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guinea and Il aet; if you cen’t I'll go away.”
It wag paid, and the youth seted —so well
that a country manager, who happened to be
presont, offorod his terms at once, My name
i{s Joekay Adame,” ho said, “celsbrated for my
inimitable jockey dance. What's yours! I'm
starting a strolling company. If you jein you
ghaill play drst parts.”

“My namp,” the youth retorted with a reck-
1ega laugh, “is Brown. I'm elone in the world
savo for & child-sister, and I'm gaping for e
erust. I'va ao clothes butthoss I wear, snd oo
money, If that peits you, well and good—I'm
yours.”

And 3o ths bargain was struck, Charlotte
and her little daughter went a strolling, and
in the fAirst town whera they elected to set up
thelr tant u strange and wonderful accldent
batell pur hercine.

Ona of tha audionree, who with a party was
honoring the strollers with her presenes, fell
vlolently in love at first sight with the leading
actor, His form was so olegant, his face so ex-
pressive, hia demeanor so genteol, that the
young lady in question almoat had a fit. Noth-
ing would enit her but that she must merry
him —instantly —immodiately —delay meant
sgony, degpeir, death! Would the dear vouth
sspouss the maid who loved him? Of course
he would, for he of course wes & beggar,
whilst she (though ugly 28 6in) was an ornhan
heirags, wha in sight months would be of axe,
at which peried she would come inte sole
possassion of forty thousand pounds im the
bank, and effects In the Indies worth tweniy
thousand moro.

Charlotte visited the unfortunete heiresa,
and told her the plain truth, "I am ne voung
man,” sko said, “only & peoor, forlorn, d:-
serted, naglected, starving girl. My Iather is
the great Cibber, triend of earls and dukes.
Ha recks not whore his davghter rota. I have
ta live somehow until I'm summoned hence,
and to il another mouth besides my own, and
God knows that the task la bard.” With that
the two women, so oddly hrought togethor,
mingled their tears and eighs, and parted,
nover to meet agein, i

This adveniure appeors io have effscted
Charlotte aa deaply ne anything could affect
g0 smooth & temperament. She rafled by fita
and atarts at the ipjustice of her fato, vowed
vengasnca on her father, on pll tha werld. She

pereuaded Jockey Adams to remove to anoth-
er town, to 8t. Albans,and hers,as she brooded
over accumulated wrongs, the desired ven-
geance ancwered her call and came. It
reached her ears that the obdurate Collew,
traveling on business, waa to lie the follow-
ing night at 8. Albans on his wayto pay &
visit to sorne aristocratic patron. Charlotte
donned bootsand vizard and looming through
the miat s-borssback in the road bade his
eoach stand while he delivered; presented a
pistol at hia breast and whila he grovalad
down and eried for mercy withersd hia con-
sclence-stricker sonl with her upbraidinga.
With unetuous tears he hegged for life, eraved
pardon for the paat, gave up his purse with
three seore guinens, his dlamond buckles,
sumpinons wateh and sonff-box and thon
was permitted to depart with giles and echo-
ing peals of langhter for his cowardiee, which
cut Into his vanity like knives.

It waa hut & poor revenge of Charlotte’s after
all, although che gained the guineas and the
jowelry no donbt: for she fized firmly in her
parent's heart undying hatred.

Hitharto he had tekan no steps himself to
do the lady Injury. But now it was different.
Bhe dared to show up her father to publia lg-
nominy and dericlon, to make a Iaughing
stock of hlm. Sho must be crushed, thon, ere
time waa glven to work more serfous harm.

Her life thenceforth wis an endless round of
misery, 8he playedenap parts as & man till
she had to revenl hersslf; aerved as a volet to
an Irish lord and next as journeymasn e &
sanusage maker,

Hor noxt post was a waiter at the Hing's
Head Tavern, Marylebone, whenceshe refarn-
edto the profession s manager of a wretched
band of barn-sformers. An uncle provided
hor pititully with & Yttle money, with which
she opensd a tavern in Drury Lane, but soon
went to pot. Hhe played uader her brother,
Theophitus, at the Haymerket till the houss
wag cloaesd, when sho rolapsed into the old,
hopaless sondition of a vagabond playar.

The simpla story of her wretchedness reads
incredible. She published it in an autobiog-
raphy in 17565, which provided her with monay
anough to oper a public house, in whick she
failed, 25 wsual.

Bhe escaped har ereditors and awarrant and,
hidden in a hutin the flelde, =quatting on &



