THE ADVERTISER, LONDON, ONT. SATURDAY,JULY 11, 1903.

e e

MODERN FABLES BY GEORGE ADE

Rude Parent Who Turned Down Three Different Varieties.

Once there was a long-headed Fither
| with the Bud a New Show came to

who had taken the Junior into the
Downtown Office and was trying to
eradicate the Greek and Latin from his
Sve
system.

The Junior was a Lovely Chap, whose
Clothes came to about twice his Sal-
ary. He resembled the smooth-faced

Hero of a Richard Harding Davis $1 50 |

Book. By keeping his hair neatly gum-
med down and wearing the right shape
of Collar, likewise vamping a few ten-
der Chords on the Piano and holding up
his end in a light-weight Conversation
he has managed to elbow his Way into

the Front Row of that Select Division

of the Human Race known as the Land- |

ed Gentry, because they get Landed so
often.

Bertrand Fiappingdale was the Name
of this particular Confection.
Qet he was known as Bertie and among
the Employes at the Shop he was
known Bluff. Bert’s Pathway in
Life was so nicely Lubricated and ev-
ervone was so Awfully Nice to him that
after a while he felt reasonably Cer-
tain that the Earth and the Fullness
thereof had been dished up especially
for his Benefit ‘and he could cancel the
Order any time that he saw fit.

Flappingdale, Senior, had never smok-
Kgyptian Cigarettes, and attended
Junior Proms during his Incubator Per-
jiod. He had been too busy trying to
make the Meal Tickets last from one
Saturday Night to another. The only
Time he got real Lungy was when he
told how he used to work for
Week and Plant $100 a year in the
Building and Toan Association. It
had been many Years since they tcok
Lig boiled Dinners away from him and
made him eat Artichokes, but he was
still a Farmer at Heart.
they threw him into the long-tailed Re-
galia, with the misfit Tie, he had Yap
stepciled all over himseif.

You may take one of these self-made
Luminaries and wean him away from
hig Pie and rub him
wear for years, but you cannot
the Lines of Rugged Character
his Front Piece nor separate him from

as a

ed

iron

In Our

| somebody got

Six o a |

| his
And when !

with Silk Under- |

from |

the Homely Doctrines that were called |

to his Attention by means of a Hick-
ory (iad some forty years earlier in the
Game.

Consequently after the
pingdale did not hit off to
Extent with Bertie's Friends,
whom had their Names
up in the Society Column 365 days in
the Year, but not of them
have figured a 2 per cent Discount un-
less he had taken a Day off.
not for Business, but
never seemed to Languish
that Account.

elder Flap-
any large
most of

one

care

much on

‘\‘
rand was waiting for a Chance to elope

Town and there zipped across the Hori-
zon of his Fresh, Young Life a Hurrah
Soubrette, who wore Holes in the Stage
every evening doing a refined <Coon
Number.

From the Moment when he looked vp
at her and saw that she had taken
notice of his Presenee on Jarth, he
passed into a Sweet Trance, from whick
he did not fully Awake until the Troupe
left Town, when he found himselt
watching the Red Light disappeal
around the Curve and realized that he
had played his Violets on the Wrong
Number. :

The Busy Lover always goes from one
Extreme to another, so the next Crack
out of the Box what does Bertie d¢
but get himself all worked up to a Tem-
perature of 104 over the kind that is
known as Terribly Bright. The one
he was determined to marry, unless
out an Injunction, sat
around in an off-color kind of a sad
Mother Hubbard make-up and handec
out Brilliant Conversation that was
good enough to be taken down in Short-
hand and put right into a Book. She
threw her Searchlight on the helpless
Jertrand and dazzled himm to a Fare
ve-well. She got him into a Turkish
Corner and told him of the Yearnings
of her Soul and all about her Empt
Life and bow she had groped for ar
Affinity and although he muffed a goo«
many of her Points and was clear of th
Ground Most of the Time, he realized
that he was in the Presence of one whi
could take him by the hand and show
him a lot of Things that he had never
been wise to as yet. So he wanted tc
marry her and sit around all Day witl
Head on her Shoulder and have
her talk Copy, warth about 3 Cents
a Word.

Father noticed that he was off his
Feed and looking wild out of the Eyes
so he called him in and wanted to know
the name of the New One.

“Ctut it out,” said he when he hacd
learned the Horrible Truth.
not a Lecture Bureau, I don’t blame
any man for marrying a Woman whe

has got the Intellectual Bulge on him |

In these Days of Thursday Afternoo
Clubs and Reading Circiles it's a Cheajy

I Grade of Wife who hasn’'t got the he-

already set |
could |

They did |
Jusiness |

One of the Hard Jobs that Fate had |

mapped out for Flappingdale, Senior,

tand on,

was to prevent his blue-eyed Offspring |

from being abducted and snaked away
to the Altar. The Trouble was that
Bertie wanted to be Abducted. About
every Change of the Moon he would
begin to act more or less Dippy
out the Office altogether and
tlunting in his eream colored Chariot
with one Horse hitched in front of
the other one. Then the head of the
Works would have to call him in and
put some Cracked Tce on him and get
him cooled down.

The first one to lay him out and have
him fluttering, was a 90-pounder about
six weeks from the Nursery. The cold-

go Girl

| something

and cut |
you locate her, you
i she

blooded CGuv'nor begged him not to rob |

the Cradle and wanted to know some-
thing about her Knowledge of House-
keping, which is invariably a Stiff Jolt
for Love's Young Dream. While Bert-

A

|
i
|
|

end of the Outfit beaten to a Pulp.
Nearly every Woman knows more than
her Flusband, but it helps some if he
has enough Gray Matter to enable himr
in chip in now and then, if only to givs
her the right cues. But thirty years
would be a long time to sit at one end
of the Dining-Room Table feeling about
the size of a Roach. I have knowr
several specimens of the Viectim whao
marries the Woman who is going tc
lead him on and on. She leads him o
until he begins to Blow, and
then she usually goes on and on with
wearing a White Necktie
and an Alpaca Coat. If T were You, 1]
would marry someone of about my own
Mental Caliber. Of course, you ma)
have to hunt for a long time, but wher
can tell her that
is the Right Kind. Anyone who
will agree to Marry you is in your clas:
and you can gamble on that.”

“T have tried the Innocent Young
Thing, the Sophisticated Soubrette, anc
the Cultured Club Girl, and you kick
on all of them,” said Bertie.

“They are all Nice Girls,” said Mr
Flappingdale. “Let's wait until we spot
one who has Something coming to he;
and then we will put up a good Joke
on her.”

Moral: Tt's a Wise Father That tum-
bles to his own Son.

—— A T

AFTER ALL, SHE GOT HER WAY

By A. Constance Smedley.

s,

[

“pBut, darling, I must be at the office | could look up to. Why, you can’t have

tomorrow morning. I can’t Icse

my clients.”

all |

| haven't you

“I've told you you’re not to go buuk‘

tonight.”

“But I must, dear. Really!”

The speaker’s voice verged
plaintive.

*“You can go in the morning.
mind much when
the sun's shining and It's bright and
cheerful.”

“I shar’t get
and that
wasted., I
night.”

“Then you'll

on the

you leaving me so

in till afternoon, then,

means another
must catch my

whole
train

day
to-

have to turn
around the second we get up
hotel and walk all these five
miles back to the station.
bitter night, without your
You can’'t travel hundreds
without anything to eat.
ridiculous?”

“I'll get something at the station.”

Miss Dennison conveyed by her ex-
pression that she considered the re-
sources of the station inadequatef

“You are not going tonight, dear?”

“I must, pet.”

“You are going to stay and eat a
good dinner beside a btazing fire and
have a real nice cosey evening. Just
think how dull I'll be If you go
leave me all alone to listen to
howling of the hateful wind!”

“1'd give anything to stay, my own
darling little girl; you know that as
well as I do. T'll be down again for
the week-end.”

“Then you don't love me, and you
never leved me!”’

to my
dreary

of

Don’'t be

the

any self-respect at all!”
“You've done your best to Kkill

”»

it,

It is policy for the owner

. deg to maintain a firm hold if it re-

| sents

I don't '

right |

And on this
dinner! |
miles |

chastisement. Miss Dennison
tiited up her chin and assumed an air
of intense and injured indignation.

“I have done my besl to wake it up.
If there is an iusult which has power
to rouse you, it is my misfortune and
not my fault 1 do not know it.”

Miss Dennison’s happy and fortunate
betrothed looked down on her with
patience that was tightly strained.

“Is there any object In guarreling at
this particular moment? The wind
makes conversation rather an exertion,
and though I assume the proper course
for me to take is to turn on my heel
and stride away forever, I can’t leave
you to go home alone, you see.”

“Why not?”

‘“T'he road is {eo lonely.”

“Solitude is more ecompanionable
than you.”

The more than happy cbject ‘of Miss
Dennison’s affections hesitated, then

| decided not to answer,

and |

A whirl of sand came hurtling to
them up from tbe ground. Miss Den-
nison stopped dead. A bearding stood
on one side of the road, behind the
iron railings. _Tattered bills and
posters fluttered from it miserably.

“Do come along, dear,’” said the man.

Miss Dennison pressed her hands

I into her muff and began an exhaustive

study of the contents of the boarding
The man took a few steps forward,
he was of chivalrous disposition, but
had been engaged six months to Miss

- Dennison.

“Oh, my darling, don’t begin all this! |

tonight,
do will

train
say or

got to catch that
and nothing you can
make me miss it!”’

“I'll never speak to you again if you
py it; I swear I won't.”

I've

o

g0

“For heaven's sake, don't let’s have |

another scene! I'm getting perfectly
sick of it all!”

“Then why
round and leave
walk on beside me?
engaged to me?”

“Hecause I'm a

right
do y»ou

don’'t you turn
me? Why

fool.”

| nison.

Why do you stay |’

. said Miss

As Miss Dennison could not consist- |

ently contradict this assertion, she
her head and continued te walk along
the road in haughty silence.

A row of telegraph poles stretched
desolately befere them, and the
swept across the marsh and hummed
moeurnfully aleng the wires. Far
away the sea becemed, and the sharp,

white sand flew up frem the road in

“It will be dark in a few minutes!”

Miss Dennison continued to peruse
the bills, pensive interest in every line
of her arrested pose.

The man stood a few steps off. “If
vou think you are going to make me
miss that train by dawdling in this in-
sensate fashion you are mistaken.”

“Sweet sleeve!” murmured Miss Den-
“I like the cuff so!”

“I shall simply leave you here, you
know.”’

“But I can't see how it's put on.
Oh, it’s cut all in one with the sleeve!”
Dennison, with a sudden

burst of illumination. ‘“Now, I must

| learn that!”
confined herelf to a dignified toss of |

wind |

stinging showers, o that Miss Denni- |

son put her muff before her face as

she battled onward. The man at her |

strode on
hands rammed

gide

and into

Aeep

with downcast head |
the |

pockets of his cvercoat. His cap, pulled |

low down over his frowning eyes, part-
ly protected his face from the on-
slaught of the gale. !
thick-set man and his expression re-
sembled that of a well-beaten,
desperately goaded dog-

Miss Dennison redoubled the fixity
of her gaze.

“I know perfectly well
everyvthing I'm saying.
ing or aren't you?”

“T believe it's arranged with a gus-
set!” announced Miss Dennison.

The manr opened his mouth, then
suddenly turned on his heel and swung
down the road. He haad cut the Gor-
dian knot. Miss Dennison must make
here deliberate way home alone. He
had gone back to the station and his
city bound train.

Miss Dennison

vou hear
Are you com-

found herself left

| staring at the boarding In an attitude
| of mind that can only be described as

He was a strong, |

but

A fat and cheeky gust of wind sent |

the gir's boa ilying round her hat,
and the man caught it just in time.

As three miles had still to be traversed
before they
Miss Dennison's people. were staying,
and Miss Dennison was

tunity to break the silence.

“If I were a man I should be per-!
fectly ashamed to let a girl insult and |

trample on me so! I don't know what

sort of a husband you think you'll;

make!”’

The man preserved a discreet sil-"

ence.

one of stunned amazement. Then the
dimples reappeared, and Miss Denni-
son smiled into her muff with an air
of happy power.
“The further he
he’ll have to come

the further
so I wen't

goes,
back,

i look round,” said the astute and ex-

reached the hotel where !

of a chatty
disposition, she welcomed this oppor- |

perienced Miss Dennison; “and the
slower he is coming back the surer
he'll he of missing his train. If he
thinks he's going to catch it tonight,
when I want him to stay here, he's
very much mistaken, the ridiculous old
thing!"”

Miss Dennison began to reperuse the
boarding; it sheltered her pleasantly
from the wind.

“A hundred pounds reward!”
| An unassuming little notice caught
| here eyes. *“Vivyella” as a subject is

“I always wished to marry a man I'capable of exhaustion. Miss Dennison

“Home is .

of the ]

welcomed a change in literature with
alacrity. ?

As she read, Miss Dennison’s face
portrayed a curious panorama of ex-
pression;: her cheeks paled gradually.
The little notice bore a crown, and was
couched in terse and simple language;
it was an earnest invitation to a one-
eyed gentlema to return to his sorrow-
ing friends and guardians at the con-
vict prison across the marshes. It
concluded with a thoughtful warning
to lorely and unprotected travelers as
to the gentleman’s unprepossessing an-
pearance and playful disposition.

Miss Dennison reread the bill with
interest no longer histrionic.
mist was rising on the marshes The
autumn dusk was suddenly closing in.
The charms of meditation in the lonely
landscape seemed suddenly to have
lost their savor. Miss Dernison looked
up and down the road. Her dispised
betrothed had vanished Intc the mist.
The light of the station glimmered
vaguely far on tne horizon. On the
other side, three 1niles of deserted road
lay between her and her notel. In the
direction of the station lay nearer sale-
ty--but humiliation; for well did Miss
Dennison know that her strength lay
in her invulnerability. Let her once
lay dgown her scepter and her reign of
tyranny was over forever. For six
months she had enjoyed despotism;
was she now to eat humble pie and cry
out for protection? With Napoleonic
resolution Miss Dennison turned in the
direction of the hotel.

She took five steps; then far away
on the distant marshland, she saw a
moving figure. For the first moment
she assured herself it was but a fan-
tasy of her imagination. Then the
shadow came nearer and resolved itself
into a human figure—a shufiing, clumsy
furtive figure, creeping with bent head
along the wall which separated the
barren pastures. Miss Dennison stood,
arrested. The wind moaned
whistled around the boarding, but she
heard it not. Her eyes were tixed on
the strange figure advancing from the
mist. Presently it hesitated and stop-
ped short. Had it seen her? Sudden-
ly, with a cat-like swiftness, the figure
left the shelter of the wall, and stillt
with downcast head, struck out incwo
the open field. With curious, swift
strides, it was covering the interven-
ing ground; in a few minutes it would
strikke the open road beside her.

Miss Dennison cast one wild glance
along the road in vain. Then, with a
sudden shriek, she was beating a re-
treat toward the station as fast as
fear and the kindly wind could carry
her,

Somewhere behind her a hoarse voice
shouted; somewhere behind her heavy
footsteps bastened. 'With blind eyes,
Miss Dennisonn fled on. Now the lights
of the station twinkled in the distance;
now the
which led there. Now-—oh, hapture!—
a tall, broad-shouldered and despised
betrothed turned and stoed amazcd in
the roaway, to see Minerva fallen from
her pedestal and running after him!

and | 5
ling.

The sea 'the rat question.

| be driven out of the locality.

| afterward the authorities looked  to

downward hill was gained |
| rats

| some

“Save me!” said Miss Denniscon, and |

flung herself, penitent,
breathless, in his arms.

“Darling! here's some one coming
past! Wait a second tell he’s passed
us!”

Miss Dennison’s betrothed, though a
lover, was an Englishman.

Miss Dennison opened her
faintly.

“He's got your boa. See, he’s coming
up to yocu.”

eves

submissive, |

| tance from ‘the quay, and round flat

| not to be able to either jump or to

Two embarrassed young people stood |

stil_l while a still more embarrassed
policeman approached them sheepishly.

i smeared with. tar on both sides of

“I called to the young lady, but you

didn’t seem to hear, miss.

You drupped |

it just by the boarding. I was coming |

across the marsh and 1 seen the wind
take it, and I caught it as
across the railings yonder.”

Miss Dennison smiled whitely; Miss
Dennison’s betrothed thanked
policeman more substantially.
policeman continued to the
with contentment in his tread.

“Now, darling,” said Miss Dennison’s
betrothed.

station

ly abject despot. *“I’'ll never be horrid
again. TI'll always do
you tell me. Only
darling, don't leave
along that
alone!”
“My poor, frightened
What a brute I've been!”
“You have rather,” confessed
Dennison.
Along the

darling,
me to go home
dreadful, dreadful

little girl!

lonely road two lovers

it flew |
i scuttling
the | their feet through the tar, and
The |

LONDON IS BOTHERED
" BY PLAGUE OF RATS

Cats Ilalpln;: to Sfaj tke Nuisance—
Poison Makes It Worse.

When rats take to eating babies in
their beds, says The London Daily
Express, 1t is time for long-suffering
humanity to pay some attention to

London is infested with the pests—
always has been, and scems to be
more so0 now than usuul. ~ Cats are
helpless.  Dogs merely scare the rats
into the next house. Poison creates
a worse nuisance by causing = the
rats to die and putrity in hidden cor-
ners. .

Nobody knows how many rats
there are in London, and there are
no local figures on which 1o base any
sort of an estimate. In Sydney,
when the bubonic plague broke out a
few years ago, the authorities’ offer-
ed sixpence a head for rats, dead or
alive, and within a few monuths they
received 100,000, As it is certain
that only a fraction: was secured,
and as the population-6f Sydney is
something less than 500,000, it is
reasonable to assume.  that there
must have been as many rats as hu-
man beings in Sydaey.

1f the parallel holds good— and
London is an older city than Syd-
ney-—-the rat population of L.ondon
should be five -or six millions. Those
will take a great deal ofi exterminat-

Sydney discovered that the rat has
a rooted aversion to being extermin-
ated. Poisoned bates were laid down
at the worst spots. ‘The rats disap-
peared, but no dead bodies were
found, and the next day another dis-
trict, a mile away, was so pestered
by an invasion of strange rats that
the residents were afraid they would

Great lengths of sewers were block-
ed up and fumigated, and when the
water was sent streaming through

see it come out thick with the bod-
ies - of the slain. They were disap-
pointed. Some carcasses came, but
they were very few.

The rat has an uncanny knack of
smelling danger, and escaping from
it. In India the¢ whole colony of
will migrate from a village
when plague breaks out, and go to
healthier arvea. They drop
their sick by the way, and so the |
plague spreads.

At Liverpool the port authorities
have been trying for years to keep
out the rats which come by foreign
ships. The ship is moored some dis-

discs, thirty inches in diameter, are
fixed on the hawsers. A rat ought|

climb over that obstacle; and, to
make things doubly sure, the ‘rope is

the dise. !

Little the rats care for that. . As |
the cargo is discharged and the ship |
rises in the water, the hawsers be-
come twisted and out come the rats, |
for the hawsers, dragging
us- |
ing every twist of the rope to help |
them to get over the disc. |

They jump on to'the lighter, - or|

- they swim ashore and climb up the

exactly what |
darling, |

road |

“Oh, don't be angry!™ said a sudden- stonework.

Fumigation is
ridding a ship

the only sure way of |
of rats; but British |
shipowners will seldom give up the |
time nccessary for the operation. |
When the City of Perth came home |
with three cases of plague aboard |

{ she was fumigated with sulphur, and|

Miss |

loitered. The wind swept merrily above |

them and around them, all unheeded.
Miss Dennison’s face was screened

from the rough blast, her head was |
hidden penitently against a sheltering |

arm.

And, as they walked along, Miss

| the opinion of Dr. Williams, a medi-

Dennison’s betrothed concluded a kind |

and decisive conversation in

which |

Miss Dennison played an astonishingly |

contrite and secondary part.

“And you u nderstand, dear. there

are to be no more of these ridiculous |

quarrels?”

“No. darling, I'l do whatever you
wish.”

‘“I'ne mar must always be the head.
I've been foolish to give in to you so
weakly. It's been as much my fault
as yours.”

“Yes, dear, it has.”

“But you have been very inconsid-
erate.”

A woman
than a man.”

‘“A man has duties which he must
fulfill.”

“Yeg, darling, and it’s very wonder-
ful and beautiful of him to neglect
them for a woman’s saka A silly,
cowardly, selfish, unattractive girl.”’

Miss Dennison’s betrothed refuted

is always more in love

such an appreciation of her character | . i :
without special permission. The Prin-

with warmth.

“Please!” said Miss IPennison,
hotel people will see us.”

The brilliant facade of the hotel
shone out suddenly behind the hill
Miss Dennison and her betrothed
walked decorously up the drive, where
her anxious people welcomed them
from the piazza. Miss Dennison con-
ducted her betrothed in triumph in the
hall.

Late that evening Miss Dennison and
her betrothed conciuded another con-
versation of a similar nature,

“And you'll be down at half-past
seven in the morning to give ine my
breakfast?”

“Yes, sweetheart.”

“And you'!l take me to the statlon?”

“Yes, darling.”

“And always do
you?"’

“Yes, my own.

Miss Dennison hesitated. Then she
ascended the stairs pensively, while
her betrothed stood at the bottom and
watched adoringly. At the turn of the
baluster she paused, candie in hand.

‘“‘the

exactly as I tell

The light shone on her sweet and saint- |

like profile.

“But all the same,” said Miss Den-
nison, “you must admit that{ you did
not catch that train.”—The Sketch.

TRIAL PROVES ITS EXCELLENCE.—
The best testimonial one can have of the
virtue of Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil in
the treatment of bodily pains, coughs,
colds and affections of the respiratory
organs, is a trial of it. If not found the
sovereign remedy it is reputed to be, then
it may be rejected as useless, and all
that has been said in its praise denounced
as untruthful.

Every woman is born with a master
mind—or. in other words, with a mind
that no man can master,

CASTORIA.

A new hotel in New York City has
a capacity for 1,200 guests and employs
1,800 servants. -

|
|

|

two hundred déad rats were found. ;

“The law gives us power to deal |
with persons, but not ‘with rats, al-|
though the danger to the commun-
ity of a plague stricken rat is as
great as, if not greater than, that ef
a plague stricken person.”” 'That is

cal ofticer of the port of London.

'The difliculties of extermination
are obviously much greater ashore
than on a ship. Put in a terrier or
a- rat catcher and the rats move!
next door. Architects have not yet |
discovered how  to build a house!
which a man can enter and a rat
cannot.

*“Nasty Man"” Who Hatn’t 2 Crewn.

“King LEdward,” writes a Rome
correspondent of a London paper,
“has come, and scen, and conduered;
with one excoption— the Princess
Yolanda. She, the eldest daughter
of iving Victor Fimimanudl, had im-
agined that the King of England
was coming especially for her hene-
iit, so her di illusionment is easity
imagined when not only did he prove
to he old, but she was shut:in' the
nursery and not allowed to eome out

cess, however, decided not to endure
any such iniustice, but nurses were
vioi'tanat. Howe er, one morgng,
‘wiie jaja and mamma were ery
much occupied, she tound the door
open and sliped out quite unsecn.
But mamma’s e¢ves were sharp, and
ske discovered her daughter hiding
betird a huge chair. ‘Ycolanda, why
did you run away?’ asked the
ue n, ‘I ddn't,” she replied. ‘1
onlv wanted to sve King Fdward's
crown, ard Miss lickens kept mie in
the nursery. And the nasty man
hasn’t got a crown after all!”’”’
Won V.. nt Culonso.

The London Chroaiile sayvs — The
new A.D.C. and assistant military
secretary to the Duke of Connaught,
[{cut.-Col. W. N. Congreve, won the
v. C. at Colenso, where he was
among the wounded. His adventures
on thut desperate occasion rank
amrong the most thrilling personal in-
cidents «f the war, and it was ap-
parently only by a miracle that he
came out of the affair alive. After
venturing out and retrieving one of
the guns whose servers had all been
killed or wounded, Congreve on his
wayv back saw Licut. Roberts fall,
and he at once went and brought his
wounded comrade in, When the gal-
lant rescuer had time at last to
“‘take stoek,”” he found that he had
been shot through the leg, through
the shoulder, and in the elboWw,
while a fourth bullet had carried
away the toe of his hoot.  His horse
ran him close, haviW‘ught three
bullets back, “‘con ed ahout his
person.’’ Col. Comgreve’'s V.C. was
undoubtedly ~“on® of the best earned
during thv—‘ SO

| and

THE PARADOX OF
THE BRITISH EMPIRE

British Possessions Saved By Leaving
Them to Themselves.

In the course of a lecture before the
Royal Colonial Institute, the lecturer,
Mr. Harold G. Parsons, thus referred

to the status of the self-governing col-
onies:

Our departure from the old constitu-
tion of the empire “largely contribut-
ed,” says Jenkyns, “to the revolt of the
thirteen American colonles, and after
their complete separation a change of
opinion began.” Colonial constitutions
for some time to come ‘‘reserved
greater power to the home govern-
ment than did the old constitutions.”
We hardened our hearts, that is, after

we had been obliged to let the people
g0, and concentrated our rigors on the
tew colonies left, most of them insular
and unable to resist out fleet. Down-
ing street took charge of the empire;
and Downing street, under the in-
fluence of the African Society, was an
incredibly aggravating institution.
Revolt followed revolt in Canada and
the Cape, but the West Indies suffered
helplessly. The only reason, in the
end, why we did not lose our second
empire was that, with the advent of
free trade, we had determined to
abandon it; and studied neglect gave
as an indulgence some approach to
the 1neasure of self-government which
under the Stuarts had been recognized
as a matter of constitutional right.
Some relaxation of the grip of Parlia-
ment was an inevitakle result of the
refcrm bills; of the counter-revolution
since 1832, The soverelignty of the
people meant the revival of the idea
of self-government.

The true doctrine, moreover, was
somehow guarded in the arcana of the
Privy Council, and was promulgated
in a remarkable memorandum in 1850.
In that year the proposal to federate
Australia and the request of the Cape
for representative government having
been referred to a committee of the
Privy Council for their advice, the
cominittee reported that m thne ancient
possession of her majesty’s predeces-
sors pefore their revolt, and in the
elder empire generally, there had pre-
vailed a system of seif-gocvernment by
legislation of three estates, viz.,, the
sovereign, a council and an elected
assembly. Such self-government, the
memorandum concluded, 1t was not
within the power of the British GGovern-
ment to refuse to any settlement that
had passed the stage of infancy.

The sovereignty of the Eritish nation
over our settlements of freemen over
sea was only for the purposes of guar-
dianship; only to be exercised during
their non-age. And in accordance with
this view, Mr. Gladstone himself, in
a speech on the bill granting self-gov-
ernment to New Zealand In 1852, spoke
of the elder constitution of the empire
as an ideal to which we must as soon
as possible return. ‘“We have not yet
arrived,” he said, “at the just and
normal rglation between a colony and
the mother country developed in for-
mer times.”

The colonies should not be asked to
share in our sea-power till they as-
sume their share of the burden it has
cost us. We have given them the land
half of what we won by the debt—the
crown lands, which shouid verhaps
have been reserved as a common im-
perial heritage, the proceeds of the

| sale of which might have been used

as an emigration fund. They are will-
ing now to maintain of their own
revenues the oversea armies which
George 11I. tried to force them to pro-
vide. Any attempt to institute a sys-
tern of contribution to common defense
at sea without previously elucidating
the relations of the states in the ein-
pire must lead to disastrous disputes.
Every premature and ill-considered at-
tempt at union or centralization in
the empire has ended in disruption; and
parliamentary federation (it should be
remembered)—the confusion of legis-
laturcs—was considered by all parties
to the bargain in the eighteenth cen-
tury, and was tinally dismissed as both
impracticable and undesirable. Asr
sessments of contributions to the navy,
the control of which at present, in the
interests alike of our Maritilne Do-
minion and of our hegemony, must
remain in .our hands, would become
evidence of an unendurable domina-
tion, the dominance of one free people
over another.

On land, on the contrary, the prin-
ciple of the development of the col-
onial armies—the strengthening of the
national militias--at once adds to our
strength, leaves us the hegemony in
foreign policy due to our sea power
is in harmony in the meantime,
and pending further arrangements,
with the principle of selt‘-t_{overnmenl.

In any case, we can see that, alike
in cxamining our past history and
elucidating present preoblems, it is
necassary to begin by envisaging our
imperiul systen. as a congeries of
kingdoms under the conunon crown.
‘The dcetrine of the sovereignty of
Parliament—the attempt to consider
the empire as one realm-—is obhsolete;
is a survival of the ideas of 1688; and
is inconsistent with the firet principle
of the English policy, the principle of
self-governmert.—Monftreal Herald.

A Sustaining Diet.

These are the enervating days, when,
as somebody has said, men drop by the
sunstroke as if the Day of Fire had
dawned. They are fraught with dan-
ger to people whose systems are poor-
ly sustained; and this leads us to say,
in the interest of the less robust of
our readers, that the full effect of
Hood’s Sarsaparilla is such as to sug-
gest the propriety of calling this
medicine something besides a blood
purifier and tonic—say, a sustaining
diet. It makes it much easier to bear
the heat, assures refreshing sleep, and
will without any doubt avert much
sickness at this time of year.

A Dreaded Ocean Graveyard.

The most important headland in the
world is Cape Race, the southeastern ex-
tremity of Newfoundland. It hag also
a most unenviable notoriety.

Some of the most terrible tragedies In
marine annals have occurred on this
rugged, dangerous foreshore. An official

chart shows the disasters there during

the past 40 years. Together with som®
not inscribed thereon, they represent a
total of 94 complete wrecks of ocean-
going vessels—steamers and saﬂers—ln-\
volving a loss of about 2,000 lives_and
$30,000,000 in hulls and cargoes.. Ships
which stranded and afterwa’lic_i escaped
are not included. Last year ‘alone eight
steam and two sailing vessels came to
grief there, 35 persons perished and a
property loss of $2,000,000 was involved.
In bygone times it was the practice of
‘the Newfoundland coast folk to appro-
priate everything they secured, but this
lawlessness had to be sternly repressed.
Now the unwritten rule is that they get
“half their hand,” or 50 per cent, as
salvage. In portable and valuable ar-
ticles, such as silverware, there is still
a strong temptation to keep the whole,
but the punishment is severe. Cham-
pagne, liquors, cabin stores and the like
have also a trick of disappearing, and

.condition,
‘that it was absolutely necessary that

TR T

in the poorest fisher's cottage you willof whisky looted from the e

come upon rare china, dainty napery,
silverware .of price, ang wines to tempt
an epicure. 2

The salvors are reckless and unthink-
ing, and as they gather in hundreds
every man pre-empts what he can. In

the rush there is much destroyed. VVhen{
the Herder was lost in 1882 they burned

whalebone worth $15000 a ton to save
leather costing 20 cents a pound. In the
Emmeline wreck of 1900 they trampled
crates of costly glassware to get at four
cases of French prayerbooks valued at
2 cents apiece, On one occasion two
salvors had got ashore a plano, and
were adopting the Solomon-like expedient
of sawing it in half, when a shrewder
chum bought it from them for a bottle

cabin. When the Grasbrook went as
in 1890 every man on shore pro
himself with a German concertina, -
which instruments of torture she
large consignment, and to secure
packages of much more costly
were thrown overboard. When the Of
from Baltimore for Copenhagen, stru
the back of Cape Race and went
pieces she had a large consignmt‘
bicycles on board, and they were auctid
ed In 8t. Johns and disposed of all ¢
the island. The Abbeymore’s lading
1898 included some cases of splendid KX
lish rifles for Canada, and these are
to be seen adorning every fisher’s e

tage along the shore.—McClure’s Ma
zine,
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THE BROWNING ELOPEMENT.

Mr. G. K. Chosterton’s Account.

NN

T. P. O'Connor, in his noted .weekly
says: This week instead of a Cameo
from an old book, I am inserting a
spirited pessage from a new one.
By kind permission from Messrs. Mac-
millan I give Mr. G. K. Chesterton’s ex-
tremely interesting account of the
elopment of Elizabeth Barrett Moulton
Barrett with Robert Browning, in his
masterly volume, “Robert Browning,”
which is the latest edition of the Eng-
lish Men of Letters series.

Brought into correspondence by the
curiosity each felt in the other’s mind,
they took flame at once, and were
lovers. The problem for Browning be-
came this: How to love and marry
Elizabeth Barrett in spite of her self-
ish and tyrannical father.

Browning’s proposals were, of course,
as matters stood, of a character to dis-
may and repel all those who surround-
ed Elizabeth Barrett. It was not only
a matter of the fancies of her father.
The whole of her family, and most
probably the majority of her medical
advisers did seriously believe at this
time that she was unfit to be moved,
to say nothing of being marvied, and
that a life passed between a bed and
a sofa, and avoiding too frequent and
abrupt transitions even from one t9o
the other, was the only life she could
expect on this earth. Almost alone in
holding another opinion, and in urging
her to a more vigorous view of her
condition, stood Browning himself.
“But you are better,”” he would say;
“you look so and speak so.”

Which of the two opinions was right
is, of course, a complex medical mat-
ter into which a book like this has
neither the right nor the neeg to enter.
Put this much may be stated as a
mere cuestion of fact. In the summer
of 1846 Elizabeth Barrett was still liv-
ing under the great family convention
which provided her with nothing byt
an elegant deathbed, forbidden to
move, fcrbidden to see proper day-
light, forbidden to see a friend lest
the shock should destroy her sudden-
ly. A year or two later, in Italy as
Mrs. Browning, she was being dragged
up hill in a wine hamper, toiling up to
the crests of the mountains at four
o’'clock in the morning, riding for five
miles on a donkey to what she calls
“an inaccessible volcanic ground not
far from the stars.” It is perfectly in-
credible that anyone so ill as her fam-
ily believed her to be should have
lived this life for twenty-four hours.
Something must be allowed for the in-
toxication of a new tie and a new in-
terest in life. But such exaltations
can in their mnature hardly last a
month, and Mrs. Browning lived for
fifteen vears afterward 1n infinitely
better health than she had ever known
before,

In the light of modern knowledge it
is not very difficult or very presump-
tuous of us to guess that she had been
in her father’'s house to some extent
inoculated with hysteria, that strange
affliction that some people speak of as
if it meant the absence of disease, but
which is in truth the most terrible of
all diseases. It must be remembered
that in 1846 little or nothing was
known of spine complaints, such as
that from which Elizabeth Barrett suf:—
fered, less still of the nervous condi-
tions they create, and least of all of
hysterical phenomena. In our day she
wouid have been ordered air and sun-
light and actlvity, and all the things
the mere idea of which chilled the
Barretts with terror. In our day: in
short, it would have been recoghized
that she was in the clutch of a form of
neurosis, which exhibits every fact ot
a disease except its origin, that strange
possession which makes the body it-
self a hypocrite.

Those who surrounded Miss Barrjett
knew mnothing of this, and Browning
knew nothing of it; and probably if
he knew anything, Kknew less than
they did. Mrs. Orr says, probably
with a great deal of truth, that of ill-
health and its sensations he remained
“pathetically ignorant” to his dying
day. But devoid as he was alike of
expert knowledge and personal experi-
ence, without a shadow of medi_ca’l
authority, almost without anything
that can be formally called a right to
his opinion, he was, and remained,
right. He at least =saw, he indeed
alone saw, to .the practical center of
the situation.

He did not know anything about
hvsteria or neurosis, or the influence
of surroundings, but he knew that the
atmosphere of Mr. aBrrett's house was
not a fit thing for any human being,
alive, dying or dead.. His stand upon
this matter has really a certain hu-
man interest, since it is an example
of a thing that will from time to time
occur-—=interpesition of the average
man to the confounding of nxpet:ts.
Experts are undoubtedly right nine
times out of ten, but the tenth time
comes, and we find in military matters
an Oliver Cromwell who will make
every mistakRe known to strategy and
yet win all his battles; and in medical
matters a Robert Browning whose
views have not a technical leg to stand
on, and are entirely correct,

But while Robert Browning was thus
standing alone in his view of ‘the mat-
ter;: while Edward Barrett had. to all
appearance, on his side a phalanx of
all the sarities . and respectabilities,
there came suddenly a new develop-
men, destined to bring matters to a
crisis indeed, and to weigh at least
three souls in the balance. Upon fur-
ther examination of Miss = Barrett's
) the physicians Aeclared

she should be taken to Italv. This may

called the turning point and the
last great earthy opportunity of Bar-
rétt's character. He had not original-

-1y been an evil man—only a man who,

being stoical in practical things, per-
mitted himself, to his great detriment,
a self-indulgence in moral things. He
had grown to regard his pious and
dying daughter as part of the furniture
of the house and of the universe. And
as long as the great mass of authori-
ties were on his side, his illusion was
quite pardonable. His crisis came
when the authorities changed their
front, and with one accord, asked his
permission to send his daughter
abroad. It was his cricis, and he re-
fused.

He had, if we may judge from what
we know of him, his own peculiar and
somewhat detestable way of refusing.
Once when his daughter had asked a
perfectly simple favor in the matter of
expediency—permission, that is, to keep
her favorite brother with her during
an illmess—her singular parent re-

marked that “she might ;
she liked, but that hge halileel‘:)ol:‘gin
greater self-sacrifice.” These w
the weapons with which he ruled

people:. * * * He with his terrt
appeai to the vibrating consciences
women was, with one regard to the
very near to the end of his ¥
When Browning heard that the Ital
Journey as forbidden, he propos
definitely that they should marry 2
&80 on the journey together, ;

’Ma.ny other persons b y
nizance of the fact, andh aélergal;gave
the matter, Kenyon, the gentlest g
most universally complimenta :
mortals, had marched into the l.yh
and given Arabella Barrett, the sis
tf)gt;ll:‘:‘sslck :ivoman his opin'lon of h

r conduct with 1
and frankness which r?nugig;ifveot d
perfectly amazing in a man of hi o
TOSt antiquated socia] delicacy, BM
o?n:‘}sl?nf'ax?l;ll 01(}11 and generous. frie

Y, had immediate ;
ped in and offereqd to take };ltiezltﬂ)eﬁm
Italy herself, thus removing all
would appear to have stood toqu
guns in the matter with splendid "
sistence and magnanimity. She cal
day after day, seeking for a change
mind, unq delayed her own journe;
the continent more than once .
length, when it became evident. t
the extraction of Mr. Barrett’s
sent was hopeless, she reluctantl \
ieg:} thfr (})wn tour in Europe aloney S
L to Paris, and had not the
may days when she mceix'e«c;)e:nfotx!l )
call from Robert Brownin:
Elizabeth Barrett Browning wgo h
]pseherrrl\emtar.-ried some days. f—Ier asta
ent is r: Cf
to think abc;ultt.her o o
The manner

in whi
tiotal clopment Wwhich this ge

—which was,
;lhe(fl talk of‘the whole literar{;:f xs?)gi
ad been effected is narrated, as éve
one knows, in the “Brownmé Lett
Brov'vnmg had decided that 1
{r.led:ate marria e
lon; and having put his h

glough, did not decline eveaxin%vltlzn
\ecame obviously necessary that
shpuld be a secret marriage. To
man of his somewhat stormil.y cax
ana casual disposition this neoes;
Of, Secrecy was really exasperating: b
everyone ‘with any lmaginat'loh
ohxvalry will rejoice that he accept
the evil conditions, He had a.l“rr)a
had t.he courage to tell the truth: g
Now it was demanded of him to'h
the greater courage 1o tell a lie and
\toh'l it with perfect oheerfuln’ess a
lqou?rgy. In thus disappearing su|
I‘gptll!OuS]y Wwith an invalid woman
was doing Somethirg against wh'i
there were undoubtedly a hund
things to be said, only it happen
th{mt the most cogent and imnorta
thing of all was 1o be said for it.

——

To Mr. Chesterton’s sto

Oone or two details of tY:Z flﬂtgnhaty a
September 12, 1846, Miss Barrett 1o
Wimpole street with her maid ]
tilking' a cab drove to St. Pém

(,..hm‘ch, where they were quietly maj
ried. She then returned to Wimpo
Street, but one week later she left

house _for ever and her dog Flus
Browning met her at Vauxhall statio
and rext day they were in Paris.—T.

COULD NOT SLEEE

On Account of Headaches a
Pains in the Side.

The Sad Condition of a Bright Little G
Until D, Williams' Pink Pills Came
to Her Rescue.

Many young girls, seemi
best of health, suddenly griz)g':\lzylgtlte
and lose strength. The color leavé
l)len‘ cheeks; they become thin ha
llttle Or no appetite, and srt'fe;' fro
hf:ada(‘hes and other bodily ,f)a.ln S!:
was the case of Bessie, yo{mge
d‘a.ughter of Mr, Chas. Cobleigh, Eat
Corner, Quebec. Speaking (')f h
daughter’s illness and subsequent cur
Mr, L?opleigll says: “Up to the age ¢
11‘, Bessie had always enjoyed the beg
of health and took great pleasure
out-of-door play. Suddenly, howeve
she‘ seemed to lose her energy; her ap
betite failed her; she grew t'hiri ar
pale; slept badly at night, and com
plalm_ed of distressing headaches in t
morning. We thought that rest woul
be beneficial to heér, and so kept hd
from school, but instead of regainin
her strength, she grew weaker an
weaker., To make matters worse, 8
k)egan to suffer from pains in the sidd
wl_uch were almost past endurance
this stage we decided to try Dr. Wi
liams’ Pink Pills. After a couple @
weeks, the good effect of this medici
was decidedly apparent. Bessie ba
came more cheerful, her step quicke
her eyes were brighter and she seeme
more like her former self. We con
tinned giving her the pills for severa
Weeks longer, until we felt that sh
had fully recovered her health an
strength. I honestly believe had
not been for Dr. Williams’ Pink Pil
our daughter would not have reco
ered her health and strength, and
shall always have a good word ¢t
say for this medicine.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills will cu
all troubles that arise from povert
of the blood or weak nerves. Amoj
such troubles may be classed anae
mia, headache, neuralgia, erysipelag
rheumatism, heart ailments, dyspep
sia, partial paralysis, St. Vitu
dance, and the ailment that rende
miserable the lives of so many wo
men. Be sure you get the genuin
with the full name “Dr. Willilamg
Pink Pills for Pale People,” on th
wrapper around every box. Sold b
all medicine dealers, or sent by ma
post paid, at 50 cents per box, or si
boxes for $2 50, by writing direoc
to the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Com
pany, Brockville, Ont,

The head instructor of the naval col
lege of China is to be an American.

NO PERSON should go from hom
without a bottle of Dr. J. D. Kellogg

Dysentery Cordial in their possession, &
change of water, cooking, climate, etc
frequently brings on summer complain
and there is nothing like being ready wi
a sure remedy at hand, which oftentime
saves great suffering and frequentl
valuable lives. This Cordial has gaine
for itself a wide-spread reputation fa

affording prompt relief from all summe
complaints.
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