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w'on't cry any more, " replied Franc;es, breaking away from her
brother and running to Miss liowan, as the company siniled at
Mffargaret 's confusion.

But Margaret gathered up Frances in lier arrns and buried
lier face in the head of curls. This time it was Dot to hide her
tuars. lier hieart was singing a song of joy and thanksgiving on
this Christmas Day as Frances whispered in her car.

'ilt was nbt the letter, it wvas the Child Jesus that did it
ail."

MONA.

The Stage of To-day and Yesterday

- OT long ag-o an aged fri-.nd, a representative of that
elass who1 lived largely in the inystie past. expressed
b' is regret that our stage hiad dleteriorated so miueli
that it was no longer an inspiration or a source of

picasure to lmi. "Oh,1" lie continued, "think of the days when
Edwin Forrest, Charlotte, and McCullough, the great American

coriade tlie stage an education for the theatre-goers. Wý%hom
have wve now%, and wlhat is there to be seen'?" 1 listened at-
tentix-ely and retreated, under the impression that such criticisuis
with slight variation àre continually heard; nor is it altogether
surprising. The liuman mind is proue to, xagnify the glories
of the past. As the poet says. "Distance lends enchantmnent to
the vNiew," and ail literature bears testimony that thiere were
giants in tiiose days. Even old Ilomer scored the pygmnies of Iiis
timne. I'n-speahzing of one of the lieroes around thew-ails of Troy
lie says: -

"Not ten strong mnen thi' enorinous -%veighit could raise,
Sucli inen as live in these degenerate days."

And so, it is to-day. The giants lived in the past, thie small
wealings in the present.

We lçnoiw thiat flhe enthusiasmi for classical plays lias sonie-
what died out. Thle vaude'ville ha:9 in a great niauy cases tak-en
its place. Stili thisdoes not prove the statement that there are
no star actors in our days. I mean elassical interpreters.

UNIVERSITY 0F OTTAWA REVIEW


