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and faded flowers of ignorance and 
sin beneath hie sacred feet—the light
ed lantern illuminating the old sym- 

•'bolfe and barbaric emblems of the a»u- 
peretitious faith that knew not the 
living God or the revelation of hie 
son, presents a picture of truth that 
will live long after the hand that 
painted it. is still in death.

A distance of sixty miles from Win
nipeg lies the pretty town of Emerson 
where I spent the long pleasant sum
mer days with those of my own kin, 
meeting many delightful people, the 
remembrance of whose kindness and 

In the city the widest streets are to hospitality will brighten 
be found. Want of room in the vast quiet hour of the future. I had reed

much of the flat treeless prairie and 
formed opinions therefrom. Great was 
my surprise to find the sidewalks of 
the streets in this pretty town lined 
on either side with great overhanging 
trees—a cooling shade from the burn
ing sun. The lawns and grounds of 
the dwellings adorned in the same 
way. ^

Away back at the beginning of 
things in this country, this town had 
high hopes of becoming a great city 
even as Winnipeg, and thither flocked 
thousands full of eager anticipation 
and enthusiasm, but the changed 
route of the C. P. R. with other unex
pected difficulties was disastrous to its 
further development, arid many dis
couraged with the prospect left broken 
in fortune and lighter in pocket. 
Many, however, remained and struggl
ing with difficulties in the beginning 
have at last overcome them, and ace 
now enjoying prosperity and refine
ments of the modern up-to-date town. 
Beyond the town, far away stretch 
the vast wheat fields, east, west, 
north and south, far beyond the'keen
est vision, -the growing wheat lifting 

fruit its heed to the kiss of the sun. Later

on the ripening golden grain bending 
beneath its burden, waving, rolling 
like the waves of a harvest. Then the 
great binders passing up and down 
the long stretches, bark and forth, the 
strong-limbed horses bending to their 
task, throwing out as they pas* the 
bound golden sheaves to be gathered 
in heavy stocks' for the threshing, 
leaving only behind them the coarse 
dry stubble.

Here it seemed as if I had seen half 
of the world’s bread set down, when 
it was only a speck compared with the 
boundltees stretches that lie beyond.

Ninety»or one huridred million bush
els wheat is the record of the year 
1905 in the Canadian Northwest and 
other grains accordingly.

From the maritime provinces, from 
Ontario, from everywhere, thousands 
of harvesters rushed m—one section 
reaching Winnipeg in one day number
ing three thousand, quickly forwarded 
to the wheat fluids finding themselves 
in a few hours shoulder deep in the 
golden grain.

And the threshing—the puffing pant
ing engines stand in the~ shorn Aids 
ready for their work. Hot and dusty, 
the men ceaselessly thrust the fuel into 
the red glowing furnace—the hurrying 
teamsters gather the scattered sticks 
and thrust them into the wide cavern
ous jaws of the iron monster that at 
the rate of five bushels per minute 
send it forth clean and pure to be- 
in some instances-—stored in granaries 
on the field or moved at once to the 
great elevators, or carried by the 
busy trains to a distant market. Will 
the railways be able to take care of 
all the grain that offers? asked 
porter of E. P. Robinson, minister of 
agriculture. “Yes, I hope so, but to 
do it they will be obliged to break all 
records.”

Said Sir Gilbert Parker in his 
speech at a banqWt given him im 
Winnipeg, after his excursion m Sep
tember through the North-West Ter
ritories: “The people of England are 
already aware of the importance of 
this country and are justly proud of 
thqhr connection with it, but I shall 
make it my especial business to 
arouse their enthusiasm, and make 
them more fully understand its almost 
unlimited possibilities.”

The people in Manitoba are justly 
proud of their schools and to their 
credit—the remark sometimes made— 
that Canadian boys and girls know 
more of every other country then of 
their own, does not apply, s:nce they 
are well up in the history, past and 
present, of their own country, and of 
the empire as well.

But the days are beginning to 
shorten—the trees are puttmg on their 
autumn robes of russet and scarlet 
and gold. The flowers bend their 
heads in the “nipping” evening air— 
the fields beyond the town are brown 
and bare. We no longer gather on the 
lawns beneath the spreading trees for 
the pleasant afternoon tea. The even
ing fires are lighted, and longing 
thoughts of home, its pleasures and 
cares come to me. With a lingering 
regret and silent farewell I turn away 
to carry with me sunny memories of a 
long, delightful holiday and set toy- 
face for the homeward journey via 
Minneapolis and Chicago.

The wind and the rain were beating 
heavily against the car window as wc 
steamed into the station at Minne
apolis, where in a few minutes the 
rushing automobile carried me swifely 
to shelter and rest, qpd the welcome 
greeting of old time familiar faces. 
Then the sun, atf if ashamed of its in
hospitality, suddenly gleamed bright
ly through the branches of the trees — 
the ram ceased—and, rested and re
freshed we rode luxuriantly through 
the stre?te of the beautiful city, for 
Minneapolis is justly celebrated es one 
of the most beautiful cities of central 
western America.

On and on, past splendid public 
buildings, beautiful residences, lawn 
and park adorned and beautified in a 
manner indicating wealth and taste— 
on over the wide smooth boulevards 
by the margin of the lake sparkling 
in the sunlight—far away until we
reach the famous Falls of Minnehaha— 
Laughing Water, where they lie guard
ed by the cold gray crags of the 
rocky hills—the white veil gîeeming sil
very-star spangled—wide flung to re
ceive the stolen caress of the sun 
passing swiftly westward, then, slow
ly, silently through 
“God’s Acre” where rest the city’s 
sleeping dead—on through old St.
Pauls across the great river “Father 
of Waters” that divide it from Minne- 
polis—everywhere the evidences of
wealth and prosperity—everywhere the 
rush and hustle of commercial traffic—

A MATTER OF HEALTHWestward Ho!
velopment, its unbounded possibilities, 
only a few scattered settlers made 
their home—down its Irik» the Indian 
paddled his birch bark canoe, over its 
plains herds of buffaloes roamed at 
will.

Now splendid public buildings, beau
tiful private residences, rival those of 
the older cities.

(Continued. )
Still Westward bound. The swift on

ward rushing train speeding away, 
away, through populous cities throb
bing with the great activities of this 
strenuous age. On through the sound
ing1 aisles of the forest with here and 
there the lonely cabin of some ven
turesome woodsman, the eager child
ren, standing wide-eyed to watoh the 
passing of the train as some wonder 
from a world of which they knew but country being an unknown quantity.

Ill this city the headquarters of the 
famous
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little.
On and on, through the brightness 

of the day and the darkness of the 
night, along the beautiful chain of 
lakes—great Superior, its pictured 
rocks rising skyward, flashing like a 
sea of glass beneath the noonday sun, 
with never a hint of the wild fury ly
ing beneath its placid bosom when 
roused by the sudden tempest or the 
rush ng and roaring of the wind*s

when# the morning of the third day 
dawned an air of eager expectancy, a 
careful gathering together of scattered 
belongihgs, told that our journey was 
nearly ended.

Glimpses here and there of the wide 
rolling prairie stretching away beyond 
the vision, signs of the busy rush «md 
roar of great commercial activities, 
and then Winnipeg—queen city of the 
westr-ite splendid buildings and tall 
spires reaching skyward and gleaming 
in the brightness of the morning stin.

Not many years ago this great city, 
attracting distinguished travellers

Bey Company, 
whose charter was obtained in the 
reign of Charles the Second, is situ
ated, a part of which was sold to the 
Dominion government in 1869. During 
my visit Hohnan Hunt's great enter
prise “The Light of the World,” was 
exhibited in the fine art gallery of the 
city—painted fifty years before by the 
artist. Though comparatively crude 
in design and lacking in detail, it 
even then attracted some attention, 
but as its wonderful meaning grows 
his spiritual conception he has given 
to the world this great masterpiece, 
painted by his yet skilled hand at the 
age of eighty years.

Sold for thirty-five thousand dollars 
with the stipulation that it should be 
exhibited wherever possible, it has 
gone about delighting and instructing 
thousands of people in all the great 
cities where it has been shown.

The sad, patient, yet majestic figure 
of the Christ" knocking, waiting, at 
the door of the human heart, clad in 
Pilate's jeweled robe, with the imock- 
ing çrown of thorns—the bli
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Absolutely Pure
HAS HO SUBSTITUTEblast. On, still onward—but

A Cream of Tartar Powder 
free from alumorphos- 

phatlc acid

Jews snd Their Destiny. which harbors them—the foster-moth
er, so to speak, of that foundling 
race. It is at the same time idle toMr. Marriott-Watson discusses the 

present and future position of Jews in 
National Review: The rejection of 

Christ by the Jews 
the ostracism of the Jews. This treat
ment, being continued through hun
dreds of yegprs, inevitably directed the 
destinies of the Jewish race. The re
sult was that they shrank into their 
shell, and from Israelites degenerated 
rather into Ishmaelites. And with 
everybody’s hand against him, and 
his hand against 
developed that suspicion, that tenac
ity, and that inquisitiveness which 
characterise him today, for the ten
acity of the Jew, so far as I see it, ps 
an acquired property. Shylock was no 
obvious caricature) be embodied cer
tain distinctive characteristic» which 
exile from the pale of Western civiliz
ation naturally bred in the Hebrew. 
He was through the middle ages a 
stranger within the gates, subject to 
the derision alnd the persecution of 
his reluctant hosts. At times he 
found useful; he hoarded money and 
was a primitive banker; & Spain he 
was a physician. But. £^t times 'ftis de
fects outweighed his better qualities, 
arid he was driven from the country 
as a plague. Through the dark ages of 
his oppression arid segregation, denied 
access to the callings of ordinary citi
zens, he pursued a few avocations 
with ever-increasing zest. He became 
t|ie money-lender of the towns in 
which he harbored. He must not fight; 
he must not follow the liberal profes
sions; but trade was left to him, and 
usury, which is more powerful than 
trade. Sinse he had little or no outlet 
for his money, - so far as personal in
dulgences and gratifications were con
cerned, money-making became a habit 
for its own sake. Thus he grew rich. 
He became the banker of the Gentile 
world ■'‘frhich has so consistently mal
treated him. The Jew has, thus, it 
must be considered, an inherited finan
cial genius. It is probable that he did 
not possess this in Biblical times. At 
least we find no trace of it in the 
records. The race emerges from those 
as rather an imaginative race, with 
strong mystical leanings and an al
most savage sacerdotalism.
The Jew stands by his nationality to
day closer than he stood by it two 
thousand years ago, and that not 
through the fire of patriotism but 
through the forces of fear, of jealousy 
of fanaticism. He has been thrown 
back upon himself and compelled to 
remember Zion.

“It was almost all that he had to 
remember through many centuries. 
The Jew stands today apart from the 
race among which he lives. It is no
torious that though a Jew may cease 
to be a professing Jew, he will, as a 
rule, marry within his race. I remem
ber overhearing a conversation be
tween two well-known Jews regarding 
the contemplated marriage of a Jew
ess with a Gentile. “I’ll never forgive 
her,” said one; “I’ll never speak to 
her. It’s an insult to our race.” Race, 
you will observe, not religion. The 
positionof the Jew here, as in other 
countries of Western Europe, is one of 
increasing power and authority. As 
has been already pointed out, he has 
rendered himself indispensable as 
banker, and he is always in the fore
front of every big financial adventure. 
The Jews have no country save that

that the feeling of the Jew 
for his adopted country can be identi
cal with

suppose

followed by that of the Englishman, 
Frenchman, or German. When I think
of England I am conscious of a land 
for which my fathers for many centur
ies have labored and fought and died. 
There are more ^han a thousand years 
of heroic struggle behind most of us 
in the constitution of modern Eng
land. The Jew has no such tradition.
The great influence amassed by the 
modern Jew, then, renders this situa
tion portentous. It is not exaggerat
ing to say that the financial houses 
today are often arbiters of peace and * 
war. There are Rothschilds in London, 
in Paris, in Vienna, in the various 
European centres of finance, and it is 
well known that these branches of a 
big international firm work together, 
ikthe people of Europe are content 
that a committee of Jews should de
termine international policy to any 
extent there is . nothing more to be 
said on the subject.”

now
from all countries in the world* who 
wonder at its rapid growth and de- .

A New Magazine for You everyone, the Jew

I am bringing out another new magasine that you xvd come pretty close to 
liking. I wouldn’t be eueprieed l it hit you harder than anything in the 
shape ci a magazine you have ever seen. There isn't much style to it, but it 
has the stuff in h that you and everybody else will want to read. It is called

r

THE
SCRAP

BOOK

IT HAS STOOD THE TEST for 
over Twenty-five years, and with in
creasing sales. This is the record of 
McLean’s Vegetable Worm Syrup. Al
ways the same Safe, Pleasant and Ef
fectual Remedy. Your dealer keeps it.

He Read Dime Novels.

A youth whose name was supposed 
to be Davis, but whose true name is 
Logan Blizzard, and who, as the re
sult of reading idime novels, set out to 
defy the peace officers in the entire 
region surrounding the point where- 
Montana, South Dakota and Wyoming 
join, is in the custody of the officers 
of Sioux Falls, S. D., after an excit
ing chase of several hundred miles.

Blissard, through stress of circum
stances, was compelled to call on ac- 
cjuaintances near Beulah for aid in the 
way of food and treatment for one of 
his feet, which had been struck by a 
bullet during a running fight with his 
pursuers. He was cared for during the 
■night and the next morning surrender 
ed himself and was taken to the 
Crook county jail at Sundance, where 
he now is.

He is charged w th several crimes, 
among them tne robbefry of the Post 
Office at Beulah.

Blissard, who is only about 19 years 
of age, originally came from Pocatel
lo, Ida.
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Something New in Magazine Making
THE SCRAP BOOK is tbs mart elastic‘thing that ever happened in the way of s 
magazine—elastic enough to carry anything from a tin whistle to a battleship. Every
thing that appeals to the human brain aud human heart comes within its compass—fiction, 
which is the twekbone of periodical circulation; biography, review, philosophy, science, 
art, poetry, wit, humor, pathos, «tiro, the weird, the mystical—everything that can be 
classified and everything that cannot be classified. A paragraph, a little bit, a saying, 
an editorial, a joke, a maxim, an epigram.

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAT
Take LAXATIVE BROMO Quinine 
Tablets. Druggist® refund money if it 
fail» to cure. E. W. GROVE’S signa
ture is on each box. 25c.Nothing Like It in the World

Councilman—I've come to see, air, if * 
you will subscribe anything to the 
town cemetery.

Old Resident—Good gracious! Eve 
already subscribed three wives.

There isn't anything in the world just like THE SCRAP BOOK. It is an idea on 
which we have been working for several years, aud for which we have been gathering 
materials. We have bought huudtcds and hundred* of scrap Ixmlcs from all over the 
country, some of them a century old, and are still buying them. From these looks we 
are gathering add classifying an enormous number of gems, and facts and figures, and 
historical aud personal bits that are of rare value. Furthermore, we have a corps of peo 
pie raussekiug libraries, reading ail the current publications, the leading daily papers, 
and digging out curious and quaint facta and useful facta and figures front reference Ux.lt, 
cyclopedia, etc., etc.

Lame Back.

This ailment is usually caused by 
rheumatism of the muscles and may 
be cured by applying Chamberlain's 
Pain Balm two or. three times a day 
and rubbing the parte vigorously at 
each application. If this d*ee not af
ford relief, bind oti a piece of flannel 
slightly dampened with Pain Balm, 
and quick relief is ajmpst sure to fol
low. For sale by 8. N. Weare.

MINARD’S 
COLDS, ETC.

the beautiful

Don’t fail to get a copy oi this first issue of THE SCRAP 
BOOK. It sells at the price at which all our other maga
zines sell—Ten Cents a Copy and One Dollar by the Year.

On all news stands or from the publisher

FRANK A. MUNSEY, 175 Fifth Avenue, New York LINIMENT CURES(Continued on page 8.)
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