue to cause
you the porpetiaîl suîffering they seen
to (10."

Or it will ho this-
" Monsieur Dexter," Durand w"ill say

pathos in his voice, despair in his face,
'don't stand with the back of your head
'to the audience. I heg of you, I entreat
o you, turn a better fae to the honse."

" have'nt got any botter fice," re-
tuiris Mr. Dexter, w'ith suddon siother-
ed fury ; " if the house doesn't like my
race, the house iOedn't look at it. What
do T want standing staring at your au-
dience, and b hanged to theom, like a
gab, w'hea I've got nothing to say to
themi ?"

Bat the evening is her, and a great
throng with it. Baymouth musters weH
to enjoy the bhlindors and breoaldowns
of the amateus. At eight overy seat
is filoe, and the orchestra is in frul blast
-silent expectation of fui to cone filîs
the house.

Behind the scenes dire confusion aMI
flutter ohtain-people with painted faces
and wiggod heads rush frantically to
and fro, little yellow covered books in
thcir hands, gabbling idiotically. M.
Durand in the (ldess of the sombre.
.F"aulkland, is ui quitous, gesticulating,
imploring, besechiing, trying madly to.
o'oke ordier out of chaos. I the midst
of the confusion w'orso confounded, uup
goes the urutain, and on go Fag and the

And here the fun-cxpectant audience
are not disappointed, Memory and
voice forsake theso two poor' playes in-
stantaneously at sighit of that sea of
eager faces and twinkling oyes. In vain
the prompter roars in a husky and fran-
tiu whispor, painfully audiblo to ail
prosent but the two unfortunates for
whon it is intended.

" Come off !" ut last despairingly is
the cry, aâdd Fag and the Coac/ian go


