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« Sthe gave a dance to this one, and waved away the other with the air of a Queen’

II.

AUDE’S dance was very amusing. Maude is a much more amusing

\/I person than Grace; and her house is twice as pretty, though it’s

much smaller, and not in Park Lane. Then the people were more
interesting, and (except a few) they were not the same as I met at Lady Midas’s
and everywhere else. There were all sorts of artists and authors, and people of
that kind, and some of them wore velvet coats and long hair; and there were
ladies with frizzy auréoles and Greek dresses, you know ; though it was not
fancy dress. And I danced with Lord Lakes, and Maude said, ** Well, Gwen,
I didn’t know yox went in for lions!”

“Lord Lakes is not a lion,” I said. ~ “ He is a very sensible man.”

“T should call him a boy, if anything,” said Maude coolly. “But I was talk-
ing of Gerald Humphrey.”

“T don’t know him,” said I.

“Oh, don’t you?” cried Maude wickedly.

And, before T knew where I was, she had dragged me, if you please, up to the
man I had just been dancing with, and said, ¢ Mr. Humphrey, I want to introduce
you to my sister, Lady Gwendolyn Hawthorne.”

He bowed perfectly gravely, and said, “ May I have the pleasure of this
dance ?” And I was borne off in an utterly imbecilé condition.

At last I gasped out,  Wio are you? ™

“Gerald Ashworth Humphrey,” replied he solemnly, as if he was saying his
catechism.

“You don’t mean to say you are #se Mr. Humphrey ?” I cried, terrified—and
he was, of course. And here had I been calmly talking over his novels, and giving
my opinion, just as if he was any ordinary man.

The next thing I said was, “ Then who is the real Lord Lakes?”

“TLord Lakesis the young fellow with the obvious gloves, talking to the lady in
black over there,” said Mr. Humphrey, pointing out no less a person than my
schoolboy friend of the night before ! ~ And now will you tell me who is the pre-
tender ? ”

And of course I was obliged to explain the whole silly mistake, and it took
so long that I’'m afraid I missed a good many dances ; but mamma wasn’t there,
and he is such a very sensible person (except when he begins to chaff), that it
didn’t matter in the least. Oh—I must tell you about Lord Lakes — the real
one this time. I saw him standing pulling on his gloves with a most engaging
simper among a crowd of men before a lady on a sofa, who seemed very popular.
She was;in black, with masses of scatlet flowers, which suited her dark skin ; and
she gave a dance to this one, and waved away the other with the air of a Queen.
They call her “la belle laide,” because there is something so fascinating about
her, though she’s not a bit good-looking, really.

She is a Mrs. Calthrop Wendry, and has written a volume of poems, which
every one is talking about. She and Maude are tremendous friends, and Grace
told mamma she didn’t think it atall a good thing for Maude. Mamma and I
were at Madame Araminte’s a few days after. We generally shop in the after-
noon, before going for our drive in the Park. And though her things are always
exquisite, I couldn’t get just the hat I wanted. I was trying to explain to mamma
(who will 70t see the nuances in these things). And I said, * Mamma, dearest !
Surely you remember that dear little hat that Mrs. Calthrop Wendry wore at the
private view——"

When there was that tiresome Gracie standing close behind, and saying in her
cold middle-aged voice (shall I be middle-aged when I'm twenty-nine, [ wonder ?),
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THE GRAPHIC : May 3, 1890

never been in love with me at all! ‘I saw it at a glance, and seemed to
remember in that moment that I had never met him at any party where she
had not been too. 5

Well, I had a quarrel with Mr. Humphrey for daring to suppose that I
could #hink of marrying that old man; but before I left that room he had
proposed to me, and I had accepted him.

“Have another glass,” said Lord Lakes, when the play was over. So we
drank healths.

P.S. (two days later).—Mr. Humphrey is not really middle-aged, you know,
dear. And Captain Lamarque was furious when he heard of it, and declared
he meant to marry me himself (Merci, Monsieur ), and that that ungrateful
dog, Gerald, ought to have stood aside for his betters. And in his rage he
let out what, for some whim, he has insisted on having most carefully concealed
—that Gerald Humphrey is his heir-at-law—isn’t that what you call it? [am
sure 7 don’t care, but mamma does. So it’s all right ; though they are rather
disappointed about Lord Lakes.

P.S. (2).—Lord Lakes has proposed to Mrs. Wendry, and she has refused
him. But they say it's not hopeless.— M. A. B.

A METAMORPHOSIS

& That lisping young Gusby appeared on the stage as a Red Indian, and
said * Boo’ in a mild tone of voice i

“You don’t mean to say he wears false teeth?” I cried. “I
should never have thought it ! ”

“Perhaps,” said Mr. Humphrey, drily, “you were not aware
either that he wears a wig? Or that he brags at the club about a
bunch of violets you gave him at your sister’s last dinner-party ?”’

“L.never gave him a bunch of,violets in my life ! ” I cried,
indignantly. “ Old Captain Lamarque sat next me, and insisted on
exchanging bunches, as every one else was doing, but I scarcely
spoke to Lord Lakes Prh iz

“ Lord Lakes! " exclaimed he, in a tone of extreme astonishment.
“Is it possible that you did not know that I was speaking of my "
cousin, Captain Lamarque? I am quite aware that Lakes is—
otherwise engaged.”

As he spoke he looked up, and [ saw, through the curtains which
screened the room we were in from a smaller one next it, Lord
Lakes and Mrs. Wendry. He was bending over her, and the light
was on his face (still ornamented with the corked moustache) ; and
all of a sudden I saw how perfectly blind and idiotic I have been
all this time. He is madly in love with Mrs. Wendry—he has

AFTER THE PLAY WAS OVER
Y Have another glass, said Lord Lakes. So we drank healths”

THE GREEN ROOM

“ The man who was to have rouged us never appeared, so we had to do # for one another ™
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