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Ads Rehan bas just returned to New

York sfter a summer in Europe. :
In Miss Viola Allen’s compsty for this

season there sre over 70 people.

Anna Held now dons & boy’s costume in
the third act ot The Little Duchbess at the
Casino. She also has a new song, Pretty
Molly Shannon.

Marie Wainwright is a specielly engaged
actress of the unfaithful wile of East
Lynue, in revival to be made bya low
price New York city stock company.

On his return to Eogland, Sir Henry.
Irving will revive Faust as snrounced,after
which he will meke a provincial tour, and
then revive Becker at the London Liyceum.

The condition of Blanche Bates, who is
ill with typhoid fever at Grace hospital,
Detroit, is reported as much. improved.
Miss Bates hopes to resume Yer profession

al work about Christmas. :
Robert Drouet, who has been playirg

the leading role in The Last Appeal, has
becn engaged as leading man for Mary
Mannering in Janice Meredith, (he posi-
tion be filled with success last sesson.

Mis. Leslie Carter will begin rehearsals
in & few days for Du Barry, the new play
which David Belasco bas written for her
and in which the will sppear this season
under bis management.

A coffin containing the remsios ol
Charles Cogblan was [found at Virginia
Beach, nesr Galyeston, Tex, last week.
The body had been placed in & receiving
vault at Galveston and was washed awsy in
the great storm that visited that city.

On Dec. 3, Arrie Rueeel who is appear
ing at the Lyceum Theatro, New York, in
A Royal Family, will be seenina new
play, written expressly for her by Clyde
Flitch, and entitled The Maid and the
Judge. It is promised that Mrs. Gilbert
who is now ill, will appear in the cast.

The Londom fog plsyed havoc with the
theatrical business last week. Oa Mon-
day every London house was playing to
£100 below its normal business, and every-
where the sttendance were woefully atten—
usted. Many yesrs bsve elapsed since
siress of weather compelled the closing oi
theatres. But the Prince of Wales, the
Criterion and the Garrick_ closed on very

foggy nights.

A statue to Sir Artbur Sullivan is to be
placed in one of the eisles of St. Pal{l’a
cathedral, and not in the crypt, as was orig
inally suggested. Sir Arthur will be the
first composer thus horored, although there
are tablets or inscriptions in memory of
two or three musicians in the crypt. Sir
Arthur's last compoeition, an English Te
Deum, yet unheard in public, was written

for St. Paul’s.

The initial performance of the new sym-
phonic song cycle, The Trend of Time,
words by William H. Gardner, of Boston,
and mueic by, Harry Girard, of New York
will be given early in the month of De-
cember iu New York City with Victor
Harris as conductor, and the following
singers: Mrs. Seabury Ford, soprano;
Miss Marguerite Hall, contralto ; McKen-
szie Gordon, temor; and Harry Girard,
baritone,

F. C. Whitney’s] producticu of Dolly
Varden with Lulu Glaser as the star, op-
ened at Robertson’s to one of the largest
audience of the season and made an nst-
antanous success. Miss Glaser) was as
charming as ever and was accorded excel-
lent support by Vsn Rensselaer Wheel.er,
Ritckie Ling, Mark Smith, Tom Daniel,
Estelle Wentworth, Ada Palmer Walker,

and Amelia Fields,

& Te Apollo club of New, York, of whicha
William R. Chapman is director, enter
upon its tenth season with the promise of
greater mueical;success than it has ever
before enjoyed. The grand bali room of
the Waldorf Astoria has been engaged for
three public concerts on the Thursday
evenings, Dec 5, 1901, Feb. 20, and
April 10, 1902. In addition to three pul.:-
lic concerts there will be given three priv
ate musicales in the Myrtle Room of the
Waldorf Astoria, the first to take place
Thuredsy evenirg, January 9; ths other
two will be announced later.

LIFE A BURDEN.

THE CONDITION OF TiR. GARDI1-
NER, SMITH’S FALLS,

o
He Epent Miserable Days acd *leeplees Nigbt?®
~Hands, Feet and Liombs Stift and

Swollen,
From the Record, Smith’s Falle, Ont.
_**There is a wonderful talk about Dz-
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Williams’ Pink Pills, why don’t you try
bem P?

These words were addreeecd to Mr
Andrew Gardiner, of Smith's Falle, by a

friend when he was in the depths of
despondency regardiug his physicsl
conditica. For three years he had euff :r-

¢d s0 much that life had" become a burden
to bim and oltentimes he says, he slmost
wished that he might die. Then he spent
miserable days and sleepless nights, now
Le is exjoying life. Then biy fcet, bands
and limbs were st ff and swollen and he was
tormented with a constant stinging, creepy
sensation in bis body which gave him no
rest day or night ; now he is as supple as
ever he wae, with the stiffoess, the swelling
and the creepy sensation all gone. He at-
tributes it all to the use of Dr. Williams
LCink Pills.

Mr. Gardiner is a man of about 65 yeare,
anold and highly reepected rerident of
Smith* Falls. Havirg heard a good deal
of talk about the improvemwent effected in
his bealth by Dr. Williams' Pipk Pille the
Record semt a reporter to L&thin the ex-
act truth and Mr. Gardier told him sub-
stantially what is related ghove. He said
that be tried a number of ddctors—as good
doctors as there were in the country—but
got no ieliet. He was given to under-
stand that the trouble was caused by bad
ciccula'ion of the blood, but nothing did
him suy good. He cvuld not wear boots
hie feet were so-swollen and when be tried
to walk, his legs fclt like sticks., Finally
he was induced to give D, Williams' Pirk
Pills a trial. Ho took s.x boxes, ho said,
but did not see thit he was much better.

Ho deftermired to quit taking them
but was persuacded to continue
them for a little while lon-
ger. When he had taken ten boxes he

was greatly improved end when he had
taken twelve bexes he was g0 well that he
did not need any more. It is several
wonths since he has taken them and he has
bad no return of the trouble. When the
reporier saw him he was wearing his or-
dinary boots and he said he could get into
end out of a buggy as well as any man of
his years in the country.

Dr. Williams' Pink Pills are the friend
of the weak and ailng. +hey surpass all
other medicines in their tonic, sirengthen-
ing quslities, and make werk and derpon-
dent people bright, active and healthy
These pills ere sold by deelers in medi.
cine, or can be had post paid, at 50 cents
per box, or eix hoxes for $2.50. by ad-
dressing the Dr. Williams® Medicine Co.,
Brockville Oat,

Yale,

The celebration which lste'y made New
Haven the centre of interest for the whole
country was a fi'ting culminating of the
two hundred yeare of faithful and fruitful
service which Yale University has
rendered te the cause of religion, learning
and democracy.

The importance of the event is suffi ient
ly indicated by the notable guests who
honored the occasion with their presence—
the President of the United States and
members of his Cabinet and of the
Supreme Court ; professors from the lead
ing iostitutions of learning in Europe;
representatives from Russia, frem Japan;
delegates from other colleges of America ;
leaders of the bar and the church ; men, in
short, who staud tor progrees and achieve-
ment io a bundred widely separated fields.
Their presence was a ooerhngif eit ot ¢
work which ¢very great univermty does,
but in particular ot the principles for which
Ysle stands and the fidelity with which she
has clung to thea.

Oi there the greatest, as Mr. Justice
Brewer said, is the purpose declered in
the charter, to train young men for public
employment both in church #nd in civil
state ; a purpose which made Yale the first
educational inetitution in the world to make
the public service and dominant purpose
of the sducsational work.

Does not this avowed and sustained pur-
pose cxpiain the dcmocratic spint with
whbich the name of Yale has been associat-
ed? What better lesson can a coilege
teach than this, that the cffort to promote
ke interests of all the people is beth the
beginning 'and tte end of real democracy.

You will bave to be identified before I
can caeh that check® rsid the bank eashier
to the man who was uniemiliar with the
precautions of banke.

Oh, well, go ahead, then, answered the
men with the check, in diegnet. ‘I don‘t
recken it burts evy more (Len bein‘ vac
cinated does 1t P

Mrs, Neersite—Raelly now, for Mrs.
Nooritch that‘s quite a plain bonmet. I
especially admire that modest little rosette
of green ribbons.

Mrs Sharpe—They‘re not green rib
bons my dear. merely a modert little

bance of ten dollar bills.

Continved From Page Two.

some monthe batore, and the lockemith,

knowing that my silver had been taken
there, gave the duplicate over to the gen-
tleman, with the agrcement that ha should
do the business, and, o! course, share the
prefi's, * But tne gentlem:n prelarred to
keep the whole, and the locksmith saw no
more of him. The firat thing he heard of
it was that my things had been returned to
mo, & fact that puzzled bim as much as it
didus. However, he pretends to know
that the gdntieman is at prevent in Eng
land, and as be is wanted for something
that took place before that particular theft,
the police are already keen on his track.
My hsnd: fall down st my sides, and
cousin Maria‘s letter fluttered to the
ground, while I stared through the window
at the bare wintry scene, and gray, snow
ladon sky, with eyes that saw neither one
nor the other.

The months had gone by so smoothly
and plessantly ; my friendship with Mark
Dering bad grown to be a part of my life,
and only now and then would the memory
of that dark might‘s discovery cross my
mjnd like the shadow of a hali forgotton
dream.

Now it flaizhed on me once more with all
its vivid ugliness and with a shsrper sting.
‘Sometbing that took place before that
particulay thelt,’ the letter had said.

So it was not the first time,I thought with

a keen stab of ciipppointment ; but it was
the last, 1 reme.&td dizcetly’ atter, and
tools what comfort I could from that.
q d the letter again carciully, asd
then, siter a little consideration, Isput on
my bat and thick cloak and west out. I
must see Mark at once, 1 told myeelf, as I
turued in at the Avonsmere lodgegg, end
made my way to the shrubbery in hope
ol meeting him.

Mark had gone to ".ondon somé days
betore, but, [ was told,bad come home lsat
night, so I walked about, net having cour—
ege to go boldly up to the houseand ask
for bim until the deep clang of the luncheon
gong to'd me ‘it was Useless to wait any
iorger, and 1 mght ss well go bome.

*Elfrid, my dear, how late you are;
where hsve you been on this wretched
morning P you look tired out,‘said my
mother, as I sat down belated at the lan-
cheon table.

‘I went tor 8 walk and forgot to notice
the time,* 1 answered, ‘I am sorry you
waited.’

‘Ohb, it does not matter, of course, my
dear ; only, you bad better go and rest as
toon a¢ you bave finished ; you know we
have several calls to make today.’

But in my state of feverish unrest,I could
not face the prospect of two or three hours
of polite small talk, so pleaded a head-
sche, which was at least no fiction, and
begged to siay at home.

I.~ave was given under protest, and I
curled myselt up on the 1ug before the
drawing room fire, hoping that some kind
spirit would move Mark Dering to pay us
& call this atternoon.

For once my wish was granted, and just
when the grey wintry light was beginning
to {ade, the squire came ipn; but now, with
8o much to say, I grew suddenly wordless
and awkward, and shook hands with him
almost in silence.

‘I only got home last night,” he began,
but 1 wanted to see you so badly,that 1 am
afraid I should have outraged convention-
ality by calling this morning, had not law-
yer Bent come over to see me on business.
I bave only just got rid of him.’

Full of my own news, I did not answer.
I hardly noticed what he said, and I
tbought he looked at me a little
euquiringly as he sat down in & big chair
near the fire.

*Mother is out,” I said at last; but I was
hoping so rauch that you would come to-
day. I want to—to tell you something.

“That is a coincidence, he remarked,
fcp Itoo bad scmething to tell you; but it
will wait; we will bear your news first,
please.

I took my couisn‘s letter from my peck-
et and requested him to read it.

He bent forward to get light from the fire
on the paper, and I thought his face grew
a little flushed &s he reac ;but he said noth-
ing until ke had got to the e~d, tolded thg
letter mechanically, and givenit back
to me.

Then be sat quite still and stared into
the fire with thoughtful, half-shut eyes and
an odd look on his face that I could not
fathom.

‘Thank you, he said at last, it was good
of you to show ma the letterr May 1 ask
what you advise me to do about it ?

His coolness jarred and irritated me,
and I sprang up irom my stool with an im-
patient gesture.

‘You cannot have read the letter through
I eaid, or you would see that it is not an
affair to make light of.

I am not making light of it, he answer-
¢ed. I think I understand the situation as
well as you do; but I ask you again what
you wish me to do ?

‘Oh, what can you do ? I cried desper
ately. ‘There is only one thiug you must
leave England at once.’

Mark did not speak for a moment; he
leaned forward, took up the poker, buried
it deep in the heart of & burning log, and
thoughtfully watched the myriad spsrks
that sprung up in consc querce.

‘So I am to go away and escape justice,
he raid, in a cool, irritating voice. ‘I sup
pose you know that you are proposing to
make yourseif accessory after the fact, or
something equslly dreadful P Do you think
it is quite right of you P

‘Ol course 1t-is not right,* I answered
hotly. ‘Whoever pretended that it wasP
I suppose.sn honoratly high minded girl
would not have told you—
would have let things take
their course ; well, I am not high minded
or honourable, and I tell you to go.’

*Do you think it is so easy to go away—
cow ?

The words came a little huskily, and
Mark's face bad grown suddenly softer,
end my impatience merged into pity.

‘O, I know it‘s not easy,’ I said, ‘It
is—it is—expiation, and that must always

we bard. And I know what it will ba to
leave Avonsmere, now that you h v
grown to love it; but it need not be io

somewhbreé-- let us say for a year, uatil
this—this affair is forgotton’

A queér balf smile had flitted over
Mark's face when I began to speak, but it
passed instandly, and he grew grave agria

‘Yes; I could do that easily,’ he said, ‘it
ft were only Avonsmere.*

*You must I' I insisted. ‘There is no
other way out of it !’

‘I suppose there is not,* he said. ‘But
even knowing that, I can only agree to go
on one condition.*

‘What condition P’ I asked; aud there
was just 8 moment‘s hesitation before he
soewered—

‘That you come with me.’

I smothered a little cry of amazament,
and stared at him, breathless; he seemed
to read me closely for a moment, then got
up and crossai over to where I stood at
the opposite side of the hearth.

‘Do you think me quite mad for daring
to say it P he asked. ‘Remember, Elfrid,
it will be exile to ma‘ and the thought that
I deserve it won‘t make it any easier to
bear ; in fact, I would almost as soon put
up with—the other alternative. Don't you
understand, dear ? I love you, audacious
as it sounds, snd I want you for my wife.’
Mark‘s voice sounded far away and soft
beside the loud beating of my beart ; his
figure had grown dim and misty in the
ruddy firelight, and I conld find no words
{0 answer.
‘Am I quite too presumptuous, dear P’
be asked again. ‘I love you so much;
don’t you think you could lorgive the past,
and lova me a little in return ¥
It was unheard of ;of course,he had no right
to ask it, and I was mad to dream of such
a thing. I quite knewall the wise thinge
my friends would have ssid, if they had
known and yet alter one short moment’s
heaitation, went up to Mark and put my
hends in bis that were held out to me.
‘You don’t deserve it, of course, I said
and I suppose it is very wrong; but the
ast is past, and if it will make you bappy,
Khrk, will go with you. :
The last werde were faint and smother-
ed as Msrk’s arm closed tightly round me,
and our lips met.
Are you not afraid, dear P he asked
prezently holding me a little sway irom him
while be looked searchingly in my {ace.
Just thivk once more of what [ am.
‘Oh, don‘t ! I pleaded. I don‘t want to
think of it sgain—all that is done with—
and I am not afraid.
You are brave, my Elfrid. How am I to
thank you ? But you are right, dear; the
past is over, and [ hope never to do any-
thing quite so bad sgain. e
There was an odd tremor in his voice as
he drew me back to him, and looking up
in his face, I caught the suspicion of a sup-
psessed smile. ; ; .
‘I am so happy,’ he said, as if to explain
it; but I broke in with an impitient re
proach —
‘Hsppy, Mark ? How can you be w0
thoughtiess, when every hour is dangerowus
How soon can you—we—get away P*

Mark looked at me in & cool, quizzical

way that puzzled me sorely ; and said mus

ingly— A
iet me see : & week to settle some buri-
ness I have on hand and leave tbings in or-
der here, and another to devote to the wed
ding preparations that is a fortnight. The
dressmskers will probably demand a
month, at least, but perhaps they can
be  induced to hurry; and—
yes, dear, with good luck I think we may
say we will start on our honeymoon in a
tortnight.’
‘Mark, are you mad? What do you
mean P’ I gasped ; but he closed my lips
with his, and then threw his head back,
and lsughed as [ had never heard him

laugh betore.
‘{ mean,” he said, as soon as he could

lovg. . Surely y w could go to Americs, or |

3
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deal to Friesich, and renewad scquaintance
with several bad characters there, [ went
bome shortly before your visit, and soon
found that Fritz was likely to give me a
fresh trouble. My dear KElirid, what is
the matter?’

My face wss buried in a sofa-cushion,
and I was choking with remorseiul tears.

‘I know it all now, I sobbed. ‘Fritz was
the thief, and I dared to think-—ao0, don't
touch me, I don't deserve your love, and I
shall never forgive myself.

‘Bat you forgave me a worse crime, ard
—and I hope ['m not unreasonable, Elfrid ;
but I should dearly like to throw that sofa-
cushion ou: of ths window.’

‘Go on with your story.” I said sevarely,

sitting up straight and dignified ; and after
a moment he continued—
‘Neither Madame Dussel nor I had sus-
pected thst Fritz was concerned in the
Friesich robbery. He had been home the
day betore your adventure, had hidden the
silver, as yousaw, until he could decide
how to deal with i*, and left early the next
morning.

‘I rode over from a neighbouring town
that aiternoon inthe rain, and got myselt
pretty wet, so put on the first dry coat I
came across, which happened to be the one
that Fri'z had borrowed the night before
For the rest, we are about the same beigh®
and colour, and sufficiciently alike to bt
easily mistaken one tor the other. a

‘Your story was the first [ had heard of
the effair; but I saw at once what must
have bappened, and was thankiul enough
to be able to rectily it. I kept all this from
you and begged your silence, because—
woll, because be was Fritz and Madame
Dassel’s som, though it was alittle bard not
to speak when I tound out whom you sus-
pacted.’

(}How you must bave hated me ! I exclaim
e .

‘I believe I did for a momsant’ he said
candidly. ‘Buat I told myselt we should
never meet again, and it couldn’t matter so
very much what yon thouzlit.

‘And afterwards? [ insinuated.
‘Afterwards I lsarned to love you, and
coulde’t resist the temptation to see if I
could not win you in spite of what you be-
lieved—it you could iove with the love that
forgives all’

‘I can never forgive myself,” I said
again, ‘for baving once thought you a—'
I could not say the word, but bid my
shamed face in my hands.

Can’t you, dear?’ said Mark. ‘And yet
1t is a thing I snall bs proud of all my life.
I pever had much opinion of the love that
depends on believing the dear one to be
perfection. The best love is that which sees
and kuows all the faults, and loves in spite
of them. But I hiven‘t qu'te fiaished my
story. Last week [ had a letter trom Fri'z,
who was in London, and intended comin
bere to see me ; but he had fallen ill, nug
atk3yd me to go to him inttead I tound
him in a high fever, and in spite of all the
help I got, he died three dsys ago. I got
bome as quickly as I could, mesning to
explain all to you at once, but you—'

‘Yes, yes !'I interrupted ; ,but do tell me
about poor Madamas Dassel. What will
you do

‘I have written to her, of course,’ Mark
said. ‘Poor little mother ! the death will
be only a reliet to her. I have asked her
to come and settle amongst us. She adopt.
ed me jonca; itis my turn to adopt her
now.’

‘Avonsmere is very large,’ I said thought-
fﬂlly ;P:couldn't you mike room for her
there

speak, ‘that you are the sweetest and most
foolish little woman in the world, and that
I am as safe as you are.’

‘What--' [ began; but he stopped me
ain, and drew me closer to him.

‘Etfrid, my dear little goose, did you
tbink that I should have the audacity to
tell you of my love, to ask you to be my
wite, if 1 bad crime om my bands P’

I looked up in the brown honest eyes so
near my own, and grew hot and shame
struck to think I bad ever doubted him ;
and yet— i
‘What does it mean P’ I asked bewilder
ed ; and Mark led me to the sota, and eat
himselt down beside me.

‘[t is rather a long story,’ he began,
‘and I had come to day purposely to tell it
you, since there is no more need for sec
reoy. I must eommence by saying that
Masdame Dussel had the misfortune to
marry a scoundrel—a man who s few
years after their marriage was convicted
of forgery, and sentencedto s long
term of imprisonment. He mansged to
escape from goal and get abroad, but a
year later ho was found, and got killed in
the struggle when they attempted to re-

take him. e
*Usluckily, the mantle of his wickedness

bad tallea on his enly child Fritz, and the
boy showed himself a liar and dishonest al-
most from the cradle. Hehad run away
from his home more than once in revenge
for punishments, and on one occasion—
when I had met him as I told you—I in-
duced bim to go back. It was then that I
fell ill, and his mcther nursed me, and
would have had me stay with her; but it
was necessary that I should work, and as
Fritz invariably got into some ecrape if he
was stationary for more than a month, we
went off together and began a life of wide
roaming that would have been perfaction
to me but for the constaant worry of watch-
ing over Frilz and trying—sometimes by
main force—to keep him in the straight
path. Twice he escaped me and got him-
selt into troubles that it took all my wils
and money to get him out of. Two years
ago he went home and declared his inten~
tion of settling down in his own country.

‘I was detained in New Zaland, and ¢t

‘That is [+ question that Avonsmere’
mistress must decide, and I hope you re-
member that in s fortzight—’

A silvery laugh sounded behind us, and
my mother's face looked radiant. |
‘I coughed loudly twice,’ she said, ‘an
this door creaks abominably; but—no,
don’t trouble to tell ms, the situation ex-
plains itsell; but what was thit absurd
speech I heard about a fortnight ? In six
months‘ time, perhaps, my dear children,

but not a day before.’

He Knew What They Would Do,

Sir Charles Liocock, who was the physic-
ian attending Quaeen Victoria at a certain
period of her reign, was once commanded
by Her Majesty to proceed to Berlin and

report on the condition of her daughter, the
Crown Princess. Oa the return trip, stop-
piog at Dover for a hasty luncheon, he was
enabled to snatch a glass of poor shery
and a piece of questionable pork pie.

After the train had pulled out, and Sir
Charles bad been locked in his compart-
ment, he began to feel drowsy and to f:ar
that faintness was overtaking him. Im-
mediately he thought to himse!f :

Taey will iad m3 in a tsint on the flaor
and bleed me for a fit, and I need all my
blood to digest this perk pie.

Thereupon he hurriedly drew out his
pencil, wrote on a piece of paper, and
stuck it in the band of his hat, Thea he
resigned bimselt to the deep sleep that
came upon him. He did not wake until
the train had pulled into the London stat-
ion, and still daz2d by bhis slumber, he
jumped into & carriage and was driven

home.

Thoe grins of the servants and the ex-.
clamation of bis wife were followed by the
inquiry from one of the children. ‘O papa.
what hiva you got in your hat P¢

Then he remembered his experience on
the train. Taking off his hat, he removed
the large white paper on which he had
;icribbled this petition to the general pub-

c:

‘Don’t bleed me. It's only a fit of ind

seems that in my absence Fritz wert a greai

gl’tion; rom eating some contounded pork

yio®




