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RICHARD. . MAHHFIELD

I¥ BRAU BBUMMELL,

Mr, Mansfleld’s Beau Brummell is doubtless
one of the wost dletinet trivmphs of the modern

_Btage, Such & dainty oreature {a this hean, with
bhis supremie regard for that whioh 15 * quite
| eorrect” and his horrar of that which is “ bad
form,"” so abhorrent of wrinlles, s0 {ndifferent
to croditors, so interested in his boots, his coat,
his cravat, his finger nalls, and so imperturba-
ble. ’

Had the Prince of Wales ordered him to the
headsman’s blook, instesd of simply damping
him and knocking his snuffhox from his hand,
one can imagine this exquisite of exquisites.
saying, even as he did say, and without the
slightest discomposure:

‘“ Oh, deah me, that’s very bad form! Ishall
have to order my ocarriage. Wales, ring the
bell.”

What sublime audacity the manhad! and upon
this he butlded. It made him the setter of fash-
fons, it brought the nobility courteonsly to his
door, and enabied him to lead the heir to the
throne of England by his princely ear, so to speak.

“ You may walk down the Mall with me and
afterward be seen with me a few moments at
the window of my club and your fortune is
made,” he says to his nephew—audacity in the
finest sense.

It has been said that no man is # hero to his
own valet. The saying should be amended to
excopt Beau Brummell. Mr. Mgnsfield does not
allow him to drop his dignified audacity even {n
the privacy of his own morning room during the
making of hia toilet.

The man lives and moves in an atmosphere so
exalted that he cannot by any possibility ocon-
sider himself as on the level of common humani-
ty. He holds the Prince in eontempt and all
other people as almost beneath notice. So that
. 'when he has broken with the Prince and is in
' turn * cut” by that royal personage on the Mall
next day, it1s the most natural thing in the
world for himn to ask Sherjdan in a toms loud
enough for the Prince to hear:

“Bherry, whe's your tat friend 1"

There wgs not another man in England who
would have dared thus affront the Prince of
Wales. There was not another man who could
have done it and remsined unpunishod.

It fs this incomprehensible, overtopping an-
dacity which compels admirgtion for the man. It
i3 his human weakness peepipg from beneath
" pretension’s mask tha}{ cguses sympathy. His
vanity—that pillar of strength in progperity—
becomes a heavy burden in adversity., Yet the
beaun bears it bravely.’

In his miserable lodgings at Calais he main-
tains the airs and manners belonging to the mas-
. terofa ¥aluce. But while high-sounding words
" arc on his }ips his face Is expressive ¢f pain and
wortification, and his eyes glance.rest.lessly
about as if seeking a means of escape. Itisin
this scene that the one touch of greatness—and
one which has no roundation in faoct—is given
© Brummell's character. Visited by the man whose
daughter, Mariana, he once thought te marry,
he repels this good-natured gentleman's proffers
of assistance, and krowing that his nephew and
Mariane love each other he cleverly leads the
stubborn father td approve of the match. As
the happy younyg lovers leave the place, the
wrotched peau turns with alook of heart an-
guish and covers his drawn fuce with g trein-
bling band. Itis an artistie touch, as natural
and as graphic as life.

Having thus thrown gaway the ald which he
saw within his grasp, Brummell is forced to fiy
Calais. He is next seen in his attic at Caen,
still accompanied by his faithful and adoring
valet, Mortiner.

His mind is weakening, and he thinke he sees
the Prince of Wales seatred at his table as he en-
ters. His face tells more than ever the story of
his privation, his humiliation, his suffering. The
wrinkles of which he once had such horror are
tbere in plenty, yet he heeds them not. Ho
sinks into a chair and looks blankly before him.

"?’Mortimer," he says presently, *‘is my hat
on ¥’

* Yes, Mr. Brummell, Bir,” says the devoted
Mortimer.

A hend {e feebly raised to lift the head cover-
ing, but the old-time flourish is gone. The hat
fulls from the nerveless tingers to the floor, the
fading eyes close, and the pinched face becomes
g shade whiter as the head drops low on the

reast.

Presently ho starts. His old-time friends are
about him. He stands in his own elegant recep-
tion room again and welcomes them.

“ Ah, the Duchess of Leamington? In pink!
Duchess, you come like the rog8y morning sun
hmil the gloom of my poor abode; you do,
really.”

. L%rd Manly'! Andsober,too! Mcst remark-
able! You are mot gallanf. You should have
been ere this intoxicated by the Duchess's
smile,”

** Ah, Sberry, how de do, how-de do?”

“Mra. St. Aubyn. Delighted, I am sure. You
are rost kind.”

“Th’e Prince! Your Royal Highness 18 wel-
- come.”

In hia phantasy he disposes the company
about the room, woving hither and thither with
trembling steps to keep them entertaijed. Then
he gathers them about his little table and im-
agines a feast, as in the olden time.

Mortimer, with a breaking beart, pretends to
bring on the different courses, until Brummeil’'s
weary head again sinks oun his brepst and he
goes, with his vision, into the land of visions
and of dreams.

The door opens and the old frienas come in.
They come with cheery, uplifted volces, but
Mortimer atops them with*’8h{” Even the
King himself s silenced by the valet’s nplifted
finger. Mortimer informs them of his master's
haﬁuoinatlon, and suggests that he be allowed
to awaken upon its reality.

Quietly the visitors take their places about
the unconscious man. He opens his eyes feebly
and stares at the guttering candle. Téz.en his
gaze falls upon Marjana, but without ability to
comprehend; he tarns and sees the Duchess,
turns agajn and sees his mephew, sees Mra, St.
Aubyn, sees the King.

‘ Mortimer,” he says, weakly.

Mortimer is at his side.

“ Yes, Mr. Brummell, Sir.”

“Is it real?’

“Oh, yes, Mr. Brummell, Bjr, it is real.”

He stretches out his arms to his nephew and
Marizna, and folds them to his heart. ' Thop he
rises with tottering step. The King says they
have sought him od% and mean to take him back
to London with them.

‘“You shall dine with me to-night,” says his
Majesty.

The old, audacious pride asserts itself in his
rags as it once did in fhe sun}ight of success.

“ Mortimer !’

““Yes, Mr. Brummell, Sir I

“Have I any other engagement "’ .

“QOh, no, 8ir; no !

“ [—will—be—plenged—"’

His 1imbs begin to sinitunder him gnd his pale
face baars the muris of accentuated pain.

“ To—dine—with——your—MQ{'lest Al

He drops into his chalr; his eag again falls on
his breast; his eyes are closgd.

The curtaeip falls.

Mr. Manstleld begine a short engagement at
the GardenTheatre on Monday next.—Ezchange.
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