THE GRAND.
Tonight
Tuesday, matinee and night
“To Die at Dawn”
“The Country Fair”
and night

“Red Feather”

Thursday

Saturday, matinee

Although
season
next,

the Grand
practically closes
the theatrical
bé a very good one,
Tuesday,

Opera House

on Saturday

week promises to

Empire
and

Day, there will be
night performance of

“To Die

o matinee
Lauvence Lee’'s latest success,
at Dawn.”’

Thursday Mr. Neil Burgess in “Th
County Fair’ will be the attraction.
“The County Fair” is acknowledged to
be one of the greatest and most suc-
cessful comedies ever written, and
Mr. Burgess is not hkely to visit Lgn-
don for some years, as he leaves for
ngland short'y, he will no doubt bhe
greeted by large audience
Thursday. \

Saturday afternoon and evening
“Red Feather” with Miss Grace Van
Studdiford in the leading role, wiil be
seen at the Grand, and that Miss Van
Studdiford’s recent successes here wili
be repesnted is undoubted. Miss Cora
Tracy, the London contralto, will
be heard in “‘Red Feather)

o

also

The
Grace

approaching return visit of Miss
Van Studdiford will add to the
interest of the following remarks by
this most popular artist:

“To analyze the desires of the musi~-
loving public and offer a forecasi of
what the American theater-going pub-
lic want in the way of stage entertain-
fnent. would require all the equipment
weather bureau station, and as 1
have never felt that I possess tae quil-
ities of a seer 1 have often hesitaied
in expuressing my opinion as to the
needs of the lyric stage. However. so
many critics and even laymen have d®-
precated the degeneration of material in

of a

“Happy Hooligan"

as |

PLAYGOERS

generally usefnl
emmployed. X
Nothing but wind and water
I beat the managers of an “Unclz Tom’s
Cabin” show out of getting the money.
From the minute the band beging to
play in the village street, people begin
to dig down in the weazel skin for the
price of tickets. It is a #iow which
never hecomes old to the masses, apd
no matter how dull the theatrical sea-
son may be, ‘“Tom people” are pros-
perous.
JThere have

when not  otherwise

can

heen hustle and bustle
about the railroad tracks at Fourth
Avenue, N, and Fifth Streets this week.
| The two big cars belonging to the
Vianeaolis promoters have heen [ra.
painted ,and =crubbed until they siine
like Uncle Tom’s countenance. "Frucks
have been hauling in load after
of canvas for the bio tents, and scen-
ery, seats, dogs, pohnies, trombones, ac-

§

{ “angels” in Néw -York whno had reduc-
‘ed the process of catching backers for
his expensiyeé musical c¢omedians to
‘such an exaet science that he kept a
{1#t of the young rich men who were
jabout ‘ta come into their inheritances.
' No sooner had the unsuspecting object
of his enterprice had a final session
with his family’s lawyers than this
manageghad shown him advantageous-

ly the pfti to fame and greater wealth. !

| Nine chances out of ten the path had
a turning, and the ‘‘angel” footed the
bill. This. same manager, meanwhile,
_lived in luxury and reaped the passing
advantages of his theatrical enter-
prises. He was reputed to be a wealthy
man, but he did not have a dollar that
was Wis own, He ‘“controlled” capital
—that is he, controlled ‘‘angels.”

load |

All the sage advice which George W.
Vanderbilt gave to charming Edna

next

the latter-day productions of the iyric.

stage that the question 'has arisen, Js
comic opera on the "decline? I should
say po, most emphatically.

“The public taste Is the same &
alwayvs was, probably better, for music-
al knowledge is more generally dife
fused among the masses. and the -
crease of population has enabled mau-
agers to make more ornate produetiorn:s,
and fierce comvpetition has almost beg-
gared managers in embellishin their
plays and overas. That it is necessurvy
to vroduce so lavishly 1 doubt, serious-
ly, but it still remains the vogue. man-
agers thinking these pictorial adiuncis
will make the work. Stage embellish-
ment can go no further, and the v
mind can readily understand that ‘to
deliver the goods’'  there must be some«-
thing more than scenery and costuines
to make either a play or opera accevi-
able to the public, and this is' the issue
of the argument, a well-written piav
a well-composed opera- interpreted by
artists is necessary to achieve success.

“Operatic entertainment is to be the
most delightful form of stage expres-
sion, and a well-constructed, coherent
and melodiously-composed opera should
never fail, and that this form of lyric
work lives is exemplified in the famii-
iar works in the light opera repertoire,
which include ‘The Barber of Seville
“Fra Diavolo,” ‘Martha,’ several of the
works of Gilbert and gullivan, and one
or two Audran and Offenbach, and even
‘Robin Hood.” The reason for the al-
leged decadence of comic opera 1n
this country is because tiiere have been
but few genuine comic operas.”

as

theater-goers

It is said will be af-

forded the felicity of indulging in what |

may be termed without much straining
of language the acme of present-aay

comedy when they witness the produc- ‘
which will |

tion of “Happy Hooligan.”
be presented by a company of farceurai.
The plot, we are told, Is ingenious, and
at the same time comprehensible, and
is spoken of as being as fuII'uf fun as
an egg is of meat. It contains a plot
of bewilderingly complicated cross pur-
poses, and is said to be extraordinarilv
funny in its situations and startiinzly
ludicrous in its climaxes. A cast of
well-known players, it is said, will aid
in its presentation, and the scenic e1n=
bellishments will be exceptionally fine.

The historical Bowery Theater, New
York. is the last relic of irtistic glory
left the famous thoroughfare, and 3
will disappear in a few months. It h
been sold, and is to be torn down dur-
ing the summer. All the other alleg-
ed theaters on the Bowery (and tlh,gy-”
are about twenty of them) are cheaip
music halls, where decrepit comedi
and faded soubrettes appear nightly t
amuse the sailors and the stranzer
in the city. -To the last the old Boweryv,
or the Thalia, as it is now called, main-
tained its dignity. Recently 11.
given over to the production of o
viddish drama of the better kind, and
it attracted the thoughtful element of
the Eastside Ghetto.
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« “Tom people’ are getting r¢ \-J>\- for
the pike.” To the unimtl;n'ed.th;§ ams-
biguous statement means ’111{‘.»,\ but t
those in the know it vevs the
timent that the “Uncle .Tm”,": Cs
shows. are getting re ady for the 1l
tour. The sree Siberian h’.t_iw!‘:‘. mn«ds
have been he uled from t‘nv;x‘_
kennels and treated by wveterinari
for the distemper and mange, )
Elizas all over the country have bes
climbing stairs and skipping reges
get prid of surplus tissue. A fat F
rolling over floating ice and chased ‘
man-eating hounds at ten, I\\‘ent\'. ara
thirty would be a violation of the
ventions which no manager would
stand for—not for a minute. £

The biggest “IIncle Tom’s Cabhir
show in the, business is just now fitti
out for the season in Minne l".'oll.\‘, '1‘\‘
is. headquarters for the \\:‘.h:Lr:f &
Smith’s “Premier Uncle Tom’'s Cabin
Company,” and it takes two cars to
carry the hounds, Little Evas. Simon
Legrees, Topsies, tents, Snfuts, ;-.ml th
who follow the thespian h'f» and
“double in brass.” “Tom p(jopkj' zm}-.
in style. They have at _tr!eu' d!slx):r:,‘_ .
private sleeping and dining car. Whi
car is the perambulating home of hfgy-
two people, including the co!‘nreni. f-)i‘.f.\'
who wear white coats and silk tiles in
the parade, peel potatoes, and wash
dishes, show up in a cotten-pickimg
scene, act as chattels in the auction
house, weep with gusto at the death
of diminutive Ewa, and cut pigeon
wingssat the concert which follows the
big show. They also act as the “gentle-
&#vho will now ness
- make

ly -tiekst-aeklar :
‘among you” ‘and Ives
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THE AMERI(

1 .
‘Studdiford, Who Will

l)li\‘s Grace Van

‘AN PATTI.

Be Seen Again in “Red Feather” at

the Grand.

’mr:, and actorines, and all that goes to
make up the travelling village, ‘have
been in evidence. The bloocdhounds
have consistently tried to bite the leg
i of every loafer they could reach, and
1(11«' Shetland ponies have tried to kick
| the of the car. Marks came
| near meeting his finish while assisting
to feed the pups, and Miss Op
| on the car steps and made goo-gooize
i at the manager.
| All was hurry and bustlé, Seriously
speaking, the ‘Uncle Tom business has
come to be regarded as much of an
vestment as the playing of s
bonds. City people smile
play, but it takes cold cash
of it to put a big show of th?
. the read, It is a2 miniature circus the
davs, and demands the same keen bus-
iness management Treqyire in ~any
{ other line of busines
been outfiting Minneapelis this
almost spventv-five peo-
actors, can busi-
and -the and
company North
Dakota, Iowa,
Wisconsin. have

sides

eyes
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at
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World
bankers and
prominence Wall Street,
who have retired and made
money. spending their pastime, doctois
ind lawyers, amnd lights of other® pro-
fessjons, and, most numerous of all,
that horde of unemployed young
clubmen w wealth has been secur-
nheritance, and who never learn.

i value -of a dollar by>the hard
task of earning it. They are -not the
vouths who camprisé the great stand-
ing army of “Jonnies.” They are no:
censpicuous - around. the playhoufes,
You find thént in ‘the boxes of the
theaters where their special attractions
are. and if you ask the man at the
bhox office he will generally tell yon that

New
the

a
ew Yorker
The ‘New
would
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take
SaYS
'S mi

italists

oTen

ed bv

éd the

woh

kind on |

The show whiech !
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%.B“-‘i hard casl for.their seats. .
ére wuas rece ;g Ty Gn angler o syi

which the" Southern
in view of her aspira-
honors, is now

Woollen, and
beauty rejected
tions for stag

earnestily
ing repeated by wise Dan Cupid.
announced that she will leave the foot-

lights to appear beside the hearthstone. |

Her not less beautiful sister,

plans do not miscarry., a double wed-
ding will soon be celebrated.

It is just as Mr. Vanderbilt said

rwould be the case, The Woollen girls

were leaders
ciety set in

among the
Asheville, N,
Vanderbilt became much interested in
them. He ovrovided for Miss Edna
Woollen’s musical education at Bilt-
more. The sisters wished to become
|Hu1f—‘sup~;,orting and turned to the stage
{for this purrose.

Mr. Vanderbilt and his manager, Col.
| Charles McNamee, tried to ~dissuade
| them, saying that the stage was too
‘strenuous a calling for girls of their
lantecedents and that they would quick-
{1y tire of the occupation. They are
inieces of Gen. Lew Wallace, and their
‘iparems are dead, Miss Virginia Wocl-

younger so-
C., and Mr.

i len secured an engagement with ‘“The |
! | Isle of Spice’” company, and her gistzsr |

istarted with Paula
New York, in “Winsome
| Winnie'" This was a wvear agon, and
{Edna is now with “A China Doll” com-
pany in Philadelphia.
! She is to marry yvoung Guy Mallom,
(of Milwaukee, whom she met
”“w student of the Bingham
i School in Asheville, He has since grad-
juated from Yale and is prospective heir
il() a large fortune, Virginia is to marry
(‘harles Gibbons, of the “David
| Harum” company. The -picture of the
i sisters as children were awarded the
{ first prize at the World's Fair,

Edwards at the

was a

Mr. John Hare was a guest at the
Royal Academy dinner in I.ondon, and
was called upon to reply to the toast
tof the drama. Of course he did not
| miss so favorable an opportunity of
| putting in a good word ir behalf of
H\is pet  scheme, a British national
}the-ulw'. He asked permission, he said,
to make “‘one little plea on behalf of
the Cinderella of the arts—the
True, her sisters have not been either
haughty or unkind, but she still awaits
her fairy prince to take her by the
kand, to raise her from the basement
and give her the privileges enjoyed by
those more favored. In the presence
of so many distinguished members of
the Legislature I would venture to
express a hope that onf some fair
spring afternoon when, free from the

|
{
i
|
|
|
|
|

lightly turn to thoughts of love®to
love of the arts—they may help us to
the fulfillment of eur ligitimate aspir-
ations, the endowment of a national
theater—a theater which should *up-
hold the noblest traditions of the Brif-
ish stage, where the best and werthiest
dramas of British authors should Bbe
performed, ands to which a sound
schopl of gratuitous dramatic teaching
should. be attached. Such 3 institu-
tion ‘would at ence raise the ‘dignity
of the drama to the level it occupies
1 in other -great .nations of they world.
id “would lvelp -to cheek those malig-

being |
reconsidered by her. since be- |
It is|

Miss |
| Virginia, will follow suit, and if present

whie |

drama. |

graver cares of State, their minds may |

pant growths which are poisoning and
undermining our very existenee, and
making our, stage a byword and re-
poach.” 'This faith in the power of
a national theater to put an end to
all the evils that afflict the stage is
pathetic. At best it could only do
in one place what the old stock com-
pany system did in a hundred places
at once—provide experience for nov-
ices and bring out any latent genius
| by actual trial. No art was ever yet
benefited by coddling, except in the

age comes degenheration. What the
stage wants ta-day is competition, to-
gether With a little affliction to try
men’s mettle, starve the incompetents
out of the profession, and reveal the
capable players by .the process of
natural selection. Supposing Mr.Hare’s
most ardent ,ambition te be gratified,
and the British national theater es-
tablished,, who does ‘he suppose would
te at the head of it? Who would be
the teachers ‘t6 recreate the art of
acting? Young, energetic, inventive,
enthusiastic men like Mr. Benson, or
respected veterans, longing for ease
with dignity, such as Sir Squire Ban-
croft, Mr. Jonn Hare himself, or Sir
| Henry Irving. ‘It would not be long be-
I fore the institution became more of an
i asylum than a school. At any rate,
| it would only be one‘ school. Let Mr.
{Hare devote his energies to the in-
i vention of a concerted plan for the
gradual overthrow: of Trusts and the
, restoration of the old stock company
| system, and he will help to establish a
. national theater -in every city of the
i country.—New York Post,
———
A BRAIN TEST.

‘“Wanted—A stenographer. Call at —

3Sta‘te street,” was all the advertisement
;o Sarnqa,
I Margaret Roberts called. There were
-inst seven girls ahead of her and as
they sat in the little reception room and
i looked at one anether a pigeon-breasted
i man came out andihanded to each a long
sheet. of paper covered with figures. He
said gruffly to eag¢h girl: “Add them and
write. your name on the paper.”

Margaret’s heart sank. She knew she
i couldn’t add, and she might just as well
| leave at once, but three oithers were go-
'ing, and that mean man was smiling

cynically. At any rate, she wouldn't give
him the satisfaction of seeing her count
on her finger:s. §o along a column her
rencil flew, and & figure was put down.
The second column was taken in the
same way, and the third and fourth were
hardly glanced at as she put down the
figures,

The other girls stared, got nervous, for-
#ot what they were carrying and had to
begin again. .

Calmly Margaret handed her paper to
the manager and waited for him to say:
“Wrong. You may .go.”

“That’s right,”” he“said, comparing it
I with some figures on & “slip of paper in
his hand. -“Step ,into my office.”

Two minutes  ldter the manager
explaining that the stenographer
have no figuring to do, but he
used this method as a brain test.
Margaret said nothing—she simply
looked intelligent. She still has the posi-
tion, and she is firmly convinced that it
pays to make a bluff.—Chicago News.
i s —
IT WAS “CATCHING.”

The Copenhagen publish
piguant little story:
| A prominent busimess man appeared at
ilhe office of his family physician and
| communicated to him with great concern
| that his son, the joy and hope of the
 tamily, to all appearances was suffering
{ from diphtheria.

The doctor shrugged his shoulders in a
sympathetic way: **Very sorry to hear it.
No mother’s son is safe when that sneak-
1 ing disease comes around.”

**But,” continued the man, ‘‘the dear
voung lad has confessed that he caught
the aisease from the housemaid, whom
i he had kissed.”
| “Well, what in the world shall one say
i to that? Young people are very .thought-
i less,” remarked the doctor, discreetly.
| **But, don’t you see, doctor—how—to be
plain—between you and me—I have also
[ kissed the girl (the horrid thing!); per-
;hu_\'s i, too, will be down with the dis-
| ease.”

{  *‘Yes, by thunder, that is the next thing
| to expect—""

! “And 1 kiss my dear wife every morn-
|ing and evening, so we risk having
! her 4

| “Graclous goodness!” exclaimed the
{ doctor, bringing his fist down with
i emphasis, ‘“then I, too, will have it!”

| Tableau. |
|

3 was
would
always

papers this

| T T e .
| THE MAJOR’S BARGAIN.
| A well-known major has an idea that
i he can manage the affairs of the pantry
| better than his wife,

| “My dear,” said he, one dcay, ‘“that
| baker of yours is eheating you. He ought
i to give you seven of those buns for six-
I can get seven for that price.”

! pence.
the major set off for the baker's

So
! shop.
i On arriving he pointed to a pile of buns
ron the counter, and said, in his severest
| way: :

! I want seven of those buns for six-
i pence.’”’

. “But—" said the girl in attendance.
“No ‘buts’ in the matter!” roared the
{ major. *‘If you don't give me seven rn
(go elsewhere and get them.”

|  ‘““Well, sir, if you insist,” said the girl,
FPI—" N

| “I do insist,” said the major,

| So the girl counted seven bunz into a
| paper bag and gave them to the major,
| when went off home greatly elated with
|+is suecess.

| “Look what firmness can do,”’ he said
| to hig wife. “I got seven for sixpence.”
| “Yes,” said his wife, ‘“but you have
been cheated. These are ha’penny buns!”

—Spare Moments,

i e

% TO CARE FOR LAMPS.

‘-; Never touch the chimney of a lamp
| with water. A few drops of kerosene oil
will remove the smoke and dimness,
'and a rub with soft flannel or chamois
skin will result in-a clear polish.

Clean every bit of the burner with a
| rag dipped in kerosene, and polish it dry
land bright. Boil very dirty, neglected
| burners in soda and water.
| See that the outside of the lamp is dry,
| clean and perfectly frees from oil after
i being filled. FEach day rub off the burned
portion of the wick with a duster; do not
! cut the wick.
| Do not fill the lamp to the brim.

! Do net let a lamp burn after the oil
| is exhausted, or turn it dowmn. Nearly
| the same amount of oil is consumed as
{ when the flame is full, what is not burned,
| pagsing off in the form of gas, which is
iofteu smelled when entering a room
! where the lamp has been turned low.

bit of camphor the size of a hazel-
{nut put into the oil reserveir improves
the light.

s Empty and wash the reservoir every
few weeks to prevent the collection of
sediment from  the oil. -

I - Seak new. wicks in.wvinegar, and. dry
‘thoroughly before putting in the burner.

i
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days of earliest infancy. "With patron- |

LIFE TODAY IN

Johannesburg is popularly suppose d!
to be a city of gold dust. At -the
present time the adjective ‘“‘gold” had
better be deleted. Then the popular
notion will hold good. Much was said
in_Monday’s debate about the expen-
siveness of life in Johannesburgh, but a
few facts will help the reader to
realize the actual truth. The an-
nouncement that plague also had
made its appearance makes this sub-
ject of importance at the present
moment,

There are times when those corre-
spondents of London papers who live
in the capital of the Rand think it
worth while to inform the world, at a
cost of a shilling a word, that there
has been a ‘‘dust-storm” in Johannes-
burg. When a visitation of that kind
compels fame at_ an outlay of a
shilling a word it must be worth see-
ing—once—for the normal atmospheric
condition of that town is ene of dust,
So mush so, indeed, that nearly every
shop door is adorned with a variant of
this legend:

COME IN. CLOSED ON
ACOUNT OF THE DUST.

Under happier conditions, perhaps, a
generation hence, Johannesbhurg . may
cease to be a town of dust, and rise
L to its reputation as a town of gold.
The latter condition, indeed, will cer-
tainly be more quickly attained than
the former, for everything is against
such- a marvelous change. The roads
are of friable soil, which sucks in the
heaviest deluge of rain in an hour or
two, and this friable surface is con-
tinually being milled into finer and
st:ll firer atoms by the traffic w!nch
is the most conglomerate of any city
in the world. The Tickshas and the
cabs hardly count, but the heavy drays
do, and the incessant stream of ox-
wagons, with their sixteen spans ot
animals, would be enough to try the
most perfectly macadamized surface.

But these drays and wagons are by
no means the worst enemies of Johan-
nesburg’s: unmacadamized roads. The
town is the paradise of the traction
engine. The heaviest and most un-
wieldy type of that road-destroyer
runs riot in the streets of Johannes-
burg, and it is generally dragging
in its train a full half dozen massjve
goods-trucks, laden to repletion: with
such inconsiderable items as bricks or
iron girders. A crucial test, this, for
the most substantial highway in the
world. It is fatal where the road sur-
face, as in Johannesburg, is crmmblec
into dust as easily as a "*womal
crushes a piece of salt in a bread-pai.

As an Englishman’s life radiates
from his home, a word or two may b
devoted to the house in Johannesbursg.
They vary, of course, as in every othei
town of the British Empire. Johannes-
burg has its East End and its West
End. In the West End, the distric:
north of and including most of Wol
marans street—Parktown, in short—
there are homes which might safely
challenge comparison with the mos:
comfortable and best-appointed abode:
in England, They are the homes, of
course, of the mining magnates, th:
much-talked-of millionaires of the
Rand. These mansions, with thei
well-kept grounds, their brightly-
colored gardens, are often, both inside
and out, restful pictures for the eye
jaded with gazing on hideous head-
gears and unlovely tailing-heaps.

That there is an East End in Johan-
nesburg, and that there the homes are
squalid and miserable, is more a dis
grace to the Rand than it is a disgrace
to London that there is a Whitechape
in the Metropolis of England. Sucl
contrasts of poverty and plenty are in-
evitable everywhere. But what has to
be said in favor of Johannesburg i
that a big scheme is now in process 0i
evolution by which the homes of the
poorer classes will be made such i
structure and environment that the}
will compare favorably with the 'bes:
in any town at home, In the mean-
time, the homes of the poorer classe:
on the Rand can only be described a.
wretched tin hovels, in which it mus:
be impossible to observe the mos
elementary decencies of civilized life
Before life in Johannesburg can be en-

joyvable fo the man who has lived most
of his years at home there will be need-
ed a radical revolution in the food supply |
of the town. What the Rand would do |
at the present time without tinned pro-
ducts it is impossible to say. And who |
would have the termidity to pose as al
champion of foodstuffs which call for

It would not be quite fair to Floyd
to say that she had rehearsed the |
scene, but certainly she had planned |

it very carefully beforehand. It is!
‘even possible that she had a fine]
sense of its dramatic possibilities, for
a woman  can indulge her theatrical |
instincts when-her heart is breaking.
Moreover, she did not mean him to
know that she cared. But even if it
were quite' true that he had &eused
to love her, she had fancied at in |
the moment of losing her he would |
care, And this was the crucial|
moment, when she held out to him the
ring—the ring whose sweet signifi-
cance she had hidden from her
friends, that the secret of their love
might lie between her heart and his.

He .took the little symbol quietly.
His face was white, but that was
from anger, she thought.

“You are sure you know what you
are saying, Floyd?” he asked, quietly.

“] quite understand,” she said, the
fingers of her pride gripping the sobs
in her throat. “And 1 am not blaming
vou in the least. You would not he
the artist you are if you did not love
beauty, And if you should marry a
woman who was not beautifui, it
would not be your failt if you repent-
ed it. But it would be your fault —
and hers — if you married her. We
will not make that mistake, you and

“I had thought,” he retorted sharp-
ly, “that you were above being jeal-
ous of another woman’s face.’’ Theve
was a disappointment in his voice
that hurt her, even while she tlushea
angrily under the insult.

“You may call it that if you like,”
she relied. “It is not because you have
painted her portrait. I am above be-
ing jealous of your models; but I am
tired of hearing you praise her — that
is all; tired of seeing you look at her
from the mement she enters a room
until she leaves it; tired of sitting by
while you sketch her, and being asked
to admire her eyelashes and the curve
of her .chin. T am tired of all this I
who am not a beauty, who can in no
way appeal to your artistic instinets.” §

“I did not want you for a model,” he
began.

“No, you have shown me that often
enough.”

“And I have told vou that I am not
at all in love with Miss Erwin, and
that I am very much in love with you.
But can’t promise that when I marry
yvou I shall close my eyes.thenceforth
to beauty in women. I shall always
admire a pretty woman.”

I know that.”. she.sajd aunigtly, “and
that is why a'y"oar model” would be al-

l'opinion of the Co

' sell,
pard, he greeted her warmly, and ask- | ly.

warn portfalio jn, his hand,

JOHANNESBURG

By H. C. Shelley, in ¥he Westminster Budget.

stern.n'nielelnisleluininlnieinlnly
the services of the tin opener? There
are occasions wheu Lunea 10ous are aot
only wierauvie buu  actuuily  rehsaable;
anq there ate vadelive an >ach comuanova-
lues wiuch are toe iuXuiles ve e iVIch
rather lnan the ueCessalies 0L lue poor;
LUL Whal nealnny appeite can woncelive
a4 more tertibie faie than o have w
rely 1or 1w satissactuon upun ana un-
broken anud aunostl unvarlied coulte Of
viands wulch reacn 1t whroygh tne tin-
ned medium? Ailter a tume lne label on
Lhe oulsiue 1S consignead o tue luwu oL
ouler vap.oaed luyuwns. Nu ludtlter wilat
Wie nDatue o tae outsiue Ay ve, all
the couenls appear Lo uave he same
nu-tlavor. 10> .5 ONE Duiued Vs hie
Junaulesburg., .

rrozen wucad i, of course, plentiful in
Jonannesbusg; 1s iy  voewp, wue o
must vidscls poSsesses the other quality
a well. 1t s probaply aue 0 Jack .
sKiil in the wwawing process that sonan-
nespurg. 11rozeu Immeat i1s edher so waohy
uevoila vt Navor or as 80 hwerally endowed
with @ navor which 1s 1awal w0 tne most
heaithy appetite. 10 15 & wetuin deaciny
supsCriPed 10 by Imost experienced. tras
veders tout 1 no town iR e woria aoes
the gay s menu cost s0 much aaa give
1€5S Va.ue 1n regurn 1or the cost wnan in
Juhanuesourg. FkEruits and vegetabies,
juaging 1irom the picturesque appearance
0l the overloaued basKels Caried round
the Luwihl Dy COOueS, appedr L be plenl-
1ul ana o1 irrepiouachawvie quality. But
they are oniy anoiher :aa iliustration
ot the lact that things are not what they
seem. Vegetables and 1rults alike share
in that curious no-tavor which 1s com-
mon 10 ail other viands of South Atrica.

Johannesburg is a cily Oof spacious ais-
tances. lminense open sSquures are a
common teature; the streets have a puble
wiath; ana the ecutire pianning oi the
town and 1ts -uburbs has been, carried
out with a lavish disregara of sSace,
All this means an extra tax on his purse
for the transit of his body. For pedes-
mamsm 1s not conspiciously execcised
in Johannesburg. ¥Yor one thing, the el-
evation of the towp makes much walk-
ing practicaily impos:ible; for another,
the roads and sidepaths are S0
undulaung, S0 bestrewn with ex-
crescences, Su  bewilderingly rich in
varied evevations, that a walk ot halr
a mile in Juhannésburg entails greater
physical discomiort and exhaustion than
4 walk ot two miles in an ordinary town
would create.

Hence the Johannesburger is a liberal
patron o1 public conveyances. Of these
be has a great variety—ail dear and
most ' of them uncomfortable, The cheap.
est substitute for walking is the ricksha,
with its minimum fare of sixpence a
mite. 1ne tramcears of Johannesburg are
uncomtortable and dear and dirty; the
cabs are always the second, irequently
the third, and sometimes the first. The
typical cab of Johannesburg is a vehicie
of the victoria type, and its only pro-
tection against the torrential rains which
so 1requent,y descend in the summer
consists or a huge waterproof cheet
stretched ovover ine gap between the
hood and the driver’s seaf 'This some-
times keeps out the rain, and always
shuts in the passenger as L‘ff(‘(“lll(llly as
though he were taking a trip 1n the
criminal's black omnibu:. The cabman’s
tare in Johannausburg is regulated by the
clock. Atter 7 p. m. he can—and, oI
course, does -ciaim a fare and a half;
after midnight he demands double tare,
or as much more az the paucity of ve-
hicles warrants him in extorting. All
this spells extra addition to the expenses
of one's theater-going.

And theater-going is the chief amuse-
ment of Johannesburg. No matter how
hard the times, a company can always
count upon a tull house most nights of
the week. And this is not because seats
in the theater are cheap. The prices,
on the average, rule higher than in the
best theaters of London. Stalls are al-
ways half a guinea, and there_ is noth-
ing answering to the London pit :

Apart from the theaters, the Juh:'xlnnus-
burger can always count upon a nlb'erul
supply of pleazant timetkmmg 1.un0uons
being provided at Wanderer’s Hall,
where fancy-dress balls are frequent and
copcerts common. In the grounds at-
tached to the hall, cricket and base-
ball matches, tennis tournaments, shows,
and other outdcor amusements give con-
stant relief to the stress of life on the
Rand. Nor should it be forgotten that
the lover of horseflesh can generally de-
pend upon a good meeting about twice
2 month on the picturesque
Turffontein.
adequate are the resources
whose recreative tastes lie in
direction of reading. It is true that
there is a public library, of sorts, and
that the town appears to be well st()c)(‘—
ad with bookseller:’ shops. But an ef-
‘ort to compile a hundred-best-books
library would be worse than a lal_wr of
Hercules. To some extent this is the
fault of our publishers at home. l\'ius}
of them have their “Colonial Libraries
nowadays, but that they hold a poor
y lonial’s mental appetite
their issuing
guch

Less of

those

ig shown by the rareness of
in those librarices any \'U]l‘lln'(*.\‘ =ave
as retail the lightest of fiction.

c INSTINC
GEORG/E.

ways happier than your wife.”

Lespard reached for his hat.
are impossible, Floyd,” he said
patiently. “Tomorrow l'}l come
again. By that time you Wi
more clearly.”

“That will be quite useless,” she re-
turned. “I would rather you did not
come again. And perhaps”—Floyd had
and her ideas of the process Werd
largely traditional “perhaps you
will be good enough to send me back
the—the letters I have sent you?”

Something that might have been

“You
in-
ur

laugh in Lespard’s eyes was drowned |

in apprehensive pity. ; !
“My dear girl,”” he said a;-ologet‘x(*-
ally, “you know what sort of a fel-

11 see things |

Wise Ways of Women.

No “ prizes” offered with common
soaps will long tempt the wise wo=
man to use common soaps. The
wise woman soon sees she has to
pay dearly for ¢ prizes” in the low
quality of soap, in the damage coms
mcn soaps do her clothes and her
hands. The wise woman considers
her health—so soon ruined if she
were to continue breathing the
steam of adulterated common soaps.
The wise woman recognizes the .
differeuce between such soaps and
Sunlight Soap—Octagon Bar. 218

sketches?” he
ly Lesvard’s.

"'i‘hey're most-
it a romnt. to
lose mine.”

He went away laughing. Floyd
opened the portfolio, turning the pages
of impressionistic daubs" listlessly.
And then a thin sheet of paper flut-
tered out. She picked it up and look-
ed at it hungrily, pitifully, for the line
at the top was' in Lespard's hand-
writing, and she read it through a
mist of tenderness.

“My dear mother,”
stopped abruptly. The rest of the
sheet was covered with sketches
pen and ink sketches — sketches of—

Floyd gave a half articulate little
sob of rapturous assurance. “They’'re
me!” she whispered ungrammatically.
“Me, all of them!”

A face shadowed. by a drooping
Gainsbotough, a face tipped .upward
to the light, a face in profile, with the
loose hair faliing about it, a face half
finished, only the eyes distinct — and
all the faces here,

“My dear mother’—and then at the
name of the woman he had loved first
he had fallen to dreaming of the wo-
man he loved most. After all, he had
been the lover of tradition, seeing his
sweetheart’s face in her absence, and
seeing it beautiful through his love.

What was that portrait on the easel
to these half-finished sketches? He
had painted that because the woman
was fair and he could sell her face,
He had drawn these because the face
was in his heart and he loved it.

Ruseell, strolling back to her corner,
looked down into radiantly uplifted
eyes. “You like the sketches?” he ask-
ed. And then he lifted the paper and
laughed at her. “Oh, woman, woman!
Thy name is unchangel!” he sighed
despairingly.

Floyd flushed guiltily. “I am afraid”

she began, and then she laid her
hand on his, with the trust some men
inspire in women. I fancv you know
why 1 liked that page so well ' she
said shyly. .

“I have guessed,” he answered.
“One could not live long with Lespard
and not gvecss.”

Floyd colored again with happiness
at the revelation in his speech.

“He has made me prettier than I
am,” she said, not so irrelevantly as
it sounded.

Russell studied her face for a mo-
ment. I vould trust his memory, if I
were you, I think,” he said: and he
drew another sheet from the portfolio,

Floyd gasped as she looked at it., It
was a water color drawing of herself,
and she remembered the night she had
worn that gown of vielet and gray. It
was the night Russell had introduced
her to Lespard. He had remembered
her, then, as she came into his life
that night.

“Yes,” TIloyd decided critically. “It
is almrost beautiful. And he has han-
dled the nose so skillfully. It is such
a tender smudge!” In her happiness,
she was able to seé the humor of it,

She sat in the corner a long time
watching I.espard across the rcom
with a rhapsody in her eyes.

As the crowd thinned she made her
penitent. way to him.

“Are vou going?” he
the smile fading from the face that
had been turned upon Miss Erwin at
his‘side. But Floyd’s smile did not fal-
ter

asked.
I mak®

it ran, and then

asked coolly,
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low I am. It really never occurred to

me—I was seeing you every day, you
kKnow—to save your letters.”

{

{

The next day, when Floyd met Rus- !

who shared
ed her if she was on her way to the
fete—the studio fete she had helped
T espard to plan, and which she was
trying to forget.
the “Lady in Blue,” who was to
unveiled, When she told Russell
was not going to the studio, he gently
chided her with his honest. critical

eves, as well as with his voice, in alat the face.
| New

wav that magde Flovd hesitate.

With a woman’s grasp of detnils in
the face of a crisis, she reviewed the
fact that her gown was appronriate
for the occasion, and that her last
covert glance into a plate glass win-
dow had been not unsatisfactory. And
if Russell susvected. he might fancy
she was afraid — afraid of Miss FEr-
win! She turned the next corner with
him.

a studio with Les- | .

It was in honor ”f‘m‘:iy.
be |
she |

|

| effeet,

“T was entertaining a belief in 2|

headache,” she told him confidentially. comylaining bitterly

“But for your sake, Mr. Ruscel'”—
“For my sake,” he said gratefully;
and they went together.
Lesnard shook hands with her grave-

lv. His cold, dignified reproach arave-,

v frightened her, and she felt very

emall and loet in the thronged stndio, |

filled with technical criticisms and low

it the “Lady in Blue” was sunrewme.
The picture, the mnainted prond face.
with its insolent knowledze of itself

{ faced the mode! across the ronm, and

Flovd looked from one ®ile to the
o*her, »and hated hoth fiercelv.

“My head is so bad!” she told him.
Her voice shook niteonsly,

“I am sorry.” he said gentlv. “Per-
bans if vou sit here guietly it will he
better. The recoms are overcrowded.”

He came back presentlv with a well-

“Would you like to look at these

{1aurhter. She was onlv one of the rest.  thero,

|

|

| other
{ where

“Yes, it is late, and T have not con-

course of gratulated you. I'll do that tonight, if

you co.nme un. You will come, won't

{ you? 1 shall be waiting.”

“I will come,” he said kindly, and
one bestows a favor upon
a child who has been naughty and re-
rented.
"l‘h;n night
as he came
“I began

3

Lespard hailed
into the room.

a letter to my mother the
day,” he said. “Do you Kknow

T lail it? I've forgotten how
much I'd written, but I want to finish
it and post it on my way to Floyd’s.
Oh, here it is in yvour pertfolio. Why,
what, who-say, who did this? It's
Floyd!”

“You
a little.
noon.”

He bore Lespard’s stare heroically.

“Well—that was skillful of you, old
man,” Lespard said at length. ‘“‘Poor
little thing, she was jealous of Miss
Erwin. So this is the explanation of
the tiuce!”

“That and this,” Russell said short-
ly. He set his mouth hard as he laid
the water color before his friend who
regarded it critically.

“By Jove, old man, that's good!” he
said. “That’'s a fine color scheme, T
never saw her wear that dress.”

“Yes, you did — the night you first
met her: and, you remembered it and
painted it. You see, I have to recall all
this so that you can discuss the mat-
ter intelligently tonight.”

Lespard was silent for wlong time.
At last he laid the picture gently
down. “And she didn’t notice the name
tlm the cover?” he asked most tender-

“No,” replied Russell quietly. *“‘She
didn’t look for the name con the cover.’”

Lespard came back after he had left
the room, and put a tiny sketch book
in his pocket,

“l didn’t know the<e things pleased

womarn,” he explained apologetical-

“You understand better than L.”
“I didn’t do it to please a. woman.”
Russell answered slowly. He was sta;'-
ing down at the study in violet and

Russel”

did it,” Russell said flinching
““And she found it this after-

“I know.” T.espard said hurriedly.
“Tt was only that she happened to af)o
peal to your artistic instinet.”

“Yes,” Rus<ell agreed, smiling now
“That .was it, perhaps.”—
York News, RET
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¥ f GOOD FOR MAN AND —
}\ot only is Dr. Thomas’ Eolect}fi}(‘?AOS{!r'of
incomparable value in the houséhold, but
the farmer and stockman wHl find it
verv serviceable in tha farmvard and on
']}P cattle ranee, often saving the ser-
vicez of a veterinary surgeon. In in-
liries to stock, and in cases of cough
and pains. it can be used with good

Citizens

of Manchester, England, are

and writing to the
begause the conducters on the
tram cars ‘‘squeeze twenty persons into
seats  constructed for eighteen,” and
wore still, “allow some people to stand
up."”
MILD IN THEIR ACTION.—Parme-
lee’s Vegetable Pills are very mild in°®
their action. They do not cause griping
in the stomach or cause disturbances
as so many pills do. Therefore,
the most delicate can take them without
fear of unpleasant results. They can. too
be administered to children without im-
posing the penalties which follow the
use of pills not so carefuly prepared.
—_————
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Notice.

Feather Pillows and Mat leane.
and sterilized. New Featmn(c‘)‘w:nl:
art tickings, and Cushions, Hair Mat.
tresses, Wool Mattresses, Spring Red.
Iron and Brass Badsteads, Featheve sn'd
by the pound at Hunt & “Sons' Tanthor
Pillow and Mattress Manu‘a: tyrors 753
Richmond street north. Telepbone 997.




