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Beatrice Morgan, one of the besuties of
the stage, is 2 daughter of the late Matt
Morgsan, the f:mous srtist and caricaturist

Jotn P. Sousa and Franklin L. W ''
sre the autbors of The Edlucation of ‘ir.
Pipp, which J flersen de Argel . will
present in January.

Richard Mansficld bas announccd that
he will play * Beaucsire’ throughout the
season and that Herod will not be pro.
duced until next year.

N. C Gocdwin hascavled Klaw & E-lac«
ger from London to book aroute for him
and Maxine Elliott to open Jap 20. They
will begin their tour in Brooklyn borough
on that date, presenting When We Were
Twenty One,

Little Miss Robertson, the lately arrived
dsugbter of Mr. and Mrs Forbes Robert-
gon, bas delsyed the appesrance of Made
line Lucette Ryley’s new plsy, Mice and
Men, in London. Mrs. Robertson was
Gertrude Elliott before she married,

Frénk Daniels is writing anecdotes of
his stage career.

Rostand and Sardou have both promised
new plays for Mrs, Fieke.

Mrs. Ficke has been on the stage since
childhood, a period of more than 30 years,

Maude Adsms expects to play L’Aiglon,
The Little Minister and As You Like It in
England next April,

William Gillett& will probsbly tour the
United States pext season, sppearing in
Sherlock Holmes for the last time.

It i 2aid that Julia Marlowe will imper-
sonate Mary Magdalene ina new play by
Stephen Phillips, author of Herod.

Mrs. Ciara Bloodgood, who has made a
hit in The Way oi the World 1s to beceme
& Charles Frohman atar, and it is expected
that Clyde Fitch will provide her with =
mediam.

Whken it came down to a point of stag-
ing Bes Hur in London the managers
over there were scared at the enormous
expense whicn confronted them, and as 2
result Klaw and Eslanger are reported to
bave depcsited $25 000 to cover the cost
of the play’s first production.

News comes from Paris that Miss Bessie
Abbott, a young American woman (whose
family neme is Pickens), who & lew yesrs
sgo was singingfcoon songs with ber sister
at the vaudeville houses, jis soon to mske
ber debut at the Grand Opera as Juliette,
in Gouncd’s opera of Romeo and Juliette.

One of Julia Marlowe's fads 1s the
engrossing of all plays in which she has
eppeared. The work is done on vellum,
orpam: nted with illustrated initial letters.
and bound in silk, Miss Marlowe is mak-
ing designs for the vellum volume of ber
new play, When Knighthood Was in
Flower, the edition being limited to one
copy-

Miss Vicla Allen will spend the early
part of next summer in England conterring
with Hall Caine regarding the dramatizs-

tion of bis book, The Eternal City, which
Miss Allen will present next year.

Mrs. G. H. Gilbert, who has been off
the stage for several weeks, in fact, since
she celebrated ber 80:h birthday in St.
Louie, resumed her role of the Queen in A
Royal Family st the Lyceum theatre, New
York, Mondsy evening. When she made
her sppe:rance on the stage she was
greeted with a storm of applause that
amouunted tc an ovation. She seemed to
be in excellent bealth, and acted with all
her accustomed spirited excellence.

Nixon & Z'mmermar will present their
American production of the latest London
Gaiety Theatre bit, Toreador, at the
Knickerbocker Theaire Jan. 6 Rohearsals
began last Monday. The company will in
clude such widely known artisis as Christie
MaeDonald, Adele Ritchie, Queenie Vas
sar, Maud Raymond, Jencie Hawley,
Melville Ellis, William Blaisdell, Joseph
Coyne, Robert A. Evane, Edwerd Gore,
William Broderick,Joseph Fay and Henry

. L. Wallis. L. F. Gottschalk will be the
music director. The ecenery and costumes
will be of American production.

Julia Marlowe celebrated the first an-
niversary of When Kvighthood Was in
Flower, at the Colonial theatre in Boston,
Monday night. Its first performance wss
i~ the Olympia theatre, St. Louis. Mits
Marlowe was welcomed to Boston by a
briliiant sudience, including many literary

;ople, whbo after the performance were
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r guests at a birtbday barquet given st
"he Toursi e botel. Among the guests
were Charles Mejor, author of the book,
who came from Indianspolis, for the
occasion, and Paul Kee'er, who made the
dramatization. A massive silver loving
cup was presented to Mies Marlowe by

the company.

E. H. Sothern hes the best play of bis
career in Justin Huntley M¢Carthy's If 1
Were King  In point of literary worth,
in the elements of poetry and romance, in
picturezqueness and in character it is the
drama tor which Mr. Sothern bas been
waiting, and it comcs to him at the proper
time—in the ripeness of his powers, when
s art has acqired poise. Me. McCarthy
and Mr. Sothern are well meat; for the
play, fine &s it is, needed the beautiful,
tastetul production and interpretation
given it by the actor. The only lack in
the performance is in Mfss Cecelia Loftus,
who is no part of & capable actress, and
who, it must be plain to Mr. Sothern,
never will be.

The Bostonians have scored a big hit in
De Koven and Swith’s Maid Marian,
which 1s_ pronounced the legitimate suc:
cessor to Robin Hood. George Rogers
the critic of music for the Philadelphie
[rquirer, a writer of 25 yeirs experience,
nas written R ginald Ds Kovenja letter in
reference to Maid Maran, in which be
srys: *Inmy judgment it is easily the
best thing you have done and the best
thivg any American composer has done in
this class of composition. It iz fresh,bright
spontanecus and vital ; full of melodic in-
vention and harmonic ekill, thorougbly
artistic and muriciaaly. The song for Bur-
nabee with chorus in the first act, the
snake charmer’s song, the [love duo and
the concerted music in the last act are
worthy of Suilivan at bis best and the
whole thing, musically, is most interesting
and admirable. Pray accept my zongratu-
lations. They are dizintererted and sincere

Klsw & Erlsnger’s three leading at-
tractions, Ben Hur, The Sleeping Beauty
and the Basst and The Rogers Brothers
in Washington, are playing to an average
business of $45 000 each week. Besides
these pheromenal receipts. their opera
company in Foxy Quiller is beating the
records of all irsveling musical organ'z
atious and The Liberty Belles at the
Madison Square, New York, is taking the
largest receip's in the bhistory of that
theatre. With these five companies over
1 050 individuals are employed, so that
the success of these enterprises represents
success to thiz smsll army ot people, not
to mention those coonected with the other
vast enterprises of thies firm.

W A Whittaecar is playing in By Order
of the Czar.

Annie Blancke is playiag in The Little
Red School Houee.

Jules Grau Opera Co, which comes to
8f. John, in April, opens at Victoris, B.
C,, this week.

A Brace of Partridges, with the regular
company, will be seen here this season.

Kate Dalglish and C. B. Hawkins, who
have been here with Harkins, are with the
Aubrey Stock Co., New Orleans.

The Boston Comedy Co, Price Webber
aud Edwina Grey are in New Glasgow this
week.

Joscph Brennan, who hes been here sev-
eral scasons with Harkins, is among the
company supporting J. K. Hackett in A
Chance Ambassador.

Mies Bonstelle will appear in her great
impersonation of Cigarette in Under Two
Fiage at Halifax Friday and Satnrday.

Al. H. Wilson, who was here in the
Evil Eve, is again starring in the Watch
on the Rhbine this season. Fannie Blood-
gooi and Mrs. Nell Warner are in the
compeny.

Lilian Russell poured tea at the brzar
for crippled children at the Waldort hotel,
New York; 81 a cap was willingly paid

Miss Guch— Poetry of coure, comes nat.
ural to you. I suppoese it’s reslly ‘the
breath to your noastrils.’

Rimer—Just about that substantial. It
certainly isn’t the food to my stomach.—

‘No, George the, idea of love in a cott-
age does rot frighten me. You know I
am a good cook.’

‘Yes, I know dear. That part is all
right. But where sre we to get the things
to cook ?P'—

WHY CROUP IS FATAL

When cronp attacks your child you must be
reedy 'Or it. It comes as an accompaniment to an
ordinsry cough, or it_may attbck without warning,
Al lls o children deyelop quick!y, and when any
kind of cough appears tlere shounid be tomething
<t hand (o stop it with promptoess. Many a child
bos choked to death with croup because the right
rcmedy was not convenient. Every one shonld
know that the right safexuard for a child’s cough or
any cough is Adsm-on’s Botapnic Coogh B 1 am.
With t&s soothing ¢ompcund 1o the house, croup
is alwsys en: ly checked and reli ved.

To give & child a *cough miy ure’ eontaininy a
nsicotic is & very serivus matter, yet most preparae
tior s contain something of this kind, Adsmson’s
Botanic Balsam is prepa ed from the purest ex-
tracts of bsrks and roots and gums of trees, and is
bealth giving in every c mponent opart of it.
Wherever it touches an i: flam«d sur ace it heals
and soothes it. Nothing ever compounded for
cough i# so harmless, and pothing o cflicacious.
Adsimson’s Bslsam 18 an old remedy and it has
pever lost a friend through failure to help, Kgep it
im the house. Try it on your own eough aud do
your ch'ld & good turn by being ready for any em-
ergency. Price 25¢, ot any druggisi’s.

Coniinved From Page Two,

Sie knew so very little ot bim, though
the two great facte that she loved him and
bad been torn away from him were quite
enough to occupy her.

But to think ot weeks, perhape, passing
without & glimpse of his face or the sound
of his deep, musical voice, seemed almost
too appalling to be bourne.

She bad cxpected her uncle te bhe in
waiting for her, but be was not; and sll
she could sce in the way of vehicles was a
dog cart, which did not belong to Prim-
rose Farm.

Bat she recogr z1d the pretty bay mare
niide its shatts, and, as a young man
jumped from bis seat and hurried towards
ber, a v: xad flash roee into her checks.

‘What s bother! It's Jim!' she ejacu-
lated to hersalf.

Th en she ¢xclaimed aloud, rather un-
graciously—

‘What brought you here, Jim? Are you
going awayP’

‘Going away? No; I've ccme to meet
you,’ replied young D:lamere promptly,
with a tmile « f welcome in his grey eyes.
‘Mr. Wood told me last night that he

)

‘Oh, very welll' the girl interrupted
pettisbly. ‘But I think Uacle John might
bave come, I quite expected him.’

She kept her face as much away from
the young man’s eyes as possible, being
conscious of the tear-stains th at marked it
and climbed into the conv eyance burried
y-

Jim Delamere’s countenance had fallen
a little, and he drove slong for a minute
or two in silence, glincing sideways at his
companion,

‘You are sorry to ¢ m> home, Kitty?' he
murmured at last, in & low, halt sympa th-
etic, but disappointed voice, that told a
tale as plainly as his eyes.

‘Of course I am!" she returned. ‘Who
wouldn’t be to roturn to this sort of

place?

And she locked arcund her defiantly.

‘Wty, Kitty, its where you've lived all
your life !I'" he remonstrated.

She would not resognizs the pain in the
tone, tut tossed her head.

‘I dont see that that imj r.ves it,” she
returned.

‘Well, then, leaving the place alone,
aren‘t you pleased to soe any of the people
agein P* asked young Dc:lamere.

‘Oh, yes,* rather wearily; ‘I suppose I
am, Jim. But don‘t worry me mnow. 1
teel very tired of everythicg and every-
body, and just now Primrose Farm is the
last place I want to go to, somehow.*

Jim Delamere‘s heart sank

Too quickly did his fears hit the * target
of Kitty‘s discontent.

He bad grown up with Kitty Weod, or
almost with ber.

Half ot his time was spent upon the sea,
the rest upon a sunny little farm two or
three miles from John Woods, of which he
was the owner; so that he had always seen
a good aeal of the girl.

He seemed to know her thoroughly—to
understand every inflectien in her voice
and every expression upon her face.

And tbese were of moment to him.

He did not epeak fer a minute after
Kitty's weary sigh, and then he stretched
out hie hand and covered her little gloved
one with it gently,

‘Come along to Manor Farm, then,
dear, he whispered. ‘You know I‘ve
always wanted you.*

Kitty gave a start, and drew away her
band quickly, not roughly or impatiently,
but in a sort of fright.

‘Oh, no, Jim, 1 couldn‘t,* she protested.
‘Don‘t talk any more about that, there‘s a
good boy., I‘m only a bit depressed, It‘s
the usual end of & holiday, ien't itP I
shall shake down #again in a day or two,
and be myself once more, no doubt.*

She knew Jim Delamere was fond of
her.

She bad known it for more than a year,
and she kaow he would be happy to win a
word of encouragement from her— that
even though she did not reciprocate bis
feeling for ber now, she might in time.

She knew also that any girl might be
bappy as his wite—that he was upright,
constant, and worthy ot esteem.

She bad begun, a few months back, to
imagine a sort of interest in berself for
him.

In & dull place like Northford it was
pleasant to have 8 m-rry, good tempered,
devoted admirer banging about one, and
sbe had said to herself she might, perhaps,
stter some time—several years—for she
knew tiere need be no hurry about making
up ber mind, as her uncle and aunt would
not allow her to enter into a matrimonial
engagement, even with Jim, before she
was twenty one, and old enough to know
ber »ff ctions were securely fixed—come
to think of him as a possible busband.

But now all thought of such a contin-
gency was over—iubat idea was gone for
ever,

She had met Reggie Caloney, and ol!
how different he was from any other man
- from poor Jim, or any of the Northferd
peopl !

Where was the fascination that shone
out in him to be found ir am ‘one els<?

No other eyes held ¢+ @ m gic light of
bis dark ones; no voice v. 8 lice hie, with
its caressing power,

No, ke stood aione.

But then, was it to be we Cers! at?

He belonged to & diff ren: sphere from
all these.

He was a man of birth and breeding,
the nephew of & baronet, possessed of
wealth, which he scattered broadcsst with
easy grace.

He bad eome flashing into her life like
some brilliant meteor, and the lesser
lights were extinguished by his radiance.

It was d flisult to settle dowa to life st
Northford—the old ordinary, common
place life, that always tried poor Kitty,
aching for gaiety and fresh scenes.

For a tortnight she looked out daily for
a letter from Reggie, but she did no'
receive a word.

She was balf-distracted by her disap-
pointment and anxiety.

She was sure of his love, or tried to feel
sure, however dark things looked.

But ‘the weary round, the common
taek,* were very bitter to her now, and
sometimes she was tempted to wish she
bhad never left them, and found better
thin s, which had shown her their dreary
emptiness.

But one morning at the little baker‘s

shop, to which sbe bad csutioned Mr.

Caloney to send any missive, she found a

letter for ber in his handwriting, and when

she opened it she discovered—jsy of

joys ! —that be was coming down to North-

tord immediately, and that if she could b€

near the station a‘ about nine o’cloock on

the nex: evening they might be able to

have an interview,

This sent her spirits up as high as they

had before becen low, and she fliw home
01 the wings of hope.

Jt was awkward, to arrange about being
so far from the farm at so late an hour in
the evening, and had not & propitious
Frte waited upon her sbe might have been
tempted into open falsehood, for Mrs.
Wood was a strict guardisn, and Kitty‘s
determination to meet her lover waj
strong.

However, it so chanced that one of the
maid servants was anxions to return bome
for & week, and had obtained lesve to do
so from her mistress, and Kitty ekil
fully worked round the opportunity
until it was settled that she should
drive Ann to catch the train that left
Nortbford Station at a quarter before
nine, the maid‘s destination being only
twelve miles disfant.

So that this first obstacle was overcoms,
and all turning out as bad been arranged,
the girl met ber lover in the dusk of the
summer evening, and they turned into a
secluded lane for s few munutesto discuss
their plans.

“I am only down, for a few deys, and
owing to what I told you about those
people—in fact, relations of mine—that I
want to avoid meeting, [ am going to take
quiet lodgings at Greatover. It is only
three miles away, you say,‘:Reggie €x
plained. ¢ I don‘t want you to talk about
me to your [riends, Kitty, but I shouldn‘t
mind being ntroduced to your aunt or
uncle.

‘Oh,’ ex:laimed Kitty.
said——’

*So I did,’ interrupted Caloney, ‘and 1
should now it I were going to make a long
er stay; but after oll, just an ordinary call
from a friend you made at the sesside
couldn‘t do much damage or make them
guess our secret, it we‘e careful. What
do ycu say, darling!? I thought you'd be
pleased.’

*So I am !" exclaimed Kitty. And, in.
deed, as he was zpeaking, it had occurred
to her that this secemed to show a real de-
sire to know moie of her life and people,
and her pulses began to beat in jeyful
triumpb. ‘But you see, Roggio——°

‘Have you mentioned me to them at al P’
he ssked.

‘No, she answe-ed, blushing a little con-
s'rainedly. ‘You did not want me—"’

‘No, of course; | Rn w, dear, and you
ae a good, cbedient H le girl, and a wise
010 too, whom I car {9 *.' he rephed tond
ly. “Still, T have b ex hinking the mat-
ter over, and perhaps fow.:ds the end of
the week I may put i @n sppearance at
your home, which, for ou sake, my dear-
est, I am anxicus to see. But I think 1
shall tackle tbe auni first wheu the uncle
is away on business. I generally get on
well with ladies—perticulary old ladies,’
langhing. Tell me what she is like, Kitty?
‘Oh, she is very kind and good to me,
and I'm fonder of her than I am of my
uncle,’ answered Kitty. ‘Uncle John is
-is rather hard upon us—I mean in the way

‘I thought you

of money, and amusements, and that sort

~ of thing.

Bu | think Aunt Milly, al-
th ugh the has to be a little bit strict be-
cause of uncle, would s, mpathizs about the
friende I had made when I was away, and
I'm sure she would make you welcome
Reggie.*

She thcn dercribed to ber lover the

whereabouts of Primrose Karm and other
important features of the mneighbourhood,
and promise” that, if it were possible on
the next day, she would get away into the
Grestover Woods, that she might meet
R ‘ggie, unseen by curious eyes.

It would not do for her, any more than
for him to be seen about the rosds and
lsnes nearer home, until it was, at any rate
known to her aunt that he had came-down
as a visitor to Northford.

So :be could not even offer him a lift
towards Greatover in her uncle’s trap, but
had to drive fl alone, and very quickly, to
m:ke up for the time they bad spent
togeth-r.

She was not quite easy in entering upon
her courae of deceit, for, until Lova had
cast its glawour over her, she had been an
open, fearless, innocent child.

Now, for R ggie Caloney's sake, she
bad developed into s girl who wasready to
plan, and scheme, and hide the most
ordinary doings from the old pair who
bad brought ber up.

But she always assured berselt with
consoling sopbistry that Reggie's circum-
stances were so pe uliar.

His position in the world was so much
higher than her own, that, had his old
uncle diccovered his attachment to her, 1t
might be the means of sepsrating them
forever, Sir Charles beine opposed to the
idea of bis nephew marryi. g st all, even in
his own rauk of hie.

And then, Reggie did not, of course
want his relations in B erkshire to discover
he was paying his addresses to her, for, in
that case, they would be sure to write off
to the old baronet with the whole story at
once ; and he could not be very open  with,
her people bacause he could not formally
talk of marriage yet, dependent as he was
upon the old man, and she could not be
open becsuse of these circumstances.

Still, it showed that he was makiog a
great effort in his love for ber that he had
decided to call at Primrose farm before Lis
depsarture ; aud he bad been very glad to
see her to-night—of tLat there could be no
doubt whatever.

And, ob, how handsome he was ! how he
put every other man ioto the shade |

Sune drove home in a state of rapture
more deeply in love, more completely und. T
the spell than ever.

As she was going up the old, shallow
staircase to her bedroom that night, an hour
and a halt later, she paused for a moment to
'ook through the window into the dark
lane that ran by the side of the farmyard ;

she did not know why.

Cleverer Than She Looked,

Oune of the curious prejudices people
somelimes take against a stranger recently
possessed a Hartford woman who was
coming home by rail from New York.
The object of her dislike was a girl who
occupied the seat in front of her, and the
thinz to which the Hartford woman es-
pecially obj:cted was the girl’s hat, which,
says the Post, was very unbecoming.

About the time the Harttord woman had
settled 1t to her own satisfaction tha  the
girl had no taste and did not amount to
much, anyway, it chanced that an ac-
quaintance o! the girl entered the car.
The two began to chatter. The girl ex-
hibited various packa es of dry goods,
evideatly the spoils of a day’s shopping in
New York. Finally she produced needle
and thread, scissors and thimble, and tem-
porailly turned milliner.

She cul snd bemm:d a long strip of
Persisn satin. She reshaped the ugly hat.
Then she trimmed it. That unlovely piece
of bead-gear became, as the Hartlord
woman owned to berself, the most stun-
pirg bat she bad seen during the year.
At New Haven the girl put on the hat.
She was a different looking person from
'he one who had started from New York.

‘I may just as well have heen doing that
as wasting my time,’ she explained to her
companion. ‘It has made the journey less
t'r 80 2e, and I have saved that much tims.
Now I think I can just about fiaish this
shirt-waist before we reach Hartford.’

S»> saying, the tock out a dainty affair
of Freoch fluovel and went industriously
to work, at the same time talking vivaci-
ously on intellectusl subjects in a way that
made the woman in the seat behind bold
her breath.

‘And I thought she hardly knew enough
to come in >ut of the rain!’ murmured that
lady. *Well, that’s all you can tell some-
times. I'd like to know that girl.’

‘Was your amateur play a success ?

‘Oh, yes; every member of the cast bad
fr'ends who told them they would maks

eir fortune on the stage.’— Phi'adelphia

Q ulletin.



