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wished I had been a girl twen-
years ggo—and he must have
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According to his own statement he
Long Branch and Newport so-
to its core—was part of the core,

knew
“How many times we would run
€own to the Branch—Iit was a delight-
fol sall. Baratoga I cared littie for, but
MNewport was charming—charming!

“What was one to do?” he continued,
“with po many fair ones to admire and
levo—how oould ons choose? The re-

t—I am gnmarried.”

A%, but that wes a little surfaoce
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this man’s eventful lifa, I could see
hind tk,-la tnask and read the turmoil
mians? Ah, yes! Bohemians,
but————"" the smile that
¢ ause did not make {t
ing a Bohemian had

anguish,
comp ns in Bohemlia
were e other t 1 the Jim Fisk
and Stokes whose little affalr was
¥ tion of the hour and which is
remem to-day. Tha
i ving them per-

of W

great deal for

oth in a o« reial and social
v ere 7 it friends,
his fatal m » when he
Stokes to his ‘chere amie'—

you understand—to Josephine Mans-
field

“What a beautiful woman she was,
probably the most beautiful woman of
her dr: Seeing her picture in the
paper » other day recalled it all go
vividly.

“Well, Fisk became jealous—vary

much so—and he had no cause to grow
less 8o as time passed. Finally he had
his opvortunity for revenge. He had
Btokes arrested suddenly one morning
when he could get no bail for some sup-
posedly dishonest commercial transac-
tion. Three of us, I do not give the
names, but they are leading lights in
commercial and social New York to-
day, were going into Delmonico’s that
morning, when we were accosted with
‘Have vou heard the news?” The
nephew of the great restaurateur, by
the wav was the one to ask us. ‘No,'we
sald, ‘what s {t?" ‘Stokes is in jail!’
‘©nome of Fisk's dolngs then,’ we re-
plied.

“Well, that morning we all went
down to commiserate with poor Stokes
and when we reached there found Jo-
sephins Mansfleld already there. Ehe
was,” he paused and smiled, “Ah, well,

I will not say ! 1T Wiell, pardon
me, eitting his lap.
“Bto! the remark them

ovsn wih Fiadh, &8
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he sald it pulled a tin box that was on
‘ drew out two

ield making a re-
she would help

“He watched his opportunity and it
came as all opportunities will.
“Stokes preceded Fisk to the hotel
and met him at the head of the stairs
as Fisk was coming up. Fisk saw
him and knew. ‘Don’t shoot,” he called.
Btokes did not act on his advice but
ghot with fatal accuracy. Josephine,

though, was & very pronounced
woman—very.
“Fizsk had a magnificent establish-

ment, beautiful. 1 had ths—well, priv-
jlege c¢f saving the life of one of hia
ladies &t Long Branch. She went be-
yond her depth and was not a sufll-
clently expert swimmer to battle with
the waves, Being near at the time and
something of a swimmer myself 1 was
gble to give her assistance. Fisk was
very grateful and said—but we will let
that pass.”

It is simply impoesible to glve an idea
of this man's charming manner in con-
versation. The refined language, the
perfectly turned little French phrases
end expressions, and his gracious and
deferential air of courtesy showing the
polished gentleman in every word and
gestufe.

And such he was and is. The gon of
one of the first families of England ha
was= educated at Wesley, in Sheflield,
Yorkshire, and i{s a fellow of that col-

lege.

%t was about this time that his father,
an extensiva steel manufacturer, con-
ferred with Bessemer for the purpose of
giving theories for a new and perfected
method of manufacturing stee.. It 1is
an ebsolute but hitherto unknown fact
that the process which made Bessemer
famous was not his own idea, but
bought from another and this other the
father of the man now among :ﬁc poor
dependems of & charity hospital.

‘Besgemer, my father and several
noted men were dining together,” te
tell it s the "Prince” gave it. *“My
father turned to Bessemer with the ro-
mar that bhe (Hasssm mast be

that ansthey e &y

add something to the perfection of the
process. Bessemer pald men in general
&nd inventors in particular the flatter-
ing compliment of saying that no one
could surpass his knowledge of this
subject. To which my father replied
that he would like to continue the sub-
ject with him later in the evening.

“After dinner Bessemer and he had a
quiet conference, when my father, told
Bessemer there was one great fea-
ture which he (Bessemer) had over-
looked and which would be the perfect-
ing point of the process, namely: an
increase of temperature by the means
which he (my father) only knew.

“*And that? sald Bessemer.

“*That requires & quid pro que,’ re-
plled my father.

“‘And what might that quid pro quo
be?’ asked Bessemer.

“+That I shall be sole representative
of the interest in the States.’

“To this Bersemer agreed as & fore-
gone conclusion—and it was then my
father revealed- the process, which has
?ade gteel what it has been and is to-

ay.”

The first steel rails for the New York
Central to the amount of a m!lljon/and
more dollars’ worth were sold to the
Vanderbiits by this man’s father, and
such men as the Rothschilds and the
firet men of England were his asso-
elates and friends.

With more money than _Probnbly waus
best for him the "Prince™ finished his
%@lv sareer and bagan to “sse life” in
on.
s lsore the tragedy Dagles—ihe cen-

#
“

ter of the plot arounnd which the story
of his life is woven. It was the usual
“woman In the case”’—a woman of
highest moclal standing and wealth,
young, beautiful but—ige wife of an-
other—a man of title and limitless
wealth, but tottering with age.

Time might have righted all things
for this weman and her lover and the
Jatter’s story been totally different from
what it is, had the *“Prince” not had a
brother jealous.of the father’s love for
this younger scion of the house.

An undercurrent of scandal doubtless
stirred London society while it held its
breath and awaited developments—
but it was the brother who made it ap-
parent to the father that his son had
disgraced the family, that it was due
their sacred honor to turn him from
house and home.

Four hours were given him to leave—
three of the four were spent with his
“chere amie” and plans successtl{,lly
made for a meeting in the States—but
not successfully carried out. The usual
discovery scene and seven days’ ex-
citement—then it all died out and the
hero of the tale—well, life hag & varied
sssortment of sides and some must see
them all.

With & generous income from the
home estate, his reward of merit for
keeping away, and an easy as well as
highly remunerative position with one
of the largest houses in the city, he be-
gan to taste New York lfe.

Handsome, fascinating., polis of
Plue bloed and lu.;;o lncona:.nd 'S
apies of hiztory to maka whole in-
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teresting, he hadn’t the glightest trou-
ble in stepping into the innermost se-
clusion of New York's extra-extra.

Bohem!an, soclety  leader, good fel-
low, there was nothing New York had
to offer that he did not enjoy.

It was he who, when the real Prince
of Wales visited this country, intro-
duced the New York scociety belles to
him at the great ball given in his honor
at the Academy of Music. Or to give
it as Mr. Congreve told it in his graca-
fully reminiscent way—and Mr. Con-
greve lingers over his reminiscences
with an air of gentle tenderness and in-
terested absorption that {8 very pleas-
ant to watch:

“It was at this magnificent reception

and ball—for it was truly magnificent,
the greatest beauty and wealth of New
York were there—I chanced to be sur-
rounded by a gay company of debu-
tantes and fair ones—you will pardon
the seeming egotism—I said to them,
‘Come, we will be introduced to mon
Prince.” Bo together we made our way
to where the Prince was standing. Pre-
senting myself first to the Duke of
Newcastle, whom I knew and who was
traveling with the Prince, really his
chaperon, the Prince being very young
at the time—I eaid to him by way of
comp‘lin;ent. "g \lh'il;l ‘tlo present to you
some of ‘e falr buds that oW on
A -
. ‘Ah’ the Duke said, including them
all in his admiring glance nng bow,
“Such honor I8 not for me; & greater is
@ue such beaaty and lovelingss—we will
precert them fo the Frinos'
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=And turning to the Prince he sal

«air. Congreve would prove to yo
what just -ause A -rice has to be ths
most envied of nations.’

“Ah, but they were as beautiful
women &8 one could find the world
over. No wonder the Prince sald to me
a8 I conversed with him for a few mo-

ments later in the evening that he had
never seen such charm and loveliness—

nd I doubt if he has seen greater
ce, with all his breadth of travel,”
1 the ghost of a smile gditted across
Mr. Congreve's face.

“Mack Emmett, son of Judge Eme
mett—ycu have :eard of him?—and I
fed a german of & hurdred coupies a8
the scean House, Newport, when ger-
mans firat came in vogue.

“Many a german I led for Mrs. Van-
derbilt—but she vas a good friend—she
always nalled me by myv Christlan
name, Waliter, and I came and weat
freely at her home.

“It was at Mrs. Vanderbilt's I firsg

et and admired Elizabeth Clark,

ibbie Clark as she was more familiar-
y known. She was beautiful, beauti-
ful! Many and many gay times Miss
Clark and I had together—germans,
balis, dinners. I became an intimate
et her home and we—sweethearts. Bug
her mother grew Il and finally died.
Afterward I noticed her sadness, that
seemed something more than her moth-
er's death. Finally I questioned her
end asked that I might end her
troubles by sharing them—that we
should marry.

“She threw herself into my arms sob-
bing—how well I remnember that day—
every detal!l, the room, she so beautiful
and  lovable— Walter,” she said, ‘I
promised mother on her deathbed I
would maxry Mr. Bradford and I can-
not .t'xroak ‘my promise’—and she did
not!

The “pause that followed was un-
broken—it was like standing by a grave
where words are useless, uncalled for,
for whatever Mr. Congreve’s life may
have had of wrong, there at least he
worshiped as at a shrine.

“Mr. Bradford? he was also a great
;rleml of the family—old enough to be

er father. BShe was unhappy, poor
girl. Either Mr. Bradford knew of her
promise to her mother and realized the
real cause of her unhappiness, or he
comprehended nothing, for many times
after their marriage I was Libble's es-
cort to balls until once he himself
ssked me to escort his wife to a ger-
man.

“« Bradford,’ T said, ‘T will lead the

erman with your wife, will dance with

er, but don't you think you had better
talre her yourself now?"

“Je took the hint, 1 cared enough te
—but that is en passant.

“Long Branch was gay, Newport de-
Nehtful, but it was at Staten Island
that perhaps we had the moest truly
pleasant time. You have heard of Mme.
Sonntag, the famous singer — the
Countesse @l Rosi? She was a charmin
friend. And sing! ah, but she coul
ging! Bhe- had a cottage at Staten
Island. It was a colony of talent—Ma-
reski, the leader of grand opera, and
others had cottages there only a short
distance from Commodore Vanderblit's
place.”

L - -

The father and son often met and
were reconciled and the father's love
and advice often kept him from folly,
but ea he himself worded it: *I needed
& mother’s love—a mother's gentle in-
fluence—if I had had that I might not
have been the Bohemian and wanderer
I have been.”

But the end of gay New York came
at last,

“I was in the cricket field one day, to-
gether with Lester Wallack, the actor—
you know the name,—Lord F— and oth-
ers, when a message came to me to
come at once to England, my father
wag dying. I bearded the first steamer
and reached home just in time. My
father was paralyzed, unable to spealk,
but he seemed struggling to say some-
thing to me—but he npever did.”

Thae father dead, the older son im

ower, the annulty cut off, California

¥oned Invitingly &s & new and un-
tried fleld—but little by little com-
menced the beginning of the end. With
loas of hope, loss of ambition and selif-
respect the curtein will ring down scme
day and this lttls plxs-yio over,
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