
Fl
a 
R
i
t
s
o
n
 

5
3
 

pe
 

w
T
.
 
an

 

.
 

a
s
 

2
5
7
 

or
. 

a
 

P
R
P
 
—
 

’ 
. 

JE PR 

PROGRESS SATURDAY NOVEMBER 23. 1901, 

a ’ -- 
a i Pty MD lly 

—— ns 

| 

EFF 00LP FNS OTEGTOVE We 

&) 

& 

¢ Music and : 
¢ The Drama ¢ 
@ AEH EPH LLPLFL FLT 

TALKOF THF THEATRE. 

Mr. J. M. Barrie's new play Q ality 

Street, produzed in New York last Mon- 

éay, with Maude Adams in the role of 
the heroine, does not promise grea 
things, from the publiched description that 

has reacted bere. Of course the hero 

ord Dberoive love each other, aud 

as the courte of true love never did run 

tmooth, the bero is called sway to the 

wars and does not returi for ning 

years. When be meets the lady again 

he discovers tbat time bas somewhat 

faded ber besuty, ard be sllows bis dis- 

appointment to reveal iteelt. The heroine, 

who hss remained constant to ber old af- 

fections, is exceedingly pained by bis 

coldness, and to bring the lover back to 

bis allegiance she re assumes her old youth 

ful deportment snd vivacity, snd, taking 

advantage of a masquerade, brings bim 

once more under the spell of her fascina 

tions. She learne then from bim that 

“po matter what he had done,” bis beart 

bad ‘‘always remained true to Poll,” and 

naturally everything ends happily. 

Jsatc Henderson's new play ‘The 

Mummy and the Humming Bird, produced 

recently by Mr. Charles Wyndham bas 

pot only an extraordinary title, but is also 

an extraordinary concoction of artifical 

comedy and melodrama. The plot, I read 

bss the following original and improbable 

story as its basis: —A Peer of the realm, 

who in solitary digsity is exvjoying a diner 

that might have appealed to the taste of s 

Lucullus, noticés sn organ grinder turning 

the handle of bis instrument apparently 

heediess of & snowstorm that is reging 

without. He pities the man, and, prompt- 

ed by some impulse, calls him in sad in- 

vites him to there in the fesst. By means 

of dumb show he ascertains that the seedy 

musican is se-king the betrayer of bis 

hom3, and that the seducer is a certain 

count, who is even then one of the Peer’s 

guests, and who has been suspiciously at- 
tentive to his mife, Euclisting the services 

of the organ grinder, the Peer succeeds in 

defeating the designs of the Count, and in 

causing him to make a bas'y retreat from 

the scene. Truly, a ridiculous drama, and 

The London Times rather sarcastically rs. 

marks that the play ie nothing more than a 

gerics of theatrice]l artifices, which will 

please only the numerous playgoers who 

for the sake of excitement suspend the 

operation of ccmmon sense. 
Princess Adolphe de Wrede, the inter 

estivg titled singer who was in this country 

two ye:rs ago, and bas been singing in 

the Paris music balls, ie shortly to appear 

in London. She will ring at Qaeen‘s 

Hall 

Mme. Patti, widow of the well known 

Italian ‘cellist, did not long eufvive her 

bkusband. She died the other day in Eng- 

land. Her father was Thomas Welsh, the 
basco who was discovered by Richard 

Sheridan and brought to London. He was 
el2o famous in his day as the best known 

of Eoglish teachers. 

Rosa Olitzka is to ering in London to- 

morrew night at the concert to be giver 

by Angela Anderson. She has been en 

gaged. for the Wagner performances in 

Germsa in Paris next spring. The others 

who will take part are Felia Litvione, 

Mz:rie Brems, Anton Van Rooy, Ervest 
Van Dyck and Ernestine Schumann Heink, 

(ieraldive Ferrar, the American soprano 

who wes engaged for the Rdyal Opera 
Houee in Berlin, has according to the Ger- 

min press, met with the same difficulties 

that Alma Powell encountered from -the 

artists in the ccmpany. “They have put all 

the obstacles possible in her way and it 
remains to be seen if like Mrs Powell, she 
will be cempelled to resign. 
The Pittsburg O.cbestra under Victor 

Herbert is to give a series of concerts du- 
ring the present season in Chicago. Tae |. 
orchestra may sleo go to Pacific Coast, 
where symphonic music is not frequently 
heard. 

Sam Franko does not find it so easy to 
errapge bis progismmes of music as the 

amatuer might (Link. Ose number that 

be selected for Lis present season of con 

certe illustrates the difficulties with which 

the conductor has to contend. 

He wanted to play for tke first time in 
this country the overture tos version of 

“Kdipo a Colono,” by Antonio Maria G 12 

paro Sacchini. This opera, produced first 

in 1786 was regarded as his masterpiece. 
It was sung as late as 1844, but the music 

could not be obtained in this country. 
Mr. Franko sent to Europe for it and 

even there no arrangement of the overture 
for orchestra was in existence. So it was 
necessary to transcribe the music from the 

score in/the Lenox® Library. 
» 

Mma. Nordica began her recital tour in 

Scranton on Thursday night and will go as 

far West ss San Francisco en her jrurney 

belore raturniny to siag. 
An amusing writerin a Frenoh paper 

gives some details about Mr. Conetant 

C:quelin‘s popularity among ths Eaglish, 
and his lite while in Lyndon. A: the hotel 

he ginarally pitron'z s M. Ciqaelin can 
a° any momans fiid a suite of rooms raady 

lor him. O her oecupants hava to go out 
'w order to maka room for the French act- 
or, who, whin he arrives, is addressed by 

the landlord as follows: —E:ght o‘clock, 

fizst breakfast; sacond at noon, with a 

whiskey and soda; and we dine out—all 

ight! 
the London streets everybody turns round 
to look at him. Oh I say, it is Ccqielin 

“is the phrase freqiently heard. Rejane and 
even Sirah Bernhardt are comparatively 

forgotten in London when Ceqnuelin is ab- 
out. In a great housa the host, who had 

heen addressing the two actresses mention: 

ed in French, wished to speak to M. Coq 

usin, but the latter said: —Sir, wi are mn 

England. Hurrah for tha English laog- 

nage.! And tha acior showed his complete 

mastery of the tongue that Shikas;eare 

‘poke. 

‘A play of absorbing interest’ is the 

description given of ‘Human Hearts. ‘It 

was first prcducel six or seven years ago 

and freq ent repetitions only seem to hsve 
enhanced its value as a drawing attraction. 

The story is a simple one of love and de- 

yotion to duly, dealing with the life of one 

Tom Logan, who is a blacksmith in a 

small vill.ge in the Arkansas Hills. 

Tbrough the machinations of a scheming 

viliain be is uvjastly sccused of a horrible 

crime, i# convic ed, and sentenced to serv: 

a term of years in Sate prison. Of courss 

in the end it is discovered that he is inns- 

cent and all his wrongs are righted. It is 

prowised that a more than ordinsrily 

carable compaty his been engaged for i's 

preseataticn it the Toronto Opsra Hou e 
nex! week, 

Whin M  Coaquslin ges throug b’ 

Couiinnaed From Page Two, 

CHAP (ER III 

Tha criep crackling of a wool 
resinous ascent of buroing pin: 
a delicious senss of warmth and comfort. 
ware th firs! things | grew conscious of, 
and tor a time | was too laz'ly conent to 
do more than revel in them, unqiastioning 
unil the blurred, disjrnted pictures in my 
brain slowly pierced themselves together 
ani grew clear; than, in full rememorarve 
of what had gone before, I roused my:elt 
and looked about me. 
A big, old fashioned badstead was my 

resting place, and the opaning in its faded 
hangings showed me that the sunlight 
mingled with the fire glow on the wide 
open hearth, 

My dress had been remov:d, and [ was 
ey in a soft walded dressing gown 
that hid a very old world air snd a sen: 
of lavander about its taded silk. 

fire, the 
cones, ard 

oC AEDST a a ld pis SX Sg 

q1 etions into tha Hs Girma ' on 
! S gos help d me to understa | oer vx 

| placarion, »ud n a few moment: | had 
| all the into ton the : was t» 
| Toe servant had tvuid me early in th 
| morping, lying uncon:cious ne r the ol 
| suc-lial in the garcea-— which she showad 

me up ‘o this room 

neces'ary, but hoped now that he 
not be needed 

tull of the awkward fact that I was a gusst 

a don of theives 
And ye’, looking agaio at my kind li*tls 

hostess, it 1s hard not to believe that whai 
[ bad seen a few hours ago bad ben 
nothing more than an ugly dream. 
O.e thing { decided at once—she kne » 

nothing whatever of what had taken place 
m that lower room, and I, of couree, ms ‘ec 

I tried to get up and draw the curtains 
wider, but the movement ciused & racging | 

in in my head, that mide mo lie dow: 
paain with a sigh. 
agin another moment a dark, broad-faced | 
woman, in servant's dress, stood beside | 
tre bed, nodding and smiling as sho hand 
1 me a cup of something hot aul tragran 
and bade m= drink it. 
Mechanical y [ did so and returned the 

cup hut before I could ask ons of the 
(»estions that were on my toagus, the 
woman had gone out of the r.om and shut 
the door. 
The wine bad put new life into me, and 

[ got up from ‘he bed and lookad about 
tLe room. 

It was large, and rather saverely turn 
1rhed in old, sombre-lookingz oak, but ws 
well kept and cosy, and had an uadefl able 
air of veing occupied by a lady. : 
Tae door opened on my meditations 

and the servant came back with someone, 
whom I guessed to be her mistress. 
She wss a smull, slight woman of six'y, 

d«in'y and pr tty as. an old miniatura in 
her long. plain dress of fl ywer«d silk, with 
smowy lace at wrists an! collar, with solr, | 
white curls that fram:d ths sweatest old 
face I had ever seemn—and the saddest 
She came up ‘o me wi h both hands out, 

and a greeting whose sincerity I felt 
though I understood but little of what she 
said. 

I spoke to her in Eaglish, bu! she shook 
her bead, emiling, and | put my eaver 

no mention of i. 1s wy explanation o! how 
[eim-~ ty ba ‘Lere. 

M+«dsm~ Duawel, as she announc:d 
wrsel', oly partly understood my story, 
wud presently insisted that I should lie 
wu nd rest : 
[ trisd to explain thst I must start for 

"ie nearest town at once, if only to send a 
vsssuring telegram to my cousins 
Tue old Isdy put up her hands with a 

aelpless, worried look, and showed m~ that 
the town was miles awiy—t00 far to walk, 
ven it | were weil, thit no conveyince 
could bs got just yet, snd that her boy 
would be bere in alew hours—her boy, 
who spoke English and would do every- 
thing 1 wished. 
The delay wis more irksome that she 

could know, but gratitude bsde we put a 
goodiface upon it, and I really felt too 
woak and shaken to start on a long walk 
just then. 
My thanks were cut short by the servant 

ippcaring with a tray, and my host:ss aat 
by me whilst I made a bearty breakfast; 
thea, with sweet, wominly hand, tucked 
me once more into the big old bad, and 
pade me go to sleep. 

I was still tired f-om my night‘s wasrder- 
ing, and not even wonder at the contra 
dictions in this strange house could prevent 
me from sleep'ng soundly for several 
honrs, 

Madame D assel wan in the room when | 
awoke, and handed m« my dress, that had 
been carefully drisd and brushed 

me from the window, and which must have 
oeen ihe thing [ hed siruck against ia the | 
darkness—and together they had carried | aad — 

[ shook my head decidely, my thoughts 

in the very houss I aad mentally designated 

Tavcy hyi feared that a doctor woul! be 
would ! 

| 
| 
| 

DR. A. W. CHASE'S OF 
CATARRH CURE ... 25. 

is sent direct to the diseased 
parts by the Improved Blower, 
Heals the ulcers, clears the aie 
passages, stops droppings in the 
throat and permanantly cures 
Catarrh and Hay Fever. Blower 

free, All dealers, or Dr, A. W. Chase 
» Medicine Co., Toronte %nd Buffales 

— om] 

‘My boy is at home now.’ 
[ uniersiood her to say, ‘and if you are 

rested enourh I will tke you to bhim.* 
The day had turned out wet a'ter the 

m raing's san, and 1t was already growing 
dusk. bat [ could see a new hgh: in the 
sweet oli t ¢3 «1 she led me to th: dining 
room ard in‘rodie d her son to me, with 
prile and adoration of him in every look 
ani tone. 
He wal omai ma in English en devoid 

ot accent that it was uard not to think him 
a compatriot 

I said something of the sort, snd he 
langhad lightly 

‘I was in E1giand far some vasrs when 
wan quits voung * he sid. ‘Madame Da 
sel tells m2 sha his only partly understoo? 

your sto y. Will yoa tell it to us again ub 
I repeated my narraive, oat withe 

any ralerencs to wha' my epying ba 
revaesled, and he transiztsd my words ¢ 
his mother, wha presntly 20* no with 
smiling etcuw and went out of the room 

‘Mada ne D asses] has housetsid aff die | 

to attend to, sad wer son, ‘and asks you 

to ex ase har wails: you « Apiaiu to m3 jast 

what you wish me to do for you,’ 

‘You are both very pond to ma,‘ I be: 
gin; and then stoprat skwiedle, dehsting 
hu-riedly in mv min! whether | shou!d not 
take this opportunity of telling him of my 
discov ry, 

Uasconscirusly I lockad at him more 
c'os:ly to maa whethiar thera was anything 
in him to en2on=ag m» to speak. 

Thnare wie no ressmbl ne to his moter 
in that tall, muscular form, weather bronz d 
face, and keen dark eyes, and yet the 
result of my ex. .mmna'ion was an instant 
feeling of trust and trieadsuio, 
‘H know no mors thio Midam? Dassel 

of what to k place lavt night’ I con claded 
‘anti it is oaly ju«t to tell him * 

to b- enntinued 

In winter tima [ love to hear 

The new day bresk and then— 
To pull the cov rs atill mora near 

And gc to sleep agar. 
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