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THE COURIER

THE ROYAL GEMS.

On the recent visit of Presldent Francis, of the St. Louis exposition, to London, King Edward promised to send the
gens across the Atlantic as a British exhibit at the exposition.
ciation of the love and respect always entertained by the people of this country for the Iate Queen Victoria.

KING EDWARD TO LEND US COSTLY GEM

esting exhibits of the great exposition.

The reason for this speclal royal favor is that the

PRESIDENT FRANCIS, of the St. Louis Exposition.

king desires to mark his great appre-
The jewels will form one of the most inter-

Victoria  collection of precious

]

much enhanced by a map of the harbor
and surrounding country and the views
of the principal bulldings, beautiful
parks, and so forth.
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The meeting of the Matinee Musicale
Monday was another of the brilliant
succesges which have characterized this
yvear's work. The program was called
“A Study of Lohrengrin,” and consisted
of parts of acts one, two and three of
this famous opera, in some cases entire
scenes being gilven. The cast was as

follows

B s 5 5 i i 5 Miss Ada M. Castor

Ortrud. . ... ....Mrs. E. Lewis Baker

m.. ..... Mr. Everett B. Carder
........ Mr.C. W. Keottering

Miss Anna Caldwell added to the
pleasure of the audience by telling the
story of the opera in & manner that
helped those who were unfamillar with
it to better understand the situations.
Mrs. Carrie B. Raymond at the piano
supported the singers with her scholar-
Iy accompainments. Mrs. Raymond, as
chairman of the program committee,
and the soloists who sang the parts,
have worked long and faithfully over
this difficult opera, and they were re-
warded by a large and very musical and
enthusiastic audience.

Mr. Kettering, who was a favorite

a height of dramatic power which sur-

3—The*“Swan" Song. [ ochengrin offers
himself as Eisa's Jefender, forbiddi her to
gquestion what his race and name.
trothal of Elsa and Lohengrin.

It was a delighted audience which left
Fraternity hall after the program and
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This prayer which was written by
Mary BStuart of Langmort, Colorado,
and appeared in the March number of
the Club Woman, will touch a respon-
sive chord in many hearts:

Oh, Father, teach us to live simpler lives!
‘@ women are so tired; this load of care
Grows heavy and almost too hard to

The heart is well-nigh breaking as it
strives.

Our lives are over-crowded, and we find
No time to rest-we scarce take time to

pray—
In fev'rish haste we toil and strive all
And steal from night sweet sleep—oh, we
are blind! A

Freed from the narrow ways our mothers
went,

With eager joy upon the world's hizhw
'Mid all its storm and stress our

find :
Yet sometimes strength, "twould seem, is
almost spent.

The times press hard, we may not lag be-
hind;

As firm and heavy as the old command;
And truly their reward is e'en less kind.

teach us how to use our freedom found.
throw aside the burdens that oppress

And keep the soul from higher useful-
ness, L

In paths where quietness and peace abound.

us take time to look up at the stars,
see the flowers and sunshine in our

Oh.letnnn':mhhuraadmandmy.
And teach us, Father, to live simpler lives!

L I N
Mrs. Witherby (at breakfast)—Are you
well?

Witherby—Yes. Why?

Mrs. Witherby—You look changed. I
suppose I notice it more than those who
are with you constantly.

’ be Pendule

By Jean Rameau.

“l love you, Arlette”! he murmured,
his brown eyes flashing forth a world o1
wild passion.

Arlette only sighed in response, and
her heavy eye-lashes lowered themselves
until they almost touched her soft da-
mask cheek

And then her sweet lips whispered, as

love you."

A solemn silence followed these words,
a sllence that suggested the eternity of
human love. Loys tenderly pressed his
lips upon Arlette’s eyes, and then he
stepped to the mantle, opened the ex-
quigitely made pendule, and broke its
delicate spring, so that it might not
mark any other hour thenceforth but
the present, the hour divire and unfor-
gettable in which her little mouth had
confessed the secret of her heart to him
she loved . . .”

(To Be Continued.)

The above conclusion of the daily in-
stallment of fiction in the literary sup-
plement scored a pronounced hit. The
gifted author of the story received a
vast mass of correspondence the follow-
ing morning all of which contained ex-
pressions of unrestrained enthusiasm
over his intellectual brilliancy, his fine
fancy and his profound psychological in-
sight into the innermost recesses of the
feminine heart.

One fair enthusiast wrote: *“Oh, mas-
ter! You alone understand the complex
nature of woman.” And then followed
a rhapsody of overflowing pralse that
fairly made his head swim.

“How happy, dear master,” gushed an-
other, “how happy must be the Arlettes
who meet men like Loys!™

But the letter which Interested him
moet, and which expanded an odor no
less intoxicating than that of 2 hedge of
red roses, was the following:

“One of your most humble admirers,
one whom you have often consoled In
hours of despair and doubt, solicits the
honor and pleasure of an interview. . .
You will make her infinitely happy by
receiving her, tomorrow, between four
and five in the afternoon. Are you will-
ing? Oh, yes, of course you are! Deeply
moved In heart, she will ring the bell
and cross the threshold of - your little
room. A Timid Admirer.”

The author experienced a feeling of
intense pride and satisfaction and ex-

pectation. He gently stroked his silky,
flowing beard, and finally said aloud:
“Of course, 1 shall receive her, the dear,
little woman.” Great writers have, al
times, laudable accesses of disinterested
generosity.

The following day, when the time for
the interview approached, he called his
valet, and sald:

“Edmond! 1 wish to impress it upon
your mind that I am not at home for
anybody after four o'clock, except for
a lady who will undoubtedly call to see
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