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A WOMAITS QUESTION.
(limitation of Miss Proctor.)

Before I breathe the vows, dear Jack,
That piake me yours for life,

Before the holy words are said
That make ine yours for life,

Before, lit fact, I quite agree,
Question your soul to-night for me.

I know your heart is al my own,
Or, so at least you say,

lyse never faitered in my faith,
Not even for day;

My hope, my trust is perfect. dear,
But, do you care for Lou Devere 1

Ajealous thought I'd scorn to bide
Weithin my deepest heart,

For man and wife should neyer bave
A hope or fear apart,

But, then you, dear, folks did say
You flirted in a desperate way.

Mï,every bope, niy every dreamn
Id sacrifice for you,

And ailthie blossomes of my iife
Upon your path I'd strew,

The oly thing I must lnsist
ls your forsakiug clubs:. and whit-

*'Vm mot at ail exacting, dear,
Ah, that yon fally know,

As dear mamma s0 often says
I do mot think of show,

For prîde and pomip I do flot care
But-won't we keep our coach and pair ?

Id bave 0mw love so simple, dear.
So trusting and so trime,

That al vour world should be in me
And ail my world in you,

But. cant we live a little while
Ai the S t Clair? 'tis ail the style.

I'd break the dearest ties for you
Witbout a single tbougbt,

And friends and kindred gladly leave
As every womnan ought;

But dear mamma I cannot spare,
She quite expects our home to share.

Thus aIl my future, dearest love,
I place within your bauds

To love, to honor, to obey
As Holy writ commands,

But then you know you've always said
That youd be heart and I'd be bead.

A. E. B.

BEFORE THE LIGHTS.
l am ait "old îstager" and my story is of the

stage, "astagey.' As early as 1 can remember,
1 had a desperate longing for the stage. Not
tlîît 1 was a second Master Betty, or believed
that 1 should develop into a Roscius. Neither
was 1 stage-struck, nor desirous of " fretting my
littie lhour" before the lights. At one turme,
perhaps, I would have jumped at a chance of ap-
pearing ini any character, fromi a demon in a pan -
tonîime, withi a hideous maak and nothing to
say, up to the great creation of Shakespeare's
Macbeth at an amateur performance. But the
" desperate longing " to which 1 now refer was of
quite aiother order. Stagey, it is true; but it
was in the ranka of authorcraft 1 wiahed to alune.
Wben first the desire. seized me, 1 can well re-
member the insane attenip ta 1 made to interview
managers of theatres, under the innocent belief
that could 1 but once obtain admission to the
sanctum sanctorumi of 80 awful a personage-
situate somewhere, I knew, in that mysterious
region known to outsiders as 'behind the scenes'
-- l could at once convince him that 1 was the
coming genius of the age; that my piece-some
farce unduly elaborated, and the big manuscript
much thumbed- would make the fortune of his
theatre, and (though this I did not add) of My-
self as well. But experience teaches, and al
those pet beliefs fell through one by one as, tume
after time, 1 failed, and Ion-success made heavy
the youthful beart that, feeling so bopefully, lad
commenced so ardently to write for the stage.
To ' write for the stage.' Wlîat a great deal of
sound there is in that phrase! But very little
more than sound, 1 soon discovered. And yet 1
luad my 'first night' wlîen, as the 'author,' 1
was called before t he curtaiîî, ' befoîe the liglits,'
upon the stage, gained what liad been my higbest
ambition, and made my bow to an audience. If
Von ask me wliat led nîe to take Up such a line,
1 aîîswer that I don't know. None of my family
were stage people, but I remember that one of
my school-co-opanions lent me a playbook once,
aînd described in grlowing ternis how hie had seen
it acted. And tîen 1 used to read the bis of
the theatres and devour with my eyes the 'pro-
gramme of performance' at some especially fa-
vourite bouse. The great-posters upon the street-
boardings announcing a new piece by Mr.
had for une a very great fascination. I env'ied
the lucky autlior whose namne appeared there-

Wbeîu the curtain fell on the firat niglut of the
new piece I witnessed, I was thrilled witb excite-
ment aîud emotion. The female portion of the
audience wiped some tears caused by the suifer-
inga of the beroine-it is the correct tbing to re-
present your hero or beroine as a mucb-abused
personage-and I felt what a noble tbing it was
to write a piece which, like that, mingled tears
anîd laugliter. And then the author was called
before the curtain to bow bis ackîuowledgments,
and how I envied bimi! After that I attended a
great many first nights, and eacb one determined
to maIe me try for a similar hoîuour. Witb wbat
pride when I had written a farce-my first-I
sent it in to the manager of a theatre wbere I
thougit it would have the best chance ! Witb
wbat anxiety 1 waited for an answer! Would it
come the next day or the day after i Or would it
be a week ? I wondered. But no ; the next day
passed, and the day after, and a week went by
witbout a sign. Had it reacbed bimi? I asked
myscîf. But it must have, I 4nswered, for I had
left it with my own bande. Two weeks, tbree
weeks, a month, and stili no answer; and then
1 called one îîigbt and asked to see Mr. -
My name was sent up, politely enougb, aînd soon
a message was brougbt down that the manager
was too busy to see any one, but would I state
my business? I did; I said that I had called
about a farce I had sent in ; and I remember how,
wben I mentioned with becoming inodesty my
1 little piece,' I blusbed like a scboolgirl and
turimed my face away, so tbat the nuan migbt not
see it. 1 then received a promise that the ma-
nager would write to me, but before it came I
had grown apatbetic;- for the ' hope deferred'
whicb ' makes the beart sick' bad come witb full
force upon me. In the first eagernsss of writing,
bowever, 1 had not waited for one to be produced
before tbinking of another, and about this time
I bad a second farce ready. Then I addressed a
note to the manager about the other, and begged
an answer. Yet stili I waited, and tben, to cut
short the story of my long waiting, when the
answer did come, the post brougbt with it my
mamuscript-rejected ! Undsterred I sent ini the
seconîd farce, and resolved to wait patiently be-
fore 1 asked about that. To tell the trutb, I
began to find out tbat managers did not read
pieces every day in the week, tbough I know
now that they miglit do so svery bour in the
day if they would, s0 many things are sent ini,
so many applications by aspirants after sudh
bonours. I waited and waited tilI more than a
montb bad passsd, and tben wrote aegain and
again, only to find that the manuscript lad been
mislaid, and, that baving been recently found, I
was to have an answer sbortly.

Here let me tell those wbom this struggle for
an autbor's début may interest, tbat it is not
penned to exhibit the dark ide of the picture to
tbem. There is a brigbt aide which is pretty
well known-' success.' But it is must lie striîg-
gled for, and those who can enter into the fight
with that forewarning which is a forea-ming
stand the best cbance. On every side, however,
lie stumfbling-blocks, not the least of wbich is
the course pursued by managers of the present
day, to get pieces written by well-known au-
thors, ignoring others, to suit the peculiar talents
of the respective members of their company. In
two ways this seems to be bad. It afords no
opportunity, or very little, for the development
otany talent, and restricta the achool of actinmg
to a certain uine in whicli an actor or actmess ia
recognised, or bas made lis or ber 'mark.'"'The
old system, by whicl. a company was got together
for wbat is termed the 'run of tbe business,' is
done away witlu. Instead, an actor is now en-
gaged to fill a certain part in a certain piece, aîid
when that is over he is dismissed, unleas the
management bave had a piece written in which
there is a p art suited to the actor's peculiar style.
AIl will admit tbat this 'runa' the actor 'iîu one
groove,' and gives hua 11o opportunity for gen-
eral grasp of character. There are plenty of men
upon thie stage wbo can be funny in a part writ-
ten to lie funny, or trong in a p art written to
be strong ; but that should not be placed to the
actor's credit: it belongs to the author ; but
where an actor can make, lebitmately, sometlîîîîg
good out of words and actîons tbat are nothing
except ini bis banda, that man is an actor in the
proper meaning of tbe word ; le 'graspa' lis
character, and proves that le does not rua imu
the1 one groove' wbicb the stilted style of the
present day leada to. In «'the provinces,' there
are companios wbo set together from year's enud
to year's end witbout change, and play innumer-
able pieces and a variety of characters. Sucli
coropanies are the ' feeders' of the London stage,
or would lie but thuat the actors and actresses own

by any request for my preseuce. So, alteraating
between hope aund fear, the tinue passed, and 1
found nîyself at the appointed hour waiting at
tbe door of tbe theatre once mgain to see the
manager. 'At any rate,' I thought, ' I shaîl get
behind the scenes at last, '-and 1 did. My îuame
having been sent in, I was presently requested to
enter the, to me, miysterious nay, almoat aacred,
region. I was ' behind the scenes.' ' Good
beavens!' I thouglut, as following the man con-
ducting me, wbo bastened onward into sudden
darkneas, wbile I endeavoured to follow as quick-
ly ; 'good beavens! wss thîis the gilded hall or
fairy palace 1 had seen from tbe pit? Was this
darî and evil-smellimug p lace the encbaîîted re-
gion known as behind the scenes ?' 1 asked..
myself these questions whule following tbe mn
wbo bad takemu my name, and whule I was bsing
led through a forest of trees-among whiclu,
oddly enougli, stood the elegant furniture of a
modemn drawing-room. My guide knocked at a
little door in a dail corner, and the mext seconud
I found unyseif before a mnuwbo sat at a little
table scratching long lines across a bulky mantu-
script. He was leavy-eysd, bis face bore an
expression of the greateat trouble, anîd le looîed
tired to death. It wus the manager ! the man
who, niglit after nigbt, convulsed the bouse witb
lauglter-be played low comedy aad whom I
had pictured as the incarnation of mirth and
jollity. Wbile lie went on marking the manu-
script-for, of course, I did not interrupt him-
1 bad leisure to observe the sanctum sanctorum 1
had mt last entered. Above the mantel-seef was
a cracked looîingz-glass9 minus a franue; in one
corner guns, swords, piles, lelmets, shielda, and
the general armour of stage soldiery ; wbile tbe
rooni generally was crowdsd witl a leterogeneoua
mass of furniturs. And- then 1 looîed at tbe
manager witl miagled curiosity aad intereat.
He neyer spoke for five minutes, and I Inew
that lie was a man wbo tookl ife's troubles
roughly, that tley pressed lsavily upon lim.
Yet this was the man wbo wus the life aad soul
of the audience at nigît. Truly, I thouglit 'all
is not gold that glitters.' Wlen le loolced u
and pushed has work away from bum, le passed
WB Uand across lis eyes as thougl lie would
wipe away a load of cars, and tIen asked,

' Wshl, air, and wlat can I do for you ?'
I explained my business to him, told bim my

îîame, and mnetioned that I lad previously sent
iiu a farce.

'Yes,' lie said, ' yes ; I remember ; I wasted
iny time reading it. Not wortl the ligît, ir.'

1 laugbed a little and coloured a great deal.
Not thuat I was offended ; I rather liîed the
framîl toxue in whichi lie spole.

'Well,' I asked, 'and witb regard to this
one ?'

'Humpl ! Better,' lie said, ',decidedly botter'
and tIen added, ' l'Il play it.'

I didni't jump up and seize bis land, nor fal
dowmu on my kuees to thank Iiim, tluougb it was
the consummnatiouu of nîy wishea at that tume. I
neyer moved, thougl I Iaow îny leart did, for
I felt it tbumpumîg vsry lard beneatl my waist-
coat.1

' Yes,' lie repeated, 'l'Il do it, but I caî't say
wlen. As soon as 1 want another farce.'

After tlat, I need scarcely say, I went home
and wrote witl renewsd ensrgy, and thouglit
over ' old 9 plots upon wicl to found ' new'
pieces. Not farces-no; I meant to aspire to
soînething very different, for was I not anauthor?
And s0 I ld dstenlined to have a big piece-un
acta, as I had seen them called ; for I bad bouglit
plays and studied their comnstructioni. And 1
would have a suffering beroine, asud a fight, in
which the villain wvas to be Iilled by the lover-
at least that was my idea of the osthodox tieuu.
That, 1 thouglit, would bring me famne, and after
that money would come.

la about thres mentIs more 1 was sent for
agisin to go to the theatre. The maniager lad
not forgottea lis promise, as sonies of theni do.
It was at aigît tleuu, and wben once nmore I
found nuyself bebind the scenes, the ligît there
was as broad as the suîî at noomîday. 1 was told
th at the miai) ager would lie ' off ' directly, and se
I was left standinug aloas. «'Off?' I thouglit,
wbat is ' getting off'? But not liîing to ask any
one, nîy ignorance remained unenlightened. As
I stood by thc scenes, constantly fimding myself
in aomebody's way, I1lieard the shouta of laugli-
ter from thc audiemnce, but 1 could mot ses on time
stage. Some tume after a policeman came close
to nuy aide and put bis band familiarly on my
shoulder. I wss almost inclined to rosent wlat
I tliougbt watt an insult, and did ask aomnewbat

, ham~t do you want ?'

In reply 1 hîeard a equiet lucîc i ad

in it. The manager wns present-be 1 layed the
firet part-and several other gentleimemî and
ladies. One of the latter, wlmo was called Mise
Winter, attracted My attention from lieu exceed-
ing beauty, and before the morning was over, 1
observed that ahe became 80 nervous as to scarce-
ly lnow what ase vas tloing. I was not soft-
hearted, but the youîmg lady interested me, and
1 took anu opportunity of speaîing to lier. The
intereat was h sightened by a circuistamîce that
occurred at a rebearsal, aud it was thie : In the
farce aIe liad to play the part of an os-phiam girl,
and wbea aIe came to speal the lins whicb told
the fact, I noticed a quick glamîce at huer drese--
plain blacî-and a suddenu paling of ber face. 1
tbougbt as was going to falmt, but I did not
know thue reason, and aitotluer lady took ber by
the luand and led bier to a chair.

After about a weel of rebearsal, the miglit
when the piece was to lie played had comle. 1
was not very old, themi, and thon g h1 can l oîuo
sucb an eveat aow iitl sonewlîat more com-
posmure (but still anxiety and caue), meed 1I say
tbat my excitememît that evening was great?2 To
me, it ivas as big n venture as any of thme big
pieces 1 lad witmiessed on' fisst mights' et other
theatres. Judge, themi,Iluow I tornuented inyself
with thoughts of something thunt was to happern
to prevent ita succea-poesibly evemu its being
played at all. Would somebody break down iii
lis part and ruin tÈe «'go ' of t ? But no ; it

was annouaced ; it muet come off. Oves- ani
oves- again I had conteuuplated thie bille of the
theatre placarded about the towmî, amuuoumcinig
the nsw farce, to whicb. my mants was appended
as thie author. Witb wliat pride I lad iret rend
it, and how, wlienever I met witl a bill in mv
walka tîrougl tIc atreets, I stopped to examine
it and lolk or My name. The advertisements,
too, I carefully scanned, and the nswspapsrs bie-
came charma to My sys. And then, thuat nigbt
when the curtain rose upon the farce, and the
audience wslcomed thc comic man (the manager)
witb a round of applause as lie sntcrcd, the
laugliter lis provoîsd, the roara froni the ' gode'
(inhabitants of the gallery-I lsarnt thc tes-iu
afterwarda), bow îîy heart beat! And wlen the
curtain fell and the manages-, alouted for by hie
admis-crs, wsnt forward and took me with liii,
ahalI ever forget it ? No ; I thiumk mot, for it
was dearer to me than any of the other îrecsptions
1 lave lad. My wife, Mrs.-, née Mise Wintcr,
could, perlapa, tell you mors of it ;mugît also
tell you how I found out that sbswas an orphan
who bad doms to thc theatre juat as the farce
was put on, ao accounting for the incident wflich
aroused My intereat in bier ; that interest wlich
culminated in uny proposing to tale bier froni
the world, 80 frieîmless to ber~, to the waumer
world wlicl I could mals for lier. Thc two
eveats are almoat ideatical. One s prang from
tIc other, and, old as I am now, and the stage
no fniry palace, ecbanted or unysterious region,
but only a womrld of higli hopes and burnmiuîg
hearts (some truc onea, some atrayed from the
path of thc noble art), it would lis as impossible
for me to forget how my love grew for Ellen
Winter, as it would lie to forget my fluet appear-
acs 'before thc ligîts.'

HUMÔR O US.
A New Hamupshire man sende fousteen of hir,

children te nue school, aud wbeu they combine againat
be teseber ho kuews hoe au safeiy bet on the resuît..

As, the Pittsburg murderer paseed a group of
newspaper reporters, on bis way te the gallows, ho re-
marked ceufldentially: "Give me agoed send offboys.'
Ho got it.

TAKE the world right tîrougli, and tlirce-
quarters of the bumaus do Dot saru their bread sud
clothea.' This la wbat makes il se teîmgb for the other
quarter.

WE bhave yet to learn of a sadder boy than lie
who invosted bis little ail lu a snow shovel, Dec. Tht,
upen the promise from bis father of twenty-flve cents for
cleauiug the walks after every snow sterm.

No matteu' bow bappy a man may seci, yet
bis life la net free from bard knocks sud disappoint-
monta, mai as the aublimest plate ef hasb is sure to have
lurking lu il, soinewhere, a shirt button or a part of a
wates-fall.

"SÂv, poî'," snid ,Tolmuu Heiimy'e bopeful,
the other day, "~ waant it the prince of whaîesthat swal-
uowed Jouah?" And John patted lus head, and gave
hlm anickel, and told hlm ho might Foine day ho an al-
derman ; sud thon as ho put on bis slippers, and fennd a
smali chtnunt-bur in eacb tee, ho teok that boy over bis
kneeand wsestled with hlm.

No yoîîug man las a right to blow bis bs-aine
ont because bis; washerwemau doos nul turmu over the
points cf bis piccadilly oî-eniy, thougb he bas anunmm-
doubted rigbt to destroy ber ou the spout. Dnty Io bis
family demanda that a tus-n dowu collar cemes before
depath. aud au approving coankiene will pat1h;m on4(ho
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