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By ALICE W. ROLLINS.

SCENE.—A laxuriously furnished drawing-room ; the
only essentiale: & lire io the grate, a piino, a small table
with decanter and glasses, & volume of Heasley's Verses, a
long mirror and & screen,

DRAMATIS PERSON.F.

HARRY, & young gentleman of thirty,
HARRY'S GREAT-GRANDFATILER.
HARRY'S FUTURE SON.

Harg¥'s FUTURE DAUGHTER.

Py,

‘ToMmy, Harry's futare grandchildren,
ETHEL, {

g'i'l‘;;i' two young ladiae of the present.

Misqy 8T. CLAIR, a doll.

arm-chair, retiecting, rises slowly and leans
against the mantel): ' Well, after all, it con-
eeros no one but myeslf, and 1 am my own
master. I can do as I please. The only
trouble is to know exactly what I do please.
I've half & mind to leave it to chance,’

Voice (from room on the right) : * Wait 4 minunte, Harry."

Harry : * Why, what is thatt [ thought everyone went

&AHRY {after reniaining a few moments in & big

to bed an hour ago ; and I den't reenguize the voice.” He
Euter, towards him, a

steps in the direction of the voice,
tize lovking old gentleman,

0ld Gentlewwan: ¢ Ah, good eveniog, Harry, ny boy.
Yon don’t know me, I see ¥’

Harry : *1 didn't recognize your voice, sir.
juet arrived ¥

Uld Gentleman ; *Just arrived. Not by the late train,
however. It is Hallow-¢’en, you remember ; the one night
in the year when we ghosts——'

Harey : ' Ghosta ¥

Uld Gentleman : © Yes, my boy, ghoste. [ am the ghost
uf your great-grand{ather.’

Harry : ‘A very delightful ghost, I am sure. And you
come from 3
¢Hd Geptlemsan : * From heaven, Hacry, from heaven.'

Elarry : * [ waa certain of that. This in very intaresting,
Will you sit down, sir? [am ]}articularly apxious to night
to k:(’x‘w' what heaven is like. s it heving everything yon
want ?

(4 Gentlemnn : *No; it is kvowiog what you do want,
in addition to liking what yon bappen to bave. It isn's
that everything is ioteresting, but that you are always in-
terssted,’

Harcy : * Knowing what you do waut ! I can understand
that. Tt wonld be beaven on earth lor me to night to kuow
exnctly what T want. You see, I cannet decide which of
two lovely gitls to marry.”

ld Gentlemnan ; * You love one of them, I suppose, and
the otber is rich ¢

Hur{': “On a0 ! You mustu’t thiok so mesaly of me an
that. ‘o wust oot suppone | would marry a girl | did not
love, merely because shy waa rich. The trouble is, I'm in
lova with them hoth.’

Old Gentleman : * Oh ! with both ¥

Harry : * Yes, air, with both.’

Have you

Old Gentlemsan : * And you ¢ould have either of them *

Hariy (simply) : * Why, of conree,’

Old Gentleman : * Well, I wouldn's be too sare of that, if
1 were you. Bometimes they surprise yon. However, 1
wish to warn {ou that yon are not really in love with
]eiche_r, snd it I wera you, I would wait io be really in
ove.

Harry : * But I nsaare you, sir, ] am very moch in love.’

Old Gentleman : ' Oh, no, Harry ; no man ever loved two
women—at & time. Liut, if you thiok 0, why not marry
the rich one? Riches onght not to ¢otnt too much in B
girl’a favonr, but then, again, they onght not to weigh
againet her. Why are yon tronbled about ihe wealth, if
you love both the girls ¥

Harry (slowly) : ' Why, you sea—*

0ld (Gentleman (mmiling) : * Yes. I #ee more than you
thiok I do. I believe yoa are & little in love, after all.
Well, let the love grow, and wait & bit ; then, in the course
of time—'

Harry {impatiently} : * Well, sie ¥

Old Gentleman : *Ske will decide for you.”

Harry : * But which she 7

Qld Gentleman : * The one yon love.
aame experience, ab your ape—'

Harry (eagerly) : * And what did yon decide, sir?

Uld Gentlensan [quizzically : * Dido't I tell yon that 1
had decided to go to heaven, yonng man ¥

Harry : * Yes, of coutse ; ‘and I am ready to make apy
sacrifice to go to heaven myself ; only I can’t decide what

I went through the

would be heaven. OFfcourse, it wonldn’t be heaven to warry
a pirl T didn’t love; but then to marry a girl I did love, and
not be able ta take her to the theatre once a week, wouldn's
be heaven, either. And then, sgain, I might be loving the
wrong woman, and by and-bye, after I had married her,
find I didn't love her ; then I ehoaldn’s have either the girl
Iloved or the things Iliked. After all, gir, the thinge of
thin world make up a good deal of onr enjoymentof it. Yon
can’t be sure that you will always love the woman yon
think you love ; but yon can be absolotely certain that you
will always like the things that you liks,’

Uld Gentlemaa : * Bot yon must be very cateful not to
throw youreelf away, Harry. You ses, [fesl, in 8 measure,
vespousible for you. It's a hard thing to feel that, perhaps,
you have handed down all your worst traits to some fiue
young feliow in the next gemeration—by the way, Harry,
you are a fine young fellow, I hope ¥

Harry (smiling) : *1 come of good stoek, sir.”

0ld Gentleman : * Yes, that is true; your great.grand-
mamms was sn Eliot, ax they say in Boston; s young
iellow with such & great-grandmammsa ought to be some-
thiog of & wman. But for fear you might bave inherited
some of my less fortunate traits, 1 gave up golog to the
theatre to-night.’

Harry . ¢ But [ beg of you, sir, not to feel the weight of
my deeds on your consclesce. After all, yon koow, & man
must be his own master. [ assure you, I shall never think
ol Inying the blame far my decition npon you,'

i1d (entlemsa : * Not for your decision, of course, 1don's
expect to he responsille for your decition; 1 wae only
wiraid [ might be ible for your jndecisi Lots
of penple, Harry, will adviss you never Lo do anythiog
that will make you sshamed of yourselt; bat [ havs come

quita frankly to ask you s favour: I wish vrery much yoi?
wonld be s0 good aa never to do anything that will make
me ashamed of myself, Now, your great-grandmamma—*

Harry (smiling) : * What & pity A man eannot marry s
great grandmamma '

Old Gentleman : * Rat youa see, he does m: the great-
grandmamma of his faturegreat grandchildren. The tronble
is, ha never thinks about them; it is only soma bnudred
years later, when he himeslf is in the grave, that he begine
to wonder whether he treated them guite fairly in his
ehoice of = great-grandmother for them. And then, when
you think that parhaps gou have sext some fins young fellow
1oto the world handicapped with a few of your cwn worss
traits, you begin to feer then, Harry, a8 if yoo wished yon °*
eould begin all over again. I should ¢hoose the same great-
grandmamma for you that I did before ; bot As for myself—I
might—' (slowly) * yea, I might—'

Harry (smiling) : * And then again you mightnot. Don's
have me on your conscience, 1 beg of you, sir. I assnre you,
I'm a very good sort of a fellow on the whole, snd in &
world where most of the people mre sinners 1 shonld be
ashamed not to take my share of & fow homan foibles. If
one is & homan being, he ought not to be sashamed of bein,
bnmwan. I assare you, I shonld quive hate 1o be a saint ;
don’t mind the few bed gaalities you may bave given me,
& bit, sir; 1 rather enjoy them, One wabts o know the
world as it js."

Old Gentleman : * Yes, of coaree, of conrse. One wanta
to know the world ; but then there is another point of view
about that. We like to koow the world ; but did it ever
oceur to yoo that we have the honour of making the world
that our great-grandchildren will want to know? Neow, if
you stop to think aboat it, it really is quite me interesting
to make history as to read it. We coght to enjoy making
a world aa well a¢ knowibg one.”

Harry : *Quite true, sir. But doesn’t it seem a little
epotistic to assnme that to be ap editorial “we”? One
wan ean't make & world or change one very muech. Ithink
every man wante hie fling ovce in hie life. It's a very

kind of & world, on the whole, that you have handed
down to ma ; and 1'ui afraid if you bad left out a few of the
things thas weigh on your conscience, I shouldn’t bave liked
it balf a0 well,’

0Old Gentleman : * Well, I'm glad you like it, Harry—1'm
glad you like it, and I thivk I ¢an srust you.' (Risiog sand
going towards the youug men } * Yon have your grand.
mother's eyes, Those are eyes that can be trosted. I must
be geingnow. Good-bye, good-bye | and take good care of
youraelf. Don't make any mistekea—for my sake.”

Harry : ‘Bat don’t you think, sir, that if ghosts return
to beg you not Lo make & mistake, they ought bo bring with
them at least the ghost of an idea ue to what would be a
mistake *

0ld Gentleman : * O well, as you observed just now, youn
want to be your own master in some things. Good bye,
good-bye, my boy ' {Exit.)

Voice, from inner reom on the left: ‘Are you in bere,
sir ¥

Harry : * What ! another ghoat of the past v

Voice: *No; thia time it’s a ghoat of the fature.’ (A
bright yonng tellow of eighteen comes forward esgerly with
frank smile and candid eyes) * They told me I shouid find
my father in here, siv, I'm very glad to meet you. You see
Hallowe'en ia my only chance of sesing yon before I am
born 3 and o tell you the troth, [ wanted very much to ask
you for something.*

Hurry : * Anything, anything, my boy. 8o you are my
future son? I'm very elad to see yon, véry glad to see yon,
indeed ; for you seem like a Gne fellow.  You ure afine
fellow, I hnpe?'

Bon : *I hope ao, sir. I come—that is, I hope I'm going
to come— from fine stock.’

Harry : * Yon shall, wy boy, you ehall. And now what
onn I do for yon? 1 alwayse said I mesnt to be very good to
my son from the day he was borp.”

Son : *Ab1 bunt you see, the time to be very good to us in.
before we are born.  Of comrpe, sir, you will want me to

ALL I WANT OF YOI/, SIR, I§ A GOUD CONSTITUTION.

bare ambitionr and aspirations and all that sort of thing 1

Harry : *Uf conrse, my boy. of conrss, and whet is your
ambition ¥

Son: ‘I went to break the record for the high jump.
And you ree 1 can’t do that auless I inherit s pood constitn-
tion. All I want of you, sir, i» & good constitution I'

Harry (sadly): *Is that all* Don’t yon want & few of my
good treits of character bsoded dowo to yon 1

Bon ; ' Ob, yen; Iebhould rather like a few good btraits as
& backgrovnd, perbape,’

Harty: * And how aboot my bad opes ¥

Son (merrily}: * Oh, don't give me may of thoss, pleans |
Ih-hnll have bad ones enough of my own; trust ‘me for
that V'



