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Lily Kengtry bas rejacted Cecil RR ~ 

leigh's 4 Queen of Society. 

The attempt of Catherine A. Hudleston 
to secure some of the fortune left by the 
Jate Alvin Joslyn hae Isiled. 

Aocter (Who bas been eeeking an en- 
gagemen') —Well, I've got to lve. 
Manager — Not necessarily. 

Bram Stoker, who is Sir Herry Irviog's 
perscnal representative, poeitivily denies 
that Miss Terry is to retire from the 

stege at the end of this American tour. 

Thirteen year old Marjorie Murray has 

now played Cissie, in an English product- 
ion of the Silver King, close upon 700 
nights, without being out of the bill once. 

Mathilde Cottrelly and Mrs. M(Kee 

Rankin bave been)’ engaged by Charles 

Frohman for Annie Russell's company for 
the production of Mr. Clyde Fiteh's play, 
The Girl and the -Jndge. 

Lula Glaser and Strange and Edwards 

opera, D.lly Varden, bave found a New 
York date, though it is not until after the 

holidays. This attraction is reported to 
follow Mansfield at the Herald Square. 

It is observed by critics that the rubject 
matter of The Bonnie Brier Bush is simi 
lar to the material used in Hsz:l Kirke, 

and it is significant, when the success of the 

earlier play is recalled, that the samo 

writers generally concede that The Bon- 

pie Bricr Bush is much the stronger play 
of the twe—stropger in beart interest and 

s{ronger in comedy. . 

Fraok Daniels in Kirke Iv Shelle‘s 

Jatest murical production, Miss Simplicity, 

tock $11,108 at the Grand Opera House, 

Chicago, on its opening week, snd the 

critics agreed that no musical piece that 

bad been known there in years bad so 

completely captured the town. The three 
weeks engsgement bids fair to be the 

record for the house during the entire 

season as the advance sale 18 enormous. 

New York Times: Mme. IJordica has 

little patience with persons who are too 

easily discouraged. During a recent stay 

17 America she kindly offered to give an 

hour each day to a young kinswoman who 

nad 8 promising voice. Eleven o‘clock 

wae the hour set for the lesson. Qae day 

the young singer failed to appear. Mm. 

Nordica met her later and asked ber why 

the had not come to take the lesson. The 

kinewomsn replied that it was too bot for 

her to work. ‘Hot I" ex:laimed the singer. 

‘my dear, if you expect to rise to the top 

youll find it hot all the way up.’ 

New York Times : The other day a 

friend was telling Miss Ethel Barrymore 

that Joseph Jefferson bad expressed bim- 

self as delighted with the success which she 
had made as a star and tbat he bad said it 

seemed only & few months ago that she had 

been. runving about bis place by the ses, a 

madcap little girl. *“Did he say that I 

used to sit on his knee P* ‘No, I don‘: 

thick that he did.¢* “I‘m glad of tbat,‘ 

said Miss Barrymore. Almost every one 

of the distinguished old actors hss told me 

that. Itever I get old enough and im- 

portant enough to write my memoirs, [‘m 

going to name the book, ‘Knees I Have 

Sat Upon.* ¢ 

Reginald de Koven and Harry B. Saith 

seem to be as prolific in producing operas 

as were Gilbert and Sullivan. Their latest 

cffort is the rather daring experiment of a 

sequel to their most popular work, ‘Robin 

Hood. It obtained a very favourable 

reception at its premiere the other day in 

Philsdelpbia. The story runs that Robin 

Hood Las joined the Crusadsrs on the eve 

of bis marrisge to Maid Marian. The 

Sheriff of Nottingham leads ber to believe 

{Lat her betrothed is unfaitbiul, and tries 

to seiza his estates. But Robin Hood's 

friends, disbelieving the story of bi 

perfily, agree to seck bim out, and 

Maid Marian accompanies {bem on a 

pilgrimage to the Holy I.and, where she 

is captured by a Saracen band led hy 

the sheriff, who has followed ber to 

Palestine. An amusing incident of the 

second [act is the sheriff's sttempt to 

establish a barem. In one lot tbat he 

buys for this purpese is Friar Tuck, 

who has been going about disguised as 

a bouri. Through the echeming of the 

sheriff Robin Hood's loyalty is ques- 

tioned sud bis estates are forfeited to 

{be Crown. In the third act the sher; 

iff and Guy of Gisbourne sve making 

merry over Robin Hood‘s downfall in the 

banque ing ball of Huntingden Castle when 

the doughty foresier himself bursts it upon 

them with bis comrades, and, in ths end, 

the sheriff is banished, while Robin Hood 

is wedded to Maid Marian in (he old 

baronial ball on Chbristmss Dsy. 71be 
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tarmar’s figure could be sean up thy 
thor wrestling with a youoger and more 
agile one— that of a bearded ruffiwn, re- 
vaaled by the moonlight which flyoded 
this side of the house. 
The girl rushed upon the scane without a 

thought of her own danger, and her entry 
was greeted by the old farmer with a gasp 
of reheat. 

* Hi, Kitty, girl, get the stick from the 
corner !' he exclaimed, hanging on to bis 
assailant’s throat{ with hands which his l.fe's 
work had rendered muscular and sinewy. 

His ncice dashed to a corner by the fice. 
place and seizad hold ot a heavy blackthorn 
walking-stick which was almost a bludgeon 
and had a Iraded bandle,that, when wel'- 
managed in a strong countryman's grip, 
could work havoc. 
The farmer sneered at defences such as 

pistols or r:volvers ; in hie lonely walks, 
rides, or drives, be carried nothing but 
this blackthorn stick, and swore by it, and 
when Kitty, with the swiitness of ligh'- 
ning, pushed it between him and the burg- 
lar, the old fellow took a sharp grasp of it, 
and prepared to bring it down upon bis 
assailant’s head. 

But be bad a tough customer to deal 
with, and a desperate, hardened ruffian to 
boot. 

The man was struggling violently, 
Kitty, anxious to assist her uncle, and 

reckless of anything else, threw himself 
down by them and eeiz d the intruder’s 
right arm, hanging upon it witk all her 
strength end weight. 
He turned his head to her with a bLrutal 

impreca'i.n, and it scemed to Kitty some- 
bow, as she saw his face closs to her, and 
clearly revealed by the moonli ht, that it 
was familiar in some way. 

She felt she knw how things stord. 

The window, which looked upon the 
back, was wide open. 

The man had entered by this means, 
first, perhaps, cutting an opening for his 

fiogers, and then proceeding to draw up 
the sash. 

The money was kept in a cupboard by 
the fire place ; he hed probably been on bis 

way to this cupboard, when the farmer 

bad awakened and sprung upon him, for 

there was no sign ot the bag or its con- 
tents to be sen, and they were still doubt- 

less reposing in their biding-place. 
The man was becoming ¢xhausted with 

bis fizrce efforts, when the room was dark 

ened by a sudden shadow from the win- 

dow, and Kitty turned, to .see, with des 
pair, a second form upon the sili. 

The burglar in her grasp bad perceived 
the darkening of the chamber also, and 

guessing its meaning, called out in a voice 
of hoarse elation to his comrade — 

‘Ay, blez: away, Joe'—this side first I’ 

In instinctive terror at the words, Kitty 

twisted round sharply, and then her lips 

parted, her face blanched, and her fingers 
relaxed their clasp. 

What was it she saw. 
Whose features were those (hat were 

looking in upon her from the window? 
Great heavens, who was i? : 

Not RsegieP—in marcy, not Reggie 
Csloney, her lover? 
Yes—it was Caloney! 
Hs was half ic and half out of the casa- 

meant, with a revolver levellad directly at 

the writhing, wrestling group in the centre 
of the apartment. 

Kitty sprang to ber feet, and throwing 
out her army, staggered towards him mad- 
ly. 

‘Reggie, R ggie, it is I—Kitiy!‘ she 
shrieked. 
The miscreant at the window looked in 

to her eyes in the moonlight, his own 
gleaming. 

‘Curse you, ye! I know it‘s you!’ he 

made answer; and, altering the position of 

his weapon, Le pointed it directly at her 
snd pulled the trigger. 
With one faint cry she fell to ths floor, 

with the blood gushing from her breast. 
The man then fired agsin into the room, 

but by this time the rufliin who bad been 
struggling with the old msn, had burst 

away from him, and, wasting no time upon 

revenge, scrambled through the open ease 
ment after bis companion, who bad dis 

appeared. 
All was done with the ease, egility, and 

despatch of practised performers, 
In less tnan two minutes the coast was 

clear. 
The quict lone, yards, and outbuildings 

lay sleeping peacelully beneath the moos; 
and all would have been very much as it 

had been, had not the farmer‘s cupboard 
been empty, and Kitty lying unconscious 
on the floor. 

* =» »* »* » 

Kitty came back to herself four hours 
later, when the bands of the clock in the 

room where she lay were pointing to 
seven. 
Sha was bandsged and mufllad and 

swathed very firmly and inconveniently, 
and she felt very daz'd snd weak and 

queer. 

Jenny, a stont maid, was sitting by her 
bad with an intent and watchful look, and 

when K tty’s eyes alighted upon her, after 

a wandering glnace round the fimiliar 
chamber, the girl, who hsd been left as 
nurse, produced some reviving mixture, 
and held it to ber lips in silence, shook 
her had when her young mistress attemp. 

ted to question her, and continued this 
treatment faithfully dming the morning 
— for most of it was spent by Kitt, in doz- [ 
ing fittully, and she was to woak to atiem- 

p‘ to set up her will against Jenny's when 
she awoke for a moment or two at a time, 
not being quite strong enough to recall the 
dreadful incidents of the night with any 
clearness. 

In the afternoon she was conscious that 

ber aunt, who lookad a tottering shadow of 

berself, had takea Jenny's place; but in 
evening ard during the night she was in a 
fever, with her temperature at an abnorm 
al height, and knew nothing, Andso a 

week passed, and ber condition was caus 

ing great angiety in the quiet old house, 
the «fairs of which were always conducted 

with the regularity of clockwork, but were 

now utterly deranged by the startling c¢v.nt 

that had happened. 
When Kitty fi-st awoke with a clear re- 

membersnce of all that bad taken place her 

aunt was beside her, and at the sound of 

her faint, conscious cry was on her feet and 

bending over ber in a moment. 

Kitty looked up into the kindly old face, 

with tears in her eyes. 

She covl i see in a moment that the old 

lady had passed (hrongh a most anxious 

and trying time, and the realizition that 

she herself had been the cause of it all was 

very bitter to her sensitive nature. 

‘Thark Heaven, darlieg!” her aunt 

fervently ejaculated. ‘You sre yourself 
again.’ 

Ki'ty felt a sob rise in her throat and 
tried to stifly it. 

She knew she was anything but herself 

again, and that never more would she bea 

tie gay, light hearted Kitty of other days. 
Mrs. Wood gently stroked the hair back 

from her niece's forehead. 

*Yon must cheer up, my dear,‘ she said 

soothingly. ‘All‘s well that ends well, and 

things might have been a great deal worse 

than they are. You are still very weak, o 

course, hut we shall soon have you up and 
aboot ouce more.’ 

‘Yes—yes,’ said Kitty, with tremulous 

lips and eyes that were still tear-filled; 
‘hut’ 

Sae stopped. 

Sie felt she could not utter the words 

that were on her tongue. 

And yet there was so much she wanted 
to know. 

‘What is it, darling? ber aunt gently 
queried. ‘You remember all about that 
dreadful night, do you not?" 

Kiity shuddered, and again her lips 
quivered pitifully. 

She strove to speak, but the old lady 

broke in upon her. 

‘Yes, my dear, I see you know all about 

it. Well, you're all right, and we've all 

come out of it safely now, thank Heaven! 

Your wound was not in a dangerous place 
—jast up near the shoulder; but it was 
loss of blood that made it so bad for you. 
There you were, lying there, and the 

docter not coming {ill I don’c know what 

time, with the servants frightened to stir 

out of the house.’ 

‘But uncle—what became of uncle? 

nterrupted Kitty. 

There was a dark horror in ber eyes, as 

it she saw visions that froz) the blood in 

her veins. 

‘O_! he is qrite unhurt, love—quite well. 
He was only bruised and sore; it was I 

who got the shaking and the shock. Yes, 

I‘ve been far from well myself all this time ; 

but, thank goodness, they‘re got the 

villains! Captured them the other night in 
Liverpool, and now we know the whole 
(rath about them QOae of them left his 

false beard behind him, and your uncle and 

the polica got it eut of the j:ponica bush 

tat climbs up the wall so it was a sort of 
clua.’ 

Kitty lay with her hands pressed over 

her eyes. 
‘Perbaps I'm talking too much to you,’ 

ex~laimed her sunt dubiously; ‘but the 

doctor said you'd be able to talk about it 

as soon as you remembered anything 
clearly, and I suppose you do now ?' 

‘I remember everything—only too clear- 

ly,” murmured the girl. 
‘You look very bad,’ exclaimed Mrs. 

Wood. ‘I won’t speak another word un- 

til you've have this to eat and drink,” and 
sue began to feed her industriously, while 

Kitty thought, and ber meditations wre 

bitter. 
*Y ss, the rogues were canght, and they 

are committed for trial; and they're old 
bands at the business,” continued Mrs 

Wood, in a tone of placid, gossipy enjry- 
ment. ‘But, ob! my poor dear child, how 
Lard it was for tbat Joseph Thomas to 

have pretend.d to be a friend of yours and 
Julia’s, bow wicked of him, the villian ! 

He— 

‘Aunt Milly don’t I" cried Kitty, ina 
low, sharp tone of prin. 

‘After a moment or two she reached out 
her hand, and whispered— 

‘You dou* kaow the truth of the matter, 
You are pitying me when I don't need it 
—I mean I don’t deserve pity. I have de- 
ceivad you all. I bave kept a long story 
from you, who were my best friends, [It 

is through m3 that all tois shock and trou. 
ble has come upon us all. 

And tien in a voice trembling with 
grief and shame, the whole tale was pour- 
ed into the ams zd and shocked, but sym- 
pathetic old aunt, who forebara to ulter 
any reproaches, but digested the his'ory 
with bitter comments. 

‘A poor innocent country girl just 
taken in by one of those swell mobs- 
men,! she e¢jiculated. ‘Could he not be 

satisfied without bringing trouble into a 

quiet, well conducted house, and finished 

bus rascally work by attempted murder! 

Yes, he will get it hot, my dear! D ont 
you think any more about him, now,‘ as 
Kitty shrank back hastily at the words, 

and grew paler than she had been before. 
‘We were all deceived in him, as well as 
you. Mrs Symes, over at G-eatover, who 

lives in that row of cottages naar the 

church, had bim for a lod zer tor the week, 

snd she was taken in completly by his 

grand fales, and took him for somebody 
above everybody else, common thief as 
he is! 
‘What your uncle‘s state of mind is 

about it, I leava you to guess! Th: money 

bad been taten through the window before 

he was awakened and jumpad up to fizht 

with tbe wretch who left bis beard behind 

bim, and who goes by the name of Percival 

Shepley, but except for the loss of the 

money, and the lo's of his temper ever 

since, he‘s none the worse, thank good: 

nese; and now we shall soon have you 

about again, my dear, and then everything 
will be all night.’ 
But Kitty, as she lay and listened, felt 

that it would never be all right with her 
again, for she bad bad a lesson that had 
embittered her life. 

CHAPTER VI. 

‘You are very down, Kitty. I wish | 
could do something to cheer you up a 
little,* said Jim Dslamere to her when she 
was convalescent, and sitting out in the 
garden among the bees and the fl)wers. 
‘You can‘t Jim. I've made a muddle of 

my life just at the beginning, and I dont 
believa I shall ever be the same girl again, 
repliad Kitty. 

‘Now, don‘t tell me you‘re fretting 
about that scoundrel, he exclaimed, a 
little out of patience with what struck him 
as such a palpable want of common-sense. 

‘It isn‘t only that—it‘s everything! sh: 
returned. ‘I know I‘m a laugbing-stock 
in the place after it all coming out at th: 
trial, and—and I know, although he doesnt 
say much about it, that Uacle John has 
very littl: opinion of me now. He thinks 
me a sort of credulous, sentimental fool, 
Jim, and that I‘m not to be trusted, and 
—and it's all a miserable busin 

Kiity looked very depr_ssedess.* 
facing the young man. as she sat 
Her old spirits had quite deserted her. 
It was a month since J)e Toomas, the 

man who had so deceived her, had been 
seetenced to five years penal servitude, 
but the nine days wonder had continued 
in Northford, and bad not died away yet. 

It was such an interesting case for the 
gossips—how pretty Kitty Wood had tak: 
en a low, rascally thiet for a polished gen- 
tleman, hid been quite deceived into think 
ing the thin veneer that he had managed 
to spread over his manners and appearance 
the true hill-mark, and had 'magined she 
would mike a grand match with a burglar, 
who turned and shot at her when she dir- 
covered him breaking into her uncle's 
bouse. 

Kitty was a sensitive, refined girl, and 
had grown to dread the idea of facing tho 
neighbourhood. 
And then what we ghad upon her also 

was her conduct to her natural guardians, 
which she now saw in its true lights— her 
ingratitude and want of confi lence in them 
which she could see, in spite of their eff- 
orts to hide it, had wounded and surprised 
th m ex eedingly. 
She felt miserably ashamsd and dowe- 

cast, and her heart ached also that she had 
been deceived in ber lover, whom she had 
credited with every good quality, and 
whose behaviour she had ex used, as well 
as her own, under the pl:a of ‘exceptional 
circumstances‘ —a plea which, at heart, 
she had known all along ought not to have 
excused her deceit or the young man‘s 
conduct. 
She knew people felt she had behaved 

very badly, and she wis mot surprised; 
but she felt very lonely and very sad, and 

as Jim Josked at her pale, little, downcast 
countenance 8 wave of tenderness swept 
over him 

‘Kitty, be said, ‘I‘m sure you‘ve really 
got over your feeling for that fellow, and 

are only cherishing a sentimental regret. 
Forget it. Say to yourself, determinedly, 
that you'll think no more about it, and 
turn to m)—yes‘—fi-mly, as he caught her 
astonished glance—‘it you try bard to 
think of somebody else you‘ll overcome all 
this, Kitty, and whom should you turn to if 
not to me, who bave loved you so long? 
*What nonsense!‘ she po subs risin 

from ber chair, with a vexed faca. ‘Aa 
.t is very bad taste on your part to talk to 

me eo, Jim ; you know that ¢ 
‘I don‘t know i',* he raturned. ‘Wb 

should it ba bad taste? If you ¢ngage 
yourself to me, it would give you some. 
thing fresh to think about, and it would 
carry off the awkwardness you feel about 
ma2eting people, so that you could defy 
their pity or their harsh striztures, or what. 
ever it is you fear. Yes, I am only talk- 
ing plain, downright scnsa, so you needn't 
stare at ma so scornfully.* 

‘I wonder you bother to talk to m» like 
this, when you know perfectly well my 
heart was given to—to——' began Kitty 
indiguantly 

‘Pool! your heart was never given at sll, 
Kitty dear. Tne bandsom) villain ¢ptur 
ed your girlish fancy, and gratifisad your 
vanity by paying you a‘tention. Bat [ 
don‘t heliave ——- 

‘I don't care what you believe, and yon 
are v'ry unkinl,¢ interrupted Kitty, walk- 
ing away in a hoff 
Sie wanted condolenzes and commiser - 

ation. 
Shy did not at all lika to hear whit she 

thought her deep, intense, and passionate 
love for the man she had met at Tor Bay 
called a ‘girlish fancy,‘ which had alrealy 
melted away in a common-place mnner. 
She knew she had been mistaken in him, 

but she did not care to have all the 
romance snatched away from the feeling 
she had borne for him, and sha said to her- 
self that she would treat Jim D lamere 
vary coldly the next time she met him, just 
to show him what vilue she attached to 
both his advice and bis opinion. 
Bat ® ber surprite, and, perhaps, 

rather to her displeasure, she “nad no 
opportunity tft srded her for a very long 
time of treating the young fellow either 
coldly or warmly, for two months passed 
vithout ber catching a glimpse of bim; 
and thn she heard ona day from an 
acquaintance that he was staying at 
Torquay, and that she—the acqaintance 
—understood he was going to remain 
there for the winter. 
Now, though Miss Wood had no thought 

to spars for J m D.:lamere, it must be 
owned that shy did nt approve of tais 
action of bis, and that, in [act, she felt 
some resentment concerning it. 

In the fire® place, he had not called form- 
ally at the farm to bid them 'Good-bye,* 
nor, in fact, had mentionad his strange— 
ye, strange—intention to her at all at any 
time. 

Then she bal been unhappy, and out of 
humour with the world, and he had pot 
stayed to try to comtort her, and, in fact, 
bad deserted her, that was what it came to. 
Of course, it was nothing to her—she did 

not care in the least—but shs could jnevar 
think it the action of & friend, or even of a 
man, and she should never attempt to 

Kitty was really put out, and tossed hor 
heai whenever bis name was mentioned. 

But, indeed she had bad a wretch :d and 
depressing au 3 mn and her thoughts were 
very sad. 

People said the foolish business had 
changed her very much. 

See was quiet and thoughtful, and when 
ber Aunt Julia sent to ask her to spend 
Caristmas with her, she declined with a 
shu ider. 

Just before Christmas Jim Delamere 
suddenly returned, as suddenly as he had 
departed. 

Ki‘'ty met him gute unexpectedly at the 
decorating of the schoolrooms for the wic- 
ter concert, and she was more astonishad 
at the unaccouutable bounding of her 
heart than at the sight of his brooz:d,open 
face, and grey, honest eyes. 
She would have gone up, and, burying 

the hatchet, greeted him as becams one old 
friend to meet another, when, seemingly 
unaware of her proximity, he quietly 
walked off with her bosom-:ompanion, 
N:lly Chambers, and remained with her 
for the whole of the evening. 

Ki'ty wasnot at all surprised that her 
blood should boil at this, for was it not at- 
rocious conduct P 
But it was not worth the shedding of 

tears, nor was it worth a frecziog coldness 
to Nally on the occasion of their next: 
meeting, yet both of these things came to 
ass. 

" It seemed that everybody was” forsaking 
ber; but from J:m Delamere she had ex- 
pe:ted very diff :rent treatm nt. 
By Easter she was certain that he was 

engazed to Nelly, so she thouzht she 
would take the bull by the horns, and ask 
him it he ware not. 
He turned very quickly at her—as she 

imagined —carelessly-put gestion, and de- 
manded to know if she would not be glad 
to hava him happy. 

Kitty, very much taken aback, grew red 
and then pale, but endeavored to c.rry off 
the effect of the answer by chaerful 
interest. 

‘Of course I should,’ she assented, with 
a slight smile—thst was more clever than 
becoming—:nd falling into his trap 

‘T'aen marry me yourself, Kitty,” he re- 
turned ; and after that there was mu:h 
tossing of the head from iadignant Miss 
Wood, and laughter from wily Jim, Jand, 
at last, explanations came about, and thon 
very personal guestions. 
And the end of all was that they were 

s!anding together with clasped hands and 
smiling lips. 

‘And I think I could grow to like you if 
[ bad a very long time allowed me,’ ack- 
nowledgad Kitty. ‘Oi course all thet 
other wis nonsensa, as you said.’ 

‘01, of course I" assented Jim grively. 
‘And about bow long would it take for you 
to learn to lika me do you think P¢ 

‘Oh, I don‘t know—months!" said 
Kitty. 

‘Then I could be runniug down again to 
Torquay, meanwhile P asked Jim. ‘B»- 
causg——* 

‘Oh, well, I could try to be quicker, 
interposed Miss Wood, with more haste 
than dignity. 

‘Yes, that would be better, perhaps,’ 
said Mr. Delamere calmly. 
And they turned in at Primrose Farm 

with demure and sober lips and twinkling 
eyes. 
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