
UK THOUSANDTH MAIO-1 BY RALPH STOCKS
Yet bo was interesting. One instinctive- it’s a wonderful world, Billy. Invested 

ly felt that here was a man with a pur- m cast iron securities it will bring me in 
FTER meeting an M.A. on a pose, a man who had taken life in his dohaL 7 year VïeTmt «le

beef “round up,” the son of an two hands and wrestled with it; that thing beside the tall timber before I
bridge crew, an Hon. there was something behind him that leave it to the next man, even if I can’t

kept him wrestling still. What that found libraries.”
something was proved an increasingly in- Drummond actually smiled faintly, but 
teresting subject of speculation to me for he was not amused. It was that same 
two months. queer emile of compassion that accom-

In appearance, Drummond was any- panied the extending of a workwom hand.
in salmon canneries, coal mines and places th>nj but impressive. Long, gaunt, with ‘T™ *'ad; very ?.lad' old man’" hec°?"

. , , ,, thin legs and gigantic feet, when walk- gratulated me with unusual warmth,even less salubrious, I was not at all sur- jng hjs rn(jre hody ^emed to move on ! Then his pale blue eyes wandered off
prised at meeting a man like Drummond Faggjnn. hinges. His head was semi bald down the nver’B course. “I wish that
in a British Columbia briber camp. but’Ms chin and upper lip atoned for de- was enough to let me out of it,” he added

When in the whirlpool of life a man is ficiencies in that direction by raising a i meditatively.
off from the outer, slower moving ve creditable straw colored beard and ! Ton surely wouldn t go on with it if

currents, where he had been- accustomed mustachc. Yet, as I said before, with all you had that amount? I demanded in-
to float serenely round and round on the his peculiarities there was no mistaking cr^dulousl>.
surface, and finds himself irres.stibly him for anything other than a gentleman, He turned on me the same slow, enig-
dragged toward the vortex, it, is surpris- and j tül „ ondered vaguely and held matlc 87,116 that bad begun to actually
lag the amount of selfish satisfaction he mv pe^, an°°/ 7716 ' „ ,
ean derive from watching the struggles "(>, a certajn Saturday evening I re- ..My 177607116 18 dou,bIe that now, he
of others who had at one time enjoyed Ceived a letter re-addressed three times eald 2“76Lly’, L ,dar6n t etop wor^,'
an equally .exalted position, but who are and generally crumpled and soiled with ** h , amazement- In

r-now even nearer to being sucked beneath handling. I read the typewritten con- „v677 "^v,,, y„
the surface than he is himself. tents, gasped and took the nearest seat, v -, <VT . ’

I am ashamed to say this is precisely which happened to be the grass at my . jî6 y ,
what occurred to me when I first set eyes feet. I haven’t the faintest idea how long , y X g,. „ 1 ’
on Drummond. 1 sat there, who spoke to me or what I .nit„ of mv.

>- To him could be applied without hésita- answered. I only know that when the 1f T ,irid*>T*e+ .«ji t+ l-ae tVhI
■ tion the much abused title of "tentie- fuU realization of what I had read came ™de^”d!t JY

man.’ He spoke like one, acted like one home to me, it brought me to my feet h to undeIetand anything without a 
and looked like one, even when with whooping like a red Indian. sense of humor?”
sweat and dirt begrimed brow he yanked I have a dim recollection of a ring of «v no~qihlv nnt » T «Emitted tartlv
refractory logs from his groaning bush grizzled -faces staring with stolid won- A ^ tPhat exasperating smile twitched
wagon to the mill skid ways with a cant- derment in my direction, a few gruti re- ^ j.
hook and an occasional curse. marks, the drift of which centered around t mi„ be Baid ^y,

I wanted to ask, “How did you come to the main fact that the Mude was as „there.g n0 need t0 j Mid that because 
be here?" And probably the same ques- crazy as a bedbug, and then I made a j „nce told it aU t„ another man-the 
tion presented itself to Drummond with beeline for the trestle bridge. cniy man in the world I ever did tell it
respect to myself, but neither of us asked There sat Drummond, a comprehensive to„'__

briar dragging down one side of his „And he understand?”
mouth, his long thm legs culminatmg in jautrhed ”
their cumbersome feet dangling loosely to „He ht to have been ahot,” I re- 
and fro like overweighted pendulums from marked indlgnantIy.
the bridge coping, his lace set in its usual - <You haven,t heard it y€t. Perhaps 
expression of grave meditation as he gazed vouqi liugh too, he sugge8ted. “Just do
dTn,a^heCdOUrr waved “ter above £y°“ ^ do77>, ™?d m6,
my head and advanced on him executmg ^ ata^i dotn at the
a hornpipe like any maniac. 1 laughed .«rpistill louder when he glanced up at me in ™9bing water beneath us. The reason 
a mild bewilderment of inquiry without that I work, work hard with my hands 
the faintest semblance of a smile. I sat “ that J must occupy my day and get 
at his side and slapped him on the back thoroughly physically tired and ready for 
like a fool and laughed again at his. dis- ^ep at ,ts end. I want oblivion, and 
comfiture this is the only way I can get it. On,

“Billy,”" I began impressively, “ I have I’ve tried the others. I was thought pro-
just done my last .day’s work.” mising by the lights of the law at one

He regarded me fixedly for a few sec- time; at another I looked like accumula
ting a lot of money I didn’t want in the 
real estate business, and this thing that I 
was trying to forget kept forcing its way 
between me and my work, wrestling with 
it and always proving victorious. I gave 
up in despair and rushed blindly into 
every form of sport, but it still followed 
me. I toured the world, and this was 
what finally brought me" to a decision. 
Those lonely voyages offered least resis
tance to the thing I was trying to forget 
than anything I had tried previously, 
and I determined that my only hope lay 
in a hard, routine day of manual labor, 
in which I should become a machine, a 
mechanical contrivance for the doing of
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certain crude work—work that I could Ngdo day in, day out, and perhaps lose my
self in the rhythm of doing it.

“I came here, and do exactly what you 
see me doing every day. I have my 
wagon loaded in the bush with logs, drive 
them to the mill skidways, roll them off 
and return to the bush. I find myself 
counting the trees that line the trail. Be
tween the skidways at the mill and the 
skidways in- the bush there are exactly 
1,119 full grown trees lining the trail on 
the right side, and 73 less on the left. I 
make six trips in the day. My nigh horse 
takes 2,040 steps to the trip, as a rule, 
and the off horse, 2,400. So I manage to 
occupy my mind all day and lose it in 
tired elfeep at night. I have been doing 
this now for three years, and by compar
ing my state of mind now with what I 
remember it to have been three years ago 
I feel I am making headway.”

"This thing you are trying to forget”— 
I began, carried away by the interest this 
extraordinary recitation had aroused in 
me, then checked myself instantly, “but 
perhaps you’d rather not,” I added hur
riedly.

“I shall tell you all,” he continued dog
gedly. "I was just coming to that—this 
is where the other man laughed.” ' He 
opened his shirt at the throat, detached 
a small locket from a thin silver chain 
that encircled his neck and pressed 
spring that opened it.

“That is what I’m trying to forget,” he 
said, as he placed it in my hand.

I studied the face of a very ordinary 
looking girl of perhaps twenty. The hair 
was dark and parted in the middle, with 
severe simplicity; the features undeniably 
handsome, in a coarse, rather voluptuous 
Style that suggested the Jewess. The 
eyes were, of course, expressionless, the 
picture being a photograph. I studied it 
carefully for a few moments, and then 
returned it.

T ou see, ’ he said, attaching the locket 
to the chain once 
a deliberate
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(strictly incognito) sporting a 

crimson nose and elongated boots on the 
boards of the Coeur d’Alene, Spokane, 
not to mention numerous university men
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We each recognized in the other a kin

dred denizen of another world, the same 
world, but both feared to offend by prob
ing for the teason of the* other's banish
ment.

For two months we went about our 
daily task, took our ice cold evening dip 
(for which we were regarded as quite 
mad by the rest of the camp) and sat 
dangling our legs from a trestle bridge 
blessedly, immune from mosquitos, owing 
to the glacier torrent that flowed be
neath it, and sucked the pipe #f content
ment and companionship.

Each evening I contrived to turn over a 
hew page of my friend’s extraordinary 
personality, for extraordinary I found it 
to be.

He had' next to no sense of humor and

Z;IjrrmED /rd v&s <5ukfkksed io see
I2EÜKLN.C3ND <2N HJS FEET iEANIKQ CUT 
OVER THE -ADD1TOE.IT/M V

box opened quietly and shut with a gentle 
click. The faint rustle of skirts and an 
overpowering odor of eau de Cologne per
vaded the air. She drew a third chair to
ward the front of the box.

“Well, you're a dry looking crowd,” she 
observed in a strident falsetto, with an 
indicative glance toward the beer and the 
empty glasses. Then she caught sight of 
Drummond. “What’s the matter, dearie?” 
she demanded playfully. “Homesick?”

Drummond turned, and I shall never 
quite forget the expression that passed 
over that woman's face. The blood eb
bed from it entirely, leaving the paint in 
crude, ghastly blotches on lips and cheeks. 
The pencilled eyebrows and lids, even the 
powder, stared out in bold relief against 
the colorless marble of her face.

They gazed at each other in silence for 
what seemed an age, then the man mois
tened his lips.

“Where is he?” he demanded in a voice 
low, even and unusually distinct.

The question seemed to break the spell. 
The woman’s head bent slowly forward, 
her hands went to her face. For a second 
she rallied and i saw a hard mechanical 
travesty of a smile twist her features— 
then she collapsed utterly.

I left them.
Outside, underneath the stairs, I lit a 

fresh cigar and laughed.
“Fate sometimes plays a rough game,” 

I mused turning toward my hotel, “but 
lord, how thorough ! ”

“Look here, Drummond,” I said fierce
ly, “you’re going to try an experiment; 
you’re coming home with me—now! 
We’re going to buy à fruit farm down in

continuous din of laughter, chatter, pop
ing corks and more smoke.more and speaking in 

monotone, “we _
gaged to be married. I came out here to 
buy fruit land and build the home, and
ehlmL 4 TeDt_bajk to detcb her she had Wales, by the sea, where we can work 
1 ,f?e cr inmd, that s all. when we feel like it and play when we
,„“6r a brK*f Pauee he looked up at me, feeI like it. We’ll have a bachelor estab- 
most appealingly. \ ou re not laugh- lishment—liberty hall, a few decent fel- 

mg, ne suggested, without a trace of lows, whiskey and pipes, polo, tennis, 
cynicism. We’ll spark the- vicar’s daughter (he’s

1 was not. It annoyed me to such an bound to have several) by way of varia- 
extent that I resolved to speak. tion, and we’ll just chalk up how many

nothing to laugh at,” I agreed; nays it takes for you to drown this idiotic 
but tell me, you never had much to do dream of yours.” 

with women? Drummond shook his head slowly but
bhe was the only woman I ever really deliberately, 

knew or cared to know.” “I’ve tried all that,” he said.
You have never seen her since—not I scrambled to my feet. “Then go to

<<v?V^,year6 a^to86ther?” the devil ! ” I roared disgustedly.
“I’ve tried that, too,” he admitted with- 

And because she threw you over you out a flicker of a smile. “It doesn’t agree 
came here and buried yourself. You I with me a bit.” 
thought, this the best way to forget?” T laughed; I literally had to.

‘ It was the only way.” tfj knew you’d laugh in the end,” he
“No,” I repeated, “I still see nothing added resignedly, and I strode savagely 

to laugh atf, but I see a great deal to ex- into camp. ,
asperate.”

“I knew you wouldn’t understand,” he 
said a trifle wearily. “I don’t want to 
slobber, and God knows I say this out of 
no conceit, I must be one man in a thou- 
sand; you and the other nine hundred 
and ninety-nine would look upon it 
misfortune, and it is impossible to say 
which of us is right, but I can’t forget;
I can’t play at it, ‘love and ride away/
Where I loved once I shall always love; 
she is part of me though belonging to 
other man. I, you see, was not part of 
her—there was some gigantic mistake 
somewhere. She was something ethereal 
to me; die will always be the same, 
whatever happens.” .t 

“Man’s love is the same the world 
over,” I blurted brutally. “To see a fel
low like you buried in a hole like thid, 
going through day after day what you go 
through for the sake of a dream, a chimera 
—if you call it ‘understanding’ to sanction 
this, I certainly don’t ‘understand/ You 
carry that picture round your neck and in 
your mind’s eye you see her always as 
she appeared to you in the old days. You 
worship that, you understand—not her, 
but her memory. If you could see her 
now, why she might disgust you. Imagine 
her as a portly matron, by way of a 
change; she may have developed the tem
per of a fiend; she may have had eczema, 
smallpox, anything that would disfigure 
her for life—oh, wake up, man! there’s 
lots left in life.”

Drummond gazed stonily into the mist 
that was rising from the river. “I knew 
you wouldn’t understand,” he repeated 
with quiet insistence, “you’re one of the— 
yes, the lucky nine hundred and ninety- 
nine. Don’t say any more, it won’t do a 
particle of good, and I don’t like to hear 
it; it’s worse than the laugh.”

I shut my teeth on my pipe stem with ghosts enveloped in a kindly obliterating 
the force of desperation and shook him by cloud of tobacco smoke, down into the 
the shoulders.

were en-
“It’s all rather beastly, isn’t it?” he 

murmured reflectively.
Our door was flung open by a very 

young girl in a greasy 
kimono jacket, short skirts and a pair of 
very small, very shiny shoes that were 
evidently hurting her horribly, who play
fully suggested that we either buy beer or 
make room for some one who would.

I bought beer, while the visitor explain
ed that as she received forty per cent com
mission on every dollar bottle of beer she 
could persuade people to buy we needn’t 
hesitate in furthering a good cause.

When the pacified intruder had hobbled 
from the box I turned and 
to see Drummond

travesty of a

“Where did you get it?” he demanded 
his face betrayed it. Its very contour ex- at last accusingly.
pressed a natural gravity, the acceptance “What, the letter? From the mail car- 
of life as a serious business. His conver- rjer 0j course.” 
sation, though showing a keen observa- «t^0? whiskey.” 
tion of men and things, was never Then 1 laughed again. Oh, the world 
illumined by the faintest glimmerings of was a very amusing place that evening, 
levity. A joke to him was apparently a ! “it’s better than that,” I blurted, like 
sad and sorry affair,-and on the few oc- j a schoolboy divulging his pet secret in 
casions when I launched one for his precious segments. “It’s that fat aunt 
benefit he accorded me a solemn, un- I told you about, the one vegetating at 
divided attention that went further to Tokio. I thought she would outlast me 
quash the misguided efforts than would by years, and I know’ she hates me like 
any failure to “catch on.” He saw them poison, yet she’s gone the way of all 
*nd eeemed to pity. flesh and softened at the last moment—

was surprised 
his feet leaning out 

over the auditorium. I pulled at his jac
ket, but he never moved. “Billy,” I 
ca!le,<J, “wake up; we’ve got to drink 
this.” He never answered. I studied his 
profile; it was hard and

on

set; curious
drawn lines hovered about the mouth, 
which hung partially open.

I glanced over his shoulder and on the 
stage saw a short dark girl, dressed in 
orthodox Spanish dancing costume whirl- 
ing gracefully round to the accompani
ment of her own castanets and a dreamy, 
haunting air played by the orchestra.

The second I looked on her face I knew 
I had seen it before, yet for a full minute 
my mind refused to supply the connection.
Then in a flash it came to me, full, 
strong, incontrovertible. The hair was no 
longer parted in the middle, but piled 
high in glistening coils and tied with vivid 
red ribbons. That was the difference, al
most the only difference, except for color
ing, between the face on that stage and 
the face in the locket Drummond had 
shown me on the trestle bridge.

I returned quietly to' my seat and tried 
to think clearly, then pressed the bell the 
push.

“Ask the lady now on to come to this 
box when she’s through.”

The pale youth with the expressionless 
mask instead of a face vanished with an 
understanding nod.

Presently the turn was over, an illus
trated song followed, and in the gloom 
of a back corner 1 watched Drummond’s 
profile against the white sheet that. oc
cupied the stage. He took his seat slowly 
and sat as motionless as a stone, gazing 
at the opposite wall of the box.

I conjured up the picture 'that was 
burning into the man’s brain, consuming 
and casting out one after the other the 
ideals that had held him prisoner so long, 
“Eczema! Smallpox!” What were either 
compared to this? I almost laughed at 
the irony of it. My arguments, though 
wild, had unexpectedly been proven to 
the hilt; but “wait!” I told myself;
“just wiat!” As yet he had only seen her 
at. a distance, set off by the flare of the 
footlights. For the “cure” to be com
plete, just wait until—. The door of the

II.
It was Drummond’s own suggestion that 

he should see me off, and I welcomed it 
the first sign of awakening interest in 

things practical. a§ well as a proof that 
he bore me no ill will for my cluinsy argu-am
as

A r as a ments.
The town was a new world to him. He 

stood on the curb running a long brown 
finger round the inside of his unaccus
tomed starch collar, alternately button
ing and unbuttoning the jacket of his 
neat tweed suit and tugging spasmodically 
at his Paisley tie.

A liniment to relieve a sprain or an 
argument to carry weight are equally im
potent unless well rubbed in.

“Look what you’re missing, Billy,” I 
pointed out at every opportunity from the 
moment we consumed the first egg flip to 
when we emerged from the waters of Eng
lish Bay and lay on the hot sand blink- 

ring like a couple of owls strayed from 
their cranny in the light of day. I saw he 
disliked it, but persevered unmercifully.

“And now,” said I, when a little later 
we left a down town restaurant; “we’ll 
go to the Princess, Water street, and per* 
suade ourselves it’s the Empire, Leicester 
square.” Drummond followed like a lamb.

As we entered the theatre a fat blonde 
with a raucuous voice and broad hips was 
inquiring of an unappreciative audience 
“how they’d like to spoon with her.” We 
took a little black hole reeking of tobacco 
and beer and called a box, and for the re
mainder of the turn received the undivid
ed attention of the inquiring performer.

I watched Drummond closely, and noth
ing but undisguised boredom was discern
ible in his expression. His pale blue eyes 
wandered round the galleries, where 
passed the endless procession of painted

il.
III.■A'i an-

I waited up for him on the deserted 
piazza with a pipe and my thoughts. I 
saw the glow of his cigar approaching up 
the driveway long before his tall, gaunt 
form was discernible, and I remember 
wondering vaguely what I ought to say.

“I’m sorry you were dragged into this,” 
he apologized, crossing one bony knee over 

“You recognize her, of

VV A

!

7/E/A other.A course?”
“My dear fellow, don’t mention it,” I 

blurted hurriedly. “I was glad— I mean 
1 only hope you won’t take it too much" 
to heart; that you’ll see the wisdom of 
coming home now. I—er”—.

Drummond recrossed his legs.
“No; I’ve decided to settle out here if 

I succeed.”
“Succeed?” I queried, mystified. “I 

don’t quite follow.”
“In persuading her to become my wife. 

He deserted her during the first year.”
I cleared my throat to speak, but that 

was as far as I allowed myself to go. 
The seclusion had certainly turned his 
brain. What was the use of arguing with 
a maniac bent on self-destruction ?
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V Suddenly I became aware that he was 
regarding me with his old enigmatic 
smile.

“You don’t understand,” he said with a 
sort of grave compassion. “Of course you 
don’t. You’re one of the nine hundred 
and ninety-nine. Let’s turn in now. 
Shall we?”

■-4

•\ well of the auditorium, whence rose a

THE UNEMPLOYEDTWO CHILDREN 
BATHERS DROWNED

OTTAWA CONSERVATIVESNEGRO EXHORTER 
GIVES AGE AS 136

IN MEMORV OF SAILORS GREAT BRITAIN'S COUNTY COURT
The annual decoration of the seamen’s 

graves in the marine lot in Fernhill was 
carried out yesterday by members of the 
Seamen’s Institute. An abundance of 
beautiful flowers donated by friends were 
taken to the cemetery in a barouche. A 
memorial service was conducted by Rev. 
L. A. McLean, who spoke of the love of 
their fellow men which prompted those 
who had gathered flowers # that the last 
earthly resting place of the sailors might 
be made beautiful.

After the sendee each grave was dec
orated and the large anchor which marked 
the centre of the lot was entwined with 
many garlands of flowers and vines.

Georgiana Sneed Not Guilty of Setting 
Fire to House—No Bill in Davis 
Case.

Another Country Where Both Capital 
and Labor Are Out of Work.

-------- Ottawa, Aug. 25.—The Consen'atives of
(Correspondence of The New York Post.) the Capital held their convention tonight 

London, August 12.—Occasionally, one and nominated Thos. Birkett, ex-M.P., 
gets the impression here that America be- and Dr. Chabot, as the party candidates 
lieves England to be still in the full flood for the forthcoming election, 
of prosperity, and ready at call to lend a tuMr" J^kett obtained the nomination on 
, . . . • the first ballot. Ills opponents were F red
helping hand to impoverished America. ç00i^ Ottawa representative of the Mail 
It fe a curious idea. This extract from a and Empire, and P. D. Ross, Editor of 
London newspaper will show just what the Ottawa Evening Journal. Mr. Ross 
validity there is in that belief: was an unsuccessful candidate for the

“ ‘There is plenty of money/ said a I last general election, and Mr. Birkett 
great banker todayf ‘The difficulty is to was the defeated Conservative candidate 
find avenues for its profitable employ- iu the last federal contest, 
ment. Commercial openings are closed.
There is no trade doing. Bankers do not 
want the money; they cannot employ it.
It fills their strong rooms, but is of little 
more advantage to them than a bag of 
sovereigns on a desert island.’

“The last report of the local Govern
ment Board, dated July 24, shows that 
there are 3,736 more paupers in London 
than at this time last year, and that the 
return per thousand of the population 
has risen from 24.1 to 24.7.

“In 268 trade unions, with a member
ship of over 650,000, the percentage of un
employed has risen within twelve months 
from 3.6 per cent, to the alarming figure 
of 8.2 per cent.”

Possibly the American reader will reply 
that with all this unemployed capital.
London must be in a position to exploit 
America again. But how about your own 
plethoric bank reserves and 1 per cent, 
money rate ? Is it possible that “com
mercial opportunities are closed,” just as 
in your market also? And if so, why 
should Europe take a hand?

Clinton, Mass., Aug. 25.—Two young 
children were drowned here today under 
somewhat unusual circumstances. George 
Parker, aged 12 years, son of Jeremiah 
Parker, was seized with cramps while 
bathing in Fuller’s Pond and drowned n 
but two feet of water. Although some 
of his boy companions were close by, 
they were too excited to pull out their 
chum in time and although a physician 
worked over the body for some time, his 
efforts at resuscitation were unsuccessful.

Mamie McMahon, the ten year old 
daughter of Simon McMahon, was wading 
with some little girls along the Nashua 
River. She wore dark glasses and it *s 
thought these deceived her as to the 
depth of the water for she waded out 
too far and was drowned before her com
panions could save her. Efforts to revive 
her failed.

The Rev. Mason Brooks, in Jersey 
Sermon, Asserts He Once Held 
General Washington’s Horse.

In the county court Tuesday morning, 
Judge Forbes presiding, the grand jury 
found no bill in the case of John J. Davie, 
charged with perjury, but found a true 
bill against Frank N. Burns, charged with 
appropriating money while collecting for 
Collier & Co. His Honor, Judge Forbes, 
in addressing Davis, arraigned him severe
ly and said he Was very fortunate in the 
position he at present occupied, as noth
ing would have given him greater pleasure 
than to have sent him up for two years.

In the afternoon Georgiana Sneed, who 
elected to be tried under speedy trials, 
pleaded not guilty to setting fire to a 
house in Union alley and the evidence of 
the witnesses as taken at the preliminary 
examination was heard.

Two Dreadnoughts Soon to 
Be Launched—Two Others 
Planned.New York, Aug. 24.—In a sei on de- 

livered yesterday at Zion African Metho
dist Episcopal Church, in Somerville (N. 
J.), the Rev. Mason Brooks, a negro 
clergyman, said that he is 138 years of 
age, and that he remembers having held 
General George Washington’s horse pn the 
road between Somerville and Raritan.

The clergyman said he was bom in 
Cuba in 1770, and was brought to Somer
set county, N. J., when a child. He said 
that he was ten years old when he held 
General Washington’s horse. He illustrat
ed this part of his narrative by walking 
out along the road toward Raritan and 
locating thé exact spot at which he said 
he had held the horse. The spot is near 
an old tree in front of the Cornell place. 
The tree has been a landmark time out of 
mind.

Mr. Brooks said that he has preached 
for the last seventy years, and that he 
has spent five years in Egypt, where he 
did missionary work. During the cele
bration of the Washington Camp Ground 
Association at Bound Brook, on July 4 
last, he was present and walked up the 
mountain-side unassisted. He saye he 
knows he is older than the celebrated 
Noah Raby, who died in the poorhouse 
in Middlesex county (N. J.), a few years 
ago, at the supposed age of 120 years.

Zion Church was crowded yesterday 
with negroes eager to hear the. sermon 

■’preached by the Rev. Mason Qrookp. 
The preacher told them that his long life 
had taught him that the man who is 

* good is also happy and that he expects 
‘to live long enough to witness the salva
tion of many persons ho have not yet 
come to his way of thinèring^ . ^ j

London, Aug. 25.—Before the close of 
the present year two more battleships of 
the Dreadnought claps, but including im
provements adopted after exhaustive ex
periments with the first of these vessels, 
are to be launched for the British navy,MOORE'S MILLS MAN 

BAOLV INJURED
A I. O. G. T. News.

Miehae of St. Martins, has de
cided to devote the entire year to tem
perance work. Mr. Kelly is a speaker of 
more than ordinary ability. lie has a 
rich fund of anecdote, a large and varied 
store of historical knowledge and a good 
grip of,the saloon problem. It has been 
decided to have him tour Queens County 
first. The different sections of Queens 
are more readily reached when the boats 
are running than in winter.

The following meetings to be^address- 
ed by Mr. Kelly have been arranged:—

Monday, August 31—Thometown : Tues
day, September 1—Thometown; Wednes
day, September 2—Narrows; Thursday, 
September 3—Narrows ; Friday, Septem
ber 4—McDonald's Corner; Saturday, Sep
tember 5—McDonald's Corner; Monday, 
September 7—Shannon : Tuesday. Septem
ber 8—Shannon ; Wednesday, September 
0—Hampstead; Thursday, September 10— 
Hampstead.

and work on still another one is to be 
commenced. The St. Vincent, which waa 

Portsmouth in December
The prisoner 

went on the stand and while denying the 
allégations amazed those in court by her 
witty sayings. His honor found the pri
soner not guilty and she was discharged. 
C. II. Ferguson appeared for the crown.

The case of Martin Downs, who faces 
a charge of assault, is left over to the 
September court.

The docket is as follows:

laid down at 
last, is to take the water on Sept. 10, and 
ary, and the Collingwood’s slip at Devon- 
port, on Nov. 7. Both the Collingwood 
and St. Vincent are to be ready ‘for com
mission early in 1910.

The Vanguard, the next ship of this 
type, is to be commenced shortly by a 
private firm of shipbuilders. The slip 
which the St. Vincent vacates at Ports
mouth is to be prepared for the laying 
down of another Dreadnought in Janu
ary, and the Collingwood’s slip at Deven- 
port will take the keel plates of an ar
mored cruiser, which is to embody im
provements in the Invincible class. One 
of these improvements relates to the tur
bines, and is a discovery made on the 
Dreadnought, whereby that vessel’s speed 
was accelerated. Great Britain will there
fore very soon have four Dreadnoughts in 
commission, two completing, and two 
building. The progress made in the pro
vision of this most formidable of fleets is 
shown in the following table:

Laid
down. Launched.

... Oct., ’05 Feb., '06 4
... Dec., ’06 July, '07 7 '

. Jan., '07 Aug., ’07
. Feb., *07 Nov., '07
, Dec., ’07 Sept., ’08
. Feb.. ’08 Nov., ’08

HARVESTERS STRANDED 
AT M00SEJAW

St. Stephen, N. B., Aug. 24 (Special).— 
A likely fatal accident occurred at 
Moore’s Mills today. Arthur White, who 
was working on a building at that place 
fell from a staging to the ground, a dis
tance of about twenty feet into a ditch. 
One of the loose staging planks fell, strik
ing him on the forehead, rendering him 
unconscious for some hours. His recov
ery is still in doubt.

Winnipeg, Man., Aug. 24 (Special).— 
Following close in the wake of the har
vesters, a series of the most daring bur
glaries have been pulled off in this city, 
and some of these are attributed to unde
sirable visitors. Saturday evening a man 
walked into a store on Portage avenue 
and at the point of a revolver compelled 
the woman cashier to hand over the re
ceipts. He made a clean get-away after
wards. Fully a dozen or more private 
residences have been entered. In one ca^e 
the lady of the house was beaten insen
sible while in the act of telephoning the 
police.

bunding. | -At Moose jaw the condition of the har
vesters is desperate. The city has been 
obliged to feed and house upwards of two 
hundred of them.

Jury Cane.
Watson vs. Finnamore—H. H. Pickett.

Non-Jury Cases.
Jack vs. Cox—J. King Kelley.
Thom.son vs. Malcolm—J. B. M. Baxter. 
Hazelwood vs. Cowan—J. R. Armstrong.Moose Invade Hampton.

Hampton, N. B., Aug. 24.—Two moose 
made a visit to Hampton this morning, 
one, a fine bull, was of immense propor
tions, but both appeared to be in rather 
poor condition. They had swum across 
the river from the Norton side and leis
urely walked about, ^apparently looking 
for suitable feeding grounds which they 
eventually found in Mrs. Hayward’s pas
ture. Their presence caused a good deal 
of interest, but owners of ripening grain 
and growing ' garden truck expressed the 
hope that they would extend their journ
ey before night without further search 
for local provender, but they were still 

t j enjoying themselves in the pasture late 
^this afternoon.

PAYMASTER AND 
TWO MEN KILLED BY 

TRAIN AT KENDRA
I
’

CO Minister Suicides.
New York, Aug. 25.—Ill, half-blind, 

criticising the church on the score of 
untruthfulness and insincerity and declar
ing that he could not worship “America’s 
Trinity-success, pleasure and gold/’ Rev. 
Albert H. Trick today shot and killed 
himself in a Mills hotel. He was once 
pastor of a Presbyterian church in Chi
cago, and later had a charge at Saratoga 

— . .....*

__R*ar cured
You can pMfilessly Zemove any corn, either 

nard, soft ojfbleedinf, by applying Putnam’s 
Corn Ex traitor. It na^er burns, IfegPW no scar, 
contains nv&clds ; Is han#HBee>1Wcause composed 
only of helling gums and balms. Fifty years in 
use. Curef guaranteed. Sold by all druggists 
25c. bottled. Refuse substitutes.

Winnipeg, Man., Aug. 25 (Special).— 
While paying a gang at Eagle, 65 miles 
east of Kenora, Alex. Milton, chief clerk 
in the paymaster's office, was killed with 
two others who were standing with him 
on a eide track. The men supposed that 
train No. 97 would take the mein line, 
but instead, the train came down the 
siding and befoTe the men could get 
clear, all three were killed.

Dreadnought .
Bellerophon 
Temeralre 
Superb ...
St Vincent 
Collingwood 
Vanguard 
Another 1,lnB|jPpdo Jftnir>Qa

8
8
8 PUTN A FSlgThe net revenue of the New York post 

office for the year which ended on June 
80 last, showed a decrease of $828,729.31
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