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A‘strong light that came from an im-. ¢
mense pile of jewels.

Tlustrations Copyright, 1901, Davis
& Company.

LIZABETH. QUEEN OF ROUMA-

NIA, better known by her pen

name, Carmen Syvilva, has written a

new book of fairy stories, which is

published by Davis & Co., Chicago.
These stories will charm all young lovers
f beautiful tales. They are delightfully
written. In theme and in style they re-
veal the work of an experienced writer
endowed with a wealth of imagination.
While in no sense sermons, they yet teach
as their most important lesson the neces-
sity of a boundless love toward all crea-
lures which expresses itself in acts of
kindness and self-denial. These fairy tales
differ from some of the old-fashioned sort
in that they avold dwelling upon descrip-
tions of the horrible and the grotesque;
thougt v do not fail to offer a variety
of incidents as original as they are pilc-
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“Where do you is2:1 a'l these songs?

.

that

for

people would sometimes ask her.

“The angel teaches me them.”

“What angel?”’ .

“The angel who brought me here; he
sings to me in my sleep and when I wake
I know them.”

And people shook their heads and went
on wondering. Only the children felt no
surprise. They thought it guite natural
that Carma should sing, just as the
birds do, to whom the angels also teach
their songs, else how should they learn
them? She told how all the children
are brought down here by angels; she
was quite sure of that, and if only chil-
dren would pay heed to them the angels
would teach them many things while they
are asleep.

She had a harp that had been given her
by an old man who showed her how to
play it—as much as he knew himself; the
rest she learned from the angel, and her
foster-parents were often astonished to
hear her playing in the night and then to
sec her next day apparently in no wise
tired, but on the contrary as bright and
{ively as if she had slept the whole night
ong.

It was an unfailing source of amuse-
ment to the children to sail the iittle
boats Carma made for them out of the
broad coltsfoot feavec skillfully bound
together with sedges; and she made little
harps of rushes, with strings of gossamer
and spider's webh, and placed them in the
boats; and the little harps began of them-
selves to play so sweetly as they floated
away on the stream that the children
were wild with delight and stretched out
their hands to catch the boats, but they
slipped away between thelr fingers, or if
ever one was caught the harp In it
stopped playing instantly, * = & aq
this made the children take such pleas-

ure in beautiful things that one never
heard of naughtiness in the whole vil-
lage: they were so happy 't never oc-

curred to them to get in mischief. They
knew it would distress Carma and for
nothing in the world would they do that.

In the very hot weather they made
Carma a bower of green branches to sit
under in ther boat, They were always
very curious to know where she lived, for
they had never seen her home: and one
day she told them she slept among the
squirrels in the wood. And the very next
dayv when she came thers were five or six
squirrels running up and down her harp,

They rushed down among the children
and were quite friendly, playing with
them and then pretending to tease them
by suddenly darting away into the trees,
swinging themselves from bough to
bough and peeping ou* as though to say,

“Catch me if you can.”” In the midst of
the wildest merriment Carma clapped her
hands and satd, “Aws ' and they were
off like the wind. *
On another occasion when Carma ar-
rived the bottom of the boat looked as
green as if it were strewn with forest
leaves, but when she tuned her harp and
began to sing all the leaves stirred and
moved and they tarned cut to be count-
less tiny little tree frogs that lifted up
their heads and prepared to sing, too. But
frogs have only the one tune:; they al-
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ways sing, “‘Brekekekex, koax-koax!
Brekekekex, koax-koax!" But these little
tree frogs sang with such good will, the
croaking grew louder every minute, and
at last made such a din and clatter it was
like thé sound of an enormous rattle. The
children laughed till the whole wood re-
echoed, and the hares and the deer start-
ed and took flight, thinking the shooting
season must have begun.

But now came the great treat Carma
had in store for all the chlldren: she gave
each of them one of the dear little frogs,
explaining that thev awe great weather
prophets and will always tell when it is
going to rain, and also that they can be
made as tame as any other animal if one

is really fond of them. The chil-
dren must feed .hem well with
flles and make them very happy
and comfortable, and they would

soon see what true and faithful little
friends they would have in the frogs.
Soon a little frog was seen to be sitting on
the dinner table in every cottage catching
all the files and swallowing them down as

fast as it could stuff them
into its great big mouth, And
each child had much to tell of the

wonderful doings of his own special frog:
and every one of the little creatures had
a glass filled with fresh water and with
nice green leaves in it to go in and out of
as It liked. They were so happyv that thev
never thought of running away. but stayveda
quite contentedly in the homes Carma hada
found for them. They all had the love-*
liest names, Leaflet, and Wryface. and
Jumper, and Croaker, and Swvindle.
shanks, and NRandyless, and Hump-
hack, and Gorzleeves, and Lenp.
frog, and High'inks, and Jack-in-the-
box, and Will-o'-the-wisn, and ever sn
many more that had never,heen thaught
of. But sometimes in a mild nleht fv\
springtime the frogs all diganneared. Thew
trooped off to attend the mreat frow cons
gress in the wood, and the veunger and
stronger ones carried on thelr backs all
those wha wern too feeble to walk.

And when they wore assembled they
began to talk at once In frog IAngUH we—
that 1= to say, thev croaked the whaols
night long—telling how hanpy they were
in their naw homes, and each ane pralsine
the good behavior of his own boy friends,
One little frog, who was rather lame. (ol
how his lez had been crushed one Jdny
by something falling on it, and how the
child he lJived with cried on seemg thie,
and tied up the little limb so gently aad

attended to him =0 well that he was (e
now to wa'k absut again a little. u=d
hoped to be quite recovered hy npext

gpring. Then all the frogs sang one more
grand chorus as a finale, and the meeting
broke up, =o that they were all home
again before the children awake, * * »
Then the story goes on to relate how
Carma was one day seen by a king who
was traveling through the wood. 7he
king fell in love with her and induced hor
to accompany him to his palace by telling
Carma fhat she could cheer his =zick
mother with her songs. Carma could
never refuse to administer comfort, so she
went to the queen, only to find that 1:r
presence was not desired. The queen
wished her son to marry a rich princess,
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and feared that he might marry Carma
instead. Carma in sadness tried to es-
cape to her home, but found herself a
prisoner in the palace. When she im-
plored the king to set her free he became
angry and losing control of himself in his
rage stabbed her. Carma, however, re-
covered from her wound and was finaily
restored to her friends.

She went home with the old people. who
tended her lovingly till she was well and
strong again. and when for the first time
she reappeared among the children in
their woodland haunt there was a greit
rejoicing. They brought ith them to
bid her welcome all the little tree frogs
she had.once given them., and each li‘ile
frog clasped with its foreleg a tiny — -
shade (the sunshades were mushrooms,
some round, some flat, some broad, so.re
long). and the effect was so irresistihly
comic that Carma langhed alond. and that
was the first time she had laughed since
she came from the palace.

“Since we are all so happy again T will
make something beautiful for you.” she
said; and, lifting her fingers in the air,
she called out: “Come! Come! Come!
Come!"

In a moment the whole wood was bril-
liant with fireflies—she 'caught them in
her hand and placed them in the chil-
dren’s hair and in_her own, till they all
locked as if they were crowns of stars,

Then in all that dazzling light thev
formed a circle round her and hegan to
sing their songs again as in old daya,
They sang them all from beginning to
end;: ax fast as one was finlshed they re-
memhered another—it was a  glorious
evening.

Rut ummrnh-‘(‘nm‘ rr;-‘w deu(h\.\'hmnu
and the frianelﬂ}_ ren _ githered
close ubmnﬁﬁ her, e&. |Mﬂl sn
sad, and with tears in his eves, stood the
King. He fell on one knee before Carma
and imolored her to forgive him=ho ha?
Leen i1l ar he would have come sooner,
She must take pity on him and return
and be his Queen, h

But Carma shook her head and sald:

*You_ stabbed me for '‘ave and yon de-
ceived me with your falsehonds, Never
will 1 po with vou again! 1 will stay

here with the children wha love ma anid

wha cannot dn without ma.  The Queen:
mother told me von shomld wed u fale
prinress  with  hroad Iande and  rich
fewele. Marry her, then, and forget me

ard leave me here In peace where | am

g0 happy that T wi'l ramn'n fapevep!
And ax he =t nersisted In hie on-

treattes, thnt wan mare than the shildren

copld stand, and thev nan'led him  and
pushed him and hugtlad hime and neltad
him with finwerg 1 thav had d%iven him
from the wond, Then thav poamae hnek
contented, and o1l unvawine that It wns
a 1i*tla rev irn that thav haq fret
mafte, far ench thines had nat haen hage]
of then: tn them i+ wag maraly ehildleh
inetice Hew conld thew st that man
rarvy off Carma svhean ha hpAd ko=t her
arnd made her nnhanne? Na, ha Aid1 npt
deeorve her: he ~nnld abev hizs moather
and marryv tha gther nne. hut thalr Car-

ma ghould never be hi~: ha had Ingt her
through his own fault. She was born
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for singing. not for marriage. She was
their Carma, only thelrs. They would
make her so happy that she would never
be able to think of any one else.

It was only strange that she did not
hate the King: but whenever she saw the
mark which the dagger had left, then she
sighed softiy to herseif. that the children
might not notice it

But the dagger itself she planted in the
earth and it took root and grew, and a
splendid rose tree sprang forth from fit,
as tail as a beech, so that they could sit
in its shade and inhale the perfume of
hundreds of roses.

The book closes with an article entitled
“Carmen Sylva.,” in which the Queen
gives a short sketch of the influences in
her life which have led her to do what it
has been given to no other queen besides
herself to do—to write stories which have
stretched for her the houndaries of her
kingdom until she numbers among her ad-
mirers children—and grown people, too—
who live in lands s far from her own
that to them Roumania is little more than
an empty sounding name,

The fairy tales are nreceded bv an 'n-
troduction written by George L. B. Davis,
In it Mr. Davis has given a very charm-
ing picture of the German princesa '
became Queen of Roumania. an idea of
the life led by Carmen Sviva, which ‘n
many respects differs sn wide S3eae S9N &
popular conception o® vwhat a oveen's i
must be, may be gained from the follow-
ing selections from Mr, Davis' introduc-
tion:

The bheauntiful and brilliant Queen of
Roumania is one of the most remarkable
women of modern times, and the story
of her life is as strange and wonderful
as an Qriental legend,

,8he 1y almost a fairy creatums hy birth,
for she was born o nrincesa In' s roman-

tia castle en the Rhine, Just four davs
after Christmas, Tn the same ecastle
her ancestors had lived for nearly a
thourand years, Thev wera the herole

Princes of Weld, famane alike In schol.
arship, war and vrelizion, Surrounding
the castle on three sides was a great for-
eat, and as tha Princesa grew ta girlhood
it was her chief delight to roam about
under (the glant trees, accompanied only
by two Inves Danieh doge,

The Princess proved to possess a mind
worthy of her noble ancestry, At 9 she
compoged verses: at 11 she attempted to
write a novel: at 14 she comnosed dramns
and acted them with the aid of her com-
panions and dolls: at 15 she studied three
newspapers daily and took a keen inter-
est in polities: at 18 <he had the reputa-
tion of beinz the best edueated Princess
in Europe. Throughout her teens she was
called ““The Princesx of the Wild Rose™
because of her rosv cheeks. sparkling
eyes and love of forest roaming,

Just when Elizabeth was entering wo-
manhood a young German Prince was
exciting the admiration of all Europe by
his mijitary courage and skill. He was
Prince Charles of Hohenzollern, whom
th~ great powers of Eurcpe had just re-
warded by placing upon the throne of
Roumania, which was then vacant as
the first ruler of a new dynasty.

He fell on one knee before Carma and
implored hez fo forgive him.

# Now, Prince Charming, having become

ossessed of a throne, naturally began
ooking about to find the Princess Beau-
tiful to help him govern the”country.
What more fitting and more in acccrd-
ance with all the laws of fairyland and
romance. than that nLe should ask the
most accomplished and vivacious Princess
in Europe to be his bride? Such, indeed,
was the case, and they were shortly mar-
ried, and entered Bucharest., the capital
of Roumania, amid such rejoicings and
splendid fetes as had rarely if ever
been seen in the land.

Immediately the young bride plunged
into her new duties with all the ener-
gy that made her remarkable as a girl
and young woman. She quickly learned
the Roumanian language, and by her
overflowing love and sympathy, and by
hard work, had soon completely won the
hearts of her subjects. And to-day, after
over thirty years on the throne, she is
t idol of all her people.

Her first book was written in a pecu-
liar manner. One day the National Su-
perintendent of Schools came to her and
sald he wanted a book to offer as a prize
at the end of the year to certain Rou-
manian schooichildren, and suggested
that her Majesly write one. The Queen
entered into the plan with enthusiasm,
and in three weeks had written a book
of fairy tales, taking old Roumanian le-
goends as a foundation for her stories,

The volume was such a success
ant creating it gave the Queen such
pleasure that she turned to writ-
Ing in earnest, and volume after
vulume has appeared bearing the
name “Carmen Sylva'™ on its title page
One day in esach month {8 now devoted to
reading the Queen's books In the public
schoola of Roumania and they have been
translated and petransiated Into diverse
tongues until he® pen has exceeded her
scepter in power and her fame as & writer
has passed above her fame as & Queen,

Her literary work '8 by no means con-
fined to tairy tales, but fteludes a number
of novels, several volumes of poems, nu-

merous dramas, a book of proverbs, a
philosophical treatise and an opera li-
bretto, However, the Queen finds her

reatest delight and inspiration In writ.
rn: fairy tales and it ix worthy of note
as a proof her world-wide popularity that
the present volume of tales will be pub-
lished simultaneously in six or eight dif-
ferent countries,

The Queen's capacity for work seems
boundles«e, It s her daily custom while
residing in the roval palace in Bucharest
during the winter months to rise at 4 or
5 o'clock In the mornine. A little later
she enters the great writine-room—which,
with fts large palms and towering ferns
of various Kinds set in urns, its profusion
of flowers and its murmuring fountain
resecmbles a garden more than a room-——
where, seated at a small desk. she works
at some new noem or tale as earnestly as
might an author in a garret. (Publishe:l
by Davis & Co.. Chicazo. Price $1 50.)
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Some Calendars.
Among the calendars for 132 there ap-

STORY of special interest at this
season of the year is “The Man
Who Knew Better,” by T. Gai-
lon. It relates the adventures
which befell a man named Andrew

during several days preceding
Judkin, so the story goes, 13
a rich bachelor, who lives in solitary
state in a handsome house in London.
Years of hard work and a devotion to
business have made him a power in that
part of the business world where his in-
terests lie. Judkin cares nothing what-
ever for anything in life which does not
contribute directly to his own personal
comfort or to his material interests. Tn
his scheme of existence there is no place
for the exercise of loving kindness toward
his fcllow creatures.

Ever since he has been a lad he has
denied the claims of any one upon- his
bounty. Even his only brother he has
tried to cast out of his remembrance be-
cause this brother, Bob Judkin, has been
unfortunate; and, in Andrew’'s sight, o
be poor is to be deserving of no pity
whatever. Only those who succeed in
the struggle for wealth have an excuse
for existence, according to his creed. Such
a man can see no beauty in expenditure
of time and moneyv like that which goes
on at Christmas time, if this has no other
object in view but just to make people
happy. On the opening of the story we
find Andrew Judkin at home, filled with
anger at the enforced idleness which he
is compelled to undergo because the
slackness of business attendant upon
holiday time has affected even his own
interests.

In the room where Judkin is seated
there is a portrait of him, painted when
he was a little lad. It shows a boy with
laughing, merry face, who promises to
become a man just the opposite of the
one Judkin is. While Judkin is sitting
at leisure his confidential clerk comes in
to remind him that he has an appoint-

ment to keep the next day at a town
some distance from London. Judkin de-
cides to leave town on a night train.
When he is comfortably settled in the
train he falls to dreaming. He imagines
bimself back again at home, in the room
containing the portrait of himself as a
child. For some reason he feels impelled
to take up a candle and look at the pic-
ture. He finds the frame there, but the
picture gone. At the same moment he
hears a voice behind him calling, and he
turns to see confronting him the figure of
hiz childish self, apparently alive,

The child upbraids Andrew for the
hardness and selfishness of his life and
tells him that he is soon to learn the true
worth of the love and unseifishness which
he has derided for so many yeurs. The
child beckons Andrew, who, drawn by a
force greater than he can combat, follows

Judkin
Christmas,

£ Christmas
the vision out af the traln to the plat-
form of a railway station at which the
train has stopped.

The train rushes on, and leaves Andrew
aloene in the' darkness. He is soon met
by a ruffian, who knocks him insensible,
robs him and leaves him for dead in a
deserted place. The thief has exchangel
Judkin’s clothes for rags, so that the
body may be taken for that of an un-
known tramp. Judkin, however, is not
dead. After a while he wakes from stu-
por into semi-consciousness. The blow he
has received has destroyed his memory
of past events, so that he does not re-
member his name, though he is left with
enough sense to enable him to act in &
partially rational manner.
~ Without money, in rags and not know-
ing where to go for aid, the rich Andrew
Judkin sets out to learn the lesson which
the vision has said is before him. To his
half-crazy brain it seems as if the child
appeared to him at intervals to guide him
along the way he must go.

Judkin undergoes great privation and
suffering. Still, in the midst of his sor-
rows he learns slowly of the great good
that exists in the world in spite of the
efforts which men llke his former self
make to destroy it. Some of those who
have suffered the greatest wrongs at his
hands come forward readily to help him
in his dire extremity.

Slowly reason returns to Judkin, and
with it comes the memory of his identity

d of his past life. But he has learned
well the lesson which the spirit of his
childhood pdinted out to him. His recent
experience, in reality short, has been so
terrible in its intensity that it has molded
him into a man who sees under all the
sin and misery of life the good which lies
at its foundation.

“The Man Who Knew Better” 1is at
times reminiscent of “A Christmas Car-
ol.” but not to its detriment. If Mr. Gal-
lon has, perhaps unconsclously, imitated
some parts of Dickens' story, he has
worked after a good model and has in-
fused even into those parts enough orig-
inality to produce a creditable and satis-
factory result. On the whole, the story
is a good one, and can be recommended
to those who take pleasure, as most do,
in associating themselves for g, little sea-
son with the spirit of good !idu which
works to make the whole world kin.

Breaking out from under all the solem-
nity of the leading incidents of the hook:
ere flashes of real humor. Quite amusing
is the description of a Christmas party
held in a traveling theater booth, at
which gather people whose normal life is
passed amid sordid : -roundings, which
at first sight would seem calculated to
crush gut of existerce lightness of heart

and sentiment. The expenses of this fes-
tivity are defrayed by Bob Judkin, who
from being a member of the traveling
troupe has, by inheritance, come to be a
man of wealth. The moving spirit of the
party is Mr, Tolderoy, who has long wor-
shiped a member of the troupe, Mrs. Gid-
dings.

By the time Bob and his daughter got to
Barking it was quite dark and the fair was In
full swing. Only the old booth was doing no
business, saYe on its own private and personal
account, Mr, Tolderoy—as solemn and mel-
ancholy in appearance as ever—was assisting
manfully to get the place in order for the en-
tertainment of the evening—fitting up tables
and plling benches which were not wanted up
in corners, and only desisting from his efforts
to launch sarcastic remarks at those of his
helpers who did not appear properly to ap-
preciate the necessity of hurry. The appear-
ance of Bob Judkin, tenderly assisting to carry
on the wine, caused éven the face of Mr. Tol-
deroy to relax. He cannot he sald to have
smiled; Mr, Tolderoy seldom did that; it would
be more appropriate to say that his features
slid Into a pgentle expression and his lips
twitched appreciatively for a moment and then
were still.

“I've run 'round since I got "ere,”” whispered
Mr. Tolderoy, taking Bob aside, ‘‘an’ they’'re
all comin’—at least all of them as we know.
There's the injyrubber man, ar’ Saggers, the
giant, an’ Mrs. 8., the fat lady, an’ the 'uman
ostrich (as ’'as consented to take his vittles
unperfession’ly), an' the Boundin’ Brothers.
Also the owner of the learned pig; the pig
stops at home, I think that's all.””

‘“When are they coming?’ asked Bob, who
wag all Impatience, '

““They closes early and comes as soon as
they've dressed,” replied Mr. Tolderoy. Then
lowering his voice he added impressively. ‘“The
party as begins with G is now a preparin’ of
*erself in a noo character,”

“Indeed?’ sald Bob, with deep interest.

“Yes, guv'nor—that of a ’eart-breaker. She
‘as played it before, sir—but never, believe me,
as she’ll play it this night. I ‘ope,” added
Mr, Tolderoy, darkly, ‘I ’6pe nothink won't
‘appen—I 'ope so, indeed!”

“Does she stlll resist you, Tolderoy?' asked
Bob, feelingly. ]

“Resist, guv'nor. She won't so much as look
at me—save perfession’ly. I suppose it ain't
to be wondered at; she is that superior that

she 'ad ‘er doubts as ta whether it was right’

and proper to invite Mrs. Saggers, the fat lady.
1 respect 'er for it, guv'nor, but I 'ad to point
out that a perfessional is a perfessional, after
all, an’ the drama is the drama; so she give
way.”

“She is a good-hearted woman, Tolderoy,”
said Bob.

““Guv'nor, she is all "eart; she bubbles with
it. I ’'ave ’oped that it might bubble my way,
but it don’t. The things that woman makes
me contemplate would shock yer, gov'nor—they
would, indeed. TI've even 'ad a mind’—the
face of Mr, Tolderoy was more lengthened and
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solemn than ever at this point—'I've ‘ad a
mind to turn to the comic line—to see if that
would move 'er."

““Don't do it, Tolderoy; don't do it urged
Ilob, earnestly. ‘‘She respects you as it is,
Tolderoy; but If you—-"'"

“I know—I know,”” murmured Mr. Tolderoy.
“I don’t eay as I sbould so far lower meself,

unless she drove me to it; but I might. "Ere
she comes.”

Here they all come. With much laughter
and Jollity, and many innocent jokes, (hose
hardworking folks, who lived their lives so
far away. from the public they sought to
amuse: and who yet, despite all their vddi-

ties, were very simple and very ardinary peo-
ple after all—had cast aside, for an hour or
t{wo their strange, unreal life—had come out
from the odor of sawdust and naphtha, and
had fuliy made up their minds to enjoy them-
selves. At first, of course. a3 might have been
expected, Mrs. Glddings carripd herself with

certain stiffness to Mrs, Saggers, the rat
lady; showed her, In fact, that even though
they might be part of the same great pro-
fession one had'to draw the line somewhere.
But when once they got fairly settled at table,
with Bob at the head and Mr. Tolderoy at
the foet, and when once the first bottles of
champagne had gone down the table and up
again, even Mrs. Giddings unbent. And then

it was that a dark scheme entered into the
brain of Mr. Tolderoy.
He began to make eyes at the fat lady.

There was no mistake about it, and it was not
mere politeness—deliberately, and with mal-
ice, he began to make eyes at the fat ludy.
Love and wine may have made him reckless,
and he may have lost sight of the fact that
the fat lady's husband was a glant alike by
nature and by profession. In a word. Tolde-
roy. was desperate, He drank the first toast
t> the fat lady in a loud volce:

“Mrs. Saggers, ma'am, ’eres full shows to
you, an’ may yer figger be as ‘eavy as the
takings.”

Mre. Saggers blushed and giggled, and Mr.
Saggers (a very mild-eyed young glant was
he and weak In the k ) looked pl d
Mrs. Gilddings looked at Tolderoy and half-
raised her glass, but the reckless Tolderoy
kept his eyes firmly fixed on the ample charms
of Mrs. Saggers. Even when Bob proposed
the health of the old show and all who
bel d to it Told might never have
met Mrs. Giddings before for any look he gave

her.
““Tolderoy,”” whispered Bob Judkin In zome -
alarm when the tables had been cleared away

and all the speeches made and they were
ready for dancing, ‘“‘Tolderoy, you're gcing
too far!’

“I can’t ‘elp it, guv’'nor,” replied Mr, Tolde-
roy. ‘I ’ate meself for it—but I'm bein’ soured,
It's been pent up for a long time—an' I think
that wine must 'ave brought it out. If the
party as begins with G dances with any ono
else, if it's so much as a ‘Sir Roger,’ there’'ll
be murder. To see a arm ‘round that waist
would be too much for me."”

Perhaps Mrs. Glddings knew the danger she
faced; perhaps her heart was softer even than

pear several fayorites which seem to
.
o
Mr. Tolderoy gave her credit for. ile that as it
may, presently, when the dance was at its

height, and the oll lamps were rattling under
the sturdy steps of Mrs. Saggers, who had one
of the Bounding Brothers for a partner, Mrs,
Gladings seated herself in a corner, away from
the others, and gazed pensively at Mr. Tolde-
roy, who was drinking champagne in gulps at
a gide table. After a little hesitation Mr. Tol-
deroy put down his glass, and, by stages—
coming a little way, and going back again,
and then coming further—got at last to Mrs,
Giddings, and sat down, within about three
feet of her.

“It's a ‘ot night,”” said Mr, Tolderoy, star-
ing straight in front of him.

“It is, indeed, Mr, Tolderoy,"
lady, in a faint voice,

**You make it "otter, Mrs, G,” said Tolderoy,
in the same tone,

“‘Mr. Tolderoy!" remonstrated
glancing round at him,

“You do, mum,” saild Tolderoy, desperatelyy
‘1 don't know what it 1s, but you 'ave an ef-
fect on me, mum, llke a Turkish bath. Fust
I'm 'ot—as if love was bringing out a rash on
me; then I'm cold, as iIf T was in a draught, It
may not be romantic, Mrs. G, but it's the
truth. At the present moment I can fee: a rash
all over me.”

“It's the champagne,” sald Mrs. Glddings,
looking at him, slyly,

““It ain't, mum,'* retorted ‘Tolderoy,
be ‘eated—I may ‘ave looked on the
goblet slightly more than usual:
Mrs, G, that's movin’ me at this
movin’ me nearer to yer."
so far true that Mr, Tolderoy was sliding
along the bench and rapidly decreasing the
space which divided him from Mrs, Giddings,
“It aln’t me legs, Mrs. G—it's love wot's
movin' me."”

‘“Well, I hope it won't move you any fur-
ther,’”” said Mrs. Giddings. “We shall have
every one talking about it."” M

“I don't mind,” said Mr, Tolderoy.
may 'ave summink else to talk about
long; I feel it In me bones that I'm
beasts that perish.””

““Don’t call yourself es, Told " sald

Teplied the

the lady,

“I may
sparklin’
but it's love,
moment—an’
Indeed, this was
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Mrs. Giddings. “It's the easlest thing In the
world for a man to talk about love—but unless
he—Mr, Tolderoy—what are you doing?"*

Mr. Tolderoy, whether impelled by love or by
his legs it is impossible to say, haq slid along
the remaining part of the form which divided
him from Mrs. Giddings, and had also slid his
arm about her walst. Happily for him, too,
she did not seem greatly to mind; anq s fow
minutes later Mr. Tolderoy had plungeq into
the dance himself with Mrs, Glddings in his
arms. And, wonderful to relate, when pres-
ently he passed Bob Judkin, he winked solemn.
ly at that gentleman,

A little later, coming to Bob a
pered hoarsely In his ear: lone, be whis-

““There was a party as begun with a g

‘‘Yes, 1-remember,” said Bob, look}
him wonderingly. -

“There’s a summink about G as tha
‘as got tired of; she wants to go
down the alphabet. She’s goln’ to

‘With another solemn wink Mr. 'rnl:;’:;
away in search of ‘‘the party.™
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