
"Shrill important notes in thse music of joY."

'Interviews in Fairyland
By KATHERINE HALET othe outside world the stage door

symibol of mystery. To the interview
rneans often disillusion. But lately a
story-1book play bas toured Amierica, t

us 50 far back into cbildbood-that some of

us returned to see it more than once, and

perbaps actually storrned the citadel of
dreams, so that for once a stage door
openeci on Actuality.

You remember the story of Snow White
and the Seven Dwarfs. Snow White, who
was "just naturally" good and lovely, and
Queen Brangomar, wbo was quite as

naturally wicked and jealous, and, true to

ber colours, wished to dispose of Snow
Wbite, wbom, she sent into tbe woods to

be murdered by a hencbmnan. How ber
pligbt so stirred his pity that bie left ber

unharmed in the forest, and a little bird

led ber to tbe tîny house of the Seven
Dwarfs, who f el in love witb ber on the

spot. Tbe story has been set to enticing
music and Snow Wbite is renewed in a

lovely cbild-no less than that promisiflg
youngà actress of our picture.

Frankly, I did not want to stir the speli

by opening tbe little stage door-but tbe

Seven Dwarf s lured me and I did try the
door.

Inside tbere was the usual semi-silence
tbat prevails after tbe scenery bas been set i

before the first curtaîn cal1. But away ul
in wbat is usually relegated to tbe chort
dressing-rooms, I beard an echo of the
laugbter that belongéd to those stage dwar

As 1 climbed the stairs an unaccustomed
ran up my bardenied spîne. Tbere was son
very, queer and "otber-world"' about'tbat lai

I tapped recklessly on tbe neareSt door.

"Wbo's that ?" called out a thin, sharp
like that of a littie old, old cbild.

"A fniend -of seven dwarfs!1' I replied.
come?

"We're changing F" came tbe response.
wait a minute."

.I did. And beard the gnomes cbuckling ai
ing incessantly as tbhey worked.

Presently the dcor openedl and a tiny mai
before me. In the dira twiligbt bis long

stage beard seerned a very part of bim,
whole appearance in those prosaic surroi
intensffied the scene of mnystery.

'How do you do ?" bie asked, promnptiy;
want to see any of us in particular, or ail o

The quiet assurance of the perpetuaiiy "fe
was in. bis tone -but something more-a
cbiidisb expectancy. 'Phere seerned a nr

rnory ibetween bis eyes and mine. As bc

wisely up, and I looked eagerly down, soi
flasbed the distance tbrougb, and-we und

"I want to see you ail," was the quick 1
and bis "Here7-Brothers t" brotigbt the
troop out into the passage.

Tbey were just old-remictibbered friends

ing around one again-and from, the fi
seerned to get the fairy tale and the presei

lessly mixed, for I wanted to asic the litti

"who badnit been wasbed for fifty years,"
be iiked the tub, and at the saine timie to

of the mnost patriarchal of the party hpw tl,

idea of stagir'g tbat play ever carne into be

where the Seven Dwarfs reaily lived

about it. Not one, but ail the seven ans,
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'We're from the his in Pennsylvania," one of

themn shouted.
"We've been ail our lives in the show business,"

another broke in.
"But neyer in a fairy tale before," piped the

littlest.
"Do you like it?" 1 asked.
"We love it," they chorused. "We love Snow

Wýhite."
"Yes," 1 assented. "Snow White is certainly

a dear."
"Do you like the child audiences ?" 1 fired, ex-

pecting another chorus of j oy. But the gnomes
weren't so sure about it. They looked at one

another amusedly, and shuffled. Finally, one yen-
tured, "Kids are queer. Parts you expect them to

love they cry over. Not much fun playin' when
you can hear 'em sniffin' ail over the house. An'
they're frightened of the witcb's kitchen and the
mnagic. We like to play to the big people best.

"They were just oid-reîrenbered fricinda crowding around one a

from the firat we seemed ta get thse fairy-tale and thse present hopeleaalY

ip and They can remýiember."
)stairs, Oh, littie Dwarf s! Just can't we "rernenber"

is for tbough I "Ail the same," we suggested, "this is a

sbrill splendid play for~ you. You don't know 'how fine

f. you ail look creeping up through the trap door witb

[thrîli the orchestra playing those stealthy little drum

îething notes-tap! tap! tap 1"
ilçbter. "Oh, yes," 9.aid the Patriarcb, solemnly, "this is

"Snow White was lured thither and posed prettily- lu

bare feet on the chili, autumn pavement"

"And so did the ladies-in-waiting-though flot in bare fet."

a very good play for Dwarfs. It is nicer than being
featured in acircus. We have our own work to do."

That sentence carried one very f ar aýway. One
thought of the centuries long past, when kings were
drearners *as well as rulers, and giants were used
as the ernblerns of triumph-"set up," as it were,
along the highways of the great roads and cities

as conquering legions came borne. And the
littie midgets of the earth-the tiny people

-syrbolized the spirit of play, and lived
at the f eet of Royalty as jesters-shrill,
important notes in the mnusic of joy. And
the fortune-tellers and the troubadors and
the süory-.rakers used themn, so that they
became a part of the very texture of
romance.

Wby bas the world f orgotten týhem of
late, these notes so shrilly sweet?

"We can do our own work." There was
in it a cail for recognition. "You've al-
ways done it !" 1 told thern. "Dwarfs are
fairy people, you know, they only need to

Bi appear' to rnake people happy!"
The man in this case had a kodak and

was anxious to use it. Outside the street
on which the stage door opened was gleam-
ing in the afternoon sun. "Could you
corne and be sniapped?" bie asked.

"Couldin't we t'hough !" tbey sbouted.
Fi Then carne a curtain call.

gain, and But after the next act they were 'ready
mixed." and waiting for us, ail seven. They

seemed to be suddenly let loose, and "fey,"

as the Scotch call it, witb happiness-the happiness
that only the "littie people" of the earth know.

They ran up and down wbile the kodak was being

adjusted, and tbey calied the stage bands by names

of their own invention, and one of thern sbrilled in

bis eerie little voice to a taîl policeman on the other

side of the street: "Off icer! 1I arrest you 1"
And Snow White was lured thither, and posed

prettîly, ber bare feet on the chili auturnn pavement,
and so did some of ber ladies in waiting-tbough
not in bare feet-and the whole set f airy-land stir-
ring for a moment in that dingy alley.

For once a stage door had opened' in Actuality.

Halîfax Notes
By ALICE H~OUSTON

T HERE as just been given at the Halifax Hotel
Aa brilliant dance under the auspices of the

Princess L.ouise and Chebucto Chapters of the

Daughters of the Empire, which proved .a success

beyond the "wildest dreimis" of those wbo gave it.

The proceeds were given to charity, the Anti-

Tuberculosis League, the Cbildren's Hospital and

the rnilk station. The soldiers did the decorating.
(Soldîers ARE decorative 1-Tihe Editor.)

The wedding last week of Betty, youngest daugb-

ter of W. B. Graveley, of the Bank of Montreal,
and grand-daughter of the late Senator Aimon, to

Captain Langford, R.C.R., was "the" smnart wedding

of the season. Miss Alice O'Brien attended as

bridesmaid; the pretty little daugbters of Major
Eiiiott, of Ottawa, as fiower girls; and Captain
Fleming, R.C.R., as groomsman.

Trhe visit of the Martin Harvey Company to

Halifax, beginning their Canadiian tour, was

"triumplhal." Social attentions were showered on

thern, and Mr. and Mrs. Harvey (Miss De Silva)
"captured" the public.i

r Mrs. Careton Jones, of Ottawa, daughter-iti-law


