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in Dbitterness of t,
his cruel resolve. Diehe mu

highit he fell asleep, and as he
hed that a shining angel stood
d, took him by the hand and
and up, far above the snowy
very gates of Paradise. Passe
went on till they came to a pal.
and marble, inlaid with the
of the most harmonious pro-
beautiful design. i
1" etied the Kking. ‘‘Here {g°
e very structure I dreamed of,

mores beautiful than mortaj

pheld."”
-e!” said the angel, and thera

palace of Yusuf the Gdod. It}
olden deeds,built up of all his
his justice, his truthfulness-.
s compassion for the poor and
ce, thou eanst. read the bless-

oor in every part of the build.

ir prayers are the gems that
hy palace, sayest thon? What
have reared a palace for thee?
thy long life, filed with selfs
ambition, cruelty, and now:
h the, blackest deed of all, the
he faithful servant  who saved
ible efforts your Ppoor people
by plague and famine.”
dread fell upon the king. The
angel seemed to tower above
avenging spirit, crying. “Go, !
adise to the blackness of darke
= [

y man fell rapi downwanrd,
agony he awoke. as it true?
eam? What was It? The words
r of Yusuf” rang in his ears,
n? Rushing out.,he demanded of
lri’ko a man distraught, if the

, but the tom-toms were b;a
lemn procession was forming. In

tes more it wonld have been'tog ' 5

n, who was attending as Prime /
Prince Ahmed, the guards, Yusuf
were astounded when they saw
bf the king, half-clad and régard-
ceremony, rushing wildly from
He threw himself on Yusef's
ring his forgiveness with tears,
id his dream,and asked Yusuf tp
also to build a “‘palace of goldely-

less to dwell on the joy of the
Prince Ahmed’s relief, or on the
hess which filled Yusuf's heart
und that the change wrought on
jas a lasting one. From that night,
rrible experience, he was a dif-
, and during the rest of his reign,
b not ~very long, strove with all
to 'buUd or himself a ‘‘palace of
5.7

vho succeeded him, married Am!.

led his people with wisdom ‘and
many long years.
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street,

—~#ione wid ’ersev.
Before I go from ’er dat day I cook for

an’ she eat
“Dat ees

Ah, yes;
n de usn;
o' ‘unerstan’.

1 tell you 'ow de story ‘appen.

day, Phillppe, my *usban’, say at
s “Joséphe, tak’ de egg an’ de butter
gell dem: on de» Anglishmen dat llve

de k" :

nose men com’ off Anglan’, an® tink de;
‘de farm; but dey shoot, an’' fish, an’
on de prairie, an’ let deir crop grow

‘e please.

My 'ouse was seex mile off, an’ dere was

drive roun’ de lak’,

Ton’

W'en she 'éar de wagon she sit up an’
at me. Den she lean by one tree, an’

an’ ory.-
ghump from my wagon an’ say: “W’
de trobl’ of you?”
she cry: “I so glad, so glad f
e yOu.
more.
ile ’ere all de day so lon’som’.”

Jook roun’ an' I say, ‘“W’ere ees some-

7 W'y dey leave you so lonesome ¥’
Den
me

After w'ile, she tell de story

‘She did live on Angland wid fader, mod-
sister, brodder, an’ many people com’

eir 'ome.

" Bimeby, she promise for marry wid one
man; an’ firs’ ’e com’ on Canada wid

nsev, an’ ’e write many letter of de
y prairie, an’ 'ow she be ‘appy in dis

S

id . 'eem.
‘e com back on Angland an’ mar

?&.n o1
dem. but she try for be 'appy wid ’eem.
W'en dey arrife on Canada, an’
, an’ de town,  an’ de farm,
i like de contry. But

an’
. e, Den ’er 'eart feel lonesome;
try for seem ’appy.

At las’ dey arrife by dis plas’
see som tree, an' de lofely lak’;

an’

pne man stan’ near by an’ smok

Den ’er 'umban’ say: "*We stol ) ‘ere.”

: “W'ere ees de 'ouse?
'E

*elp you w'en ’e’s not busy.’

say: “No woman live near dis pla

. De¢se lady dat com from Angland an’ live
on de prairie be glad for work, an’ ’elp

deir 'usban’.”
She spik not,
tent was dirty,
Tom, don’ trobl’
pot an’ pan; de
all roun’,
She was tire’,

for wash tings, an’

she was hongry,

w'en tings 100!

‘cen 'er eye.
Dat mak’

‘eart brak.

Den 'e grow more angry, an’' go way off

on de prairie”
De man, Tom,
eef - she not know ‘sh¢ mus’
tent. - An’ she say
der people live near.
Den
an’ dey petates, an’ mak’ some tea, an’
gay, ,"‘
She try for eat,
an’ de potates swim een de grease;
t'ank eem,
eat.
De nex’ day she ache all over.

——

damp, de tent ees damp. An’ at de €1
‘er 'usban’ ees SOITY;
tire’ for tak’ care
“Dere’'s no good een
stay by de tent all day.”

grow not strong ‘e leave

of 'er' and ’e

‘er de poash egg an’ de toas’,
like she be starve, an’ she say:
like dey cook by my ‘ome."”’
- After dat, 1 drive ’'roun’
arrife. on de litt? cottazhe w'ere live
t'ree Anglishmen. An’ I
dem abou’ dat woman, an’ ’e say:
‘usban’ ces one selfish brute.”

1 like dat Anglishman, an’
she not see you
-eem?’ For dat man was
brav’ an’ so strong.

After dat I drive every day
an’ .wash de tings,
she may eat.

so 'andsome,

fcel so lonesome.

After w’ile deir ’ouse arrife. Een
rairle, w'ere dere’s not wood for buil’
ouse, dey buy de ’ouse een de city, an’
arrife all pack up,
De big Anglishman.dat
de odder side of de lak’,
an’ w'en she laugh an’ seem please,
watch ’er,
an’ de sigh com’ from ees ’eart. But s
don’ know dat.

Many time ‘e com’ an’
sing for ’er, an’ sometime dey
gedder. An' de color com’ een
an’ she look 'appy, an’
sweet simle, an’ 1 t'ink: AL,
be de kin' 'usban’; you would
ou would be zhentil. But dat’ees t
ate now.”
One day
and stranzh.
arm roun’ me an’ €ry:
phe, 1 never t'ink dere was any ‘W
w'en 'e com’ for See me, an’ I tol
*ushan’ every time 'e com’, an’ ‘e never s
T do wrong for sing wid eem an
eem. But las’ night w'en mv usban’ &
rite from de villazhe, g
dere gosseep becos de Anglishman com
dis ’ouse s0_ many time’' an’ my
say, ‘W'en dat man arrife 'ere, you |1
‘eom 'e mever darken dis door again.’

sing

Den she lay 'er ’ead by me. an' spik no
I feel de messairy een my

more word; but
‘eart for 'er,

Bimeby she say:

odder. Eef my modder was by me,

spik wid ’er, cet elp me bear all dat

Praysonly,
from de lak'. .

Den dey spik togedder, an de face
eem grow w'ite, an’ de black com’ een ¢
eye, an’ de volce of eem trem'l; but
know not w'at ’e say.

Praysonly she say:
ever. 1 t'ank you from my ‘eart for 4
{ou 'af done. I know Yycu are good.
xuow you are noble, I

‘appy.’
P'ear not de word ’e say;
tem look like de face of de dead.
Den he go fast away by the lak’, a

she keep 'er eye on dat little canoe dat

carry eem over de lak'; for she know
com’ back no more.

De nex' day I go
Anglishmen for sell my egg and butte
an' dose odder two men tell me dat
leave dem an’ go far, far away.

W'en many week go past.
me: “Bimeby, Josephe w’en 1
tle one een my arm, an’ ‘e f
me modder, I'll be not so lonesome.

But, ah me, w'en de day arrife, I kno
she’ll never y eem een ’er arm,
e'll never ecal ‘er modder,

1 ’'ear 'er say to me
*Josephe, good Josephe.
Y _me.

Den I tink my

Praysonly de doctor,
dillazhe, go beside
'e's eye; for 'e tell
@e life be gone out from dat 1ittl' baby.

After dat, she remember nodding
manyv day.

‘old de li

bring my

‘eart brak.

W'en 'er sense cm’ to 'er once more, she

say: ‘“Josephe, I cannot bear eet long.
g0, I mus’ go wid my baby.”

de lak’ sparkle an' look 'appy
but dat water don’ know; eet

I com near dees plas’ I see one
an’ § tink I fin’ som’ Injun. But
only, I see on de grass one W'ite wo-

» an’ she 'af de lofely face an’ de
eng halr fall roun’ ’er an’' shine een de

at

I t'ink I never see one woman
I t'ink my ‘eart brak’ w'en

she say: “My ’usban go way for
an’ for fish all day, an’ ¢’ don’ un’-
tan’ dat I’ll be frighten an’ lon’some.”

an’ she leave 'er peopie. She miss

go by de
she tUink
dey com far aw’
far, an’ go trough de prairie w'ere
‘s.no tree, no water, an’ her eye grow

. After w'ile, dere’s no more train, no
more car; an’ dey drive een de wagon, far
more far, an’ she see no 'ouse, bno
ut

but’ dere’s
2o ‘ouse; dere's nodding put de tent, an’
e

say: ‘‘Dat tent ees my ’ouse, an’ you
‘ave no trobl for ’ousekeep. Sometime Tom,

W'ere ees de woman for ’elp

but go een de tent. Dat
so ditrty; bacos de man,

blanket an’ de coat, 2

for dey drive far; she was
col’, for de fros’ was yet een de groun’;
but she know she eat not
like dat. So de tear com’

er 'usban angry, an’ ‘e say,
‘%] pever tink you was dat kin’ of woman,
©Odder men 'af de brave wife dat 'elp dem.”

Den she sit on de groun’, an cry like ’er

feel sorry, an’ 'e ask ’'er
live een one
she never know dat.
She tink she live een one ‘ouse; were 0d-

fom mak’ de fire, an’ fry de por’k
You feel better w'en you eat som-

but de pork was fat,
so she
but say she feel too seek for
But she drink de tea an’ feel better.
She egt
nodding, she walk not, or de groun’ ees

but bimeby ‘e grow
say,
life eef one man mu

An’ w'en ghe
‘er day by uay

de lak’, an’

spik wid one of
OBy

I t'ink: “W’y
before she marry wid

by ’er tent,
an’ cook somding dat
An’ she grow more strong,
an’ bimeby she laugh, an’ say she don’

ready for put. togedder,
I ik’ com’ 'roun’
an’ 'e ’elp ’'er
w'en she put de furnizhur een de’ ous2,

s
e . -5
-4 Miss iers,
an’ de eye of eem grow sof’, 11 e

‘e read for 'er an’
to-
er cheek,
‘e smile wid de
you would
be &trong,

w'en I arrife she look w’ite
An’, after w'le she put ’
“Oh, Josephe, Jose-
wWrong
my
ay
read wid
‘e say dat de p(‘oyi‘

'usban’
tell

“Josephe, I want my
an

1 see de Angiishman com’ up

“iGoodby, goodby for-

pray you may be

but de face of

by de cottazhe of de

she say fto

learn for call

an’

een de weak volce:
baby 3
I want for see de dear littl’ face.” Miss Villiers.
de docter from de
‘er, an' de tear ees een
‘er very zehntil date

for
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Den I kiss ’er face, an’ tell 'er: *‘Oh, you
pa better, you be beiter soon;” an’1 leave

er wid de woman dat com’ from de vil-
lazhe ‘tor tak’ care of 'er,

Nex' day, w'en I com’ by, de 'ouse, an’
put my and on de floor, Somding mak’
we feel cold an’ shake.

An' w'en I walk een’ she ery not: ‘‘Joses
phe{ good Josephe,” for she lie w'ite an'
still on de beq, an’ I know she ees wid
exi‘bnhy.

ut 1 go not by de bed, for.'er ‘usban’
stan’ dere w’ite an’ still, as ces do dead
woman.

De man, Tom, sit een kitzhen, an’ ‘e
crﬁ like de child; but 'e tell me de story,

)¢ nurse woman sleep een de night, an’
de lamp burn low. W'en she wake, she
look on de bed, an’ nodding lie dere, nd-
ding dat live ees een de room wid ‘er.

She wake every one; an’ dey searsh de
‘ouse, ey searsh de groun'; at de las’ dey
fin' de footprint to de lak’, an’ een dat
water she lie dead,

An’ I say wid mysev: “God know dat all
‘er trouble’, all 'er lon’someness, destroy
‘er min’, #o she no longer un'erstan’ dat
eet be sin for take ’'er life so she go by
er baby; an' I know een my ’eart God
'.'f’:',‘;.r-.p“nl”h ’er for dat; bacos He un'er-

Den I make de prayer for 'er soul,

I go een de room w'ere 'er 'usban” stan’
an remember dat ‘e spil-'er life, de life
of dat woman I lofe, of dat woman dat
lie dead, an’ I care not eef my word
‘ard, eef my word be cruel; I want for
urt cem eef 1 can. it

'E draw eemsev back like de knife go
t'rough eem, an’ look cen my eye like ‘e
stan’ dere for let me plerce de ‘eart of
eem. But graysonly ’e cry: “Spik on, gpik
w'at you will! Nodding you say ’'urt me
more as de ting I say at mysev. I know
at las’ w’'at she suffer. I know at las’
w'at I ’'ave done. Eef I could bring ’‘er
back, I give my life for make ‘er ‘appy.
But oh, my Ged, eet ees too late, too

or

latel

Den ‘e groan, an’ ‘ide de face een de
‘ands, an ‘e say, “De punishment ees
greater dan I can bear.”

© T L 1 >

» INEXTREMIS

Scene—Dr. Allan Grantley's gonsulting-room
Solled white curtains, dirty windows, gen-
erally uncared-forand dingy appearance; &
fire in the grate struggling agalnst the
effect of the sunshipe. Dr. Grantley seat-
ed at his writing fable; he is a man of
30, with a stern expression and a pale
face. All round him are papers; beside
him in a halffilled wineglass. He Is writ-
ing, when a knock is heard.

of

ry

Dr. Allan. (Not raising his head.) What
Is it? I'm busy.

Voice Qutside. A lady to see you, sir.

Dr. Allan. (Impatiently.) I cau't sce any-
body; and I'm not to be disturbed tin 1
ring. (Footsteps move away from the door.)
Can’t they leave me alone now? (Looks
round.) The mise-en-scene is absurdly ap-
propriate! It looks like the sensation scene
in a melodrama.- (Clock strikes.) Two
o'clock! How strange it seems not to take
any count of time! I wonder what she's
doing? (Takes pen up again.) It would be
better not to write to her, I suppose, more
heroiec and all that; but I must—I must,

Yoice Outside. I beg your pardon, sir,
but the lady says it is important; she sent
you her card, sir.

Allan. (Impatiently.) Well, wait a min-
ute. (Unlocks door, servant hands card.)
Mary Viliiers! (Pause.) Say I'm exceed-
ingly sorry, but—

Miss Villlers. (Appearing suddenly from
the walting-room.) But 1 will see her at
once. That was what you meant to say,
wasn't it, Dr. Grantley? .

Allan, (Confused.) ‘Not exactly.—only—

Miss Villiers. Only:since I'm here; you'll
submit “to recelve me, won't you? (Alan
silently makes way for her to enter the
room, follows and closes the door.)

Miss Vilders., (Laying down her mauff.)
Will you foigive me for taking you by
e | storm in this way?

Allan. I am delighted to be of service to
you.

Miss Villiers. (Sitting om the other side of
the writing table.) The fact is, that my
voice is inclined to be obstinate, and I want
you to give me some ixxuo‘r:,’({a{‘et?;n&e pastilles
“‘l;ll’]}:xx(.l ‘dlu:;f:) rll-:&muoléumg special about
them; you can get them auywuere,
Yes; but I thought you
just. calling on you for
age since 1've
been all these

he

L

de
e

rs’

s’ | Miss Viiliers.
wouldn't mind my
them; besides it is such an
seen you. Where have you
weeks? :

Allan, (Constrained.) I've been here.

Niss Viuliers. (Aghast.) All the time—
here?

Allan, (Smiling.) It isn’t a very cheerful
abcede, Is it? : L

Miss Villiers. (Hastily.) Obl I don’t mean
that. I—I only meant that you must have
been very busy, and that I was rather In-
clired to be aungry with you for neglgutlug
me so! We are old friends now, Dr. Grant-
ley, and one does not like to be dropped.

Allan, (To change the conve rsation.)
Would you like me to get you those pas-
tilles now, or shail I send them to the the-
atre for you?

Miss Villlers. Oh,
je, 1 mean I am in no ‘hurry,
de | interrupting you.
de| Allan. Not at all.
el * Migs Villiers, (Glancing
You were writing?

Allan. (Hurrlealy.) Yes, but that can do
presently. Are’ you very busy with the re-
nearsals for your new play?

We have not begun yet,
and to tell the truth, I am not at all sure
that 1 shall play in it. -

Allan. Not play in it? Why?

Miss Villiers. I feel inclined to take a
little rest; it is just possible 1 may give up
acting altogether.

Allan, (Amazed.)
the stux{o?. :

Miss Villiers. (Petulantly.) Oh! I think
of all sorts of things, but my decizion does
not altogether depend upen myself.

Allan. (S:gnifeantly.) Oh!

Miss Villiers. (Impatiently.) And I'm not
sure that the persom it does concern is at
all anxious about the matter! (Loosens her
cloak.) Forgive me, Dr. Grantléy.but I am
very cold; may I do gomething to your fire?

Allan. 1Quickly.) Let me—-

Miss Villiers.  (Advancding to fire.) No,
yy | please, it's all very wel to say a woman is
% | a ereature who can’'t reason and who pokes
the fire at the top; but only a woman knows
how to coax back to life a thing-which has
reached such an extremity as this. (Kneels
down and arranges fire.)

Allan. (Watching her.) And so you con-
template leaving the Apollo Theatre?

Miss Villiers. I don't know yet. (Rising
with hands on mantle-shelf.) I—— (Glances
at her gloves.) Oh!

Allan. (Much concerned.) I am 8o SOTTY;
everything is so abominably dirty herec that
os | I should have prevented you.

1 Miss Villiers. (Laughing as she takes off
her gloves.) Oh, it doesn’t matter a little
bit. You bLachelors never know how to man-
111 | 4ge your Servants. Your housckeeper—

1 Allan. 1 haven't one.

Miss WVillikrs. (Astonishpd.) No house-
keeper? Who looks after you, then?

Allan. The girl who opened ‘the door for

de

80

there’s no hurry—that
unless I am

across table.)

he

You think of leaving
o

er

b

"

of

ou.

Miss Villiers. (Aghast.) That little crea-
ture? Why, haven’t you any gigters or any-
‘e | body? (AHan shakes his head.) I remember
you told me once you were quite alone.
Well, so am I, oniy I don’t have a finger
r:| of dust on my furniture. (Laughs.)

‘e Miss Villlers. (Turning quickly.) Yes; 1
mean that's all nonsense, (Catches up a
solled towel that hangs near the washstand
t-{and dusts mantel-shelf vigorously as she
speaks.) How can You expect people to
ccme and be cured in a room like this? it's
w | as dingy as dingy can be. (Knocks down
closed photograph case, which falls open.)
Oh, my phntmzmph!

Allan. Do you remember when you gave
it to me?

n’

Of course I do, almost a
year ago now. And has it been here ever
since?
Allan.
Miss Villiers.
I think you might have spared me
of the sunerluous dnst.

Allan. Picase don't worry about my room.
I'nv used to it in this state.
I Miss Villiers. (Arranging
More shame for you, then,

Of course.
(With a bright smile.) Then
a little

the curtains.)

Allan. (Watching her.) What would the
audience to-night say if they could see you
e

now ?

Miss Vililers. They'd say I was a fraud,
or they’d invent a charmung story of how
my* mother welit out charing, and I danced
to the street organs and siept under the
dresser,

Allan. 1 must say that I never imagined
you dustlnig a rooml,

Miss Villlers, And why not? Because 1
am a good Lady Teazle and a tolerable
Rosalind,is that any rcason why 1 shouldn’t
be a useful womdn? You seem to think
that beeause we can act, we are only fit to
i.ve on SuUgAr-piums and - COMponents.
There! doesn’'t you room look better than
it 4’d ten minutcs ago?

Allan, 1 hope you haven't tired yourself?

Miss Villlers. (Petulantly.) There you are
again. Th> wax-doll only to be taken out
on high days and holidays. (Faces him.)
And as for being tired, what on earth have
you been doing to ‘yourself? (Auxiously.)

Are you il?

Allan, (Comstrained.) I?7 No.

Migs Viliers. (Sericusly.) Dr. Grantley,
¢g there anything the matter? I have chat-
tered so foolishly; please tell me, you 100k
dreadfully !

Allan. My dear Miss Villers, I assure you
1 am quite well

Miss Villlers,

(Going near him.) You are
overworked?

Allan, (Bitterly,) T haven't had a pa-
tient for the last three weeks.

Miss Villiers, (Regretfully.) This is such
a healthy neighborhood!

Alan. And the doctor in the next street
sings at all the temperance concerts, and
has five hundred a year of his own. (Iln
another tone) What lovely fHlowers you

have!

Miss Villiers. (Quickly.) If I must not
tidy your wrmnﬁ table, let me put the
flowers here to show my good will. (Takes
them out of her dress and #s about to put
them in the wineglass.)

Allan. (Lurriedgiy interreres.) Nol 10,
not in there, I'll get you something —1—
(places glass on mantel-shelf).

Miss Villlers. Kather surprised.) That
will do very well,

Allan. If you'll excnse me for a minute.

(Exits hurriedly.) =

Miss Villlers. How mervous he is. ~ His
hands were shaking when he put that glass
down. I'm glad I came; poor Allan! (Looks
round.) 1 begin to understand now why he
does not speak. It is not because I am an
actress, but becanse he ls poor. Oh, why
are men so careful of what they call their
honor? Does any woman who loves ever
stop to think olv what construction tfie
world will put upon her cholce? What can
1 do? How can I make him understand
that I would rather be his wife than tne
most famous woman in Kurope! He Is 8o
proud, so reticent! It is so difficult! (Goes
round writing table and peers curtously.)
1 wonder what he was doing? Why, here's
a program of the Apollo: “Lady Teazle—
Miss Mary Villiers,” What has he written
under the name? (Bemds down to see and
catehes sight of the letter on the blotting
pad.). “My dearest Mary!” Why, it'e 2
letter to me. (Takes it up and reads.) “My
dearest Mary—As this Is my last as well as
my first letter to you, Ithink I may begin
it so. You know, do you not, dear, that I
love 12. Once I thought I might be able
to tell you so in a different way, but every-
thing has been agaipst me. 1 have work-
ed and struggled and almost starved to no
avail. I am a failure, At last I have had
to look that fact in the face. Al last night
1 spent realizing it, and I have come to_the
conclusion that there ds only one thig: to
do. If 1 were a brave man, T should do 3t
without wnun% to you, but 1 cannot. Don’t
blame yourself, ary; you have always
been good and kind; but I am too much of a
coward to look forward to long years of a
life like mine shut off from you. If I were
vich, or you were poor I—-" (Puts down
letter.) hat can I do? Su 1 had
not come? (Shudders.) Shall tell him;
shall T say—(Starts) glas:

it was that-— (
jeaning' against man
glass in her hand). ‘

Allagi. (Enters with vase,) Will this
do? (Sees empty glass which she holds.)
Wilat have you been doing with that giass?

Miss Villlers. (Lightly.) Drinking— 1
was thirsty.

Allan, Good heavens!

Miss Vilders. (Aside.) I knew it.
into a chalr wearily.)

Allan. (Excitedly.) Did you take it all?
nMi@s Vilders. (Quietly.) Yes—what was

& 4

Allan. Morphia—

Miss Villlers, (Slowly.) Oh,
why I am so sleepy.

Allan, (Trying to rouse her.) Miss Vil-
liers! Mary! Get up, come with me—rouse

yourself!
(Languidly.) I cannot.

(Sinks

I see, that's

Miss Villiers.

Alan. (Losing his head.) You must! Mary!
don’t you understand, you have taken mor-
phia! It will kill you, unless——

Miss Villlers, (Drowsily.) What was It
there for?

Allan. (Beside himself.) For me! I meant
to take it and have done with everything,
but you—Mary, my darling!—and it will be
my fault!

Miss Villiers. (Letting her head fall back.)
I don't mind! 1f you were going to die,
why shouldn’'t I? :

Allan. Because you have everything be-
fore you; my life doesn’t matter; nobody
cares for me.

Miss Vilders. I do!
want me, I'd rather die,

Allan. Not want yon? Mary, don't you
know that I love you better tham anything

in the world?
(Almost inaudibly.) Then,

Miss Villlers.
why didn’t you say so?

Allan. (Desperately.) Mary! Mary! What
a fool I am to waste time when every sec-
ond #s precious! Mary! can you heur me?
She shall not die! "She shall not— (Starts
ip to ring bell.) .

Miss Villiers. (Catching his bands.) Al-
lan! (He stands petritiel.) IKorgive me,
dear; but you wouldn't speak, and I-— I
read you letter. (Hides her face on his
shoulder.)

Allan. Then the morphia—

Miss Villiers. (Points to grate.) There!

Allan. (Putting his arms arouund her)
Mary, do you knoiv what all this means?

Miss Viiliers. (Pointing to the brightly
burning fire, and then looking in his face.)
It means that only a woman knows how to
coax to life a thing which has reached such
an extremity as this!

T.E.D.

Weekly Religious Survey.

but 4f you don’t

Continued from Page 5.

(I am not referring to such men as “Bil
Sykes.) Again, the =anguine mind will be-
Lieve what 1t hopes; the timid what it fears,
and the hopes and fears will bave a great
influence on bellef.

On the other hand, there is much to suv-
pert the intellectual argument. No one will
deny that God created man with intellec-
tual differences, which are wholly invciun-
trapy, and which tend to tix the determina-
tions of the judgment. Shall the man who
admits a truth on the evidence by one pro-
pusition condemn the man WwWho requires
two? Kram this it is safe to conclude inat
faith rests O caus es, partly mor-
al and partly intellectual. No one
can say the unbellef of a person I8
due to' depravity, or Irom constuutionas
(" uses, Ve do not know in what propor-
tions the two enter. We are oitaden t)
obey certain commands, and ‘eave ne
award of approbation or displeasure to God.
tovercnce for the gospels is the basis ‘of
all belief. But svparation begins the mo-
ment inductive reason sets to work., Men
do not have the same opinions on other sub-
jects. Wny shoula they on relfmgious
themes? The foundation is the samne,pure but
many are the diverging streams, equally
pure, moving on to the ocean of eternul
peace,

—

As truth to a man is his own convictions,
why should there be an attempt to sup-
press discussion, which would be Tthe Te-
sult of church unity? The natural action of
the mind would be constrained and a vacil-
Jating character produced. Every virtuous
energy would be paralyzed, and the object
of unity, utility, would not be reached.

The following is the McMaster Founder’s
Day poem, written by Rev. Dr. Rand:
Fit day thy natal-eve,
‘Phy earth-day morn!
Man's day when Christ was born!
(Day that did heaven bereave!)
Are gone—and are we strange ?—
Our reverent hearts would court this school
again
Among the
men.

“gifts” -the Christ recelved of

Our time is big with change—
Lights shift and veer:
Great souls of yesteryear

Are gone—and are we Strange?—

d

s

O founder blest, our 'during love ls thine:
We, g?o, would worship H.m, the Obrist
vine.

—
Rey. D. V. Lueas of Grimsby is not to be
accommodated with a public discussion of
the probibition question by Rev Dr. Graut
of hmgston, unl gentleman consents
to a contest in that city. Anyway the good
citizens of Toronto will not have the chance
to hear the oratorical ctontest. Dr, Grant
is quite right in refusing to meet Mr. Lu-
cas. There ls nothing to be gained by
such a spell of verblage, Mr. Lu-
cas may be perfectly sincere in his temper-
ance sentiments, but his challenge to Dr.
Glnmt savored largely of a desite for vain
glory.

“What shall I give to Thee, O Lord?
The kings that came of old

Laid softly on Thy cradle rude
Their myrrh and gews of gold.

“Thy martyrs gave thelr hearts’ warm
blood

Their ashes strewed Thy way; '
They spurned their lives as dreams and dust
To spend thy ceming day.

“Thou knowest of sweet and preclous things
My store is scant and small;

Yet were Thou here in want and woe,
Lord, I would give Thee all.” ;

There came a voice from the heavenly
heights
“Unclose thine eyes and sec;
Gifts to the least of those I iove,
Thou givest unto Me.”

Evidences that the conservatism of China
is yielding before Western and unristian
assaults are multiplying. A very signatl-
cant item has been communicated to the
American Bible Soclety by 1ts colTespon-
dent at Shanghal. Heretofore in' the ex-
amination of students for the master's de-

‘e, the questions have been on literary
ﬁ:es. and limited to the literature of Chi-
na. This year the imperial edtct directed
that the questions to be asked and answer-
ed should relate to matters of importance
at the present time. The following ques-
tion was read by 10,000 students in ome of
the examination halis: ‘‘What do you know
of the re-peopling of the edrth by Noah
and his famndly after the flood?”’ The Pekin
examiners who framed this question nhad
been reading the old Testament, which Is
now mecommended as a text book, and for
which there is an Increasi demand. T'he
statesmen of Chloa, her ars, and her
students are sald to be studying the Bibls
because it is the classic of Christian coun
tries.

Oh to have knelt at Jesus' Tfeet,
And to have learnt Hie heavenly lore!
To have listened the gentle lessons He
taught
On mountain, and sea, and shore!
While the rich and the mighTy knew Him
not,
To have meéekly done His willl—
Hush! for the worldly reject Him yet,
You can serve and love  Him still
Time cannot silence His mighty words,
And though ages have fled away,
Hiz gentle accents of love divine
Speak to your soul to-day.

The O'd Man's Christmas Gift,
From The Atlanta Constitution.

The old man had six daughters (we wuz his
hired hands,

An’ we wuz six, an’ all the year we plowed
an’ hoed his lands),

An’ every single gal o’ them wuz purty as

a peach,
(An’ bein’ six an’ six, we said.
“Thar's one aplece for each!") .
But how could any folks like us, that walk-
ed the cotton row.
An’ made and marked the melons, an’ coax-
ed the corn ter grow,
Think that he'd let a gal o’ his come step-
pin’ down so fer,
To hear a poor chap askin’ fer the hand an’
heart o’ her? .

AN’ so we jest said nuthin’, but kep't Aa-
feelin’ blue,

An’ thinkin’—till it 'peared ter us the gals
wuz thinkin’, too!
An’ sometimes, when they'd walk our way,
though nuthin’ much wuz said,
They'd smile the Sweetest o’ smiles an’
blush a rosy Ted! Z

A}

But still we kep’ our distance, till in the
fields and dells

The Christmas horns wuz blowin’, an’ we
heard the Christmas bells;

An’ then the old man says ter us: ‘‘Come
in! It's Christmas day,

An’ I’ve got some purty presents that I'm
going ter give away.”

AT’ thar the gals wuz—in a row—a-blushin’
left aw’ right,

The old man in the cenire an’ six o’ ug in
sight!

An’ we knowed jest what wuz comin’—an’
we knowed twuz comin’ quick,

Fer the old man says: “It's Christmas,
boys; whirl in an’ take yer pick!”

Well, I took sweet Miss 'Liza, John
- took Mandy Jane;

An’ Jim said he’d take Laura for this
world’s shine or rain!

An’ so on, till we'd been suppled, then
zafkgl: “We're ‘bleeged ter you,

But—with all yer daughters give away,what
alr yer goin’ to do?’

An’ then the old man -winked at me, an’
whispered—mighty low:

“Ag fer the gals, 'twuz gittin’ time fer all
o' them ter go!

I've jeat been waitin' on you boys the wed-
din’ word ter say—

I'm a-goin’ ter marry a widder, an® I
wants ’em out o’ the way!”

BULL FIGHTING IN MEXICO

an’

A Torentonicn Describes the Brutal Sun-
day A t of & Supposed:
to-be Civilized People.

Mexlco, City, Dec. 23.—Sunday is the
great day In Mexico set apart for re«
creation. Theatres, ball games, bull rings
and ‘all classes of amusement are in full
swing. In the morning band concerts are
provided, at public expense, in the two
principal plazas or parks, the Alemeda and
Lccolo; the former being freguented by
the four hundred, and the latter by the
poorer classes. El Mundo calculates that
on last Sunday the people of Mexico clty
spent $100,000 on the varlous amusements.
The chief feature of the day was the bull
fight, The celebrated torero, Mazzantini,
a Spaniard, who is said to have made up-
wards of $400,000 at bull-fighting sinee
1880, was annoupced as the attraction at
the Bucareli ring, and an hour before the
beginning of the performance, every avail-
able seat was filled with a throng of
spectators numbering 10,000, There we.e
present all classes of people, from- the
mightiest in the land down, including many
ladies.

The place s circular in shape open at
the top, and the diameter of the fighting
ring is about 125 feet. The company who
entered the ring at 3 o'clock, consisted of
ten principals and their attendants; the
two celebiities being Mazzantini and Vil-
lita. They were all dressed in magnifi-
cent costumes, heavily bralded with gold
and silver lace, and carried gorgeous
cloaks of red, blue and ycllow. As the
precession crossed the ring they were
cheered to the echo,
wele thrown into the ring by entuusiastic
spectators. After a short address by Maz-
zantini, the first bull made his appearance,
and as he entered the ring, a short spike,
to which was attached a bunch of ribbons,
was thrust into his back, which had the ef-
feet of sending him bounding across the
ring at a lively pace, whereupon nearly
all the performers jumped the fence sur-
rounding the enclosure. leaving two pica-
dores, armed with spears and mounted on
horses, to commence the attack. The bull
stood still for a moment, and then charg-
od one of the horsemen, and disembowled
the horse in an instant. the rider being
thrown heavily to the ground. The other
performers, as 8Soon as the bull charged,
jumped into the ring again, and immediate-
iy the horse went down, attracted the
bull's attention by waving long red cloaks,
at which he charged furiously, only to find
that the holder had jumped nimbly aside.
After a short play of this kind, the ani-
mal charged the second picadore, and sue-
ceeded, arter a_ few moments in despatch-
ing the second horse and throwing the
rider so heavily that he was carried sense-
less from the ring.

New picadores took the places of their
fallen comrades, and the fight proceeded

0

and & hundred nats | D

as before, until the bugle gounded for the
appearance of the banderilleros, perform-
ers, who carrled a pair of sticks, about
30 inches long, ornamented with fringed
colored paper, and baving barbed spikes at
the end. Taking one of these in each
Land the bandenllero faces the bull at

distance of about 25 feet, and, as the anl-
mal-comes towards him, runs to meet hhg,
and dodging him, plants them in the bull's
shoulders. After eight of these had been

the bugle sounded for the final act. The
bull was by this time bleelling profusely,
though not in any way seriously injured,
and maddened and tortured by the spikes
and wounds from the plcadores’ spears,
was faced by Mazzantini, sword in
hand, and having in his left hand a red
cloak with which to attract his adversary.
The bull charged again and again, but
the nimble torero stepped easily aside as
the animal went bounding past. Finally,
at the opportune moment, when the animai
paused before a charge, the torero plant-
ed the sword, just bebind the shoulder
blade, to the

epth of about 18 inches,
and after several further charges, tn> bull
came to his knees and expired,

This dure was followed with six
bulls, the sword being ‘handled alternate-
ly by Mazzantinl and Villita. The third
bull dled hard, requiring two sword
thrusts behind the shoulders and.three In
the back of the head before he succumbed.
The sixth received the sword from Villita
right up to the hiit, fully 30 inches, and
walked around the ring two or three times
afterwards, requiring a second thrust In
the back of the head to finish him.

The fight Is spoken of here fas the great-
est in years, and a magnificent spectacle
from an artistic standpoint.-It is difficult,
however, to see where the beauty of A
bull fight comes in. As a net result of
the fight fourteen horses were killed, dis-
embowled and mangled In a most horrible
‘manner, and sometimes led from the ring
with thelr entrails hanging down to the
ground, Several others were badly in-
jured. One man was rendered {nsensible
and bhad to be carried off the ground, An-
other, Mazzantini’s brother, who fell while
g!nylng with the bull, only escaped death
v his brother's able diversion of ‘the
bull’s attention, when he was within a
foot of his vietlm, Bix bulls were tortur-
ed and balted during the space of twenty-
five minutes aplece. and finally butchered,
amidst the thundering applause of the im-
mense crowd of spectators, who pald the
neat fotal of something over ,000 for
the amusement, and who, at one time,
when there were already three horses dead
in the ring, shouted for more. s

This ecity has been the scene of more
bloodshed than any other place on the
continent. Mexico has, durine fifty-nine
years of this century, had fifty-two pre-
s!dents, emperors and other heads, may
of them coming up by bloody revolutions.
The fact that the country has now ha
stable government for some twenty-five
years is hardly sufficlent warrant for
fostering the sanguinary tendencies of the
people. It Is pleasing to note that the
government organ deprecates the prac-
tice. Lyon Lindsey.

A THOUSAND TIMES IN LONDON.

How  The Girl From Paris”’ Came to be
Secured for Representation in
Ameries.

Isn't it strange that there are not more
theatrical mamagers who can see the pos-
sibilities ‘of success in America for produc-
tions that are presenied in foreign coun-
tries than there are? Of course, the tastes
of playgoers in England, France, Germany
and, in fact, all nations differ in stage en-
tertaipment, but it seems that a play with
the elements to amuse the people of one
country should amuse the people of an-
other. However, one must be convinced by
experience and the fact that so many plays
that have attracted the attention of thea-
tregoers in one nation have utterly fatled

in another, is proof conclusive that it Is
almost as untentain a speculation to pre-
sent a foreign success as it is to try a new
play. This has not been the rule in ull
cases, but in the great majority (for there
are some things that are masterpieces, and
so good that they appeal in the same man-
ner to the people of all countrics.) Often
a solution for the failure here of a success
on the other side is that the adapter has
not grasped all the possibilities that were
afforded by the vehicle, or Americanized
the humor of the situations, incidents and
dialogue, or of the characters.,

“The Girl from -Paris” was ome of the
greatest successes in London, and was pre-
sented there more than. a thousand times
at the Duke of York's Theatre, and while
many American managers saw it and were
approached for its production in America,
none of them could see a more than ordin-
ary chance for its success here. It would,
x):-rhan[)s, never haye been seen here if Mr.
tdward E. Rice had not one evening, while
in Loudon, gone to the theatre. He had no
jutention of presenting it, but after the
performance he found himself studying out
the changes he could make in it to suit the
American fancy. After seeing it some half
a dozen tunes, he was convinced, and omn
his return to America secured the rignt
from Mr. Henry T. French. His convictions
roved most fortupate for him, as "“I'be
Girl from Paris” crowded the Heérald-
square Theatre for more than 300 nights,
and would probably stay there ali of the
season if contracts had not been sizneg
for its production here. I’erhaps thls amus-
ing comedy would not have been So suc-
cessful in New York if another manager
than Mr. Rice had staged it, as-there is
not a producer in this country who can
stage tuis class of entertainment in a way
to attract amusement-seekers like Edwafd
B. Rice. After he had settled in the way
he wanted the characters played, he en-
grged players who could give them the
proper interpretation. His long experience
and natural instincte told him just what
artists could portray the eccentric’ French-
man, the peculiar German Inn-keepeT, the
boisterous - major, the rascinating “Girl
from Paris,” the unsophisticated slavey
girl, and other characters that bave been
distinetive hits in New York.

In all Rice's,productions things are en-
harced by magnificent scenery, beautiful
costumes and gttractive choruses, which go
a great way toward the popularity of his
offerings. The success of “The Girl from
Paris’”’ has made Mr, Rice bolder in pro-
ducing here foreign attractions, and he has

already purchased the American rights for

successfully planted in the animal’s back,

| how near 1 came to P

“Monte Carlo,”’ “Three Dashing Widows,”
" Turvy Hotel,” A Modern M(T)ns-
topheles’ and ‘‘I'he Batlet Girl,’* all of
which are successes on the other side,
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It is many years since we met, Helen,
meny years ago. How you have changed.
Your hair is as white as snow. | Then 1t
was black and glossy as jet. Your face,
too, it was pot wrinkled as it is now, but
white and smooth. And your eyes, they-ure
still dark and brilliant with that tenderncss
given by age. Your figure, once erect, has
been bent by time, To me you were then
the prettiest girl in all the land,. not only
very beautifil, but of an independent yeét
gentle manner, which made me think you
perfect. Do you remember the first time
we met? You were visiting friends at the
house where I was then boarding. We had
tea together. I was carried away; you
geemed to me so beautiful, I looked at you
with all my eyes, yes, all my soul, and we
were soon talking together as would old
friends. That was a memorabie night for
me, it brought into my life a new era,drove
away my previous feelings of loneliness
and created In me a bright future. After
that I continuaily thought of you, would
say very dow, Helen, and then look around
quickly, fearful of baving been heard. It
was, too, a happy moment, a very happy
moment, indeed, when you granted me per-
missien to call on you; what dreams, what
fancies filled my soul, T becamge mad with
joy. How well I remember that day pre-
vious to the one on which we bad agreed
I should call, I was so cxcited 1 could not
work or slecp at night.

After dressing with the greatest care 1
presented myself at the hour named. You
opened the door and let out on me such a
ray of sunshine and a vision of beauty that
1 was vendered speechless and confused.

| As you stood there in the hallway, dressed

in the purest of white, I thought you the
very personification of that happiness which
seemed to shine forth from your eyes, those

tinted cheeks, those red lips, Yes, you
seemed to me a vis.on of beauty, on which
1 gazed in a trance of rapture, and then
and there my love for you Increased a
hundredfold. You little suspected, I think,
roposing that same
afternoon, and bad it not been for that
aceident, which occurred q we drirtea
down the river, I certainly® should have
done so. I meyver had the same opportunity
and favorable circumstances again, You
will remember shortly after that I
to Tead Jaw. I was very busy, and we sel-
dom met, my studies occupying almost all
of my time, I worked bard. When I did
call on you I told you of my plans for the
future, and you always scemed so interest-
el in my seemdingly bright future, urging
me on to greater triumphs, and praising me
for past achievements or successes, that 1
somehow or other felt that you loved me,
as I did you. f

At last' I was called to the bar, and went
to tkte United Sta intending. to_ultimate-
ly enter the political arena. I worked
very hard, became a successful attorney,
and somewhat of &4 popular politician, Liar-
ing all of this time letters passed between
us, Mine were not, I confess, what they
should have been, but I was vc;{ busy
striving to gain a place in the world, and
had very little time of my own. As soon
as I had estahblished myself in my profes-

and aussured Income, the
sky became k with trouble. On looking
over your letters I found that there had
been a steady decline in their number, I
was sunprised and very curious to know the
cause of this;. I remembered then that my
letters had not bDeen as many das they
might bave been, and aiso that I had fafled
to tell you the reason of it, and I thought
this might have annoyed you. Then, again,
probably the summer holldays had occupied
all of your time.

Not being able to guess the reason, I de-
cided to write and tell you all about tt,
how it came about, and that I would do
better in the future. I received a reply al
most immediately, which frankly stated
that you had became engaged to.a young
man, and could not' write to me any more.
1 thought this strange. I was shocked,
dumfounded, and read and re-read your let-
ter, until buight specks chased one another
acr the paper, followed by black ones
and p paine in my heart.

Gr: ily I became es if turned into
stone. It ddawned upon me you never loved
me. I had been dreuming, had deceived my-
self; we had been mothing more than
friends. I comcluded, in spite of all this,
there must be a mistake, o misunderstand-
ing, and hastened to_verbally explain my
side of the matter. But I found it of no

You somy, but nevertheless
turned 4 deaf ear to fervent expres-
sicns of love, telling me it could never be.

After realizing it was useless to continue,
I bid you -bye in an uncertain and
trembling voice and red into the

stagge!
street, rendered unconsclous by the awful

blow. 1 returned to my home, unable to
work, as that ambition which had for years
been my insplration, and had fllled me with
hope, had gone. I could think of nothing
but the past; it crowded from my uow
heated brain all thought of the present or
the future. I tried and trled in vain to
wcerk., But my gradual loss of hope, trouble
of mind, concealed regret, and moral con-
straint was more than I could bear, and I
gave way to terrible fits of jealousy,

1 tried to be maniy, Helen, God knows I
tried hard, but it was useless; It came,
fight against it as I might. Don't sapeak,
but listen, hear me through to' the end. Be-
Heve me. Have you ever bebeld the storm
bend the branch; yes, rend it om the
stem? Flercer than this was the rm I
fought. I taded to be true, Helen, even to
myself, thinking of you and then trylng
to forget you. I made terrible cfforts to
look forward and reason about the future,
but to do this seemed a mockery, for I did
not care. There was no future for me;
evenything dragged me back, back to those
days when I thought of you, when I lived
for you.

Then I thought of your marriage. There
was but one month more. became in-
sane, 1 sald to myself, he will not have
you: no, I shall prevent it, and then
began to hate you, hate you intensely.
Your father had the name of being a pros-

erous merchant, buying goods extensive-
vy in the city, where ¥ lived. 1 heard that
his payments had been_slow., which caused
a great-deal of speculation as to the kause
and some little suspiclion of his financial
position. Then I started the report that
he would evenutally be compelled to as-
sign, as he was suffertng from injudicious
real estate Investments. This was bellev-
ed as, it was known I had just returned
from au visit to the eclty, in which he did
business, and. as I was respected and in-
fluential I had little trouble in making my
lies believed. Very soon I accomplished my
develish aims and prevented your marriage,
as your father falled and left for parts un-
krown, taking you with him.

After this tried to make myself hate
you still more; one moment 1 felt as if I
conld hound you. to the earth, the next I
regretted the misery I felt I had caus-
ed you. 0, Helen, believe me,
beneath the ice of my hatred ran the crys-
tal stream of my purest love. Every bour
1 searched the past for events which would
prove you never loved me, and thereby
ease my conscience. But this did not give
me peace of mind. Everything seem to
direct my thoughts to you. I happened
one day to open a book I had onece loaned
you, and in it I found pressed flowers
which made me miserable, I looked at a
crushed violet and groaned.
may you were always with me, nd
ceeded In forgetting the past It was but
for a moment, when its memorles would
return more vividly than ever. I shudder-
ed, living like a murderer.

As the years slipped past, it came to
light that 1 had ruined your father and I
fmmediately took a hurried journey on the
continent $g a perfect agony of shame. I
had fled in * vain, oppressed more ~ than
ever before by the feel!ni, the horrible
feeling of your presence, Jay and night
your lovely face was visible to me, but it
was changed. Sadness had chased away
the sunshine that once dwelt there, and

"yoor Iarge brown eyes had become seri-

ous, O, so very serious. When I closed

os I could see you looking at me,
T but enquiringly,” and
k in a plaintive voice,
“Why, why, bad I done it?’ Oh, 1 was
wretehed, and thought of suicide, but I
was a coward, had acted as one, and was

afraid- of death. :
Harold Young told you

And now you sa A
and your father I had courted 2 banker’s
lived, and

daughter in the city where 1

that always obedient to your parents you
therw me over. You say you always loved
me, I thought you did. I have never been
happy, aithongh possessing all that is sald
to bring happiness. I am old now, feeble
and white-haired to the world, but still
your lover. Don't cry, Helen, don't ery,
we can't understand "these things; never
will, I must go. Good-by. What? For-
give? Forget? Can you speak theso -
words? Can you really forget? Love. Oh,
Helen, whisper them again, once again,
for I know that it Is truc.
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There is a great deal in a name after all.
When we heard of “‘Shamus O’Brien” our
heart tilted lightly and the Irish blood in
us leapt for very joy in anticlpation of &
lovely Mttle feast, with dancing galore and .
ripping usic, that wonld bring a pain I
the bridge of our mose this side of tears.
Alas and alack! Shamus was mot all ovr
fancy painted it, Instead of quips and jests
we found tears, sighs and no humbdr. AD
fufinitely dull cobcoction in three acts,
with weariness at the end. The muslc is.
good in spots,but one wouldn't whistle any
of it the next day. However, come to think
of it, the music Is the best part of it, and
Mr. O. Villlers Stanford is responsible fob,
#t. George H. Jessop wrote the libretto
and falled to imtroduce anything novel or
out of the ordinary. In fact, it does not
even reach the ordinary. ‘‘Shamus O'Brien”
was not a success on the road last season,
“Phe plot is the same old plot, and the opera
is oply saved from utter tediousness-by the
splendid singing and acting of the principal.
The chorus is weak and poorly costumed.
The dialog lacks brightness, and at times
dwindles to merest drivel. The genuine
Irish humor and repartee are conspicuous
by their absence. ‘the plot grows eavily
tragic, and the: comic opera element is lost,
The period of the plece s 1708, immediate-
iy atter the suppression of the rebellion,
and the three acts show the village of
Ballyhamis, in the mountains of Cork; the
barracks square and a country road. The
introduction of the Banshee is most weird.
In a note on Irish supeisiitions the Ban-
shee s describéd as a female spirit, more
often heard than seen, but represented as
clothed in a flowing white ruoe and with
long, dishevelled hair. Her mission s to
give warning of approaching death, and this
she does by shrill, melancholy “weening.’’
By no means all Irish families enjoy the
honor of a banshee—only a few lvading,
houses of pure Milesian descent, and before
the death of any member of these privileged
families, the wail of the banshee may al-
ways be heard, thrice repeated, for three
successive nights! 1t is regarded as a mat-
ter of pride by any Irishman that a ban-
shee is attached to his house. The walling
song of the invisible banshee was su by
Miss May Norton. It may Interest that
young y to know that she succeeded in
making the audience’s several hearts pound
like churn-dashers and cold ~chills si%her
over them in guick succession. Mr. Arthur
Cunningham in the title role did not have
very anuch to do but sing. He did that
with evident satisfaction, however, and the
people in front scemed pleased. As Cap-
tain Trevor of the British army, Mr. T
Rushforth, who is a handsome young fel-
ow, was most pleasing, singing splendidly
and' acting with grace,and refinement. M.
W. P. Carleton has a good voice, and as
the parish priest was pleasing. Miss
rion Mervyn is a pretfy little witch with a
fine voice, of excellent timbre. She acts
with spirit and possesses the ability to
make up 4 scene and cause us to take heed
of .her. Miss Bessie Belmont is brightly
captivating, and gings charmingly, her duet
with Mr. Bushworth in the second act be-
ing one of the best things In the opera. Al-
together ‘‘Shamus O’Brien” is not what we .
could wish, and Irish comic opera had bet-
ter be kept in abeyance until two capable
men collaborate and give us a work we may
listen to without ennui.

my
not reproachfuily,
could hear you as

On Monday evening a very successful re-
cital was given In the attractive music hall
of the Couservatory of Music, by the senlor

ils of the Blocution school, the program
wnt composed of selections from the works
of Canadian writers, thus lending an added
interest to the ocvasion. The readings were
all given with excellent effect, those gak-
ing part acquitting themselves in a highly
creditable manner. The program was as
: “A Ballad for Brave Women”
(Charles Mair), Miss Christina Collins;
*“John Bedell, U. E, Lo;ulbst" (Richard
Thor'npson), Miss Blanche’Sibbitt; “The In-
gun,” an joncident jn the Minnesota massa-
cre of 1862 (John Logan), Mr, John A. Me-
Henry; ** the Love” (L. H, Rand, LL.D.)
M Ma Fellows; “The Pllot of' the
Plains’’ (Pauline Johnson), Miss Josephine
Smith; *‘‘Madeline de Verchere” (JoPu
Reade), Miss Lilllan Macomber; “The Tune
M'o(illlvmrv Played” (Gilbert Parker), Mr.
Frank Kirkpatrick. Miss Mabe] Crabtree,
plano pupii of Mr. Fisher, played the Wag- |
ner-Liszt *‘Spinping Song™ with much bril-
liance, Miss Florence Crang,vocal pupil of
Mr, H. N, Shaw, B.A., sang very sweefl§
and a violin solo by Miss Winnifréd Streath-
Smith, pupil of Mr. Bernhard Walther, was
gl)'en with good effect. 7

The pretty little elocution ball was so
crowded on Tuesday. evenlig that, coming
in shortly after 9 o'clock, we were—rele-
gated to a position behind a screen, where
our' hearing was not interfered with, but
from whence we only got glimpses of the
perfoimens throwgh a  small  convenlent
opening in sald screen. That was the result
of coming late to a popular entertainment, !
but such things are bound to occur where a
man’s time s not his own. Anyhow, we en-
joyed the recital immensely, and are fuliy
convinced that Mr. Shaw und Miss Berry-
man know no such word as fail. The ef-
forts of their puplls reflect the utmost cre-
dit upon them and show what really good
work is being done by the School of Elocu-
tion, On Tuesday evenli the work of the
dramatic class was nothing short of bril-
Hant, and complments galore were the .
order of the evening, The entertainment
was thoroughly enjoyable, and we went
home vastly pleased. Following is the pro-
gram: Plano seolo, Andante and Rondo Ca-
priccioso (Mendels<ohn), Miss Edith Trues
dale; “The Cape Madl” (Clement Scott), Mrs,
Preston, (blind), Miss Margaret Laing; Mrs,
Frank Preston, Miss Mary Thompson;
Mary Preston, Misg Rosalind MeXernan;
Mason (lady’s mald), Miss 8. F. Maedonell;
Hvgh Marsden, M.D., Mr. J. R. Selman |
Mr. Quick (mwyer), Mr. A. J. McHenry;
Bartle (butler), Mr. W. G. Cochrane, Scene,
“Little Ew’ly” (Dickens), Rosa Dartle, Mis
Ohristina Colling; Little Em'ly, Miss Ma.
mie Fellows; < Scarlet Letter,”” Hestet
Pryme, Miss Clare Klelser, A.T.C.M.: Ar-
thur Duymesdale, Mr. H. M. Kelso: Roger
CheMingsworth, Mr. Frank Kirkpatrick ;
“Cheerful and Musical” (Casallis), Miss
Basccble, Miss Florence Ruthven, A, T.C.M.,
Mrs. Grabam, Miss Blanche Sibbitt; plane
solo, Scherzo valse, 40 (Moszkowsiki)
Miss Edith Mitchell: “Othello” = (Shakes
peare), Desdemona, Miss Blanche Sibbitt;
Emeélin, Miss Bertha Sargant, A.T.C.M.;
Othelln, Mr. Clifford Williams: Iago, Mr,
I. Harrv Proctor, A.T.C.M.; Cassio, Mr,
James Walker. The planists were punils of
Misy 8. E. Dallas, Mus. Bac. F. T.C.M,

Jack Blunt.
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