
:
Y  ❖  
•i»
f
Y  ❖
t❖

M a i d a ’s

S e c r e t . . .
t*:♦
❖
❖
❖
❖
❖

By tlie Author of.....
•• A Qlpsy's D aughter,’ ’ 

•• A nother n a n ’s  W ife ,”  

*• A Heart’s B itte r n e ss ,”  

E tc ., Etc.

f
Y
Y
Y
Y
Y  
T
Y
Y
Y
Y
Y

S Y N O P S IS  OF P R EC ED IN G  
C H A P T E R S —Guy H artleigh leaves 
England to find his long lost cousin 
in S an  Francisco. Mania Carring- 
ford, an actress in th at city, is pes
tered by genteel loafers amongst 
whom is Caryl Wilton who proposes 
and is rejected. She learns tho
sto ry  of lier m other’s betrayal by
S ir  Richard H artleigh. S ir  Rich
ard 's  child, Constance, whom Guy is 
seeking, dies, and Maida im
personates her and is tak
en to H artleigh H all, where she be
comes the idol of tho household. A 
fete is given in her honor a t  Vyner 
Castle during which il is suggested 
th at she take part in some amateur 
theatricals. Mildred Thorpe, an un
employed American girl in London 
is exhausted by her fruitless efforts 
to obtain work. A fter securing en
gagement as country church organ
is t  she is about to fain t when she is 
assisted by Qarl Wilton who is strucli 
assisted by C aryl Wilton who is 
struck by her likeness to M aida Car- 
ringford.

C H A P T E R  X II.—Continued.
Mrs. Parker had not been gone long 

when Francois, followed by Dawkins, 
returned. As an indication of the 
extreme respect in which the latter 
bore Mr. Wilton, he carried with his 
own hands a tra y  on which was ar
ranged a  dainty little  dinner.

“ I  told  Monsieur Parterre th at it 
was for yo u ,”  he said “ and he took 
especial pains. I  hope it  w ill be to 
your satisfaction .”

"Thank you, Dawkins. And now, 
if you will renew your promise not 
to  reveal the fact of my presence, I  
shall eat and sleep in happiness.”  

Dawkins promised and went his 
w ay, while C aryl sa t down and be
gan to enjoy his dinner with an easy 
mind. H is horror of p rivate thea
trica ls was not a t  a ll feigned, though 
his expression of his feeling was 
somewhat exaggerated. S t il l  he 
was really  overjoyed a t the thought 
of having escaped the boredom of 
having to s it through a  dreary per
formance such as his experience had 
taught him was likely to be given.

He ate his meal with a  languid 
satisfaction, thinking dream ily the 
while of tho adventure he had had in 
the park th at morning, and from 
th a t passing to the far West of the 
American continent, and going over 
again the details of his meeting with 
th at fair creature who had spurned 
his su it so scornfully, and whose im
age he could not drive from his 
mind. He could not bear any sort 
of human companionship when he 
was in the m idst of such thoughts, 
and he now turned to Jiis va let and 
told him he m ight go down and look 
a t the performance, taking care that 
no one who knew him should see him 
and so betray the presence of his 
m aster there.

A s soon as Francois was gone 
C aryl truned again to his dinner, 
but with a distaste for it  now; for 
when he consciously set himself to 
think of Maida Carringford, he felt 
himself bound to check the tendency 
and to do th at put him out of tune 
with himself and everything else.

He threw himself back in his chair, 
pushed the table from him and light
ed a  cigar. A hurried rap  fell upon 
the door.

“ Come in ,”  he called, with a  sort 
of irritatio n  a t  being disturbed 
again.

L ord  A lgy, panting from his un
usual exertion, hastened across the 
room to his side, holding out his 
hand and crying:

“ Is  it  really  you, C ary l?”
"H ello , A lgy, old man! How are 

you? Who the deuce betrayed me?”  
“ Simm ons told  me you were here. 

I  never was so glad in niy life to see 
you. You are coming down, of 
course.”

"N othing of the sort. I  had no 
business to come without giving you 
warning, and so I  am going to do 
pennance by going to bod as soon as 
I  finish this cigar. Now, don’ t  say 
a  word. I  am determined to deny 
myself the pleasure. As a  m atter of 
fact, I  am not here a t  all; I  am on 
my w ay and shall not arrive  until 
tom orrow m orning.”

"W hat nonsense!”  answered A lgy, 
laughing. "W hat does it  m atter? I  
say, C aryl, are you very tired?”  

"T ired? A lgy, you don’t  know the 
meaning of the word. I  am so tired 
th at if you were to offer me a  hand
ful of diamonds for every step to
ward the door, I wouldn’t  be able to 
s tir  a  step. Go, A lgy—leave me to 
m y fate. You are very kind, but it 
must not be. Farew ell! Do not let 
me detain you. You must be needed 
down s ta ir s .”

“ But, Caryl, I  want you awfully; 
you must come down, and——”  

"N e v e r!”  answered Caryl, with a 
mock tragic  a ir. " I  am not here,
and I  cannot come down.”

"B u t  you must, C aryl. You won’t 
refuse to help an old friend out of a 
scrape, now, will you?”

"D on’t  ta lk  in th at pathetic way, 
A lgy, or you will make me weep. I
cannot go down, and i t  w ill only
rend my heart to persist in refusing 
you. I f - 1  were here it  would be dif
ferent, you know; but being aw ay, I  
must refuse to do anything so utter
ly  im possible.”

"B u t  C aryl ”
"B u t , A lgy, think of w hat you are 

doings Why don’t  you consider that

I  am not here in the first place, and 
if I  were here I  would be too tired, 
too w eary to move. Now, A lgy be a 
nice boy, and go a w a y .”

" I  can’ t  go aw ay without you, 
C a ry l.”

"W ell, if you m ust spend the night 
with me, s it down and have the ap
pearance of being comfortable. Take 
a cigar. No? Oh, I  forgot; you 
don’t  smoke. Glad of it, A lgy, for 
it  is a  bad h ab it.”

“ Now, see here Caryl; I  am in real 
distress, and only you can help me. 
I t  is positively unkind of you to 
chaff me like this when 1  want your 
serious attention .”

"W ell, go ahead,”  sighed C aryl. 
“ Now, don't say  it  like th at. Do 

be a  good fellow, C aryl. You see I  
am in a  bad w ay about my play. 
One of my men has sprained his an
kle and can’t  p la y .”

"P lease  don’t . ”
"A n  act of Providence,”  murmured 

Caryl.
“ Pleas? don’t . ”
“ I  w ill try  not to .”
‘.'You know M anville—Handsome 

Manville. He was to have been the 
Romeo, and now th at he is laid  up, 
there is nobody to take the p a r t .”  

“ The audience, in their gratitude, 
ought to present him with a  silver 
cup as a  token of their jo y  a t the 
deliverance.”

“ The audience w ill be deeply disap
pointed if the p lay  doesn’t  come off. 
And th at is why 1  have come to you. 
I  w ant you to  take the p a r t .”  

“ What! I  take the part? A lgy, 
m y  child, you are losing your head. 
Oh, how sleepy I  am! Good-night, 
old m an.”

C aryl yawned behind his hand, and 
stretched with every indication of 
extreme drowsiness.

"Y o u  must p lay  Rom eo,”  repeated 
A lgy, eagerly and coaxingly. " I  
know you can do it . I ’ve seen you 
act. Do you remember you did it  at 
L a d y  M ainwaring’s tw o years ago? 
You- played Romeo there, don’t  you 
remember?"

“ I  was not as conscientious two 
years ago. I  would not do murder, 
even on a  Romeo now. Good
night.”

“ And I  know you have not forgot
ten the lines. I  know w hat a  me
m ory you have. Come, C a ry l.”

“ No, A lgy; I  w ill be more merciful 
than you. I  w ill not do this thing. 

jA w ay, aw ay! I  would sleep. Ask 
me anything in the m orning.”

I His bantering words and evident 
determination not to be noved, drove 
poor A lgy to despair. He would not 
try  any more, but, with à  really  sor- 

1 rowful a ir, turned and walked to
ward the door. H is grief was so 
real th at even Caryl, who was very 
fond of the invalid  boy, was moved 
by it.

" I  say , A lg y ,”  he cried, "d o n ’t  go 
aw ay looking like that. Y ou ’ ll make 
me feel as though I  had done a  hein

o u s  th ing.”
I " I f  you only knew the fix I  was 
i irr.”

"D on’t  I  know? As if I  had never 
seen the projector of am ateur thea

t r ic a ls  before. I  tell you, A lgy, it 
j is the usual retribution. I ’ll tell 
1 you what to do—turn • the whole 
thing into a  b a ll.”

"Y o u  k n o w ,I can’t  do th a t .”  
“ Then make a  comedy of» it, and 

let it  go on without Romeo. Tell 
the audience he was offered an en
gagement by a  riva l manbger. That 
is  a grand idea. Do it , A lg y .”  

"P lease  don’t  Caryl. I t  is nothing 
to you, but it  is everything to me. 
My life is not quite as full of events 
as yours. I  suppose I  am childish.”  

" B y  Jo v e , A lgy, I  am a  brute! I ’ ll 
not say  another word. I ’ ll do it. 
Take me down. Forgive me, old fel
low .”

“ I  knew you would. You can’t  be 
mean even if you try . Thanks. I ’ ll 
have the make-up sent with Winkle- 
man. You won’t  have a thing to 
do. He w ill do everything. And 
she w ill be so glad! Or, anyhow, i  
shall be glad for her sake. Y o u ’ll 
hurry, won’t  you?”

"G ood  gracious, A lgy! Who is she 
and what relation does she bear to 
this dreadful m atter?”

"S h e  is the Ju lie t . And a  lovelier 
Ju lie t  never walked the boards. You 
will be inspired only to look a t her. 
I  say, you do know thé lines, don’t 
you?”

"Y o u  said I  did yourself, only four 
minutes ago by the watch, and now 
you ask me to commit m yself.”  

"W ell, but you do, now don’t  
you?”

"Y e —es, I  guess so. B ut, really, I 
think I  ought in common humanity 
to say  that I  forget.”

"W hat a  stroke of luck it  was that 
you came here so opportunely. Now, 
we w ill have a  Romeo—a Romeo fit 
for the Ju lie t . I  am crazy to see 
you two together.”

"F o r  goodness’ sake, A lgy, who is 
this Ju lie t? ”

"M iss H artleigh, S ir  R ichard ’s 
daughter.”

"D idn ’t  know he had such a 
th ing.”

"Oh, i t ’s a  long story; but she’s 
beautiful, and I  am certain she can 
a c t.”

He opened tho door, and as he did 
so a  burst of applause came floating 
up the hall. He turned eagerly to 
Caryl:

"D id you hear that? ‘The Hunch
back’ is being done now.”

" T h a t ’s it  exactly—being done. And 
we will do poor Rom eo.”

"Oh, I  know what you want. You 
are fishing for compliments. Well, 
you deserve them. You are the best 
Romeo on the am ateur stage I  know. 
The audience w ill go wild over yo u .”  

"Good-by. T h at w ill do. You 
m ay go now. Send up your man 
with his paints to beautify me. I 
w ill try  to keep in the same mind 
while you are aw ay .”

A lgy hastened down sta irs and 
burst into the green-room. A ll was 
bustle and stir; the la st act but one 
had ju st been finished. L a d y  G ladys 
stood in the centre of tlie room with 
flushed cheeks and flashing eyes. She 
had overcome her nervousness and 
played her best, and had been ap
plauded to the seventh heaven of de
light.

Close beside her, arranging tlie 
flowers in her hair, stood Maida, a 
placid smile of adm iration on her 
lovely face.

"D id  I  really  do it  passably?”  in
quired L a d y  G ladys, eager for more 
and yet more compliments.

"B eau tifu lly ! A dm irably!”  mur
mured the group, like a chorus, from 
which M aida’s clear, bell-like voice 
rose low and distinct.

“ You played rem arkably w ell,”  she 
said, with genuine adm iration. “ I  
have never seen an am ateur p lay  it  
better. R est a  while. Go aw ay 
from her please. Remember th is is 
the trying  a c t.”  . *

In her readiness to serve Lord 
A lg y ,. who, she knew, was feeling 
desperately about the mishap to 
Romeo, M aida had involuntarily un
dertaken the role of stage m anager, 
and had worked with such intelli
gence th at .every one had readily 
obeyed her. And for the nonce L a d y  
G ladys forgot a ll about her p altry  
envy, and was rea lly  gratefu l for the 
advice and help which were so freely 
given her.

“ Tell m e,”  she said, hurriedly. 
"Y o u  seem to know a ll about it , 
though I  don’ t  know why. Is  there 
nothing I  can alter—nothing? Do 
tell me if there is .”

M aida smiled a t  the eager tone, 
and answered:

"There is one th ing,”  she said. 
"Y o u  should not turn so much to 
w ard  the audience when you are 
speaking to  the other characters. 
Forget a ll about them when before 
the foo tligh ts.”

"Oh, but th at is not so easy. You 
w ait until you go on and you will 
see. The sight of a ll those faces 
looking a t one is enough to take 
anybody’s w its aw ay. They fascin
ate me, and I  m ust look a t  them .”  

I t  was a t  this point th at Lord  A l
gy  burst into the room, crying:

“ I t ’s a ll right. Such a  chance. A 
Romeo alm ost w orthy of our J u l 
ie t.”  He smiled a t  Maida, who had 
turned to him with a  look of inquiry 
the rdoment he entered the room. 
"H o w ill be down in time for the 
play. Are you disturbed a t  the idea 
of having to go on with a  new Rom 
eo, Constance?”

She sa t down on a  bench and he 
took a  seat by her side. He was so 
flushed with excitement th at she 
looked anxiously a t him and fanned 
him gently with her fan.

"N o ,”  she answered, composedly; 
“ I  fancy we shall manage somehow. 
He has played the part, you sa y?”  

“ Yes, ho p lays it  well. I  don’t  
know but he is as good as any pro
fessional.”

"Then it  won’ t  make any dif
ference. I  know his lines anyhow, so 
th at if he should be a  little  ru sty  1  
can prom pt him .”

"H o w  good you are about it , Con
stance? M ost women would have 
had a  tantrum , and refused to p lay  
a t  all. B u t you don’t  seem to have 
any self-consciousïiess about the ma'_- 
te r .”

"Oh, fie !”  she answered, laughing
ly. "D o you think there is but one 
w ay to flatter a  woman, and that 
by abusing the rest of her sex?”  

"B u t  you are different.”
"A n d  you are tired out. Do you 

s it  here and let me go superintend 
the la s t  act. I  fancy you can trust 
mo. I  have carried the thing 
through so far, and it  won’t  come 
to much harm  if I  do the rest.”

Lord  A lgy watched her as she gave 
directions in her composed w ay, and 
admitted th at he could only spoil 
things by interfering.

" B y  J o v e ! ”  he muttered; "she goes 
about it  as if she knew the whole 
play as well as her own. B u t I  
must go back to C aryl, or he m ay 
p lay  me a  trick y e t.”

He had already sent the famous 
Winkleman up with tho costume and 
the cosmetics and paints, and when 
he entered the room ho still found 
C aryl still keeping up his whimsical 
complaints, but subm itting to the 
operations of the make-up man with 
a  good grai'e.

A lgy waited until the to ilet was 
complote, and then, looking a t his 
watch, declared there was no time 
to lose.

“ Then let us to the brea.ch, dear 
friend ,"said  Caryl, with a  suitable 
m isquotation. “ I f  tho slaughter is 
ready for tho lamb, the lamb is 
ready for the slaughter.”

Down the sta irs  they went togeth
er, and A lgy did not know whether 
to be offended or to laugh a t the de
spairing rem arks of his new-found 
Romeo on the subject of amateur 
theatricals in general and of this one 
in particular. A s it  was easier to 
laugh, he did that; and so they went 
tow ard the green-room, the one full 
of gibe's and the other laughing.

Was there no premonition on either 
side of the green-room door of what 
was going to happen?

T H E  •* GORDON C O LL E G E  A T  .
KH ARTO UM . - . ...

The work of civilizing the Soudan 
continues steadily, since the natives, 
freed from the necessity of self-de- 
fence, are beginning to engage in the 
nobler arts  of peace. The S ird ar, in; 
view of the better san itary  condi
tions obtainable a t  Khartoum , is-en
couraging its  trade rather than th at 
of Omdurman, and it  is probable 
th at Khartoum  will gradually  be
come the more im portant city  of the j 
two. Our picture represents a group ! 
of men engaged in the ancient a rt of j 
brick-making. Men undertake the 
actual manufacture, but women, as 1 
is usual in the E a st , perform the 
humbler duty, carrying the bricks

when made to  the bricklayers. I t  Is 
of special interest to  know th at the’ 
group we illustrate are engaged in 
building the Gordon Memorial C oK  
lege. I t  w ill be remembered that.- 
when Lord  Kitchener overcame the 
dervishes a  solemn memorial service 
was held in the city  where Gordon 
fell, and it  was then resolved th at 
Khartoum  should have a  permanent 
memento of the man who gave his 
life in its  service. A t Lord  Kitchen
er’ s suggestion it  was agreed th at a 
college for the education of the peo
ple to whom Gordon devoted himself 
would be the m ost appropriate mon
ument; the building is approaching 
completion, and should soon be the 
means of accomplishing much benefi
cent work.

N a tiv e  H elpers in  the W ork of B u ild in g  
M em o ria l a t  K h a rto u m .

the G o rd o »

C H A P T E R  X III .

I t  was time for the curtain to rise, 
and the actors were only w aiting for 
the return of Lord  A lgy. .The scene 
on which Lord  A lgy had spent so

much of his time and of his uncle’s 
money was set, and the audience, 
having refreshed itself a t  the lunch 
bars which Lord  A lgy had set up for 
its benefit, was eagerly w aiting for 
the next play, for which they had 
been prepared to expect great things 
from the encomiums of the duke up
on the new Ju lie t .

Maida, who had retired to  her 
dressing room after the close of the 
other p lay, had come out again, and 
was now the centre of a ttraction .

“ Don’t  you feel nervous?”  asked 
L ad y G ladys, eying her with a  smile 
of mingled adm iration and envy. “ I  
feel as though I  had been through a 
fiery ordeal.”

" I  don’t  think I  am nervous,”  an
swered M aida with a  fain t smile, as 
it came over her what a  sm all thing 
it  was to  her to have to face an 
audience. She bent her head over 
her bracelet, which had come un
done. H alf a dozen eager hands flew 
to her assistance, and she was sur
rounded by ta ll figures in Florentine 
costumes of the finest m aterials; not 
cotton velvet and machine lace, such 
as would be found on tha real stage, 
but silk  pile and antique point; not 
paste jewels, but costly  gems, dia
monds and rubies and emeralds, 
flashing on fingers and sword belt?.

I t  was a  strange scene, full of rich
ness and color; and its  centre-piece 
the observed of a ll observers, tho 
ta ll, graceful figure in white satin , 
her lovely face full of high-born dig
n ity, and yet supremely girlish  and 
innocent.

Those who stood looking a t her, 
enjoying the beauty of the picture, 
m arvelled a t  the intense calm of the 
girl, who, while the hearts of the 
rest beat against their satin  and 
velvet covered sides, stood w aiting 
for thé call-boy’s summons.

Suddenly, as the orchestra began 
playing th at vague, never-ending 
kind of music which they are able to 
laave off a t a moment’s notice, the 
door opened and Lord  A lgy came in.

A ll turned tow ard him except 
M aidar'who was talk ing to the Mer- 
cutio.

"We are only w aiting for you, Lord 
A lg y ,”  said some one, as the group 
swayed to and fro.

"A nd here I  am ju st in time and 
here is my Rom eo.”

To be Continued.

! S T R A N G E  R A IL W A Y S.1 - ‘
i The w orld ’s strangest ra ilw ays arv 

to be found principally in India, 
America, Sw itzerland and Ireland, 

i The Loup a t  "A g o n y  P o in t,”  on the 
! Darjeeling R a ilw ay , India, is 
■ thought to be the sharpest curve in 

the world ; while Mount iTigi, inj 
Switzerland, has no fewer than three 
ra ilw ays to its  summit. When the 
Ju n gfrau  R a ilw a y  is completed it  
w ill be the m ost rem arkable one in 
the world. Its  highest station  w ill 
be 13 ,6 6 8  feet above sea-level, and 
the cost of this line w ill be about 
$2,000,000. Of the American ra il
w ays tho strangest is the Cripple 
Creek, where the great timber tres
tle over which the tra in  has to  pass 
in crossing a  chasm, is  so curved 
th at the line is made to tip  inward-, 
ly , and the sensation is terrible to 
the traveller on a  fast tra in  ; while 
in Ireland there is a  curious single 
line ra ilw ay  a t  L istow el.

T H IN G S YOU CA N ’T  DO.
You can’t  stand for five minutes 

without moving if you are blind
folded.

You can’t  stand a t  the side of a 
room with both of your feet touch
ing the wainscoting lengthwise.

You can’ t get out of a  chair with
out bending your body forward or 
putting your feet under it—th at is,, 
if you are sitting squarely on the 
chair and not on the edge of it.

You can’t  crush an egg when plac
ed lengthwise between your hands— 
that is, if the egg is sound and has 
the ordinary shell of a  hen’s egg.

You can’ t  break a  match if the 
match is laid across the nail of the 
middle finger of your hand and press
ed upon by the first and third fin
gers of - the same hand, though it  
may seem easy a t first sight.

CURIO US CO TTA G ES.
Near Wakefield, in Yorkshire, Eng

land, a  most com fortable cottage 
has1 been made, so far as the walls 
are concerned, of a  number of great 
drain-pipes left by a  contractor for 
years, w hilst the roof consists of the 
refuse of an oilcloth factory. There 
are in England alone half a  dozen 
cottages, not to speak of many sum
mer houses, made wholly out of old 
preserved provision-cans. The house 
of a foreman "w inder”  of a  huge 
colliery near Barnsley contains five 
rooms, yet the whole of the outer 
w alls and roof are made of m eat and 
other tins.

ONE ADM IRING C O N ST IT U E N T

T h at no man is a  hero to  his valet 
is a  truism  th at has come down 
through a  long line of French cynics; 
but Lord  Ripon, ex-Viceroy of India, 
had occasion to demonstrate th at he 
a t  least w as appreciated by a  faith
ful retainer.

Soon after his return from  Calcut
ta , and when the criticism s of his 
adm inistration were particu larly  
fierce, Lord  Ripon was met- by a 
member of the L iberal p arty , who 
said to him, enthusiastically:

I  congratulate you on your cour
age and public sp irit in pursuing so 
large minded and liberal a policy in 
the E a st.

Lord  Ripon smiled, as he replied:
I t  is good of you to say  such kind 

things of me; but to tell you the 
truth, I  don’ t  believe there was any 
one in India who really  approved ol 
m y policy except my old Scotch gar
dener.

FO R C H IN E S E  S O L D IE R S .
Rewards are seldom given for pro 

wcss1 on the battle-field in China, but 
when they are the m ost acceptable 
of them all, from the p rivate sol
dier’s point of view, is a  sack oi 
commanding officer of each regiment 
lias power to give as m any sacks as 
rice, valued a t  three taels. The 
are deserved, and a t the conclusion 
of every campaign he sends in a  for
midable bill to the Government for 
rice. No inquiries are made, nor are 
the names of the recipients asked for 
so in nine cases out of ten the officer 
sells the grain  and puts tho money 
into his own pocket, while the de
serving soldier, to whom the rice 
would have meant a  good deal, has 
to go without.

S U P P L Y  OF G L A S S  E Y E S .  #
Germany and Sw itzerland produce 

over 2 ,000,000 g lass eyes in a  year; 
and a  P a ris  manufacturer, with a 
reputation for finer work, some 300,- 
000. They are made in the shape oi 
a  hollow hemisphere, and the ut
m ost skill is required in forming the 
pupil out of the colored g lass. The 
great m ajority  of artificial eyes are 
used by workm en,’ especially thosej 
in iron foundries, where many еуеэ 
are put out by sparks. I t  is seldom 
th at a  woman has a  g lass eye.

NOT LO OKING FO R A S T A R . 
G A Z E R .

Dealer—Here, madam, is  a  horse, 1 
can recommend—sound, kind—

Old L ad y—Oh, I  don’t  want that 
, sort of a  horse. He holds his head 
i high.
i Dealer—Eh?
j Old L ad y—I  like a  horse th at hold.4 
, his nose close to the ground, so hq 
I can see where he’s going.


