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THE BURNING GLASS. 

This is a burning glass, my son; 
li gathers up- the sickly rays 

Of light and binds them into one 
. 'V'1 That's strong enough to make^a blase. 

Tou fl* on some objective spot 
(In terms, pedantic, locus), 

And there'll be smoke when you have got 
, The focus. 

Now take your father's sage advice 
• (I fear 'tis all you'll ever get)— 

And leqrn why plans of men and nflce 
So often end in vain regret. 

Tes, why do we poor mortals weep. 
While waves of failure soak us? 

Alas! we fail to And and keep s-iKfe; 
Our focus. -s 

Don't spread your forces and your wit 
y. Like this pale sunshine that we see, 

But weld them in a white-hot bit 
And bore a hole, though small it be. 

Tou may be weak in mortal spine 
And bloodless as a crocus, 

Still, you have light enough to shine— 
, ri_\ Just focus. 

This'very train of thought explains 
Tour father's not too great success; 

My son, the men of brilliant brains 
Oft yield the palm to men of less, 

And bumptious dullards strut arid crow, 
"We're wise"—all hocus pocus! 

iyi .s They know their gifts are few, and so 
They focus. 

>3v- ;v —George Horton, tn Philadelphia Post. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 
CATHARINE KNOLLTS. 

"You mistake, sir! I am no light o' 
love, John Law!" 

Thus spoke Cathariife Knollys. She 
stood near the door of the great draw-
lng-room of the Knollys mansion, her 

.figure beseeming well its framing of 
deep hangings and rich tapestries. Her 
eyes were wide and flashing, her cheeks 
deeply pink, the sweet bow of her lips 
half a-quiver in her vehemence. Her 
surpassing personal beauty, rich, ripe, 
enticing, gave more than sufficient 
challenge for the fiery blood of'the 
young man before her. 

It was less than two weeks since 
these two had met. Surely the flood of 
time had run swiftly in those few days. 
Not a day had passed that Law had not 
met Catharine Knollys, nor had yet one 
meeting been such as the girl in her 
own conscience dared call better than 
clandestine, even though they met, as 
now, under her own roof. Yet, reason 
as she liked, struggle as she could, 
Catharine Knollys had not been quite 
able to end this swift voyaging on the 
flood of fate. It was so strange, so new, 
so sweet withal, this coming of her 
juitor, as from the darkness of some 
unknown star, so bold, so strong, so 
confident, and yet so humble! All the 
old song of the ages thrilled within her 
soul, and each day its compelling mel-

, ody had accession. That this delirious 
iltfjsoftening of all her senses meant dan-
4'rW. the Lady Catharine could not de-

• -.ay. Yet could aught of earth be wrong 
?J|j«rlien it spelled such happiness, such 

sweetness—when the sound of a foot-
..^fefall sent her blood going the faster, 
,li " when the sight of a tall form, the ring 

J»f a vibrant tone, caused her limbs to 
weaken, her throat to choke? 

' v John Law looked at her calmly, but 
#aid nothing. One hand, in a gesture 
customary with him, flicked lightly at 

' the deep cuff of the other wrist, and 
this nervous movement was the sole 

1 betrayal of his uneasiness. 
"You come to this house time and 

again," resumed Catharine Knollys, 
"as though it were an ancient right on 
your part, as though you had always 
teen a friend of this family. And 
yet—" 

"And so I have been," broke in her 
suitor. "My people were friends of 
yours before we two were born. Why, 
then, should you advise your servant, 
as you have, fairly to deny me admis-
aion at the door?" 

"I have done ill enough to admit 
J|you. Had I dreamed of this last pre-

J sumption on your part I should never 
f/'jfeave seen your face again." 
I# - •< 'Tie not presumption," said the 
^young man, his voice low and even, 
^'though ringing with the feeling to 
''ifsj'which even he dared not give full ex-
^|5lir°s?it"i. "I. myself might call this 

f^presumption in another, but with my-
'iaelf 'tis otherwise." 

' "Sir," said Lady Catharine Knollys, 
&v/^».'*,y°u speak as one not of good mind." 

^,, "Not of good mind!" broke out John 
jO^-i^liaw. "Say rather of mind too good 
K 'Jto doubt or dally, or temporize. Why, 
4-'PIain as Plan of fate! It was 
' vfyn the" stars that I should come 
j you. This face, this form, this 

*kis soul—I shall see nothing 
'•Vise so long as I live! Oh, I feel ray 

/ 

men, tn <m« form or another," said the 
girl, coolly, seating herself as she 
spoke. 

"Talk not to me of other men—I'll 
not brook it!" cried he, advancing 
toward her a few rapid paces. "Think 
you I have no heart?" His eye gleamed, 
and he came on yet a step in his 
strange wooing. "Your face is here, 
here," he cried., "deep in my heart! I 
must always look upon it, or I am a 
lost man?" 

The girl leaned back against the wall 
near which she had seated herself. 
The young man bent forward, taking 
both her hands quietly in his own now, 
and gazing steadily into her eyes. 
There was no triumph in his gaze. 
Perhaps John Law had prescience of 
the future. 

"Oh, air, I had far liefer I had never 
seen you," cried Catharine Knollys, 
bending a head from whose eyes there 
dropped sudden tears. 

"Ah, dear heart, say anything but 
that!" 
" 'Tis a hard way a woman must 

travel at best in this world," mur
mured the Lady Catharine, with wis
dom all unsuited to her youth. "But 
I cannot undeistand. I had thought 
.that the coming of a lover was a Joy
ous thing, a time of happiness alone." 

"Ah, now, in the hour of mist can 
you not foresee the time of sunshine? 
All life is before us, my sweet, all 
life. There is much for us to do, 
there are so many, many days of love 
and happiness." 

But now the Lady Catharine Knollys 
veered again, with some sudden change 
of the inner currents of the feminine 
soul. 

"I have gone far with you, Mr. Law," 
said she, suddenly disengaging her 
hand. "Yet I did but give you insight 
of things which any man coming as 
you have come should have well within 
his knowledge. Think not, sir, that I 
am easy to be won. I must know you 
equally honest with myself. And if 
you come to my regard, it must be step 
by step and stair by stair. This is to 
be remembered." 

"I shall remember." 
"Gq, then, and leave me for this 

time," she besought him. But still he 
could not go, and still the Lady Cath
arine could not bid him more sternly 
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self unworthy; you have right to think 
me of no station. Yet some day 1 
shall bring to you all that wealth can 
buy, all that station can mean. 
Catharine—dear Lady Kitty—dear 
Kate—" 

"I like not so fast a soothsaying In 
any suitor of mine," replied Lady Cath-
i rlne, hotly, "and this shall go no 
further." Her hand restrained him. 

'.'Then you find me distasteful ? 
You would banish me? I could not 
learn to endure it!" 

Lady Catharine looked at him curi
ously. "Actually, sir," said she, "you 
cause me to chill. I could half fear 
you. What is In your heart? Surely, 
this is a strange love-jnaking." 

"And by that," cried John Law, 
"know, then the better of the truth. 
Listen! I know! And this is what I 
I'now—that I shall auocsed, and that I 
•hall lore you always!" 

"'Tis what one he&ra often from 

tor.1; 
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IT WAS EMPTY. "•i > J 1 

to depart. Youth—youth, and love, and 
fate were in that room; and these 
would have their way. 

The beseeching gaze of an eye singu
lar in its power rested on the girl, a 
gaze filled with all the strange, half 
mandatory pleading of youth and 
yearning. Once more there came a 
shift in the tidal currents of the wom
an's heart. The Lady Catharine slow
ly became conscious of a delicious help 
lessness, of a sinking and yielding 
which she could not resist. Her head 
lost -power to be erect It slipped for
ward on a shoulder waiting as by 
right. Her breath came in soft meas
ure, and unconsciously a hand was 
raised to touch the cheek pressed down 
to hers. John Law kissed her once 
upon the lips. Suddenly, without plan 
—in spite of all plan—the seal of a 
strange fate was set forever on her 
life! 

For a long moment they stood thus, 
until at length she raised a face pale 
and sharp, and pushed back against 
his breast a hand that trembled. 

" 'Tis wondrous strange," she whis
pered. 

"Ask nothing," said John Law, "fear 
nothing. Only believe, as I believe." 

Neither John Law nor the Lady 
Catharine Knollys saw what was pass
ing just without the room. They did 
not see the set face which looked down 
from Jhe stairway. Through the open 
door Mary Connynge could see the 
young man as he stepped out of the 
door, could see the conduct of the girl 
now left alone in the drawing-room. 
She saw the Lady Catharine sink down 
upon the seat, her head drooped in 
thought, her hand lying languidly out 
before her. Pale now and distraught, 
the Lady Catharine. Knollys wist lit
tle of what went on before her. She 
had full concern with the tumult which 
waged riot in her soul. 

Mary Connynge turned, and started 
back up the stair unseen. She paused, 
her yellow eyes gone narrow, her lit
tle hand clutched tight upon the rail. 

CHAPTER IX. 
IN SEARCH OF THE QUARREL, 

As Law. turned away from the door 
of the Knollys mansion, he walked 
with head bent forward, not looking 
upon the one hand or the other. He 
raiged his eyes only when a passing 
horseman had called thrice to him. 

"What!" cried Sir Arthur Pembroke. 
"I little looked to see you here, Mr. 
Law. I thought it more likely you 
were engaged in other business—" 

"Meaning by that—?" 
"What fhould I mean, except that 1 

supposed you preparing for your littlo 
affair with Wilson?" . 

"My little affair?" 
"Certainly, with Wilson, as I said. I 

saw our friend Castleton but now, and 
he advised me of your promptness. He 

had searched for you for days, he be-
ins chosen by Wilson for his friend— 
and said he had at last found you in 
your lodgings. Egad! I have mistook 
your kidney completely. Never in 
London was a duel brought on so swift 
'Fight? This afternoon!' said you. 
Jove! but the young bloods laughed 
when they heard of it 'Bloody Scot
land' is what they have christened you 
at the Green Lion. 'He said to me," 
said Charlie, 'that he was slow to find 
a quarrel, but since this quarrel was 
brought home to him, 'twere meet 
'twere soon finished. He thought, 
forsooth, that four o'clock of the aft
ernoon were late enough.' Gad! But 
you might have given Wilson time at 
least for one more dinner." 

"What do you mean?" exclaimed 
Law, mystified still. 

"Mean! Why, I mean that I've been 
scouring London to find you. My 
faith, man, but thou'rt a sudden ac
tor! Where caught you this unseem
ly haste?" 

"Sir Arthur," said the other, slowly, 
" you do me too much justice. I have 
made no arrangement to meet Mr. Wil
son. nor have I any wish to do so." 

"Pish, man! You must not jest with 
me in such a case as this. 'Tis no 
masquerading. Let me tell you, Wil
son has a vicious sword, and a temper 
no less vicious. You have touched him 
on his very sorest spot He has gone 
to meet you this very hour. His coach 
will be at Bloomsbury square this 
afternoon, and there he will await 
you. I promise you he is eager as 
yourself. 'Tis too late now to accom
modate this matter, even had you not 
sent back so prompt and bold an an
swer." 

"I have sent him no answer at all!" 
csied Law. "I have not seen Castleton 
at all." 

"Oh, come!" expostulated Sir Ar
thur, his face showing a flush of an
noyance. 

"Sir Arthur," continued Law, as he 
raised his head, "I am of the misfor
tune to be but young in London, and 
I am in need of your friendship. I 
find myself pressed for rapid transpor
tation. Pray you, give me your mount, 
for I must have speed. I shall not need 
the service of your seconding. In
dulge me now by asking no more, and 
wait until we meet again. Give me 
the horse, and quickly." 

"But you must be seconded!" cried 
the other. "This is too unusual. Con
sider!" Yet all the time he was giv
ing a hand at the stirrup of Law, who 
sprang up and was off before he had 
time to formulate his own wonder. 

"Who and what is he?" muttered the 
young nobleman to himself as he gazed 
after the retreating fiorm. "He rides 
well, at least, as he does everything 
else well. 'Till I return,' forsooth, 'till 
I return!' Gad! I half wish you had 
never come in the first place, my 
Bloody Scotland!" 

As for Law, he rode swiftly, asking 
at times his way, losing time here, 
gaining it again there, creating much 
hatred among foot folk by his tem
pestuous speed, but giving little heed 
to aught save his own purpose. In 
time he reached Bradwell street and 
flung himself from his panting horse 
in front of the dingy door of the lodg
ing house. He rushed up the stairs at 
speed and threw open the door of the 
little room. It was empty. 

There was no word to show what 
his brother had done, whither he had 
gone, when he would return. 

CHAPTER X. 
A CHANCE DECREED. 

Mischance delayed the carriage of 
Beau Wilson in its journeying to 
Bloomsbury square. It had not ap
peared at that moment, far toward 
evening, when John Law, riding a 
trembling and dripping steed, came 
upon one side of this little open com
mon and gazed anxiously across the 
space. He saw standing across from 
him a carriage, toward which he 
dashed. He flung open the carriage 
door, crying out, even before he saw 
the face within: 

"Will! "Will Law, I say, come out!" 
called he. "What mad trick is this? 
What—" 

He saw indeed the face of Will Law 
inside the carriage, a face pale, melan-
cholly, and yet firm. 

"Get you back into the city!" cried 
Will Law. "This is no place for you, 
Jack." 

"Boy! Are you mad, entirely mad?" 
cried Law, pushing his way directly 
into the carriage and reaching out 
with an arm of authority for the sword 
which he saw resting beside his 
brother against the seat. "No place 
for me! 'Tis no place for you, for 
either of us. Turn back. This fool
ishness must go no further!" 

"It must go on now to the end," said 
Will Law, wearily. "Mi-. Wilson's car
riage is long past due." 

"But you—what do you mean? 
You've had no hand in this. Even had 
you—why, boy, you would be spitted 
in an instant by. this fellow." 

"And would not that teach you to 
cease your mad pranks, and use to bet-
'ter purpose the talents God hath given 
you? Yours is the better chance, 
Jack." 

"Peace!" cried John Law, tears 
starting to his eyes. "I'll not argue 
that. Driver, turn back for home!" 

The coachman at the box touched his 
hat with a puzzled air. "I beg pardon, 
sir," said he, "but I was under orders 
of the gentleman inside." 

"You were sent for Mr. John Law." 
"For Mr. Law—" 
"But I am John Law, sirrah!" 
"You are both Mr. Law? Well, sir, 

I scarce know which of you is the 
proper Mr. Law. But I must say that 
here comes a coach drove fast, enough, 
and perhaps this is the gentleman I 
was to wait for, according to the fiiat 
Mr. Law, sir." 

"He is coming then," cried John 
Law, angrily. "I'll see into this pret
ty meeting. If this devil's own fool is 
to have a crossing of steel, I'll fair ao-
cominodate him, and we'll look into th* 
reasons for it later. Sit ye downJ Be 
Qiaet, Will, boy, 1 eayl" 1 

With one leap he sprang from thi 
carriage, leaving Will half dazed and 
limp within. 

Even as he left the carriage step, 
he found himself confronted with an 
adversary eager as himself; for at 
(hat instant Beau Wilson was hasten
ing from his coach. Vain, weak and 
pompous in a way, yet lacking not in a 
certain personal valor, Beau Wilson 
stopped not for his seconds, tarried not 
to catch the other's speech, but himself 
strode madly onward, his point raised 
slightly, as though he had lost all 
care and dignity and desired nothing 
so much as to stab his enemy as swift
ly as might be. 

It would have mattered nothing now 
to this Highlander, this fighting Ar
gyll, what had been the reason animat
ing his opponent It was enough that 
he saw a weapon, bared. Too late 
then, to reason with John Law, "Beau" 
Law of Edinboro,' "Jessamy" Law, the 
best blade and the coolest head in all 
Ihe schools of arms that taught him 
fence. 

For a moment Law paused and 
raised his point, whether in query or 
in salute the onlookers scarce could 
tell. Sure it was that Wilson was the 
first to fall into the assault. Scarce 
pausing in his stride, he came on 
blindly, and, raising his own point, 
lunged straight for his opponent's 
breast. Sad enough was the fate 
which impelled him to do this thing. 

It was over in an instant It could 
not be said that there was an actual 
encounter. The sidestep of the young 
Highlander was soft as that of a 
panther, as quick, and yet as full of 
savagery. The whipping over his 
wrist, the gliding, twining, clinging o! 
his blade against that of his enemy 
was so swift that eye could scarce have 
followed it. The eye of Beau Wilson 
was too slow to catch it or to guard. 
He never stopped the riposte, and in
deed was too late to attempt any 
guard. „ Pierced through the body Wil
son staggered back, clapping his hands 
against his chest Over his face there 
swept a swift series of changes. Anger 
faded to chagrin, that to surprise, sur
prise to fright, and that to gentleness. 

"Sir," said he, "you've hit me fair, 
and very hard. I pray you, some 
1'riend, give me an arm." 

And so they led fiim to his carriage, 
and took him home a corpse. Oncfi 
more the code of the time had found 
its victim. 

Law turned away from the coach of 
his smitten opponent, turned away with 
a face stern fcnd full of trouble. Many 
things resolved themselves in his mind 
as he stepped slowly towards the car
riage, in which his brother still sat 
wringing his hands in an agony ol 
perturbation. 

"Jack, Jack!" cried Will Law, "Oh, 
heavens! You have killed him! You 
have killed a man! What ghall we 
dor-

Law raised his head and looked his 
brother in the face, but seemed scarce 
to hear him. Half mechanically he 
was fumbling in the side pocket of his 
coat He drew forth from it now a 
peculiar object, at which he gazed in
tently and half in curiosity. It was the 
little beaded shoe of the Indian woman, 
the very object over which this ill-
fated quarrel had arisen, and which 
now seemed so curiously to intermin
gle itself with his affairs. 
" 'Twas a slight shield enough," he 

said slowly to himself, "yet it served. 
But for this little piece of hide, me-
thinks there might be two of us going 
home to-day to take somewhat of 
rest." 

[To Be Continued.) 

f J GOING TO HANG ON. 

Mental and Manual Servitude 

Mummy Felt Her Iteaponaiblllty 
und Knew Wliut Waa Expected 

of ller. 

Every old negro mammy in the south 
wants to live to see the younger gen
eration of the family she has served 
grow up. Her ^reason usually is: 
" 'Cause young mis' and young marse 
aln' old ernuff ter hab de bringing up 
o' de pore lambs." A writer in the 
Philadelphia Inquirer tells of one mam
my who felt her responsibility and 
knew her task. 

"The pore lambs" were objects of her 
most tender and jealous care, even if, 
as happens to many a flock on many a 
hill of home, some of them turned out 
to be black sheep. And she nevei 
rested from her vigilance until her 
faithful eyes were closed in the long 
slumber. 

I have a friend who fcas as nurse for 
her children the same black mammy 
who cared for her in her babyhood. 
The other day she went into the nur 
sery and saw with alarm her six-
month-old boy sitting unsupported on 
the old woman's knee. % 

"O Mammy Jane," sha cried, "put 
your arm back of him! He'll fall!" 

"Now yo' jes' go ten' yo' own affahs, 
Mis' Lucy," replied the nurse, with 
soft unconcern. "I-done brung up all 
yo' fambly ter hev straight backs an' 
ter set erlone. Dis yere chile ain' de 
kin' o' chile ter fall. I prays de good 
Lor' not ter take me 'way fum yo' 
'twell yo' is ole enough ter take keer 
o'dese chillun. Datldo!" 

"But, Mammy Jane," said the young 
mother, "what will become of baby 
when he grows to be a man and has 
children of his own? Who will take 
care of them?" 

"Well, Mis' Luoy," was the reply, 
"I's gwine ter do my bes' ter hang on." 

Toncliinir the Pocket Nerve. 

An English socialist, explaining to a 
friend the principles of socialism, re-, 
marked that all possessions should' be 
shared equally. "If you had two 
horses," said the friend, "would you 
give me one?" "Of course," replied the 
socialist. "And if you had two cows 
would you do the same?" "Of coursc 
I should." "Well, supposing, now," 
said the friend slowly, ''you had twt 
pigs, would you give me one of them?' 
"Eh! Tha's get tin' ower near home," 
said the other, slyljr. "Tha know i 
I've got two piga," - -

By DR. HOWARD A. GIBBS, M. D. 

mHE jov of work under the conditions which surround the 
working class today is an impossibility, and to hold it up as 
an ideal or as a duty is a hollow mockery. 
jitls It is generally conceded that mental work presupposes a 

higher degree of development than manual work, but this is 
not the real basis of the insidious distinction which is usually 
drawn between them. The distinction in its final analysis is 
a purely economic one. Manual work has become a badge 
of servitude, and in fact lies tfc»e basis of the distinction. Per
haps no class has been more ready to draw this distinction 

than the intellectual workers themselves. The aristocracy of brute 
force and the aristocracy of birth is disappearing, but the so-called aris
tocracy of brains still remains. 

In the 'development of our industrial system and the degradation 
of the mental worker through it, this aristocracy is bound to disappear. 
This process is already taking place. The most degraded slaves of an-
cicnt Rome were her intellectual slaves, more degraded from the very 
fact that they prostituted higher powers and possibilities. The editor, 
whose pen is directed from the counting room; the college professor, 
who must perforce explain and defend the capitalist system which gives 
him his salary; the clergyman, who preaches pointless platitudes to plu
tocratic pews—these arc some of the types of our modern intellectual 
slaves. The fact that they are often utterly unconscious of their servi
tude and lay the flattering unction to their souls that they are several 
degrees above the manual laborer in point of freedom—«11 this only re
veals the depth of their degradation. 

The growing realization of this condition by the mental workers 

is tending to break down the barriers of distinction, and the emancipa
tion of both manual and mental workers, through the social ownership 

of the tools of production, will do away with it forever. Then social 
usefulness alone will determine the dignity of labor, and labor time 

alone will determine its reward, whether it be manual or mental. 
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'•'•Right Makes Might 
By REV. JENKIN LLOYD JONES, 

' v Pastor All Souls Church, Chicago. ~ ; 

Right makes might. History is simply a ver
ification of it. What has become of the great 
powers, the mighty cities, the dreaded con
querors that you read of in j?our books ? They 
were mighty; they were populous; they were 
rich; they were terrible. The names of the 
far-off merchants, presidents and mayors, the 
bankers and manufacturers are lost and their 
work is forgotten, save a few antiquities, 
broken relics, scattered fragments that are left 
us to tell us how the mighty have fallen. They 
had not the right of the might. 

Over against tfie names that are remem
bered only in pity and in disgrace put the 
name of a far-off prince who renounced the 

glory of a court, became a beggar for truth's sake, and who suggests 
the' devotions and gratitudes, the aspirations and the ideals of five hun
dred and more million of men, for it is the name of the Buddha, pitiful, ^ 
he who taught men to be kind, merciful and forgiving. ' " ! ̂  

Over against the name of Alexander, who made the name of Mace-
doma terrible, write the name of Socrates, who walked barefoot in the 1 

snow as a private soldier in the Grecian army. His father was a stone- * 
cutter; his mother was a nurse. He spent his time in talking with the 
youths in the market place; he was put to death because of his impiety. 
But his impiety represented his love for truth, his devotion to right, 
and after 24 centuries his name is the greatest name in Greece. His 
was the might of the right. 'J1 . 1 ' '• 

The bible of Christendom contains in the main the words of humble -
men, but they spoke the truth and their words survive pyramide and 
overlay dynasties. Jeremiah in exile, Paul in prison, Jesus on the cross ' 
—these represent the mighty ones of history, and their might lay in the 
right which they championed.. 1 • 

Opportunities of the Stage 
By HENRIETTA CROSSMAN, 

Playing Star Part tn " Sweet Kitty Bellairs." 

HE opportunites offered to a young woman in the dramatic 
profession are more, I think, than in any other. There is 
always room at the top, and I presume that every young 
woman who goes 011 the stage has an ambition to become a 
star. To a young woman who has talent, and that is not 
difficult to discover, my advice would be to adopt the profes-
sion of the stage. 

When one looks at the myriad of young girls who are 
working in stores, offices, and other places, earning a mere 
pittance and with no opportunity of advancement beyond a 

certain limit, one cannot help but see the advantage of the stage as a 
profession if the applicant is suited in temperament, constitution, and all 
else, for her work. The stage is like all other arts. Because there is 
always room at the top one does not have to wait for a vacancy in the 
ranks for advancement. For painters, writers, singers, and actors ad
vance comes to those who are deserving, and this does not hinge uporc 
the will of some petty employer. Ev^n if the dramatic schools are grind
ing out actors by the dozens to-day, I would not discourage anyone whonv 
I thought had ability to enter the profession. Good actors are scarca 
enough, and the stage will not be hurt by the addition of a number of 
bad actors if a few good actors can be given to it. 

To a girl who loves her work and realizes its seriousness, I would 
•ay, by all means, go ahead. But to the young woman who looks upon 
the stage as a sort of frolic through life and ail easy way of gaining the 
admiration that she graves, I should say keep away from it. In ninety-
nine cases out of a hundred success on the stage is the result of hard 
work. In no profession, business, or calling is the work so hard or try
ing, and the young person who contemplates making a step in this pro
fession should realize that she is about to enter a profession in which 
the hardships, disappointments, work, and triumphs—if they should. 
finally come—are greater than in any other walk of life I can recall/ 
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