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THED BY FIREAND SWORL

'
Japanese Priest Performs Shinto ,
Miracles

e et e

“Walks on Live OCoals and Steel
Blades Barefooted --- Mystifies
Bostonlans in Canvas Temple--
But Stage Magicians Get Same
Resuits by Tricks.

(Boston Transcript).

Climbing a ladder of eight keen sword-

[bhdes in his bare feet, walking barefoot
\over an eighteen-foot bed of hot coals, Dr.
jTomoya Suga, Shinto priest from Japan,
r'exempliﬁed to about two hundred Boston-
jans two of the famous “miracles” of the
‘garliest Japanese faith. Never before, so
it was announced, have these ‘‘miracles”
Hbeen performed as a religious service on
I this side of the Pacific.

The scene was a roofiess canvas enclos-
jure on the low land near Ruggles and
\Parker streets, off Huntington avenue.
iLadies and gentlemen, many of them rec-
ognized intellectual leaders, including
Harvard professors, technology men and
well known society people, sat around the
jgide lines on folding chairs. The little
field was marked off in a rectangle with

.Jour tall poles, their tops joined by hemp-

len cords from which dangled occasional
elusters of stripped paper, symbolical of
the clothing of the gods.. Materialg for
@ quick, hot fire had been laid on a bed
\of sand in the middle, perhaps six by
jeighteen feet in extent. At the farther
end, the only part from which spectators’
chairs were excluded, was a emall wooden
\ghrine, decked forth with paper and
/fruits, and flanked by poles bearing color-
ed streamers.

The representative of Shinto worship
(was introduced by Professor Percival
iLowell, the well known exponent of oc-
/cult phenomena in the social and religious
{life of the Japanese. “Dr. Suga,” said
'Mr. Lowell, “comes to this country part-
ily to study our ways and partly to help
}in imparting the elements of his own
jfaith. The Shinto religion, let me remind
\you, is the earliest faith of the Japanese

eople. It is a religion purely indigenous

o Japan. It has no very near congener

far as I am aware, among other peo-
ples. The fundamental idea of it, which
ne may call the pantheistic embodiment

f the Diety in the universe, is of course

ore or less common to all peoples at

certain stage of their career. ‘Shinto’
eans ‘the way of the gods,” and what
you are to see today is a perfectly pure
@hinto rite. In Japan these things are
profound mysteries, and it was only by
(good fortune that twenty years ago I hap-
\pened to light upon them. They are per-
iformed regularly twice a year in the
temple grounds of the old Shinto sect at
]Tokio. This is the first time, to my
iknowledge, that these miracles have ever
the sea, and they are among the
ost serious and interesting performances
‘»ﬂut can be witnessed upon the globe to-
L

While Professor Lowel] was speaking
|Dr. Suga arrived at the outer gats of the
tinclosure, a vision of crisp white robes,
tgrotesque, waving headgear and high
He walked with much
.solemnity straight across the inclosuré to
ithe shrine, and with- obeisances and in-
Icartations busied himself for some min-
{utes befcre he turnmed to greet the pro-
{fessor and the eompany. Professor Low-
ell then formally introduced him and the
doctor, retiring for a brief interval to a
ysmall covered tent within the grounds,
lsqon after began the service.

It consisted in the bringing forth of
‘fruit for the altar by the doctor and three
or four young Japanese in American cos-
#tume and manner, and nearly a half-hour
jof prayer or incantation by. Dr. Suga,
standing almost motionless before the
whrine. Then eight swords were brought
out and laid on the shrine, the doctor
trying their edges by swift cutting of
folds of paper.

One by one the swords were then bound
fast with paper and twine in the slots of
a wooden frame or ladder, prepared for
the occasion. The assistants did the bind-
ing; the doctor, first before the shrine,
then before the ladder, exorcised each
i blade, as if in an effort to nullify its or-
'dinarily accepted power to do human in-

ury. v
! \{’ith the eight swords firmly fixed, the
doctor took his place before them. An
aseistant removed his high shoes and re-
placed them with low eandals that could
be dropped from the feet merely by rais-
ing them, and after more exorciem, bar-
ing hie feet, the priest started his “mir-
aculous” ascent. Grasping a hand rail
forming a sturdy banister for the left-
hand side of the ladder with his left
hand, and bearing his right hand on on?
of the hilis protruding outside the op-
vosite edge of the frame, he placed his
sft foot on the lowest blade, not as one
yrdinarily mounts a ladder with the.rung
t right angles to the hollow of the foot,
sut with the foot placed lengthwise on
the blade, apparently bearing on the bail
| and the heel. 1t was manifest that mucn
| weight was being upheld by the hands
| and arms. But, elowly, the doctor raisel
| his right foot and eet it squarely on the
edge of the second blade. He was cer-
' tainly mounting the ladder of ewords.
| All went well until about the fifth blade,
when apparently his flowing robe caught
on,a hilt and retarded him somewhat.
He  winced slightly, and for a moment
. rested his right foot heavily on one of the
' hilts, outside the frame. Blood on the
fifth blade, and later on the sixth, showed
that the edge of one, at least, had mad-=
ity way into the flesh. Under the cir-
cumstances perhaps it was fair for the
doctor to skip the eighth blade, and step,
as he did, directly from the seventh to
the narrow wooden platform at the top
of the ladder. An assistant wiped the
blood from the fifth blade, but a little
could still be seen in the sixth even after
the whole gervice was over. Dr. Suga de-
scended by the wooden steps at the rear,
and putting on hie sandals, retired o
the emall tent to prepare for the fire test.
When he reanpeared it was in anothev
costume, composed of flowing green silk
over white. Scating himeelf in a chair at
the end of the fire pit, he read what
seemed to be a prayer 1rom a paper scroll,
walked about the pit exorcising the ma-
terials for the blaze, and waving over
them a wand tipped with paper strips—
a procedure, by the way, which could not
fail to give a suggestion of driving house-
flics—and at length allowed the aesistants
to light the fire. The mass of excelsior
and pine eticks at once blazed high, pro-
ducing a column of red flame and throw-
ing off a heat so intense that many spec-
tators moved back from the sides of the
enclosure. But the doctor made no a‘-
tempt to walk through the flames. Al-
ternately sitting or walking about the
pit, he continued his exorcisms until, after
the lapse of_ ncarly half an hour, the fire
had burned itself down to a mass of
embers. The assistants poked these with
" stakes to break up thc longer bits and
form an even ted before any walking was
attemated.
~~fgen Dr. Suga made one rapid trip
through the mass with his sawdals on. This
was apparently preparatory; for more ex-
orciem followed. The first trial with feet

stripped off his shoes. and stockings and}

at the doctor’s word strode stoically over |
|

the embers, head erect and making little,
sign of untoward sensation. The other/
assistants followed, barefooted; but al- |

though each took the first three stn'des‘\

without sign of trouble, each made the last |
two with notable acceleration, and one,‘i
at least, was only too ready to scuffle his |
soles in the cooling earth outside the range |
of the heat-holding sand that had been
sprinkled all around the fire pit. Last of!
all, the doctor himself shed his sandals;
and made the trip. Whether he had failed .
to gain complete mastery of the evil power,
or his lacerated foot made the trial speci-
ally severe, the fact is that even he took
the last two strides through the coals with
something much more akin to haste than
dignity, and not at all like stoicism. The
spectators were almost ready to titter,
in spite of their willingness to'sympathize.
But the doctor quickly recovered his so-
lemn ‘bearing and proceeding straight to
the shrine, ended the service with a final
series of mutterings and obeisances.

The spectators at once flocked on the
field, testing the edges of the swords and
holding their hands above the bed of coals.
Undeniably the swords were all of keen-
cutting edge. One test made was to draw
the closely bound back of the doctor’s
thirty-page pamphlet with a sliding motion
downward along the edge. The result was
a clean cut into the edges-of the leaves
and through the binding, such as no dull
blade could make. As for the fire, one ad-
venturous sceptic, suspecting that a little
patch of clear sand in the midst of.the
coals might have formed a stepping place
for the priest, reached far in and under- |
took to pick up a handful of sand from |
the suspected spot. He dropped it in a
trice, convinced by the painfully burned
finger that the sand alone would have
been test enough, with the coals scraped
away. Yet the priest and his assistants
undeniably walked on the hot coals.

Dr. Suga’s pamphlet, describing Shin-
toism, had this to say:

“QOur faith reaches out to the gods, the
power of the gods descends upon us, and
we and the gods become one. The Shinto !
miracles are meant to show that when
(God and man are united, not only may
water become fire and fire water, but
the believer may sink into water with-
out drowning, tread upon swords without
injury, walk on fire without burning.”

Britons and Their Beer.
The ferocity of the opposition to limit-|

ing the number of public drinking placesi
in the United Kingdom by act of Parlia-
ment, as the crisis of the final voting of
the House approaches, can best be meas- |
ured by the language into which some of
the clerical opponents of this temper-
ance legislation have been betrayed in
recent public utterances. Here is the
vicar of Gorleston, for instance, the Rev.:
Forbes Phillips, who opened a sermon|
against it by pointing out that Christ was
born in a public house and made his home
for a time on what are called in England
licensed premises. The government bill
reducing somewhat the public facilities for
drunkenness this reverend gentleman
characterized as the work of “represen-
tatives of modern Phariseeism proposing |

in obedience to orders from religious |

cranks to plunder & legitimate branch of |
English indystry.” The church, this mili- |
tant viear declared. would not accept its|
gospel from the House of Commons, and |
the Nonconformist conscience was not:
going to be set up in the place of Christ,;
who would not have been accepted for the:
Nonconformist ministry today because hs'
was not a teetotaler. 'It:&hould be“under-
stood, however, that although ‘here are |
certain bishops of the English Church who
are active and aggressive opponznts of the;
liceneing bill, the large majority of them,,
together with the great Church of Eng-"
land Temperance Society, numbering|
three-quarters of a million members, are
on the side of the bill. The Archbishop’
of Canterbury and the popular Bishop of
London are taking a vigorous hand in the
cause of temperance reform and of the
right of the State effectually to control |
the liquor trade.

It is indeed an event of historic interest|
and importance in itself, this coming t0~‘[
gether in any cause of the Church of Eng-
land and the great Nonconformist body. |
Mr. Lloyd-George, in a stormy meeting|
held just after the liquor interest had car-|
ried a seat in Parliament in the London!
district of Peckham with an extraordinary
display of their organized persuasions,
upon ‘“the man in the street”—as a rep-|
resentative Welsh Dissenter himself called |
on Nonconformists to recognize the noble
stand made by the Archbishop of Canter-
bury in the face of the sordid menace of
the brewers who had thought anyone
could be bought with money. “Let us
compose our differences,” he pleaded.
“They are not beyond being adjusted. Let
us close our ranks, for the Master calleth.
Let the great Church .interests of the
people for the time being take the lead.
There is not a Nonconformist who will
not follow gladly in this great crusade.!
For we Lnow that we have reached one|
of the crises in the history of nations, |
when there is a conflict betwean the low-
est appetites and the highest instincts,and |
on the result of that conflict depands for
generations to come whether the race shall|
continue to ascend towards a purer, clear-|
er and brighter firmament.” And the dis-
order which had threatened the meeting|
from the hired disturbers in the gallery:
was quelled by ths singing by the entire,
audience of “All Hail the Power of Jaqus’i
Name'—the volume of tone rising like a
battle song above the tumult. !

The psychological moment in Kngland is |
that in which a Socialist scare has stimu-
lated man’s primordial instincts to selfish-|
ness. As one observer pictures it, “Prop-l[
erty, always timid, has got Socialism on itsi
nerves.” This is not a mood favorable to
progréss and it helps all those who would
gidetrack moral ideas in politics. But the
governemnt is determined, and Mr. Lloyd- |
George, now chancellor of the exchequer,
and speaking with authority, declared in;’
the speech already referred to that the |
government would rather fall and from |
that fall rise up to renew the fight, than !
leseen its demands in this issue. “We are
more convinced than ever by reason of
the methods adopted in the recent elec-:
tions by the liquor ‘trade that it is an im- |
perative duty of statesmanship to risk all
to save this land from the menace which
threatens it.”” Canvassers told the work- |
tngmen clectors in the recent overthrow of |
the Liberal candidate at Pecltham that at
the end of the time limit fixed for the li-|
censes that are to lapse without renewal,
it would be a penal offence to drink a glass |
of beer! Butl the laggr party are stand-|

ing by the government and presenting such

king classes in drink.

oul of every $300 invested only $36 came
back to the workers in the shape of wages.

a
( It’s elubs.)

arguments as, that even in these days of It's

trade there; nothing like the losses on li-
censes terminated by the failure to renew
or by local option everywhere in  this
country. Lord Rothschild, who presided
at a meeting of holders of brewery bonds
and shares, was not above raising this
disingenuous cry and appealing to all own-
ers of property of whatever kind against
predatory Socialism. The fallacy which
Lord Rothschild and his like, heavy in-
vestors in the liquor trade, seek to impose
upon the public is that a license is a form
of absolute property. It is not so at all.

English courts have repeatedly decided ;

that there is no legal property in a li-
cense whatever beyond the duration of a
year for which it is granted. Moreover there
is a letter of an eminent counsel of the Li-
censed Victuallers Association turned up in
which he warns his clients ‘‘that there
cannot be the emallest doubt that in the
strict sense no such thing as a vested in-
terest exists.” But notwithstanding this
the. government bill provides for compen-
sation in case of disturbance, purely as a
matter of equitable consideration, but re-
cognizing no legal right. The state has a
moral obligation, as the government mea-

sure recognizes, not to change its policy |

suddenly, and not to disappoint expecta-
tions without due warning; and this is the
ground for allowing a liberal time limit in
which to put away the sinking funds which
will make up in the limit of time the
license-holders’ losses.

To us in this country where no compen-
sation has ever been thought of in connce-
tion with prohibition, it appears that in
showing thie consideration the bill is gene-
rous as well as just, Such ecrupulous and

‘temperate temperance should earn its

framers both glory and success,
E.H.C. in Boston Transcript.

The Dukelet

‘“Who are those people on the shore?'’ im-
plored the duke’s fair bride;
‘“My creditors, my creditors,’” the little duke
o trepl‘l!ed.
‘“What makes you look so sad, so sad?’ im-
e dplor;;d th; gulke's fair bride;
readin’ what I've got to face,” th -
; tle duke replied.. .
‘For my tailor’'s there among ’em, and he'll
clamor for his pay;
My hatter weighs two hundred and his fist
is hard, they say;
I wish your pa had settled things before we
sailed away,
For they’ll all be jumpin’ on me at the
landin'!"” -

“What makes them have that hungry look?"
implored the duke’s young bride;

“They’ve waited long, they've waited long,”’
the little duke replied.

“What makes that tall man shake his fist?"*
implored the duke’s young bride;

““He wants his cash, he wants his cash,” the
little duke replied:

‘“He’s the man from whom I purchased the
engagement ring you wear,

For I told him that your father was a multi-
millionaire;

He’s as strong, they say, as Samson was be-
fore he lost his hair.

And I'm dreadin’ what'll happen when we're

landin’!”

“What makes the crowd increase so fast?'”
implored the duke’s sweet bride;

“More creditors, more creditors,’”” the tremb-
ling duke replied.

“Why do they seen so rude, so rude?”’ im-
plored the duke’s sweet bride;
““Because, alas, they are canaille,” the tremb-

ling duke replied;
“Your pa was cruel hard to make the dot
he gave so small,

If I should settle with them we'd have noth-
in’ left at all; ;
Address 'em from the gangway—try to stand

‘em off till fall— by
Or they’ll do things that may shock us at
the landin’!”
—Chicago Record Herald.

THE DEBUTANTE PLAYS BRIDGE.

Let’s see....what's trumps?—Oh, Grace your
L h;t‘a 81 dear,

nd so becoming, too....Girls, did -you hear
That Clara Cotrox is engaged at 1531
And to a count with a dreadful name?

|(I dote on bridge; it's such a clever game.

Let’s see....what's trumps?)

There’s Catherine over there
And entre nous, I hear she dyes her hair
And palnts';—but I might, too, with such a

(Oh, partnér! did I really trump your ace?)

Who is that freak three tables to the right?
1 saw her at the Wilbur-Brownes last night;
Some parvenu, no doubt, and goodness knows
I think a blacksmith must design her

clothes.
(Are benrfts tox‘ diamonds trumps? Oh, that's
act,

Some girls are so deveid of tact;
That Carlton creature in the last year’'s hat
Just makes me mad as mad——she’s such a
cat, *
And nanr]‘y snaps your head off i{f you don’t
Keep absolutely dumb;—of course, I won't.

Oh, girls, Jack’s so devoted it's a joke,
He's quite my shadow.—What! did I revoke?
Well, anyway, I think it's mean to take
Three tricks from me for that small mistake.
Bridge bores me frightfully, I'm bound to say,
Though Jack says it's astonishing how I play.
Oh, dear!—my lead again?—Let's see....
what's trumps?
—Puck.

THE CAPTAIN.

(J. ©. M. Duncan, in Montreal Witness.)

Captain, for a little space,

Let us look upon his face:
Look ye then, the captain sald,
And we looked upon our dead.

Wild the sea; but calm he slept;
Long above his face we wept:
Said our captain, grey and grim,
Weeping will not waken hjm.

Captain, ere we vield our dead,

Let a little prayver be sald:

Pray ye then; and so we prayed,
Faint and falt'ring prayer we made.

Then the captain, stern of brow,
(Had he never prayed till now?)
When he saw us mourning thus,
Stood, and wept, and prayed with us.

Strange a sight it was to see
Our captain weep so bitterly:
Strange it was to hear him pray,
One so gruff, and grim, and grey.

Yijeld we now, the captain said,
To the sea, our comrade dead:

To his deep, unresting grave,
Our dead comrade then we gave.

Long we thanked the Lord, whose breath
Is the after-life of death,

That He thro’ our fellow's fate.

Made one soul compassionate.

LET SOMETHING GOOD BE SAID.

When over the fame of our friend or foe
The shadows of the grave shall fall; in-
stead
Of words of blame, or proof of thus and so,
Let something good be said.

Forget not that no fellow-being yet

May fall so low but love may lift its head|their conclusion. Again, they analyzed the|

Even the cheek of shame with tears is wet
1f something good he said.

No generous heart may vainly turn aslde.
In ways of sympathy; no soul so dead
But may awaken strong and glorified
1t something good be said.

And so, I charge ye, try the thorny crown,
And ‘t))y the cross on which the Saviour
led
And by yvour own soul's hope of fair re-

nown
Let something goed be - said.

—James Whitcomb Riley. |

THE MERRY WIDOW.

(St. Louis Chronicle.)
“The Merry Widow” this,
Apd “The Merry Widow” that;

poverty and unemployment $40,000,000 to| 1¢'s “The Merry Widow' kiss.
$500,000,000 are annually spent by the wor-| And ‘“The Merry Widow" hat.
As for breweries |
furnishing labor employment, it is thelnAnd “The Merry Widow' dance;
industry, onc speaker showed, in which|1t's “The Merry Widow" plays, :

's “The Merry Widow'' craze,

| And “The Merry Widow’ glance.

! And if 1 die tomorrow,

1t ‘should be understood that the propos- | Why, let them play rcal loud,
ed legislation against salcons in the 0ld | “The Merry Widow'' waltz song
Country provides as no prohibition mea- | For the “‘Merry Widow™ crowd.
sure of our states has ever -done for full
compensation of the lesses of the mvnorsl Bertha Pillig eloped with
of saloons closed out. The opponents of [ Drumbor from Hazleton (Pa.) the other
the bill are crving “confiscation,” and yet | day, but the girl's father is confident that
there is threatened nothing like what the | <he will return home because she left be-

prohibition act of South Carolina accom- | hind her new Easter hat.

blished years ago—the wiping out at one | e
I 2 e Gotham—*“What is the most prominent in-

Edward |

INNOCENT MAN ASKS
10 BE RETURNED 10
FRENCH PRISON

{ (Copyright in the United States and
Great Britain by Curtis Brown.)
Paris, March 26.—“Innocent, recog-
nized as such, pardoned as such, but not
vet rehabilitated, my life is henceforth in
this land of France, to which, for twenty-
five years I ardently longed to return,
that of a desperate man. I cannot strug-
gle any longer, my strength is spent. I
ask you, Monsieur le President, to allow
me to go back to New Caledonia. For
twenty-five years J have cried aloud my in-
nocence * * * henceforth hope is

fled!” :

These are extracts from a pitiful letter
which Louis Danval has addressed to the
president of the French Republic, praying
to be allowed to return to the French
penal settlement as a convict. Strange
and bitter indeed must be the experience
of a man who voluntarily seeks to ex-
change freedom in hie besloved native land
for the companionship of criminals in a
distant colony. Y

Danval’'s petivion is the culminating
tragedy in a life story full of suffering
and pathos; it is a story of a miscarniage
of justice and the martyrdom which it en-
tailed; of hopes raised high, after long
years of patient endurance of unmerited
punishment and obloquy only to be
dashed to the ground; of futile efforts to
picture the reversal of a sentence which
branded its victim as the foulest of mur-
derers; of a blighted old age crowned by
poverty and despair.

Thirty years.ago Louis Danval stoed in
the dock at the Paris assizes charged with
having murdered his wife by poisoning
her with arsenic. At that time he was 33
years of age, popular and prosperous,
with the reputation of being a thoroughly
reliable and honorable man. His family
was a highly respectable one, most of its
members being of the legal and medical
profession. He was himself a chemist
with a shop in the Rue de Mauberge, in
which he employed several assistants and
was making money fast. :

Mme. Danval, his young wife, was a
woman of weakly constitution and appar-
ently suffering from eome nervous ail-
ment. Their marriage took place in Jan-
uary, 1876. In the year immediately pre-
ceding it Mme. Danval had an attack of
typhoid fever, and in the same year also
had been attended by Dr. Dervillez for
gastroenteralgia. This fact is of great
importance, for Danvel affirms thak,
whereas he was in ignorance of it, the ex-
perts, who were in possession of Dr. Der-
villez’s evidence, persistently ignored it.

A month after her marriage, Mme. Dan-
val was seized with vomiting and Dr.
Ozanam, who attended her, diagnosed
cholerine. The same symptoms recurred

August of that year vomiting became con-
stant and was accompanied by incessant
coughing and a burning sensation in the
stomach. A fortnight before her death,
however, Mme. Danval was well enough
to dine with her husband at the house of
some friends and a week before her death

from the Bastile Station to the Rue
Mauberge, a distance of nearly three
miles; and four dys before her death she
was out marketing.: -

On the sixth of September Mme. Dan-
val took to her bed; on the seventh Dr.
Oolvis diagnosed giddiness, cephalia "and
high fever, the same evening Dr. Renault
found her delirious and on the morning
of the ninth she expired in an attack of

syncope.

These oconflicting diagnoses show that
the doctors had never grasped the true
nature of Mme. Danval’s malady, and for
that very reason they were all the more
ready to accept the hypothesis of arsenic
poisoning when they learned afterward
that arsenic had been found in the viscera.

“For some time previous to my wife’s
death,” M. Danval told me, “I was on bad
terms with her relatives, and neither she
nor I saw them. Mme. Danval was no
sooner dead than they began to spread
rumors of her having been poisoned.
Finally they laid a formal charge against
me in the hands of the public prosecutor.
An order was given for the exhumation
of the body. Thirteen days after the
burial I was sent for by the jugs d’in-
struction in order that I might be present
at the exhumation. I was not at home,
for after the death of my wife I had
been sleeping at a friend’s house and
had kept away as much as possible from
my own desolate house. When I reached
the shop that day my assistants told me
that I had been sent for, but as it was
then too late for the cemetery, I went
straight to the morgu2, and was in time
to be present at the post-mortem. Two
days later I learned 'that the experts had
found an infinitesimal quantity of arsenic
in the viscera, not as much as would
harm a child of two years; not as much
as you would find in a glass of mineral
iwater from La Bourboule,

the presence of this arsenic. They in-
vestigated everything, even to the aroma-
tic substances with which the body had
been embalmed. They found nothing, and
therefore, concluded that my wife mus
have swallowed the amsenic. They asked
me if my wife had been ill before her
| marriage. I answered no. I was ignorant
ithat she had suffered from intestinal neu-
rosis, a malady which wae only known to
ldoctors some years later.

{ “But the experts knew from Dr. Der-
!villez that Mme. Danval had had gastro-
| enteralgia before her marriage, yet they
. persisted in ignoring his deposition in

| dust under the bed curtains (the curtains
contained 36 grams of arsenic), but they
collected the dust on the side of the lining
and, of course, found no arsenic. They,
! therefore, concluded that Mme. Danval
icould not have swallowed arsenic by
| breathing the dust under the curtains.
! Sincs, therefore, the presence of the ar-
| senic could not be otherwise accounted for,
and as I was a chemist, they came to the
| conclusion that Mme. Danval’s death was
!due to poisoning.

“If we had known that my wife had had
!the same illness before marriage as after
| marriage, the iniquity of the accusation
‘would have been eelf-evident.”

Danval, who for two months had been
left at liberty, was arrested on the finding
of the experts. The doctors who took his
‘side at the trial argued that the quantity
of arsenic was insufficient to cause death,
{but the jury, impressed doubtless by the
{fact that the accused was a chsmist, took
the view of the experts. Danval, found
guilty, was ‘sentenced to deportation for
life.

The unhappy man, when he heard his
doom, turned to the jury and uttered
these words: “Gentlemen, I forgive you,
{for you have been misled. I am inno-
( cent.”

bare was not by theidoctor, _hui by gne of blow.with.no more than n'few mopth'sism‘mnn in Brooklyn?" Church—"The baby|the sentence found anything like general
the young Japanese in American dregs. He warning of all investments in the liquor ' carriage.”—Yonkers Statesman.

approval . among toxicologists. Bouis, the

at unequal intervals until April, 1877, In;

she was able to go with her husband to 1
St. Maur and, on réturning to Paris, walk|was yetito learn,, what. the fetish_of the

“The experts set to work to account forl

learned chsmist who professed at the
School of Pharmacy, was convinced . that
there had been a miscarriage of justice.
Year after year, in the course of his lec-
tures, after describing the properties
of amsenic, he would turn to his hearers
and say solemnly: “Gentlemen, this poison
is the cause of a great judicial error *

* * the condemnation of the innocent
Danval!”

Shortly after Danval's conviction a con-
voy of convicts bound for New Caledonia
bade farewell to the shores of France.
Among them was Louis Danval. For
twenty-three years the chemist-convict
endured his hard fate without a murmur.
On his arrival he was placed in charge of
the dispensary attached to the hospital of
Bourall. If it had not been for his moral
sufferings his life might have been en-
! durable, for he enjoyed comparative free-
ldom. He was at liberty to walk out alone
and he had a library at his disposal. Five
years later he was given a small conces-
sion of land in the neighborhood of Bou-
rall and became a rural proprietor, as do
all well conducted convicts undergoing a
life sentence.

Here, in 1901, he was found by a well-
known French jourmalist, M. Jacques
Dhur, who was investigating the condi-
tions of life in the ¥rench penal eettle-
ments. Danval was then 56 years of age.
He had maried again, was the father of
a family and lived in a comfortable farm
house. His stock consisted of a horse
and sixteen head of cattle. Two hundred
fowls might be counted in the farmyard
and all round the building stretched some
twenty acres of fertile land, yielding cof-
fee, tobaco and cereals and worked by
himself and one servant, an ex-convict.

Hard-working, thrifty and of blameless
conduct, Danval was prospering. He told
me he would, if he had remained, be now
worth $10,000. There, in the spice-laden
breezes of an almost ideai climate, he
would have gladly spent the remainder of
his life, had it not been for the awful
stigma with which he had been branded.
He was still an assassin in the eye of
the law and doomed to hand to his inno-
cent offspring an assassin’s name. Who
shall tell what this man’s mental torture
must have been for twenty long years?
He was buoyed up alone by the hope that
one day- his innocence might be proclaimed
before the world.

Jacques Dhur visited Danval in the
course of his inquiry and was profoundly
affected by the convict’s history and the
| palpable injustice of his sentence. He
promised to exert himself to' bring about
the public recognition of Danval’s inno-
cence and he kept his word. The follow-
ing year on his return to Paris, supported
by eminent scientists, doctors and chem-
ists, M. Jacques Dhur threw himself into
the struggle with_all the enthusiasm of
faith in the justice of his cause. In the
columns of Le Journal he demonstrated
the baselesness of the alleged proofs of
Danval’s guilt, the bias of the experts
and the inanity of their conclusions, and
made it clear to every man of common
sense that the hapless chemist had been
the victim of a terrible judicral blunder.

In the summer of 1902 President Loubet
signed Louis Danval’s pardon, and in Au-
gust of the same year the former convict,
having disposed of his concession at Bou-
rall, get foot once more on his native soil
{after twenty-four years of exile. His heart
beat high with hope, -despite his white
hair and his fifty-seven years and his
shattered life, for the realization of his
most ardent desire, the restoration of his
good name, seemed nigh at last.
| Danval lost no time in petitioning. for
Ithe revision of his eentence. But alas! he

“chose jugee” means to those who live
‘and move and have their being in the at-
' mosphere of the law. Weeks, months, nay
[two years went by before the Court of
Cassation dealt with the case. Then at
length, on November 19, 1904, the court
appointed the experts Drs. Brouardel,
Moissan, and three others, to examine
the medical reports and chemical analyses
which had been produced at the trial of
Danval. Dr. Brouardel and his fellow ex-
perts were to say whether in view of sub-
s2quent scientific discoveries the con-
Jlusions of said reports should be re-
garded as accurate or vitiated by errors,
and whether the presence of the traces o
arsenic discovered in Mme. Danval’s body
could be explained normally or by any
other cause unknown at the time of the
trial or rejected by a scientific error.
Without attempting to eummarize the
answers of the experts, I will simply
quote Professor V. Balthazard of the
!Paris Faculty of Medicine thereon:

{ “If we place ourselves above considera-
{tions of a judicial order aud keep the
|truth solely in view, we can say that the
| accusation brought against Danval is ill
ifounded and unsupported by any decstve
i material proof. It is in this sense that the
iexperts of the Court of Cassation an-
|swered the questions addressed to them;
| they even laid stress on the fact that in
1878 a number of causes of accidental pen-
letration of arsenic were unknown which
| have been pointed out since and that the
lvery symptoms of certain cases of
. spontaneous gastro-enteritis had not been
!described with sufficient precision, thus
| putting into the hands of the court a
llegal argument to justify the quashing
of the sentence.”

" But it is hard to get the wheels of
| justice to revolve backward. The official
legal mind moves in a mysterious way.

| Danval had been pardoned because his|®

!innocence had been established to the sat-
isfaction of President Loubet, those with
|whom he took counsel, and the public
generally, But the Court of Cassation re-
fused to confirm that pardon by quashing
'his original sentence. In effect this re-
| fusal left him still branded as a murderer.
'It was a crushirg blow to Danval. He
|had returned to KFrance to secure the re-
'habilitation of his good name—the right
|to hold his head high among his fellow
|men. For five years he had struggled to
get justice done him. He had exhausted
his means. His epirit was broken. There
was nothing left him to live for. When
|the sentence of guilty was pronounced
lagainst him-he had a flourishing business.
Now in his old age he was reduced to
working as a shop assistant from 6 in
the morning until 8 at night for a miser~
able pittance.

One legal recourse was open to him.
He might appeal to the Supreme Court, as
Dreyfus did. But Dreyfus was backed by
powerful financial influences. Danval is
poor and has no influential friends. Small
wonder that he shrinks from prolonging
the struggle.which he regards as hopeless
and craves the privilege of ending his days
among those who were long his fellow
convicts and had learned to respect and
esteem him.

But the publication of his letter to M.
Fallieres has produced an effect which he
ihardly could have anticipated. Immediate-
|1y on its appearance the president of the
iSyndicate of French Chemists announced,
ion behalf of his society, that, 8,000 francs
| ($1,600) had been set aside with a view to
| forming a fund wherewith to buy Danval,
|who is nmow 63, an annuity to shield him
i from destitution. This was coupled with
lan appeal to the general public to sub-
scribe to the fund. And the public is re-
sponding liberally. In view of this evi-
dence of widespread conviction that Dan-
val is the victim of a judicial blunder of
the cruelest kind, it is hardly probable
that the recision of the Court of Cassation
will be allowed to remain as the last word

It must not be thought however, that|of justice on his case, or that he will be

permitted to go to his grave branded with
the mark of Cain. R. FRANKLIN.

¢ |of the places, spelling out the French no-

His Domains

He Welcomes & French Journal-
ist at His Tumble-down Palace,
and ‘‘Pumps’ Him for Infor-
mation Abont French Military
Methods--Then He Expresses
Admiration for What Genera
d’Amade Has Accomplished,
But Thinks He Should Adopt
More Drastic Measures, Such
as Looting and the Takingof
Prisoners.

(By Jean du Taillis—Translated from Le
Figaro,)

Rabat, March 26.—For the third time of

late years, I have just had the honor and
the pleasure of being received in private
auvdience by the sultan of Morocco. I say
the honor because Abd-el-Aziz, despite the
‘doings of usurpers, pretenders and rogues,
remains the commander of the faithful de-
scendant of the great Mahomet, the man
of the divine Baraka, the sultan of an
empire that is felling but whose shattered
ruins attest its splendour.
_You know the rustic simplicity of the
imperial palace, the informal though digni-
fied etiquette of the Moroccan court. The
sultan had learned of my arrival through
Si-Kaddour-ban-Gabrit, having been infor-
med of my wanderings in the Chaouia by
that zealous servant of France, so I had
no need to solicit an interview.

“Tell him to come tomorrow at eleven,”
he had said to Si-Kaddour. ‘I shall await
him with impatience.”

Next day at the appointed hour 8i-Kad-
dour and I climbed up the sandy road that
leads up from Rabat to the Dar-Maghzen.
How grim and dilapidated the appearance
of that palace,-despite its first coat of
whitewash! A fine black horseman has-
tened forth to meet us and told us the
sultan would receive us in his private gar-
den. We passed through two rickety gates
and -entered an enclosure where a single
fig-tree was bright with springtime leafage.
But already the sultan was coming toward
me and, by a gesture, seeking to abridge
the threefold salutations with which I, a
traditionist, prepared to recognize in him
a traditionist still.

With Si-Kaddour acting as interpreter,
we stood talking in the solitary garden;
the sultan began by renmroaching me with.
having forgotten my promise to send him
some photographs; then, taking from my
hand an army map of the Casablanca
region, he hastily unfolded it as I explain-
ed that it showed the marches of our
forces and the various fields of combat,
all marked in colors. |

As it threatened to rain and the wind
made it hard to manage the map, we went
into a little building something like a tool-
house. A small table was its only furni-
ture. I suspected it had been put there
for just this purpose. Then began a lively
and captivating conversation, which was
to last an hour and a quarter. In a per-
fect torrent of questions it was the sultan,
rather than myself, who did the inter-
viewing. I shall first report enough of it
to make clear my interlocutor’s thirst for
knowledge and comprehension, after which
1 shall give a verbatim transcription of
the sultan’s views regarding what France
has been doing in Morocco.

“You come from Dar-el-Beida,” said the
sultan. “How long were you there?”
“Ever since General d’Amada’s arrival.”
““And you followed all the operations?”
“All of them, and they are marked on
the map; the attack on Settat, from Jan.
11 to 16; then those upon Bon-Znika, the|
Ziainas, the Medakras, etc.”

I saw the sultan’s eyes trace the itiner-
ary and heard him read aloud the names

menclature. He had made progress since
my last visit and I was greatly amused.

But the questions began again. “Where
did you keep yourself while a battle was
in progress?”

“At the beginning of an engagement I
kept close to the general, so as to go for-
ward wherever the fight was hottest and
where, consequently, reinforcements were
required. That was my way on the 18th
and 20th of February, the 8th of March,
ete. Otherwise, given the great extent of
our front, I should have run the risk of
going where the conflict was less lively.”

This called out more questions. ‘“Where
did the general stay? How did the infan-
try march? And the artillery? So I was
compelled to outline the plan of a battle,
taking as an example that of March 8.
The sultan was keenly interested; his ex-
pression changed and his face lighted up
more and more,

“When your lines are so extended, what
is to prevent their being broken through
at some point?” When I explained our
system of manoeuvres, he said, “Then you
have never been surrounded?”

“Never, Sidna; our ‘marche en carre’
anticipates that eventuality and remedies
2N
“And yet,” added the sultan, with a|
aly look in his eye, “‘some day the general
is going to get separated from his colonel.
Then what?”’

I was pretty well nonplussed by that
question. I looked back to the 15th of
January, when General d’Amade was in
that position for a whole afternoon. I
thought of Colonel Taupin, on the 17th
of February, and of Colonel Boutegourd
on the 29th, and explained the matter to
the sultan, though 1 must confess he was
not more than half satisfied.

Then we discussed the Hafidists’ artil-

plain everything and answer a thousand
questions—mostly rather childish, though|
prompted by uninformed common eense. |
Speaking of the rapid-fire guns, the sultan |
asked me if the cartridges were automati-
cally rejected, and when I said they were
he inquired, ‘“There is a somewhat simi-
lar arrangement in the case of the breech-|
loading guns?”’ |

Presently, when my photographer had!
made a eeries of snapshots of His Venera-
ble Cherifian Majesty with lightning rap-|
idity, the sultan exclaimed, ‘“Why, this/|
is prodigious! You must be a quick-]
tiring cannon.” |

But I hasten to come to the important
declarations 1 secured from him after my
indefatigable questioner at last became
exhausted. i

“Cher seigneur,” said I, “Now that you
have had &0 many and such various an-
swers from me, may I venturc a ques-
tion ?” :

“Yes, by all means. As many as you
like.”

“Then what do you think, O Sidna, of
this French intervention and this series
of combats?”’

Thereupon the sultan’s face tumed|
grave; he is fond of Europeans and loves
to talk with them; but whenever in the
course of the interview the conversation
touched upon political topics I had no-
| ticed that the sultan quickly checked
himeelf; he became another man for the
moment, realizing the imporiinic his ut-
terances might have, and weighing his
words in an effort to express himeelf

WITH MOROCCO'S SULTANE

lery and its markmanship. I had to ex-|
i

prudently. 1Iow could he be surc he was

n't tallking to a newspaper correspon.l

: : rrespon.d-
ent? He clothed his remarks m the gor-
geous raiment of Oriental diplomacy. ‘I'he
reader should bear thig in mind 121 o:cl:x
to appreciate the full value of the follow-

Abd-El-Aziz Discusses the War in| 8 declarations.

“The Chaouias deserved the less
I > esson th
French gave them. I hope youa will kce;

| on till the last scoundrel has been pun-

ished. You did the right thin ‘ol
exl?ect to see General d’Amadi a?a‘:n“o’h

:"Yes, cher seigneur, and soon.”

.“Then you may tell him for me what
1 em about to tell you and assure hir
of my regard. The same to Generul
Lyautey. 1 am very grateful to the gen-
eral for the way he has acted. His con-
duct is very noble, very courageous. You'
have told me that the epldiers respect
women and wounded, children and the
dead. That is well, and all of my sub-
Jecte who have any intelligence will com-
prehend the beauty of this comduct, and
it can have no other effect than to .in-
cline them to like the Fremch. And you
may say to General d’Amadé that, know-
ing his victories, we are amszed that he
pas"taken no prisoners and done no loot-
_ “But, Sidna, looting is robbing; at least
it is considered &o in France, ;gnd before
he could go marauding, the general would
have to ask the Government’s opinion.”

The eultan, who thinks the general
?"hcruld possess absolute power, cried:
,W!)at! He would have to telegraph o
Paris for that? Then perhaps the gen-
eral would have to telegraph to Paris
when he had my rebel brother's army
close to his camp? And yet they fought
many times, and posesibly Paris is still
unaware of it. Then how can all these
affairs be rightly managed?”

I declared that, neverthcless, things
were going beautifully. Then the sultan
resumed: “But you say that in France
a marauder is called a robber. Well, in
Morocco we call that making war. Re-
flect! Suppooo. the Chaouias were to go
acrose into your beautiful country teo
make the cannon talk: Do you fancy
they would behave as you do? Why not
treat them as they would treat you? At
any rate, you may say this to General
d’Amade: ‘For him to take prisoner:
would make an enormous impression upon
the tribes, a much stronger jmpression
than to etrew the plains with co Y
and then let him loot and loot and keep
on looting.” The Chaouias understand
nothing else.”

Promising to transmit this message to
the general and expressing my sincere
wish for the re-establishment of order in
the empire, I took leave of Sidna.

“This ttme keep your word and seend
me the war-photographs you promised!”

“It shall be done, Sidna-In-Challah, if
God eo wills.” ;

STANDING COMMITTEES
OF LOCAL LEGISLATURE

Fredericton, May 2.—In the house today
Hon. Mr. Hazen submitted the report
of the committee appointed to nominate
all standing committees and asked leave
to make a further report. He suggested
that if there were any members of the
house who wished to be “dn certain com-

mittees for which they were not named, .

that their names might be added.
The committees are as follows:
Standing Committees.
Committes Room, May 1st, 1908.

The committee appointed to nominate
all standing and general committees beg
leave to submit the following report:

They nominate the following genti-mer
as members of the committees hereinafter
named:

Contingencies.

Hon. Mr. Flemming, Dr. Taylor, Mr
Lowell, Mr. Sheridan, Mr. Tweeddale, Mr
Young, Mr. Dickson, Mr. Cyr, Mr. Mac
Lachlan, Mr. Currie, Mr. Wilson, Mr

Glasier, Mr. Copp, Mr. Woods, Mr
Jones, Mr. Byrne.
Library.

Hon. Mr. Hazen, Mr. Slipp, Mr. Me-
Keown, Mr. Hatheway, Mr. Robinson,
Mr. Hartt, Dr. Sormany.

: Standing Rules,
Hon. Mr. MecLeod, Mr. Copp, Mr.

Glasier, Mr. Tweeddale, Mr. Murray, Mr.
Munro, Mr. Byrne.

Privileges.

Hon. Mr. Hazen, Mr. Clarke, Hon. Mr.
McLeod, Mr. Robinson, Mr. McKeown.

Law Practice and Procedure.

Hon. Mr. Hazen, Hon. Mr. Grimmer,
Hon. Mr. McLeod, Mr. Clarke, Mr. Mc-
Keown, Mr. Copp, Mr. Slipp.

Accaunts.

Mr. Pinder, Mr. Smith, Mr. Presoott,
Mr. Woods, Dr. Bourque, Mr. Labillois,
Mr, Tweeddale.

Municipalities.

Mr. Clarke, Hon. Mr. Hazen, Mr. Rob-
inson, Mr. Labillois, Mr. Munre, Mr.
Jones, Mr. Sweeney, Hon, Dr. Landry,
Dr. Bourque, Hon. Mr. Flemming, Hon.
Mr. Morrissy, Mr. Byrne, Dr. MclInerney,
Mr. Lowell, Mr. Wilson,, Mr. Woods,
Mr. Leger (Gloucester), Mr. Robinson
Mr. Baker, Mr. Burgess, Mr. Pinder, M:
Dickson, Hon. Mr. Maxwell, Mr, Murray,
Mr. Currie, Hon. Mr. McLeod, Mr. Me
Keown, Hon. Mr. Grimmer.

Corporations.

Mr. Slipp, Mr. Prescott, Mr. Smith
Mr. Hartt, Dr. Sormany, Mr. Sheridan,
Mr. Sproul, Mr. Cyr, Mr. Allain, Mr.
MacLachlan, Mr. Currie, Mr. Hatheway,
Mr. McKeown, Mr. Glasier, Hon. Mr

Hazen, Mr. Tweeddale, Mr. Robinson;

Mr. Leger (Westmoreland), Mr. Young,
Hon. Mr. McLeod, Hon. Mr. Flemming,
Mr. Murray, Mr. Sweeney, Mr. Wilson.

Agriculture.

Mr. Dickeon, Mr. Smith, Mr. Hartt,
Mr. Leger (Gloucester), Hon. Dr. Landry,
Mr. Sheridan, Mr. Jones, Mr. Baker,
Hon. Mr. Morrissey, Mr. Woods, Mr. La-
billois, Mr. Lowell, Mr. Glasier, Mr. Bur
gess, Mr. Leger (Westmoreland), Mr
Pinder, Mr. Wilson. i

And your committee ask leave to make
a further report.

Chairmaa.

SHE MANAGED ALL RIGHT.
(New York Press.)

A physician, in order to maintain a
wholesome atmosphere in sleeping rooms,
laid in a stock of thermometers, which
were distributed to his patients in those
households where most needed. Ie took
pains to point out to each family in turn
just how the thcrmometer would indicate
the proper degree of temperature.

In making his rounds one day he in
quired of the woman at the head of the
establishment wherein he cbserved his
thermometer proudly displayed at the end
of a string, whether ehe had followed his
instructions.

“Yes, sir.”” answered she, “I'm very carve-
fud about the temperature .
thing all the time as it hangs up there.”

“What do you do when the tempe -
ture rises above sixty-eight?’ asked 1 2
doctor.

“I take it down, sir, an’ put it outsi.e
till it cools ofi a bit.”

I watch the ™
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