
Riches are Won 
at the Cost

of Health.

I to disclaim any intention of depriving wasn’t) “tiler’s plenty of time.’’
1 another man of his legitimate pleasure “Well, I—I really don’t know if—if— 
in life. No, I would never be under any if—if—I—”
obligation to Col. Blazonby—especially “Now, it’s sill right, Gus. Get that
in that lme. coat and waistcoat off—that’s it. I’ll

I had Miss Pemberton pretty well to take care of your watch. Now, go 
myself for the rest of the eveniqg. Once along into the dressing room, and 
she went to the piano and accompanied "Thompson shall get this jacket off my 
herself in a sweet, old English song, and broken .jving and bring it in to you. Then 
then she returned to her place he’ll see you weighed out and take you 
at my side. I promised to over to where the horse will be stand- 
write her words for a charming ing. Jones is sure to have taken him 
little chansonette in the latest French back to the paddock to try and improve 
style—wbjch means, of course, the fre- his personal appearance." 
queut mention of les. oiseaux, and the I gave myseif up for lost, and, like 
throwing in of something about the song one in a dream, allowed myself to be 
of the nightingale, and silvery moon- dressed, taken to the weighing room 
beams. She thanked me—without en- and dumped into the scale, with my 
thusiasm, I fancied. I plainly saw that saddle in my lap; and after that I was 
less of the poet and more of the sports- dragged away to the paddock, in a cor- 
man would appeal to her unsophisticat- ner of which stood John Juggins. I 
ed tastes, and trimmed the sails of my felt like one lready dead.
Argosy accordingly. For, I mused, it The trainer saluted me respectfully, 
was au argosy, laden with the golden “I got ’em to give us a few minutes’ 
8™*° of— grace, sir, soon as I see the master come

.Good old peas and oats, broke in the down, but we mustn’t keep ’em waitin’ 
voice of mine host, as he laid down the now. I don’t know whether you’re a 
law upon the diet of horses in train- young ’and at this game, but if I might 
ing, that s the stuff for them; there’s venture to advise I should say 
nothing better, no, nor half as good!” along with him!”’

My musing dream was rudely inter- I nodded, not having the faintest no- 
rupted'. I could not garner my thoughts tion of what he meant—I was past 
into a poetic storehouse again: the cord speaking—but I just remember dimly 
was frayed, the bowl was broken; and wondering how on earth I could have 
when the ladies retired I excused myself "come along" without him. And then 
from accompanying the rest of the party I shut my eyes, steeled my heart and 
to the billiard room, and went to my tried to put my foot into the stirrup, 
couch instead. “No, no, sir, that ain’t the way!’’ ex-

“Ohi Madge, Madge!" I apostrophised, claimed the trainer, in commiserating 
“my goddess, you are fit to grace a tones. “Put up your leg—no, sir, not 
throne, to sit beside an emperor, to—to that way!” I had made a frantic en- 
marry even one of the true, poetic tem- deavor to plant my foot in the region 
perament.” In fact, I thought seriously of his waistcoat. “Put it out behind— 
of laying my hand and fortune at her that’s it. Now. are you ready? Then 
dainty feet ere the next night’s dew up—Great Scot! what’s happened?" 
had fallen on the eve—I mean the mead. For, somehow or other, I had careered 

Sir Harry’s coach came round for the right over the horse’s back and found 
house party in good time next day. I myself standing on the other side of 
had brought my park hack down, so him. I walked round him again to my 
elected to canter over beside the coach, original starting point, and this time 
I look rather well in tweed riding landed all right in the saddle. • 
breeches and shiny—called, at Cam- John Juggins was a great, raw-boned, 
bridge, in my time, “sticking plaster"— Roman-nosed bay horse, whose hips one 
boots. It was about an hour’s drive to could have hung one’s hat upon. I 
the course, and our host proved an ad- gathered up the reins mechanically, rode 
mirable coachman, taking up a position out of the paddock, and prepared for 
almost immediately opposite the grand the worst.
stand. The first race, for which seven The rest of the horses had already 
horses started, was run, and then we gone down to the post, and I therefore 
devoted ourselves to the pleasures of a had a • fair excuse for not waiting to 
most estimable luncheon. Hardly had jump the preliminary fence which had 
the men commenced clearing away, proved so disastrous to Col. Blazonby’s 
when my uncle, with a laugh, said: prospects. With one long, lingering,

“And now, for Brycitia; baa business agonized look in the direction of Madge, 
to ridç so soon after luncheon, but I’m I rode mournfully down to meet my fate, 
afraid they wouldn’t postpone the race I thought of the wife who might have 
just to suit my personal predilections, been waiting anxiously at home, of the 
Farewell—shall I put you on a fiver, children crying impatiently for the bread 
Gus?” This in rather a satirical tone winner, of a father whose gray hairs 
to me might be brought with sorrow to the

“Oertainlv uncle’’ I answered bri=k- Srrave—and even when I recognized the , obvious fact that, in my case, neither
determined to appear a sportsman and rx^ene^^hronvh^me no^mfort ^

sa-isÆ1 ïïvsj’us’îjk kîîæ™ ’JT .IS danger as if all these and a dozen more 
ed in nonchalLt tones, “Only I wish I been dependent.upon. me U M1
haCoîhBlah7onbv Stared atme^as he took chfldren and things, but what about the 

°?.fi®'a,7;0nby stared at me as he tdok unfortunate principal?
, „ T_ xv “Come along, sir, you’re very late!”Well, so you shall. If anything hap- CTie5 the starter—a brutal, unsympathet- 

pens in this race you shall ride for me jc Wretch—waving a red flag tied to a 
in the next.” walking-stick.

That contingency, I confess, had not I kicked my heels into John Juggins’ 
occurred to me when making mv last sides to hasten him, but he merely gave 
remark, I was just beginning to feel a a snort of disgust and continued at a 
trifle uneasy, when Madge exclaimed, as lazy amble. I got him in, well behind 
she turned her radiant eyes on mine, the rest, and then without a moment’s 
(mine are rather nice eyes)— wait, the starter cried “Go!”

“That was very good of Col, Blazon- With a squeak that sent a tremor 
by, wasn’t it? Still, though I shall be throughout my frame, John Juggins 
sorry for your sake if you don’t get a jumped into his bridle and dashed off at 
mount, I fervently hope that he will not what seemed a headlong pace. The 
have an accident!’’ newspapers’ description of the race, neyt

So did I. day, began—“At a slow pace," etc. The
I watched them race intently, and my newspapers be d—be wrongly informed, 

eyes were all the time glued to the sal- that’s all. We simply flbw through the 
mon and black jacket carried by Bry- air, and the water was streaming from 
cina. Passing us, she was “going great my eyes long before we arrived within 
guns” Sir Harry declared—I didn’t know measurable distance of the first fence, 
what he meant, but she looked to me Even in those few fearsome moments, 
to be pulling Blazonry's arms out. Half I thought of my childhood’s happy 
a mile from home, the (mare raced up hours, of the rose-covered church porch, 
to the leaders, went by them without 0f the elegant mourning confection that 
an effort, and cantered safely to the post, i felt sure Lady Victoria would wear 
eight or ten lengths ahead. for me should my worst fears be real-

I never felt so thxnkful in my life. |zed and I meet a hero’s death. And 
After the colonel had come across and then I banished all these things resolute- 

received our congratulations, he handed ly, and concentrated the whole of my at- 
my winnings—£15, for Erycina had tention upon hanging on to the saddle 

started at 3 to 1—and said, with a jolly with one hand whilst I clutched the 
smile— reins with the other. Confucius says,

“Well, Gus, my boy, you’ve won your “All who relinquish self-respect are al- 
money, so Jet that be your consolation ready of the lost.’1 I had abandoned 
fee for not getting a chance to ride to- self-respect.
day. Better luck next time, eh? Afraid The fir8t fence-dark, thick, upright, 
you wouldn’t much enjoy the gallop on forbidding—was within fifty yards; nl- 
John Juggins, even if I could screw my readv the ieaders were charging it.
unselfishness up to letting you ride in- Crash swish, crack, as the rail in front
stead of me. He’s one of those pulling, waB gtnlck int0 hard, by something 
tearing devils, and always rushes his shouta ot -puii up, horse!” “Go on at it, 
fences.” .. . ’ you swine!” “Hold up, clumsy!” More

I assured him that I felt quite happy crash more bang, and then John Juggins 
looking on. Then for the benefit of and l were being hurled at the obstacle
Madge, who was listening to, though a^ ^ie rafe 0f a thousand miles an hour,
noit taking part in, our conversation, 1 
added, with an easy drawl—

“If you have a chance of putting me 
up, on any future occasion, Why, don’t 
forget it, will you?"

“I won’t, my boy; I can’t tell you 
how glad I am to see yon such a keen 
sportsman all of a sudden," and he walk
ed away, whilst, crimson with pride, I 
turned to find Madge’s eyes fixed on me 
with evident admiration, 
the course to the preliminary fence. He 
was right in speaking of the redoubtable 
John Juggins as a pulling, tearing brute.
With the horse’s head pulled round to 
the rider’s knee the gallant colonel came 
thundering along at the fence. A few 
lengths off it he relaxed the pressure 
on his horse’s jaws and shouted at him 
to “look up!” But J. J. was too proud 
to take heed of his rider’s warning; to 
my uninitiated eye the brute seemed to 
deliberately gallop in to the obstacle, 
coming down on his head as he landed 
and rolled right over his rider.

Madge, at my side on the coach, went 
very white: rather unnecessary, not to 
say unbecoming, this, on Blazonby’s be
half. There was a rush of policemen 
and onlookers—and I rushed too—to
wards the fallen rider, whilst willing 
hands were also quick to secure the 
horse, which had risen to his feet unin
jured, but wild-eyed, and. trembling in 
every limb, a large patch of mud on his 
neck by no means adding to his attract
iveness. Col. Blazonby was helped on 
to his feet and walked quietly over to 
the horse to get on again. He took the 
reins and then endeavored to raise his 
left hand to the horse’s withers and fail-
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My First and Last Steeplechase
(Fox Bussell In the Sporting Annual.)

An aggressive sporting relative is one ■ when quite a boy, I had accompanied 
ot the least desirable possessions a man my uncle to Sandown Park and shivered 
can have. I particularly refer now to the whole of a winter’s afternoon 
my uncle, Col. Hector Blazonby. He watching what he called sport, and long- 
is in the “Blues”—and so am I when- mg all the time to be at home again, 
ever I find myself in his company. Why toasting my toes on the fender and con
fie could not leave me alone to enjoy: suming tea and muffins, 
existence in my own way I really cannot ! Miss Pemberton — Madge — charming 
imagine. At least half a dozen times name!—I like to linger over it, still— 
he has nearly been the cause of my looked sharply up at me with a heartily 
death. On this, the occasion I am now ■approving smile.
about to refer to—well, you shall judge “I am glad of that," she said. “I love 
for yourselves after I have told you the to meet a sportsman in this wilderness 
circumstances. of bricks and mortar. Have you ridden

In a letter to my guardian, who is a much?” 
mild and peaceable person quite after Now, ot course, I knew that she
my own heart, he wrote of me:_ meant “ridden much” in steeplechases,

“As to that young milksop”—so rude and in strict honor I ought to have dis- 
—“you must try to make a man of him, dosed the truth. But human nature is 
though I admit the task will be a tough weak. I couldn’t confess that the docile 
one. Can’t you send him to sea Park hack was the solitary animal which 
as a foremast hand? or start had carried me since my “boy’s pony” 
him offl to the colonies to rough ^sys 
it for a year or two? or upset him out 
of a boat or dogcart? make him ride an° then I went on to say that I also 
across country? get another fellow to had been invited to Harkness Hall, and 
punch his head? or bribe some enter- should Ipok forward to the prospect of 
prising young woman to run away with meeting her there with the greatest 
him? Anything to make him more like pleasure.
a man and less like a “Miss Fanny," 1 shall be pleased too,” she said simp- 
What can we expect from a fellow who ly. aB she held out her pretty little glov- 
does nothing more exciting than assist ed hand at parting. “Shall you take 
at bazaars and work crewels for Lady any horses down with you?”
Victoria This of Miss Gwendoline That! “No—o—o,” I replied. “No, I shan’t
Bah! the very thought of it makes me hunt; I may take a hack. The steeple- 
sick. Contrast his career with that of chases will be more in my line—on foot,” 
my poor nephew Fred, who won a V. C. 1 a5?ed to my8,elf:, , „„ ,
in his first brush with the “Fuzzies," Oh, you will ride there?" she said, 
and was shot through the heart whilst a<b5jl'*?,Kly’ * fancy, 
leading on his men in a despara te charge Well, no; you see, 
six months later. Put some pluck and offered a mount,” and with these words 
“go” into Augustus—or break his silly we bade each other au revoir, 
neck!” During the few days which elapsed

Thus my avuncular relative. And just before going down to Sir Harry’s I took 
see the absurdity of his remarks for a couple of jumping lessons in the rid- 
yourselves. He instances his “poor ing school in case I should be called 
nephew Fred” as an example. Now. upon to escort Madge—Miss Pemberton 
if I had done as poor Fred did, I also —to the meet, and perchance encounter 
should have been dead and buried! some small ditch or other obstacle en 
Whereas I am very much alive, and en- route. On a very quiet horse I might 
joying myself according to my rights, even hunt—that is, gallop about and 
A live dog is better than a dead lion, show up well before they found, and 
any day! then prudently disappear—no one would

' know the truth.
A few days later saw me at Harkness 

Hall. To my disgust, I found that my 
uncle, Col. Blazonby. was one of the 
invited guests, and that same evening 
he arrived.

“Well, Gus,” he said, eyeing me 
doubtfully, “I should think you’d find 
yourself rather like a fish out of water 
in this place, eh?”

Now, I hadn’t met him for some con
siderable time past, so thought I would 
astonish him a little. I answered, in 
a careless tone:

In the struggle for wealth and position, amid nerve-straining 
petition, business and professional men forget to care for their health 
until,, weary and worn with over-exertion, the brain lags, the mind

com-

wan
ders, headaches and body 
pains tell of exhaustion and$
approaching collapse of the 
system.

But what is to be done ? 
Stimulants have been used to 

whip on the tired, weak heart and to enliven 
the brain. Narcotics have been tried to soothe 
the nerves. Strong drugs have been lreeiy 
taken to produce sleep. In spite of these 
temporary aids the system has grown weaker 
amid ever weaker. Locomotor ataxia, paralysis, 
prostration, or it may be insanity, are threat
ening.

8>, &
&
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a little,” I answered vaguely,

* By forming new, red corpuscles in the 
blood, creating new nerve force and strength
ening the action of the heart, Dr. Chase’s 
Nerve Food carries new vigor and vitality to 
every part of the body. It reconstructs the 
broken-down systems of weak and wc*n-out 
men and women, and makes them feel again 
the vigor #f youth tingling through their 
nerves. Instead of tearing down the tissues it 
builds them up and assists nature in throwing 
off the attacks of disease.

I haven’t been

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food
is sold only in boxes bearing the portrait and 
signature of Dr. A, W. Chase, the famous 
Recipe Book author. It is prepared in pill form 
and contains the most valuable restoratives 
known to science. It is different to any medicine 
you ever used. It acts in a different way. And 
simply cannot help to benefit any one with thin 
blood, weak nerves and low vitality. 50 cents 
a box, at all dealers’, or Edmanson Bates & 

Co., Toronto.

My guardian—sensible man—took no 
notice of this epistle, except to cast bis 
eyes upon me and sigh deeply. After 
handing me the letter he twiddled his 
thumbs and observed:

“Singular man, Col. Blazonby; seems 
to think you are still a schoolboy, where
as, next year, you will be twenty-five, 
and, under your father’s will, will come 
into ail your money and be entirely free 
of my guardianship. How can I do any
thing?"

I nodded. I quite agreed with him in 
ignoring my uncle’s letter, and thought 
no more of the matter. .

A week or so afterwards, I received 
an invitation to stay at Sir Harry Good
rich’s place, Harkness Hall, for the local 
steeplechases, where Sir Harry—who 
had been an old friend of my father’s— 
always ran a horse or two, and usually 
managed to pick a race each year. I 
don’t think I should have cared to go 
but for one circumstance. Two days 
after receiving the invitation I had been 
busily engaged getting up a raffle tor a 
lovely doll at a sale of work, when Lady 
Victoria Vainhope whispered to me:

“Gussy, you must come and be Intro; 
duced to a little country bird who is 
staying a day or two with me,and whom 
I have had to positively drag here to
day, she’s so shy of London people. Ab? 
solutely doesn’t know one of our set. 
Can yon believe it? No—well, I hardly 
could. When I spoke of “Cherry" Pon- 
sonby, said she didn’t know who 
I meant. Fancy never having heard of 
‘Cherry!’ But she’s rather sweet, for 
all that. Dreadfully sporting, but I 
think we might cure her of it, dont 
you know, if she stayed up here a tew 
weeks. Anyhow, you’re to be a dear 
boy and come along with me to be intro
duced. And you’re not to overwhelm 
her with talk of decadent literature or 
anything too deep for her poor little
brain.” , ,
. The “little country bird” proved beau
tiful as a poet’s dream. (I am rather by 
way of being a poet). But I did not find 
her either shy of even overwhelmed 
when confronted with my own higher 
order of intelligence. Perhaps it was 
because I have the somewhat rare gift 
of levelling down my own bram power 
to that of other people.

She began talking at once, 
hate these functions, don’t you.' But 
there, as a man, I’ve no doubt you do. 
It must be awful for any man to Be 
dragged to such a namby-pamby thing as
a Vi a ooof 1”

I coughed slightly. As'a 
tact, I had been mainly instrumental in 
getting up this particular bazaar—l and 
Lady Victoria, that is. It had been our 
joint idea. „She glanced around at one or two other 
top-hatted, frock-coated figures with a 
pitying look in her glorious eyes.

“I’m sorry for them all," slie slid con
fidentially to me; “they must feel so un
utterably bored. I shall be glad enouS° 
to escape from the heat and crowd 01 
over-dressed women and simpering
Tput on my most engaging smile- 
one that brings my mouth into a pretty 
pleat—and replied:

“I hope I don’t simper!"
“I hope you don’t," she answered, 

rather brusquely; “I always feel inclin
ed to kick anybody who does.

I moved rather nervously away, 
"country bird” seemed well able to take in the great'metro-

If

“Oh, I don’t think so; have taken 
rather a fancy to sport lately.”

He almost staggered from astonish
ment.

“Well,” he said, with something re
sembling a gasp, “I could hardly have 
believed it! But I am really glad, my 
boy, and anything I can do to give you 
‘a leg up,’ why, you know, I shall al 
ways be delighted!"

I thanked him loftily, but took care 
to pursue the subject no further. He 
has no poetry in his composition, and 
would not have understood me—so few 
people understand mè, really—even if I 
had explained that I had taken to sport 
in an ethereal, rather than an actual 
manner, and was interested in it more 
in the abstract than in the concrete. Had 
I troubled to make this clear, as I sfiy, 
he could not have grasped my meaning.
Instead of that he would probably have 
called me an ass.

The dinner" that night was perfectly 
delightful, without being conversational
ly brilliant. These fox-hunting, steeple
chasing people appear to enjoy life in 
their own queer way. I tried my best 
to improve the tone of the dialogue, but 
when I began enlarging upon Burne 
Jones and Dante Gabriel Rossetti—and 
slipped in an allusion, apparently by ac
cident, to a little thing of my own 
which had just been published—they 
manifested but the very slightest inter
est. Some people are so strange.

But she—Madge of the glorious eyes 
—she was there, and that made all 
things bright. ' I took her in to dinner.
Uncle Hector sat on her right hand, 
and, I thought, made himself rather 
ridiculous by the way in which ne croon
ed “stable" jokes and perpetrated race
course witticisms for her benefit, and 
I was sorry, too, to "see she made no ef
fort to suppress him.

However, she took a tremendous in
terest in me. Said she was so glad to 
find the combination of literature— she 
had absolutely bought a copy of my 
poem, “The Golden Orb”—and sport in 

Col. Blazonby saw fit to snigger 
at this, and I felt that I should like to 
—to read that poem to him. It might—
I only say might1—have humanized the 
man.

I ignored him, and gently took the op
portunity of comparing myself with 
Xenophon and Homer. I quoted those 
lines anent “the hounds of Sparta” and 
theit crashing melody; I was just about 
to stimulate her nascent desire for more 
of mÿ high literary pabulum, when some- 
£aqt puu ‘00B1 txau aqt JOJ fufioq qdUJS 
joj ttuoj luamooatd joqjBi ui )no arano 
one across the table asked my uncle *f 
be was running anything at the steeple
chases on the morrow.

“Yes,” answered the gallant colonel, 
pulling at his long, tawny _moustaehc— 
he is a spare, wiry man, native as a cat 
and - hard as the nether millstone—“I’m 
going to run Erycina in the Gup and 
John Juggins in the Open Hunters’
Plate.”

“Who’s going to, ride?” continued the 
questioner.

The coloeél pointed to his own immac
ulate shirt front tor answer, and then 
went on -with his dinner.

“Oh;you're going to ride, then?” as*- 
Itijtidge,—my Madge—as I thougut 

she was, then. jf) '''
“Yes. Shall I pat yon half a dozen 

pairs of gloves on Erycina?”
“Oti; -do!” cried Madge, rather to my 

annoyance.
“And then, if that comes off, well

1 heUr*Çtkde ometR.eally,0hin think'tit'ftîttÿ- bone," said the^onel, coolly.

' Br&s tes.* E as? s SA ErasîninJsyoPungderCtrèieatl0vesaCtlVe ann°yanCe BteStoÇmd

edMtadMtme9e0ted’ and then tum- "

ashe said, sotto voce. How sweet it was possibly ride in the f°suing race He 
to note the confidential tone as she drop- turned towards me: with adanglt
ped her voice almost to a whisper. I said, still lookmg rajber pans- sea, « w“<ô.v Ts.r.vs
those glorious orbs, and pour out my "rm,y ,Taleî sba11 bring you the cap an 
soul for ever in impassioned accents jacket ana
of gentlest iove. The next moment she “But, mv dear nncle. 1 protested
continued, “Shall I ask Col. Blazonby— eagerly, “there’s no time to get into roc
he is so good-natured—to let yon ride ing things, and I don t think it s poss-
one of his to-morrow? I’m sure he ible—’’ ,

_ would if I asked him.” “Oh, yes, you can ride in the breeches
“Oh, rather! I’m quite an old hand “Not for the world!” and I actually you’ve got on-only ,dJ?aiÜ?0fr
at that game," meaning that, years egograsped her arm ta my agi—my haste, dont be afraid that you 11 miss it (I

the property known as Laing’s shipyard. 
The late Capt. Laing built the house, 
and Capt. J. D. Warren is the present 
owner. At the time it was built, lumber 
cost $100 per thousand feet, and had to 
be imported. Capt. Morrison formerly 
owned the house and to live in it, but 
it had not been occupied for some time 
when Mr. Green took it. The family 
only saved the clothes they escaped in, 
and they were very scanty. Everything 
else was lost, and there is very little in
surance.

After Mr. Green got out ot the house, 
word was telephoned to the fire depart
ment. The horses in the adjoining 
barn were saved, and they were run
ning about the street in their fright.

Three lengths of hose were burned 
and several firemen were slightly scorch
ed. There were two streams of water 
playing on the fire from hydrants and 
one chemical and a number of chemical 
extinguishers. The loss is estimated at 
$1,000.

About half-past eight the firemen were 
called to No. 14 Caledonia avenue, the 
residence of Mr. T. Wood. Here a hard 
fight awaited them, for there was 
no water in the Cook street main, and 
the flames fanned by the wind had ob
tained a, strong hold on the roof. For 
twenty minutes it looked as if the whole 
building must go. but finally the fire
men triumphed, and the fire was got un
der control. The fire had burned in
side the roof on the north side of the 
building, and the roof was almost com
pletely destroyed. There were two lines 
of hose and two chemical engines used. 
This district is a pretty thickly populate 
ed one. A roof across the street caught 
fire, but the blaze was quickly put out. 
A great deal of furniture was removed. 
The cause of the fire was sparks from 
the chimney. The loss is estimated at 
about $850—$750 to the house.and $100 
to furniture. The fire was one of the 
hardest to handle that the firemen have 
had for a long time. The house is oc
cupied by T. E. Wood, of the Albion Iron 
Wor ks. An alarm was sent in from 
box 43. The building was insnred for 
$31000, and the furniture for $500.

Ou Monday night a chimney fire oc
curred at the corner of Cook and Yates 
streets, at about half-past eight. Tbe 
alarm was sent in from box 34.

In 24 hours the firemen were called 
out seven times, on account of smoking 
chimneys and sparks.

Bremen are
Kept Busy

After the Dallas Road Fire They 
Had Still Another Engage- 

ment.

Sir. Green and His Family Have 
Very Narrow Escape From 

Cremation.

The early morning fire briefly mention
ed in yesterday’s Colonist, destroyed 
both the house and stables at the corner 
of Brie street and Dallas road,

the expressman. The 
narrow escape, Mr. 

Green having to throw the children, one 
of them suffering from a Severe illness, 
from the upper story windows, he and 
Mrs. Green making .their escape in the 
same way. The alarm was received by 
the fire department at 3:55. The wind 
was blowing at the rate of forty or fifty 
miles an hour at the time, and quick as 
the firemeh were in responding to the 
call, the house was doomed before they 
reached it- Two streams of water were 
brought to bear upon the flames, but 
when the firemen realized that the house 
must go, they concentrated all their ef
forts to save the surrounding property. 
Men were located, watching every build
ing in the neighborhood. The roof ot 
the Dallas hotel kitchen caught fire, but 
it was put out almost before the occu
pants ot the building knew what had 
happened. After a splendid fight, the 
firemen had the satisfaction of saving 
the buildings in the neighborhood. To 
illustrate the fine fight they made, the 
shed adjoining the premises was sav
ed and the buildings directly opposite, 
were also saved, although big cinders 
were flying across the road.

When the fire was well under way, it 
was a. magnificent spectacle. A. volume 
of flame about fifty feet by thirty feet 
was being fiercely fanned by the strong 
wind, and completely destroyed the 
house in about twenty minutes. One of 
the telephone poles caught fire and 
burnt all the way up; consequently the 
wires came down in all directions. The 
cause of the fire is not known. The 
house was built in 1860 on the corner of

occu
pied by Mr. Green, 
family had a veiO

over

“How 1

»*mat*r of We went over it independently. At 
first I didn’t know where J. J. was— 
I didn’t know where I was myself, for 
that matter. And then, as I gradually 
realized that I was once more on foot, 
the whole affair began to grow more 
clear. I looked up the course -after the 
retreating horses—J. J. was amongst 
them, playing a game of skittles, can
noning against the i<*t, to his o,wn un
bounded satisfaction and the manifest 
danger to life and limb of all concern-

me.

0
WORKED’ THE BENEVOLENT.

How New Denver People Were Victims 
of a Confidence Man.

ed.
I was not there. That was all that I 

Then, having carefullycared about, 
felt myself all over to see it anything 
was broken, I picked up my whip, tried 
to get some of the mud off the place 
to which it mostly adhered—I may re
mark that whilst J- J. landed standing, 
1 landed sitting—and started to walk 
back to the stand. I had ridden in a 
steeplechase—none could, henceforth,
deny me this mark of distinction. That 
I swore a solemn vow never to do such 
a- thing again was nobody’s business 
but my own.

Col. Blazonby, with his arm in a sling 
came in fbr a great deal of unnecessary 
fussing; and adulation. I don’t like such 
nonsense myself, and I think the wo
men might have taken a little more no
tice of me. Why shouldn’t I have been 
equally petted?

Somewhat to my annoyance, my uncle 
asked Madge to take a stroll and gather 
violets with him next day (she had also 
cut up his meat at luncheon for him), 
and when they came in, rather late, for 
tea, the gallant colonel took me aside, 
and speaking with a suppressed excite
ment most unbecoming in a man of his 
age, said: “Congratulate me, Gus! 
Madge Pemberton has promised to be- 

my wife next .month. You must 
be my best man.”

She will be my aunt!
Confucius says—I always try to soothe 

my injured feelings with philosophy— 
Gonfncins says. “When disappointed in 

• the great ambition—’’ Oh, d---- n Con
fucius.—Fox Russell.

From New Denver Ledge.
Tuesday evening a long, lank indi

vidual wearing whiskers, glasses and a 
confidential smile, walked into the St. 
James hotel and Inquired for the office. 
In his winning way, Gus designated 
the space set apart for that purpose and 
asked the gentleman to register. After 
much deliberation he wrote in a school
boy hand, “J. M. Williams, Victoria.^ 
He carried a valise and a liberal amount 
of plausibility about with him, and was 
shown to the best room in the house. 
Thursday morning he was astir bright 
and early, and after eating a hearty 
breakfast left the,hotel. In little more 
than an hour’s time he was back again; 
inquired when the train would leave for 
Sandon. He was given the informa
tion and went to his room, apparently 
with the intention of spending a quiet, 
morning. This was the last seen ot him 
by the hotel people. He did ndt tafl to 
forget where the office was in his hur
ried departure.

But the best part of the story is yet 
to be told. About 8:30 this same long, 
lank individual with whiskers and glass
es turned up at the schoolhouae and in
quired for the master. When the man 
who wields the hickory arrived, the ln- 
"dividual with glasses introduced himself 
as Prof. Williams, assistant master of 
the New Westminster schools. He was, 
however, short of funds and wanted to 
raise enough to bring his wife to Nel
son from New Westminster, where she 
had been confined In the insane asylum. 
His hard luck story touched the heart 
and pocket ot th e man ot hickory. Next 
the ministers of the town were touch
ed" for their spare cash, one going so tar> 
as to give a ten dollar bill to the educat
ed knave. He also induced another ho
tel man to contribute. Iu less than two 
hours he increased his hard luck fund 
about $35, and didn’t stop tq eay good
bye.

The

care of herself, even 
polis.‘And what, may I ask. is youa own 
particular hobby?” I said, being extreme
ly careful that my countenance should 

nothing in the least degree resemb
ling a simper, as you may guess.

Her whole face was illumined _ ns she 
half turned to me and “claimed:

“Oh, horses, sport, banting! WhSt 
could be more glorious than a gS“PP. 
on a well-bred horse? What -is there 
half so: good In the world as the_ wild, 
fresh life of the country? Don t you 
agree with me?" ,

“Oh, certainly, certainly." T hastened 
to say. And If my immortal soul hid 
depended on it, at that moment; I could 
not have dared confess to the swfu 
truth that I hated country life, feared 
every horse I saw—except my own per
fect park hack—and would, have faced a 
fifty minutes’ sermon rather than ride 
over a sheep hurdle.

She rattled along, now that she had 
found a congenial topic.

“Ours is not a very good hunting 
country, too much woodlnnd nbont. ont 
next week we are going 4°wn to North
amptonshire to stay at Sir Harry Good- 
rich’s place—he lives right In the centre 
of the Bicester country—and we shall 
get some good hunting there, and go to 
the steeplechnsing as well. Do you like 
steeplechasing?’’ ,,

I felt for the hair on mv nnpor lip—It Is 
ralher short—and answered with a su
perior smile (not a simper, bien enten
du!)

123,000wear
people are killed every year in this 
country by CONSUMPTION. The 
fault is theirs. No one need have 
consumption. It is not hereditary. 
It is brought 6n by neglect. You 
do nothing to get rid of it.

ed

Shiloh’s
Consumption
Cure

ed.

come
will ctire a cough or cold in one 
night

Miss Boyle, a young lady of Simcoe, a 
school teacher and prominent socially, went 
rapidly into a decline from a cough. Was not 
expected to live. Shiloh completely cured 
her. People in that vicinity are well acquainted 
with the facts in he case.

o
Good Skating.—The first good ska Hmr 

of the season is to be had ot Col wood. 
A special train left the E. & N. depot 
last evening, cnrrving quite a crowd of 
skaters, and specials will he run at in
tervals to-day- Trains will leave here 
at 9 a. m. and 2, 4 and 7 p. m., ret?UiC 
ing at 11:30 a. m. and 2:30. 4:30 and 10 
p. m. The fare for the round trip has 
been placed at 35 cents. *

Shiloh** Consurap*! m fare Is *<nd by all 
druggist* Iu iinoada and United issaWs at 
*.\o, 50c, H1 OO a l>o tie. Im Great Britain 
at Is. 2d., 2s. Sd., and 4m. 6d. A printed 
guarantee goes will every bottl*. If you 
are not *atl«f!«d go to your druggist and 
get your money back.

Write for illustrated took on Consumptloa. Seat 
without oost to you. 6. C. WeUs * Co.^Toraato,

1
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Protestant
Orphanage

Monthly Meeting of the Ladies 
Committee Held on Mon

day.

Report of the Visiting Commit
tee For the Month of 

January.

Hie usual monthly meeting of the 
ladies’ committee of (he British Colum
bia Protestant Orphans’ Home was held 
Monday afternoon at the city hall. The 
following were present: Mrs. F. W. 
MeOnlloeh (in the chair), and Mesdames 
Hayward, Andrews, Fleming, Sargison, 
McGregor, Denny, Wilson, Barrett, Hig
gins, Baker, Berndge, and Miss Carr. 
After routine business and the examina
tion of the bills for supplies during the 
month, the visitors for the month pre
sented their report as follows::
To the President and Ladies’ Committee 

of the Orphanage:
We visited the home four times during 

the month of January. Our first visit 
was on a Saturday, a pouring wet day, 
so all the children had to remain in
doors, but they all seemed to be happy 
and joyous; shouts of merry laughter 
greeted our ears. They all seemed 
busy; some of the older girls were sew
ing, some of the children reading, and 
the little ones quite as busy playing. We 
said as we left we had not heard one 
discordant note the whole time we were 
there, and a happier lot of children it 
would be hard to find. We ordered 
groceries from Mowatt & Wallace.

The following Wednesday we again 
visited the home. A few of the child
ren had colds. The matron had received 
a letter from the mother of the little 

' Chester children, saying she hoped to be 
able to send some money for clothing in 
about two weeks.

January 22 again we visited the home. 
News had been received that our be
loved Queen had passed away, so all the 
children were home for a half-holiday, 
and all was going on well.

January 29 we again visited the home 
and found all well. Little Ernest had 
been a little sick with an attack of the 
hives; the doctor had seen him, and a 
dose or two of medicine had put him to 
rights again.

While we were at the home a note 
came from Miss Blackwell, the school 
teacher, saying Willie Smithers had 
been brought to the school by his mother 
and asked to have him sent to the or
phanage with the other children. Miss 
Blackwell begged that, for the boy’s 
sake, he might be taken in. We saw 
him and he seemed very glad to be back 
again; and as the committee meet on 
Monday, we asked the matron to take 
him in till then, and the committee 
could decide what steps to take in the 
matter.

We talked over the affairs of the 
The matron said sheTallis children, 

thought theit relatives should be written 
to. Elsie is only allowed to send her 
letters through her father, and if any 
are sent in return, he receives them at 
the post office, and only reads to them 
what he thinks fit. If the relatives 
could be got to understand their posi
tion, they might perhaps be induced to 
assist the home, and Elsie might learn 
typewriting or get in some position so as 
to be able in the future to support her 
elder sister, who will not be able to do 
much for herself, though she works well 
in the home. The granddaughter of the 
Lieutenant-Governor visited the home, 
and was very much interested in the 
children. She brought cakes for the 
children, and promised to try and influ- 

the Lieutena.tt-Governor in the 
matter of grading Cook street.

Would it not be possible to get some 
kind, patriotic person to present the 
orphanage with a flag? The schools all 
have one.

Respectfully submitted.
A communication from a friend de

siring to adopt an orphan child was re
ceived, and the writer informed that 
satisfactory references muçt be forward-

ence

ed
Mrs. Andrews and Mrs. Okell were 

appointed visitors tor February.
Hie matron’s report included the fol

lowing list of donations for January, 
Which were thankfully acknowledged:

A Friend, six pairs flannel drawers; 
Miss Lucas, several parcels of clothing; 
Mrs. M. King, large sack of oatmeal; 
Kindergarten Association, three framed 
pictures; Mrs. Shotbolt, clothing; 
Mowatt & Wallace, 100-Ib. sack of 
sugar; A Friend, cash, $4; A Friend, 
printing press; Mrs. Adams Ross, North 
Saanich, sack of onions; Jubilee Hospi
tal, three iron bedsteads; Miss M. Wil
son and Miss H. Boswell, a kindly visit 
to the children with cakes and buns 
for all; Mr. S. M. Robins, 12 tons coal 
(December and January); Times and 
Colonist, daily papers; Mrs. Lovell, box 
of apples; Mrs. G. A. Taylor, go-cart, 
infant's chair and clothing.

Want a Park.—A petition is being cir
culated at Esquimalt requesting the pro
vincial government to mûke a grant for 
a public park at Esquimalt.

Unbroken Cars.—Another carload of 
hardware reached here yesterday by the 
Ladysmith ferry and E. & N. railway, 
for Messrs. Walter 8. Fraser & Co., the 
hardware merchants of Wharf street. 
This means of getting their freight m 
carload lots means much for the mer
chants of Victoria.

Said Good-bye.—A party of friends 
assembled at the residence of Captain 
William Meyer, 108 Dallas road, yes
terday evening to bid good-bye to Mr. 
0. A. Gregg and Mrs. Gregg, who left 
this morning for Nelson, where Mr. 
Gregg will assume editorial control of 
the Nelson Miner. Qliite a number of 
friends accompanied the departing 
couple, to the Mainland steamer.
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