| Great Ba

A GERMAN OFFICER DISCLOSES THE FACT THAT THE GERMAN

ARMY WAS NOT PERFECTION

—A GRAPHIC DESCRIPTION OF HIS FIRST BATTLE IN FRANCE—

T. P. OCONNOR’S COMMENTS.

IN THE FRANCO-PRUSSIAN WAR
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I have always wondered what it feels

like to be in a barttle. It is a subject
on which 1 always question a great
soldier whenever 1I.come across one;
it is a subject which entrances me
when I find a good aecount of it in
any book. ? One of the last persons with
whom 1 had an opportunity of dis-
cussing that question was no less a
personage than General Botha. 1 won-
der if many people remarked that
curious and haunting expression which
I found in the eyes of the famous Boer
leader? This expression was very well
caught in the cartoon in Punch,
which represented an imaginary in-
terview between the Boer general and
our Secretary for War, Mr. Haldane.
To me it seemed that the eyes of Gen-
eral Botha had always a curious ex-
pression of surprise, of watchfulness,
and of nervous strain. I happened to
mention this to a friend of mine who
played a gallant part in the South Af-
rican war, and was in more than 50
engagements of one kind or another;
and he said that the expression was
quite familiar to all men who had
gone through that war; they had in-
vented a phrase in South Africa for
the condition of body and nerve of
which it was the symbol; they called
it Mauseritis—the malady which was
generated by the deadly Mauser. He
himself had it when he first came
back from the war—his eyes always
seemed to be looking round and about;
it was the look that came from the
constant sense of standing in the
midst of the rainstorm of bullets, any
one of which might bring death. Gen.
eral Botha said that there were cer-
tain things in the battlefield that one
never got used to; and my friend goes
further, and says that every Dbattle,
instead of adding to, subtracts from
the courage even of brave men. You
start—this is how he puts it—with a
certain stock of courage; the first
battle takes a certain percentage ofi;
the second battle takes another slice;
and so you go on until you are finally
broken, unless you happen to be one
of those exceptional men—who are
only one in a hundred thousand—who
have no nerves, and can never be,
therefore, exhausted.

From these and other authorities I
derive the general impression  that
there is no man, however brave, who
doesn’t feel very nervous in battle,
and who doesn’t rejoice when the end
is announced, and he is once more free
from its- terrors and perils. Extraor-
dinary bravery, extraordinary self-sac-
rifice—these virtues are brought out
by the battlefield without doubt; but,
on the whole, the impression remains
strong with me that in respect even to
the cultivation of bravery and the as-
sociated virtues war has a very dis-
tinctly seamy side when it comes to be
seen from the inside, and not from its
exciting, dramatic, and inspiriting ex-
terior.

I

I find curious confirmation of this
wiew in a volume I am reading at the
moment. It is by a well-known officer,
Colonel Maude, and it deals with the
many vexed questions of military
science. There is one chapter—it is
the fourteenth, and it deals with the
“Voluntary Versus Compulsory Service”
—which even the most ignorant of
military matters can read with inter-
est. I have read it several times over;
it is as absorbing as a novel: it is as
enlightening~as a great exposition of
philosophy, by a lucid French writer,
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I dwell on this chapter because it is
che first time I ever got a glimpse
fnto the Franco-German war of 18790
from the inside. I remember still the
shqck of surprise with which the whole
world learnt of the extraordinary
powers of the German army; and how
universal was the impression that the
German army was the best led, the
best fighting, and the bravest army in
the world’s history. From almost the
first moment to the last it did not seem
that France had ever been given a
chance; and as if the Germans had
never made a mistake. To the outside
world the machine seemed the moat
perfect thing of its kind ever created—
shining, bright, smoothly working in
all its_; parts, something, in short, in-
humanly complete, easy, and sSymi-
metrical. And now 1 take up thiz
chapter, and find in it extracts from
German writers which give the other
side, and show that this outward seem-
ing perfection did not at all repre-
sent the inner reality; and that the
German army had its great momen:s
of panic, of woful and disast&ous con-
fusion, of narrow escape from tremen-
dous and well-deserved defeat; and
that, in short, the chief @ifference be-
tween it and the French army was
that its numerous, gigantic mistakes
were more than counterbalanced by
the more numerous agnd the more gi-
gantic mistakes ¢of the French leaders
and the French soldiers.
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It was not till the war was over and
done with that German officers who
had taken part in the war began to
flash little gleams of light into the
ghastly interior. One of these officers
who thus took the public into their
confidence was Major-General Meck=l,
who did the great work of reorganiz-
ing the Japanese army. I give in full
—though it is a little long—an extrac:
from a pamphlet of his, called by the
fanciful title “A Midsummer Night's
Dream,” which is an extraordinary rev-
“elation of what this so-called perfect
-German army could now and again
do:

“I recalled my first battle in France.
We did not arrive on the field until
late tTn the day, and crosed it where
the fight had been the flercest. I was
already used to the sight of dead and
wounded, but not prepared for what
now met my eyes. The field was lit-
eraliy strewn with men who had left
the tanks and were doing nothing!

- Whole battalions could have been

formed from them. From our position
we could count hundreds; some were
ving by their rifles pointing to the
frofit as If they were still in the fight-

+ing line, and were expecting the ene-

my to attack at any moment. These
men had evidently remained behind,
lying down when the more courageous
had advanced. Others had squatted
like hares in the furrows. Wherever a
bush or ditch gave shelter there were
men to be seen who in some cases had
made themselves very comfortable. All
these men gazed at us without show-
ing the least interest. The fact that
we belonged to another army corps
seemed to be sufficient excuse for
treating us with blank indifference. I
heard them say: *‘“These fellows, like
the others, are going to let themselves
be shot.” The men nearest to me bore
on their shoulder-straps the number
of a famous regiment. I turned to
look at my own men. They began to
seem uneasy. Some were pale. I
myself was conscious of the depress-
ing effect produced on me by what I
saw. .If the fire of the breech-loaders
we were now to face for the first time,
while its continuous roll sounded in
our ears had so disorganized this regi-
ment, what would happen to us? I pres-
ently met with an officer of the re-
serve. I invited him to join my com-
pany. He followed without uttering a
word. To my annoyance my company
had to make a short halt to allow the
remainder of the battalion to closg up.
We therefore rallied the stragglers
about us and formed a strong party
under the command of this officer. Two
men and a lance-corporal and a private
came of theilr own accord and asked
permission to join us; all the others
were very half-hearted, and had to be
brought in; those who could_ do so
sneaked away. The only effect of col-
lecting these stragglers was to produce
a bad impression on my own men, for
as soon as we came under the enemy’s
fire in some vineyards, and extended
the reserve officer and his men dis-
appeared for good and all. I reproached
myself afterwards for not
asked his name. Only the two men
who had volunteered to join us re-
mained, and behaved gallantly to the
end. During our advance, and before
we came to any serious fire, while only
the whistle of an occasional stray
bullet could be heard, we saw six
men, one behind the other, in a long
queue covering behind a tree; after-
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eral responsible mainly for this con-
fusion. The general had begun the
fight in a bad temper; but when he
had finished with the Emperor, “if he
had been difficult to begin with before,
he became ten times worse afterwards,
and refused to do more than merely
transmit the orders received without
sonal element, which, somehow cor
which it was his provinee to supply.”
Here enters another human and per-
other, one outside armies and battles
thinks almost inadmissible and in-
credible, and that is the tempers, the
jealousies, and all the other com-
ponents of the personal equation in
the generals who are commanding. It
is hard to realize, and yet it is true,
that these fits of temper, envy, and
‘the other lower passions, are brought
to such luxurfance on the battlefield
that thousands of human ‘lives are
frequently sacrificed to these base
passions and weaknesses.

Anyhow, on this particular- day
there followed a second panic.

There was a third panic also. Among

ments were Some Hussars who had
Just arrived from Germany. Both the
men and the horses were but half-
trained; they soon got demoralized,
they received contradictory orders to
advance and to retire, with the result
that a portion of them entirely lost
their heads, and “they broke clean
away and dashed back in wildest con-
fusion up the road”:

“The led horses and teams in the
streets of Gravelotte took fright.
Panic seized most of the men, and the
next moment a horde of men, horses,
teams, etc.,, streamed out of the vil-
lage and made for the setting sun.
Officers of every rank rode at them
with their swords and used them, but
were swept also, and not 200 yards off
the King and staff were spectators of

| the disaster.”

-

V. :
Then there comes a scene in which
ireven higher personages display weak-
| nesses of temper and of judgment:
“A lull now took place for a while;
‘but the King's blood was up, as, in-
i‘deed, was everyone else’s excepting
Moltke’s. The King now ordered
Steinmetz to attack with everything
he could lay hands on. Moltke endeav-
rored to dissuade him; but in vain.
Having said all he could, Moltke fell
away a couple of yards or so and found
some other business to attend to. This
is historical, and deserves to be re-
membered, for Moltke in his present

wards I saw this sight so frequently

that I became used to it—who did not?:

But at this time it was new to mao.
Near the tree were litile irregulari-
ties of ground that would have given
good cover for all six; and this, I said
to myself, as I now thought over the
matter, Is the result of three years’
careful education in the independent
use of covers.”

Anybody who has read Zola’s great-
est story, ‘“La Debacle,” will remem-
ber the strange episodes he gives in
which you see the French army going
quite consciously to its destruction; “to
the Shambles—to the Shambles”—as
the mutinous, but helpless and de-
spairing soldiers cried out as they
passed their comrades in the trains
during the sweltering heat of that aw-
ful summer of 1870. This passage,
among others, created, I know, great
scandal in the French army; and I
heard a distinguished French officer
declare that, though he had gone
through the war from its beginning to
its end, he had never seen any such
scene of indiscipline. But is there in
even the ultra-frank pages of Zola any
scene of pani¢, of individual cowardice,
of the entire breakdown of discipline,
which is worse than this scene in the
Germany army—described by the pen
of one of Germany’s most distinguished
officers? ;

IV.

When one passes from this descrip-
tiorn of a particular scene to the criti-
cisms which are to be found of the
conduct of the entire battle of Grave-
lotte one is again struck by the ex-
traordinary revelations that have been
given to the world of gigantic error. I
cannot quote in full, gor can I stay to
enter into the technical details; but I
will quote just a passage or two 1
show how it was that thousands of
lives were imperiled and many of them
sacrificed by some of the confused and
stupid orders which came to the Ger-
man troops from the German generals.
A position named St. Hubert had been
captured by the German soldiers: and
then came an order for artillery,
cavalry, and other infantry to ad-
vance; with this consequence, which
is set forth by the German writer:

“First: The eastern exit of Grave-
lotte had been obstructed by wires,
only partially removed by infantry.
Second: St. Hubert had just been car-
ried, and hundreds of wounded strag-
ghers, etc., were dragging themselves
back along the road. Third: To mect
them comes an infantry regiment (the
Twenty-ninth); one squeezes by as
best one can. Fourth: But this infan-
try did not know cavalry and artillery
were following. Fifth: The latter also
were ignorant that they would find
infantry in front of them. Sixth:
None of the three expected the crowds
of stragglers. Seventh: All three were
full of zeal for action. Presently all

‘ot them were a chock-a-block. What

a picture and what a leading! There
was “anly one road, and ind it were
thrown troops from five different com-
mands without any mutual understand-
ing, any order of march, left to them-
selves to get through as best they
could, then some to pursue, some to re-
inforce, etc.”

The result of this biunder was that
“thirty-two squadrons were e i
jammed up on the narrow dyke or be-
tween walls of rock.” Our author then
goes into details as to the disasters
which followed each of the bodies that
made up this sweltering mass jammed
by a frightful series of errors into this
small space. One battery was almost
annihilated; a body of 15,000 infantry
“densely crowded together . in
such appalling confusion that -all ef-
forts to rally them proved hopeless;
and as the bullets and an occasional
shell . plunged into themr their pluck
died out, they began to dribble
away into“the ravine by hundreds.”
And things were made worse by an
interview between the German Em-/
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history of the war has deliberately
:taken the blame. on his own shoulders
. to save the King's prestige; but there
| were many witnesses to the scene, and
Hoening vows thky can corroborate
; his statements.”

| Then there were other
! confusion; . Germans firing on
jother under the impression that they
iwex\'e attacking the enemy. I need not
|pur§ue the narrative further. I think
I have written enough to show some-
thing of the seamy side of that dirty
{thin, war, even when it is supposed
%to be triumphant, scientific, and glori-
jous.—T. P. O’Connor, M. P, in'T. P.s
‘Weekly.

APPRECIATIONS OF
EDWARD BLAKE
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leagues, whom he recognized to be 2s
patriotic as himself. It is a cruel mis-
chance that Mr. Blake should have
been struck down and robbed of
strength at the present moment in
Irish affairs. When so many ’prentice
practitioners are engaged upon hack-
ing the national policy to pieces the
calm teraper and the cool counsel of a
statesman of Mr. Elake’'s unrivaled ex-
perience and unchallengeable single-
mindedness would be invaluable.”

MEMOIRS OF ’98.
‘We may, and most of us do, actively
disagree with almost every one of the

canons of Mr. Blake’s Irish creed; but
none of us will withhold a tribute of

his

8 | honor to the man who could make the

sacrifices Mr. Blake made for the Irish
cause as he conceived it; nor can we
fail to admire the single-hearted de-
votion which led him to keep himself
ever in the background in the inter-
minable Irish confiicts for place and
fame. No Irishman has loved Ireland
with a deeper devotion than this Irish-
Canadian. That devotion came to him
from his earliest childhood. His father
was the Hon. Wm. Hume Blake, well
known in Canadian statesmanship, but
his mother was a granddaughter of
Wm. Hume, M. P. for Wicklow in the
British House of Commons, who lost
his life in an engagement fighting, on
the loyalist side, with the insurgents
in one of the passes of the Wicklow
Mountains. And while his maternal
grandfather sacrificed his life for the
King, his paternal grandfather fell on
the other side. The memories of the
stormiest days of Ireland’s modern his-
tory have never been long out of Mr.
Blake’'s mind from boyhood. In 1898,
at the time of the Centenary of ‘the
Insurrection, he joined in commemor-
ating the victory of the Irish forces at
Carrignat, and dwelt upon his own
family‘'s part in the tragedies of re-
cent Irish history. It was. however,
after the Wicklow seat of the loyalist,
William Hume, that his Toronto resi-
dence was named Hume Wood.

The time has not come to speak
frankly of tlee reasons which brought
about Mr. Blake's retirement from
Canadian public life, but with these
Irish memories it was inevitable that
when  the severance came his steps
should turn to Ireland. It is no con-
cern of ours to attempt to assess his
services to the Nationalist cause since
1892, but it is certain that he has
done more than any man in our gen-
eration to give distinction to the Irish
parliamentary body. He never quite
achieved the difficult art of catching
the ear of the House of Commons, but
there are abundant Nationalist. trib-
utes to the invaluable services he ren-
dered by his ripe counsel,. cool judg-
ment, and- generous sympathy.—The

the &700133 brought up as reinforee- |

on in the guard
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their sustained vitality. Every page is
a riot of unpolished epigrams and un-
wetrical poetry, with a hundred dis-
cussions and' redundancies.

If you are borne away by her it is
almost against your will. You struggle,
yYou feel you ought to laugh, and sud-
denly you find - the tears trickling
down your cheeks. It is in pathos that
she is strongest, and curiously enough
it is in her virtuous characters that
she most deeply enlists the reader's
sympathies and her own, in the inno-
cent, dovelike heroine, the good fellow
wronged, the rough diamond mispriz-
ed, the fledgling swan misjudged for
an ugly duckling, Her best work, per-
haps, fs in “Two Little Wooded Shoes,”
and in those remarkable short stories,
“A Lily of Provence,” “The Dog of
Flanders,” and “A Leaf in the Storm.”
" To the youth of the early seventies,
Ouida was forbidden fruit. A genera-
tion which rejoiced in “Pink Domin-
oes” salved its conscience by voting
“Puck” and its eompanions improper,
with the result that her books were
devoured in secluded corners by ex-
pectant youth and rendered noxious by
the secrecy. To them followed a gen -
eration whose youth knew no prohibi-
tion and sought the stronger meat of
the naturalistic writers, and so left
Ouida to the few who had wearied of
Zola and his followers.” Among those
few were the critics of the Saturday
Review.

“The discovery of strange stars and
new moons in the literary firmament,”
said Ouida’s old enemy, now (in 1895)
turned her greatest friend, “has caused
more. than one great reputation to
vanish into the dusk of a fading sky.
In the roll of those who may be - de-
scribed as the most living among the
dead we find the name of Ouida. Time
was when the publication of a new
novel- by that semi-mystical person
known in private life as Louise de la
Ramee, marked an epoch in literary
affairs. It is improbable, however, that
the appearance of ‘Toxin’ will be re-
garded as anything but an inconsider-
able episode in the contemporary pub-
lishing season.”

The Saturday TReview was right.
“Toxin” fell stillborn from the press.
Not so, however, her next book, “The
Massarenes,” published in 1897. It
won its chief success, however, with
the critics. It gave occasion to a
glowing tribute from Max Beerbohm,
which also appeared in the Saturday
Review. After noting that Ouida, once
pilloried by all the world for “naughti-
ness,” had turned crusader against the
naughtiness of all the world - around
he continues: “Though she has be-
¢ome a mentor, she is still Quida, still
that unique, flamboyant lady, one of
the miracles of modern literature. Af-
ter all these years she is still young
and swift and strong, towering head
and shoulders over all the other wo.
men (and all but very few of the men)
who are writing. English novels. That
the reviewers have tardily trumpeted
her is amusing, but no cause for con-
gratulation. I have watched them
closely in their notices of ‘The Massa-
renes.”’ They have the idiot’s cunning
and seek to explain their behavior by
saying that OQuida has entirely
changed. Save in the slight respect I
have noted Ouida has not changed at
all. She is still Ouida. That is the
highest compliment I would pay her.”

And who is Ouida—or the lady who
writes under this nseudonym ? One
can only reply that she is one of the
most mysterious personalities in liter-
ature. The name under which she fig-
ures in private life, Louise de la Rame,
or Ramee (it has heen spelled by her-
self in both ways), is more than half-
suspected to bhe another alias. No
one has ever cared, perhaps no one has
ever dared, to penetrate beyond <‘he
few facts in which she chooses to
shroud her origin and early life. Ac-
cording to these she is the daughter of
a French refugee who settled in Lon-
don. Here at an early age she began
writing for sensational magazines. Her
pseudonym of Ouida, she explained,
was a pet name, that resulted from
her little brother’s inability in the
nursery to pronounce the name of
Loulsa.

It is certain that she first sprang in-
te fame with a novel called originally
“Held in Bondage,’ which appeared in
1863 in the New Monthly Magazine. It
was to a great American publisher, the
late J. P. Lippincott, of Philadelphia,
that she directly owed her rescue from
oblivion. I who write this have often
heard him tell the tale. Happening to
read the story in the magazine (he wasg
then in London), he was struck by its
dash and brilliancy. He found a Lon-
don publisher whe was willing to as-
sume the risk of introducing it to the
English public. He himself brought it
out in the United States. s

“In England,” Mr. Lippincott con-
tinued, “the book made an immediate
hit. The author was lifted from ob-
scurity to fame, from ‘poverty to finan-
cial comfort. In America, however,
the sales lagged.

“Those were the days when a reac-
tion had set in against ‘Uncle Tom's
Cabin’ and all its imitators. ‘Held in
Bondage’ suggested an~ anti-slavery
theme. When ‘Strathmore’ followed in
England, I republished it in this coun-
try, still preserving my faith in the
future of Ouida, although I did not
then know whether the author wera
man or woman. ‘Strathmore’ more than
repeated in America the success it
achieved in England, On the strength
of this success I brought out a new
edition of her first novel, under’ the
name of ‘Granville de Vigne, or Held
In Bondage, retaining the original title
in a secondary position to avoid de-
ceiving people who had already bought
the first issue. It made a great hit
Ouida’s reputation was now fully es-
tablished. She says she is indebted tc
me for her success and has ever eox-
pressed lively gratitude.” oS

Novels are all, in a sense, confes-
sions, as Goethe said, of his own books.
From the autobiographi¢al light
thrown upon Ouida’s personality by
“Granville de Vigne,” and its succes-
sors, it would certainly seem that her
early life had been unconventional at
least, and, possibly, very strenuously
Bohemian. How else could she hava
obtained an insight into that pa®tof a
man’s life which is supposed to be be-
yond the ken of a young lady who
been “proper]y” brought up? How
else could she have learned what goes

i)

is none
public’s business, either. =
Mr. Lippincott had made the

of the
ac-

villa -two miles out from Florence,

which long remained her chosén resi-
dence.

ners are fascinating,” he said, “her
conversation lively, her eyes bright and
expressive. She is saucy and audacious
in conversation and sometimes in-
dulges in ladylike glang, but in spite
of this she is a great favorite among
{ the English and American residents at
Florence, and they are glad to accept
invitations to her villa, for she enter-
tains magnificently.”

This state of things did not last long
Ouida cared little for general society,
and was seldom seen at any of the fes-
tivities of the Italian capital. But in
her own house she still gave a mbore
or less cordial welcome to the notabil-
ities who were attracted thither by
curiosity or real interest and admira-
tion. The cordiality was mainly for
the men. She put men next to dogs in
the scale of liking, though at a consid-
erable distance beneath. Women and
Americans she generally detested. Mrs.
Edmund Russell, who added to the
crime of being a woman the enormity
of being an American, was some years
ago presented to her at a dinner party
in London. Anticipating the words of
introduction Mrs. Russell said gra-
ciously:

“One scarcely needs an introduction
to Mme. Ouida, whom everybody
knows.”

“Humph!” was the retort. “I pity
Mme. Ouida if she has to know every-
body!” ¢ 220

And then Mme. Ouida—for it had
grown to be a fad of hers to be known
by that name in private as well as in
%ublic—settled back behind the big
black fan she loved to carry.

In her own home Ouida was equal-
ly rude to her visitors if she took the
fancy te be so.

Yet, like Carlyle, she might be con-
quered by people wiho turned her own
weapons against her. When at her own
threshold she told Mrs. John Bigelow
that she hated Americans, and that
lady smartly retorted: “I don’t see why
you should dislike Americans, they are
the only people who read your mnasty
books.” Ouida was delighted, drew her
visitor toward her, and cried: “Why,
yYou must be an interesting woman.
You may come in.”

And she took Mrs. Bigelow over the
villa. It was an interesting sight, that
villa, aeccording to all current account.
Mme. Ouida surrounded herself with
gorgeous furniture, with Oriental rugs,
with artistic bric-a-brae, with fresh
cut lilies and hyacinths. Her study in
the old days was covered with a great
Persian rug stretched before the
hearthstone, where she loved to lie for
hours and dream, and sometimes
scream. a little as a safety valve for
her emotions.

AR American artist who was livi
in Venice in 1890 describes very vivid-
ly the first impression that Ouida made
upon him. - He was floating down the
Grand Canal, he says, when he saw in
the distance an elegant private gon-
dola coming swiftly toward him. A
large rose-colored and lace-covered
varasol, contrasting picturesquely with
the black sides of the boat ‘and the
frame of blue sky, was the first thing
to attract his eyve. Next he became
conscious of the gorgeous figure of a
huge footman in livery lounging at one
end of the hoat. At the other end was
what seemed a radiant creature, fairly
smothered in muslih and lace.

“As she passed,” he continued,
caught a glimpse of a pair of very
dainty feet clad in openwork silk
slippers, which were perched up on the
seat opposit to their owner. From
them fell away a heap of silken and
lace skirts, which had about them all
stockings and high-heeled tan-colored
the coquettish air one sees in French
pictures. The dress was all of white
muslin and lace over silk and looked
what women eall very stylish. There
was a little white bonnet, too, and the
hand that held the huge rose-colored
parasol was small and clad in soft
wrinkled tan kid. But the face under-
neath the sunshade! Well, I stared
when my glance traveled up from the
neat little slipper to the countenance
atop all this dainty frou-frou toilet. It
was the face of a woman of 50. There
was a mass of blonde hair about it,
but there was sufficient gray in the
hair to give it an ashen tinge. The
features were large and bold, almost
masculine, and the skin, in spite of the
rosy light falling upon it through the
sunshade, was pallid and showed :he
crow’s feet and wrinkles very plainly,
She flashed a pair of blg, haughty gray
eyes at me as I passed and I marveled
greatly who this remarkable looking
woman could be.”

1

Later in the day, describing the in-
cldent to a lady of her acquaintance,
she promptly exclaimed: “Why, that
was Oulda, of course. I saw her my-
self this morning and she said she was
out doing early calls. Well, of course,
the costume was rather youthful, but
you have to wear something light and
cool in June in Venice.” :

That night the artist saw Ouida once
more on the piazza eating ices. By
gaslight she looked much more attract-
ive.

“Her head was bare, and at night
the gray' didn’t show. One only saw
that it was a mass of blonde coils and
braids. She was dressed from head to
foot in black lace, which swept down
about her in long, graceful draperies.
There was the dainty little foot again
in-evidence, perched this time on the
rung of a neighboring chair, and clad
all in black, with an old French buckle
adorning the Moliére shoe.”

In those days Olida lavished large
sums of money on her clothes, as on
all her other belongings. She had
magnificent sets of sable and unique
collections of old laces, purchased at
times when opportunity was not.-un-
frequent in a land of impoverished no-
bility. Cénscious that her feet and
hands and her hair were her chief
beauties, she always took great care
of them. Shoes in abundance and in
every varfety of style were made for
her with nice artistic care for the
proper display of ankle and instep.
Gloves, toe, exquisitely fitting, were
made fo order. Her hair was tenderly
cared for by a maid, who used scent
that was sai@ to be worth $30 per
ounce. s : :

quaintance of his protegee in & lovely

He described her as dashing<
looking rather than pretty, “Her mans

B .

Continued From Page E}eveﬁ.
kee€p you blind that you have not &
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sight seems good, such is your pleas-
ant thought; you have never looked
over this hedge around you that you
cannot even see—so how can there be
anything the other side? The ache be-
neath your corsets in the spring is all
you are ever to know of what there is
beyond. And no one is to blame fer
all this—you least of all.

It was settled, long before the well-
fed dullard’s kiss from which you
sprang. Forces have worked, in dim,
Inexorable process, from the remotest
time, till they have bred yqu, little
blind creature, to be the masterpiece
of their creation. With the wondrous
subtlety of Fate’'s selection, they have
paired and paired all that most nar-
rowly approaches to the mean, all that
by nature shirks the risks of living, all
that by essence clings to custom, till
they have secured a state of things
which has asgured your coming, in
your perfection of nonentity. They
have planted you apart” in your ex-
penstve moid, and still they are at
work—these gardeners never idle —
pruning and tying night and day, to
see that you run not wild and reach
the grass. The Forces are proud of
you—their waxen, scentless flower!

The sun’ beats down, and still your
carriage does not move; and this de-
lay is getting on your nerves. You
can’t imagine what is blocking up your
way! Do you ever imagine anything?
If all those goodly coverings that con-
tain you could be taken off, what
should we find within the last and in-
most shell—a little soul that has lost
i its power of speculation. A soul that
was born in you a bird, and has be-
come a creeping thing; wings gone,
groping, and clawing with its ten-
tacles what is given it.

You stand, speaking to your foot-
!man! And you are tharming, standing
there, to us who, like your footman,
cannot see the label “Blind.” The cut

of your hair the latest, the trimming
of your hat is later still; your trick of
speech the very thing; you droop your
eyelids to the life; you have not too
much powder; it is a lesson in grace
to see you hold your parasol. The doil
of Nature! So, since you were born;
so, until you die! And with his turn-
ed, clean-shaven face, your footman
seems to say: “Madam, how you have
come to be, # is not my province to
inquire. You are! I am myself de-
pendent on you!” You are the heroine
of the farce; but we must not smile
at you, for you are tragic, standing
there, the saddest figure in the world.
No fault of yours that ears and eyes
and heart and voice are atrophied, so
that you have no longer spirit of your
own!

Fashion brought you forth, and she
has seen to it that you are the image
of your mother, knowing that if she
made you by a hair’s breadth differ-
ent, you would see and judge. You
are- Fashion, Fashion herself, blind,
fear-full  Fashion! You do what you
do because others do it; you think
what you think because others think
it; you feel what you feel because
others feel it. You are' the Figure
without eyes!

And no one can reach you, no one
can alter you, poor little bundle of
others’ thoughts; for there is nothing
left to reach.

And so, in your seven hundred car-
riages, you pass; the road is bright
with you. Above taat road, below it,
,and on either hand, are the million
}things and beings that you cannot see;
all that is organic in the world, all
that is living and creating; all that is
striving to be free. They watch you
pass, glittering on your little round.
the sightless captive of your own tri-
umph; and their ey€s, like the eyes of
this hollow-chested work girl beside
me on the pavement, fix on you a
thousand eager looks, for you are
strange to them. And many of their
hearts are sore with envy, for they do
i not know that you are as dead as snow
around a crater; they cannot tell you
for what you are—the littlest, pecor-
est, saddest creature in the world—
Fashion! You Figure without eyes!

The warrant for a’town meeting at
Claremont, N. H,, is over five feet long
and contains 41 articles.

A Trip to the Seaside in Comfort.

The Grand Trunk Railway System
have arranged to place on sale on
Aug. 12, 13, 14 and 15, round trip
tickets valid for return from destina-
tion on or before Aug. 30.

The fares from London are exceed-
ingly low, viz.: Old Orchard, Me.,
$19 10; Portland, Me., $18 85; St.
John, N. B, $24 95; Murray Bay, Que.,
$20 95; Sydney, N. S., $31 45; pro-
portionately reduced rates to other
points.

For full particulars of these ex-
cursions call on Mr. E. De la Hooke,
or Mr. E. Ruse, representatives of the
Grand Trunk Railway System in Lon-
don ' 14-n

QUEBEC STEANSHI? C0.

LIMITED,

River and Gulf of 8t. Lawrence. Sum.
mer cruises in cool latitudes. The well and
favorably known 8. 8. Campana, 1,700 tons.
lighted by electricity, and with all modern
comforts, sails from Montreal as follows:
Mondays, 4 p.m., 12th and 26th August, for
Picton, N. 8., calling at Quebec, Gaspe,
Mal Bay, Perce, Cape Oove, Grand River,
Summerside, P. E. I.. and Charlottetown,
P.EI

BERMUDA and upwards, by the new

twin-screw 8. 8. BERMUDIAN, 5,500 tons.
Samn' from New York every alternate
Wednesday, from 5th June. Temperature,
cooled by sea breezes, seldom rises above
80°. The finest trips of the geason for health
and comfort.

For full particulars apply to E. De La
‘Hooke or W. Fulton, ticket agents, London.
ARTHUR AHERN. secretary. Quebesc. yw*

Ocean Steamship Tickets

Lot e or Py b aeonetown.
v , New York-Plymouth-Cherbourg,
Southampton, Kew York and Bo.u').:
e B norion Liveroo

Leylan n-Live

. E. De La Hooke, Soie Agent.
American Line—New York-Plymonth,
Cherbourg, _Bouthampton. = Philadelphia.
Queenstown-Liverpool. \
Atlantio Transport Line ~ New York

London.
Domiunion Line Royail
treal-Q i

Bummer excursions, §3%

Mail Steamers—
don uebec-L “im  summer;
Poﬂhnd-l.ivma%.l: ;&M.‘
Red St~r Line— ork-Dover-Antwerp.

Sail 2 lists. rate sheets, ete.. on appli-

Hooke or W. Fulten,
AREFTO

notion it exists. To  yourself, your |

of your gown is perfect, the dressing’

. For rates of passage,
i E DE LA HOOKE, G 7 &.°%
'fmos.c. r.x*utna.fnﬁ,g(

NU TRUNN Sve
 SEASIDE
EXGURSIONS

Special Low Rates Aug. 12, 13, 14, 18
From'LONDON to
Old Orchard, Me. $19 10; Charlotte-
town P. E. I, $27 95;" 8t. John  N. B.,
$24°95; Portiland Me. $18 85; Halifax
N. 8, $26 95; North Sydney, N. S,
$31 45, - -

Proportionately reduced rates to Bic, Oap
a I'Adgle, Little Metis, Murray Bay, St.
Irenee, Rimouski, Tadousac, Que.; Moneton.
N. B.; Mulgrave, Shediac, N. 8.; Summer.
side, P. E. I.; Byduney, Parrsboo N. 8.;
Riviere du Loup, Que.

Return limit, Aug. 30, 1907. _

Tickets and further information may be
obtained from E. DE LA ROOKE y o

passenger and ticket agent; E RUSE, &
agent; or write J. D, MoDONALD, Db o
ronto. s

SummerTourist

Excursions
To points in Colorado, Utah, Cali.

fornia, Oregon, Texas and Mexico

The Wabash will sell round trip tiokets.
at greatly reduced rates, on sale daily
(via all direct routes) until Sept. 15, good
to return until Oct. 31 with stop-Qver
privileges west of Chicago and St. Louls.

Ask your nearest Wabash agent for full
particulars, or addrese J. A. RICHARDSON.
district nassenger agent, northeast corner
King and Yonge streets, Toronto, and $t,
Thomas. Ont.

CANADIAN
PACIFIC

-~ SEASIDE -
EXCURSIONS

Aug. 12, 13, 14 and 15

LONDON TO

Oid Orchard, Me...
Portiand, Me
Charlottetown, P. E. |
Halifax, N. S
St. John, N. B.... ...
North Sydney, N. S

Proportionately low rates
eastern points.

—

to other
Return limit Aug. 30.

Tickets and full information at C.
P. R. ticket office, corner Dundas and
Richmond streets. C. B. Foster, D.

P. A, Toronto.
Quebec and

1 mwn,u_mf*-
. & S8l Saguenay River

TORONTG-MONTREAL LINE

3:00—p.mi.—Bteamers leave Toromto daile
for Charlotte (Rochester). Thousar2 Islands
and Montreal.

HAM? L1CE-NCATELAL LINE

6:30 p.m.—Leave Toronto,
Thursdays and Saturdays,
Quinte, Kingston, Brockville,
intermediate ports.

For tickets and berth reservat
to E. DE LA HOOKE, C. T. A.
W. FULTON, C. T. A., C.
RUSE, D. 7. A, G. T. R
FOSTER CiAFFEE, A. G

1000 Islands
Montreal,

Tuesdaya,
for Bay ot
Montreal and

ions apply
. G. T R.;
P. R, or K. E.

. London; or M.
P. A.. Toronte.

Southwestern

Traction Co.

JdOURLY SERVICE BETWEEN
LONDON AND ST. THOMAS

First car leaving London at 6 am.,
last car at 10 p.m.
St Thomas at 7
pm.

First car leaving
a.m., last car at 11
On Wednesdays and Saturdays

week-end rates, and last car one hour
later.

S. W. MOWER,
General Manager.

XCURSION FARES
TO THE SEASIDE

«Maritime

Express?’
«“Ocean Limited”

Leaves Montreal 12, noon (daily -x.-
cept Saturday).
Leaves Montreal 7:30 p.m. (daily ex-—
cept Saturday,
FROM MONTREAL
Riviere da Bhediag .....
Loup Summerside: ..

Murray Bay... Charlottetown
Cap L’Aigle...

NN Cven

8888888833

14 00.

15 50
8ydney 16 500
North Sydney. 16 50: °
Bt. Johns, Nfid. 30 59

For excursion fares from Toronto add
’812 to the above. Proportionately low
fares from points in Ontario.

Good going Aug. 12, 13, 14 and 15
Return Aug. 30, 1907.

Our illustrated booklet, “Tours
Summer Haunts,” tells of the places
mentioned above. Write for lree
copies and ahy further information to

Toronto Ticket Office,
51 King Street, East.

ALLAN ROYAL MAIL LINE
TURBINE STEATMERS

Iontreal to Liverpool.

Tunisian eails Friday, Aug. 9. Bept. &
Victorian sails Friday, Aug. 16, Sept. 13
Corsican (new) sails Friday, Acg. 23, Sept. 20-
Virginian sails ¥Friday, Aug. 30, Sept. 27

Montreal to Glasgow

Ionian sails Thursday. Aue. 8. Sept. i» -
Mongolian sails Thursday, Aug. 15, Sept.19
Corinthian sails Thursday, Aug. 22, Sept. 26
Pretortan eails Thursday, Aug. 29, Oct. 3

sailing liete.

Rimouski ......
Monoton 1
8t. John 1

7
7
0
0

to:

—




