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A STORY OF AMERICAN LIFE.

IN FOUR PARTS-— By

SYNOPSIS.

The story opens om & Satundlay night in a back partour of Terence
Fitzgerald's bar. The beautiful daughter of mine host, Muggie.
is Asked to wing. The preformnancs is interruplad by the entrance
of two gentlemen im cvening dresd. One of them exclaims, ad-
dtessing Lhe ringer, * Yau are fuperb,’ which exeitea the wrath of
rome of Lhe low-class frequentera of the place, The land-
lord cotner In, and 1he sirangers go off with him. One
of them tells Fitzgerald Lhat his daughter 1r simiply magnif-
cent, and 1hat ber proper plice i3 in fashionable SHoclely.
Chaptur II. shows how Lthe bartender fights a xlumn admirer of
Mu ie'n who thirew a glass at bor. Prescott-- the gentlemen who

thinks the girt too good far her present social poxition--latks
about her to Curzon, one of his ¢lub fricnds. who tries £o reason
hitn out of hi- idea. Faring that the girl s happy where she is. and
does not find her surroundings uncongenial. = Frescolt is, how-
ever, too much intererted in the alender, elegant, and lavel
Maygie to giva up his plan of introdurcing her ta xociety. Accnrdy—
ingly he again interviews her rather.'!)romiaes that his aunt, a
mailen lady of the highest inkogrity and stauding, shall chaperone
the girl, and flnally porsuades Fitzgerald to allow his child to be
madve o great lady.

1L

T was at Mrs Bensingbam-Junes' large faney
iresa ball,

* A pantomime,” laughed Dicky Pendleton,
dressed as (Gladstone, a4 he womked his way
through the jam to get at hia particnlar Mar-
jorie, who had just emerged frum her white
#ilk wrap and furs, and stond near the door-
way looking like a blush rosebud amid a buzzing
circle of masculine bees.

! When the Jadieas jah their dimpled elbows
into your ribe, life iv a perfect blessing,” punifed fat little
Noey Travers, in ap absurd Boy Blue rig up. * But hang
ma if | think it a brou when a max grinds hali threngh you.
Confound it, Jim Manson, keep off my toes, And don’t
push, den’t pu-h.’

Pretey little Mre Bepaingham Jones had echieved atremen-
dous success with her deuce. The occasion was one of im-
mense asplendour, gaiety and excitement. RBesides the
ludicrously like imitativn of Gladstone, thers were Tore
adors, Hobinson Crosoes, peasants, jockeys,
birds and bipeds of every sort and description.
A late comer 2tood in the doorway conlem-
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set forth to thehighest advantage by the gown she wore.
And her air was that of a young princess accepting the
homage of the multitude as her proper due, hut ruodess
and gentle withal, and with no trace of plebeian arro-
gance. [odeed, the triumph of Margaret in her new aphere
was made completa by a refinement of bearing and pro
priety of utterance that were rare even at a fashionable
dance. A eritic of mabners entering that ballroom and
moving among the company must have said that the noblest
boin ot all, aud the one of the mnicest coltura was the tall,
lilylike Margaret, the child of the Bowery.

Prescott, now that he saw the girl fairly lasnched into
anciety, could hardly help feeling & sudden apprehensive-
nesa of the possible coneequences. The impoature of which
he had been guilty wae plain before him, and be knew that
if he was discovered he would be censured by his friends,
and perbaps cat 8s & cad. Lt certainly waa all very irrego-
lar and reprehensible, this freakish performance of hia
Peaple would say he was inaane, or worse, when they fonnd
him out, And, above all, it would disgrace his aunt, that
simple, good lady who would tatico her fice to graiify a
whim of Bryce’'s, and whao, after she once saw Margaret,
agread Lo share in the imposition proposed by biryce, though
not without experiencing severa qualms of conscience and
grave miegivings,

* Why, we ehall bs eonferring & hyon upon society, aunt,*
PBryce had said to her.  * Do you think there conld possibly
ba hann ingiviog Margaret to themt They need her. She
will glorify the neighbourheod. I would like to tell tham
frankly who she is, bnt yon know how impossible that,
would be, There in only one way : She must be introduced
as 3 young friend of youra from out of town.’

And Margatet was 30 bronght forward at M Bensing-
ham Jones” dance.

Prescott left the ballroom withont epeaking to Margaret.
He went oot inte Fifth Avenue, and as he turned to walk
down town hkis attention was attracted to the figore of a man
standing under the lamplight on the corner and eyeing him
with & balf-eager, half frightened glare. The bard, pale

face, with its thin mouth and sharp, black eyes, siruck him a5

ance a8 4 familiar one, and he pansed to take 6 second look at
the man. As he did so, the fellow shuttled swiftly toward

plating the radiaob and pant Ap le of
whicling ligures, And as the strains of the
waltz swam and sighed on the warm, frag-
rant air he raised his head and swept his gaze
over the Hashing assemiblage. (ut of the

oTgecus waes, & tall, straight, distinguished-
E-uking waman, dreesed 1n soft gray, a woman
of middle age, who seemed unmoved by all the
excitement about her, came to his side and
stood with him, looking, as he did, across the
great room,

¢ Well, sre they talking about her ! asked
the man after a moment’s silence.

* Yen, Bryce,' answered the woman. * The
effect Las been just what yon predicted. She
ia the senzation of the night?'

* Is Cuizon bhare

*Yes; and he has met her.
dance?

* No, I am going away at once.’

‘ But shan’t you speak to Margaret? She
wae only just now asking if you were here '

Preccott pulled at his short monstache,

Shall you

*Was she? he jerked ount; ‘oh, well,
that doean's matter, How does she carry her-
self 7

* Nobly 1"

< (}f conrse she does, By Jove, there sha i
talking with Cutzon. What a woman! Te
ghe indeed buman, annt? Surely ehe is onlike
those othars. See, how every eye is attracted
1o her.!

The new débutnnie was the subject of
conversalion everywhers. M Bensingham-
Jones tovk ma much pride in her as thoogh
rhe beluoged to her, which was very good
of her, considering that her own daughter,
with & peck like a tallow - candle, and
no noss worth meotioning, was being
rhamefually neglected by the men, who were
making & regular satampede all the evening in |
the direction of the new beauty. Very little f
was known about Misa Fitzgerald, but it was
enough tu be told that she was from out of
Lown and the protégeée of Mins Freecott.

* She'll mike Lhe match of the year,’ said the
woinen.

* t;ad, what shouldera I' exclaimed the men.

The wondroua beauty that Frescott had
discovered in Margaret when in her soiled
calico gown mhe stood in the smoke of the
ealoon and sang * Shendan Balle,' was, naturally
encngh, inteaeified into an almost effulgent
splendour mow that she was arraged ig
delicate finery and placed within an orpa-
niental environment.  Her fleah was as white
an rnow, her hair arranged with artistic grace,
sod the sculptural nobility of her ligure was

Mrs Densingham-Jones bad achieved an immrnge success with her daver

him, and at closer range Prescott recognirsd Davenant, the
Youug rowdy he bad ponched ip Fitzgerald's saloon on hiw
hlrst- viait there, and who bad struck Margarst with the bar
glass,

* What are you doing round here? growled Preacott at
kim, fixing bim with a savage look.

*1 eams bere ternee you.  Treat me fair, and I'll treat
you fair.  F'l] ferget yer blow—I want ter talk wid yer,
that's all.*

The presence of the man and his stranpge words irritated
Prescott.  He guessed at onee that Davenant knew of Mar-
garat’s presence at the dance, and he saw in him a danger-
ous enemy to bim sad his plane

“I don't care to talk with yon,” be said.
abont your business,’

* Bat I must tell yer anmp'n about Aer.  Yor've got ter
hear it.’

_ 'Nothing yoa could say to me would intercat me,’ re-
juined Prescots.

* But thia weulu,’ snarled Davenant, aud a hard, ngly look
sprang into his ever. * Yoo'd better listen. I don't know
what your game is wid Maggie, but when I saw her wid yer
lady frens I took it for granted yer woe acting on the level
wid her. Well, now, T don’t nnieratan’ you doods, an’
perhaps it's & regular thing ter go down inter the Bowery an*
adopt girls, bat 1 thought yer nanally wuz carefol sbout the
girl’s character,”

Prescott clutched the young rough by the lapel of bis
coat, aud almost pulled him off the gronnd.

¢t What do you mean by that, yon sueak ¥ he muttored.

Then Mr Davensat went spinning into the strest, fol
Jowed by an auoihilaling curse from g'remntl’.. He picked
himealf np from the pavement, and, torning a balefn! coan-
tenance to Preacott, hissed ont all the vile names known to
hia voeabulary, and then, 8= he slonk away, muttered that
he wouid square accounts within a very few honrs.

Prescott was enraged at the rongh’a words relsting to
Margaret's character, and with this suger thers was & sod-
den sinking of the heart, s the realization came to him for
the first time that he had never thonght o qneation before
the utter purity of the girl.

* Well, and what of it?" he soliloqaised ; *at all avents
she is 0o worse than s good many that are dancing there in
the sama room with her. T don't care how you look at it,
she deserves the position I have pat her in.*

As Prescott started down the avenne Carzon was descend-
ing Sherry’s stepa.

¢ Now go on

* Helle, Bryce, ia that you? he called. *I was going
down to the Club to write a few letters that I want to gat
off to night. _ I say, old fellow,’ taking Prescott’s arm, * do

you know mi?w? is tremendonsly indebted to your aunt for
that beantifol Mies Fitzgerald? Realiy, I never saw any-
thing to equal her, and her dignity and tact ars remarkable.
When a man sees a girl like her he is apt to get serions over
her prospeets. Now, Bryes, yon know Misr Fitzparald can
use this world a8 a plaything. Nothing is closed to her.
It eeems to ne rather exciting to imagine what her record
is to be.  What do you think abont is 2

*What do I think abont it? responded Prescott, in-
wardly exuliling at vhe victory he had gained over bis old
friend. *‘ Why, Miss Fitagerald will be the sensation of the
seseon, apd marry, [ hope, the Lest fellow in the world.*

* Then she'll marry you, Brycs,” said Cuarzon.

Prescott stopped short in his walk.

Begides the [uiicrove tmitation of Gladstone, there
were Toreadors, Gipsics, Jockeys, birds and bipeds of every description, and neediess to aay, Rebinson Cruios.



