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HE audience stopped murdering
the national -hymn. George P.
Tippett, the only Grand Army
man in Flatbrookeville, rose and
hobbled slowly to the front of the plat-
form.

"t‘el]u citizens,” he said, ‘“‘the next part
of the programme is the speaker of the
day.§ He's William Harrowgate, our fella
He's a good talker and you'll
listen to him.” He fell back a pace or
two, as though to make room for another
by “I take pleasure, fella citi-
7ens, in introducing William Harrowgate
the speaker of the day.”

There was a silence, strained, prolong-
ed.

townsman.

his side.

There was no movement either on

the platform or upon the floor. The audi-
ences took a deep breath and watched
Chazrman George P. Tippett. Chairman
George P. Tippett still stood in the' at-
Jfude of one who was making room for
(the speaker of the day. But there was
"o speaker of the day to make room for.
Suddenly George Tippett swung about
and peered behind him. .
“Why—why,” he stammered, “where’s
William Harrowgate?”’ He leaned out
over the audience. “Will William Har-
rowgate come forward,” he queried, ‘“‘so’sq
he can be the speaker of the day?”’
There was no response. The audience
looked startled, scared. There was a
hitch in the programme, and Flatbrook-
ville didn’t know just what to do. George
Tippett pointed to an eémpty chair and
nodded. ‘“Why,” he explained, “he was
there a quarter of an hour ago. Where
is he now? Why—why,” he went on,
“what in the name of cats is—that?”
The audience heard it—the squeak
of fife and beat of drum, not within the
“all, but without. This was unusual and
:canny, for it so happened that all the
fes and all the drums known to exist
n  Flatbrookville were in the hall,
piled in a corner of the platform. But
this was something new, this sound that
floated on the air. It had a strength and
beauty that Flatbrookville didn’t know.
1t wasn't Fourth of July music, it was
something more. It was martial music,
with a wonderful force and vim and vital-
ity behind it. The ahdience listened
epellbound, as it came nearer and nearer.
And suddenly George P. Tippett leaned
far out over the heads of the audience
and pointed with his crooked forefinger
toward the entrance to the hall. ]
“There’s William Harrowgate!” he ex-
1imed.
He was quite right. There was Wil
m Harrowgate, the speaker of the day,
! somebody else beside. William Har-
v¢ did not speak. He marched to
'{eak of fife and beat of drum, with
1¥in air, down the wide aisle and
rvd the platform. Behind him came
~five Flatbrookvillers, all in uniform,
:h rifles upon shoulder, with shoul-
quared, faces to the front, following
leader down the broad aisle and to-
{he platform. George P. Tippett
d aside as he saw them coming. He
sut his hand. His eyes danced.
1e speaker of the day!” he yelled.
he speaker of the day did not speak
ast not to his audience. He faced
Zx:t,\'-ﬁve men and uttered volleys in
crange jargon that was heard in_the
armory at Donaldson. i
“ompany, ’tention!” The company did
whatever it was.
‘Shoulder—humph!”’
inly humphed.
“Present—humph!”’
-ight. There was no doubt about that.
‘Ground—humph!”  And it grounded.
‘hen the speaker of the day raised his
W .once more and once more said,
Fhoulder»-bumph!” And then they
-new what was coming, and it came.
“Forward march!” Forward they march-
ed, backward they marched. They side
stepping, the swung corners, they sashay-
ed, the countermarched, they double-
{uicked, they stacked arms, they came to
sarade rest, they fatigued, they camped,
hey fed—they did everything but die
pon’ the battlefield. It took time to do
W\l these things. When they were done
he thirty-five faced about toward the
wdjence. William Ilarrowgate lifted his
sword and saluted and waved his hand
oward George P. Tippett, chairman.
“Ready for inspection, sir,” he sau.
icorge P. Tippett limped to the centre
f the stage and swung a flag high in
the air.
“Hip, hip, hooray!” he yelled, with the
id war cry in his voice. “Three cheers
‘or William Harrowgate, the speaker of
he day!” The audience rose as one man
nd responded as a million. “Hooray!”’
4 yelled. A stout old lady in the front

The company cer-

It presented, all

! down here and there npon the dusty floor.
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row hopped up and down upon both feet.
“Tlurrah for Captain Harrowgate!” she
ghrilly eried. She was the Widow Oughel-
tree, the best known woman in the town.
She turned and faced the audience.

“Tramp, tramp, tramp,
The boys are marching'—

she started in her high treble, and the
crowd took it up and didn’t finish until—
well, there were a few tears that dropped

And then Flatbrookville for the first
time began to realize what it all meant.
The company upon the stage was the
first military organization that Flatbrook-
ville had ever had. And Harrowgate hac
filled the void. Secretly, for weeks, he
had been drilling his men, himself with-
out instruction other than that gathered
from the manual. Secretly s little
company had reached perfection, until fin-
ally it had burst into full bloom on the
Fourth.

Jim Haggerty’s wife turned to little
Mrs. Jones on the back seat.

“So that’s where Jim has been every
Thursday night for the land knows how
long,” she exclaimed, wiping her eyes,
“and Lord save me, if T didn't *most; pull
all Lis hair out ‘cause he wouldn’t tell.”

“S_gsh,” said Mrs. Jones; “the speak-
er is agoin’ to speak.”

“Just a word,” exclaimed William Har-
rowgate, sheathing his sword. “This com-
pany is Company G, of the Fourth Regi-

the door had closed upon him a yell arosc.
“Coward!” The men of Harrowgate's
factory. the habits of civilian life too

strong upon them, tried to hush the
others. ;

“The bossll hear you.” they protested.

“Everybody in the ’Ville has got to
hear,” returned the others. ‘‘Coward!
Coward! Coward!”

Harrowgate heard it as he trod the path
toward home. He was prepared for it,
more prepared for that than he had been
for war. He had spent four sleepless
nights after the Colonel of the Fourth had
’phoned to him about the news. very
drop of blood within him had responded.
Every nerve had twitched, every sinew
strained, to go to the front. Yet he was

afraid. Afraid in the way and about the
things that a civilian is always most
afraid. Hie wife and family—there was
the rub.

“I've got other things to think of,” he
assured himself, “besides the war with
Spain.”

Jessie, his wife, was delicate. Half the
year she needed, actually needed, a trained
nurse and physician. The children, too
were delicate, and they were girls. They
needed care. And care meant money.
There was no doubt about it. It mattered
net to Harrowgate that he was accounted
the biggest business man in Flatbrook-
ville. Only he knew that all his money
was invested in his cotton mill; his entire
surplus had gone into new improvements.
He was a young man, and -his business
was a growing business. - But it must not

ment, over at Donaldson—or it will be
just as soon as we can get a few more}
men. The arrangements have all been
made for that. That’s one thing. The
other things is this—we've taken an oath,
every man of us, the oath of a soldier, |
and while we haven't had a war now for ,
over thirty years, I want to say that if;
we have another war—if we do—that
Company G, of Flatbrookville, will be!
there double quick. We're not tin sol-.
diers, are we men? We're men of fles !
and blood. We belong to our country,
and, by George, it's for our country that:
we'll fight!” :

‘When it was all over Captain Harrow- |
gate, of Company G, was confronted with !
the Widow Ougheltree. “Bless you, sill}
Harrowgate,” she said, with the tears|
streaming down her face, “you didn’t|
know, did you, that in '63 my Bill did the
selfsame thing, and almost in the self- !
same way? And—whisper—he, too, was|
Captain of a Company G. Bill larrow-
gate, God bless you.”

When William Harrowgate
home for dinner he found his wife wait:|
ing for him with a flushed face. She ]md!
not graced the exercises with her presence, !
but the news of the innovation had fil-|
tered in to her. {

“What did you do that fool thing for, !
Bill?” she asked. |

Harrowgate stopped and paled as though |
he had received a blow in the face. |

“Why—why,” he stammered, “waen’t it |
right? Why not? Somebody had to do it.
It was—well—patriotic, wasn’t it, Jessie?” |

“Suppose.” she protested, “there was a |
war. What would you do?”’

“Do?”’ he answered. “Why, I'd go.”

“I thought so,” she replied, “‘and me
with five children and four of them girls. |
Oh, yes, of course, of course.” :

“Of course 1'd go,” he answered.
~ Her supposition crystallized in due time |
into fact. There was a war. Company G |
by that time had its full quota of men |
and had overflowed into Company H, with |
only forty men, however, to eke out the |
latter company. There was a war and!
the Fourth regimeént got inside informa- |
tion in advance and knew and welcomed |
the tidings that it was for,the Yourth !
to go to the front, or as near to the front !
as it could get. The colonel telephoned
the news to Captain Harrowgate, of (,‘om-!
pany G, and Harrowgate summoned his
men to the hall to take account of stock.
Out of the two companies there werc‘l
enough men ready and willing to go to
form one full company—Company G—al
company  of strong, sturdy, well drilled |
men. When he had done in a preliminary
way that which he had to do Captain
William Harrowgate held up his band and
commanded silence.

“Men,” he said, quietly enough, “I'm
not going to the war. I'm not going with
vou. 1'm going to back out.”

“What?”’ they yelled. “You?”

“Yes,” he answered, “me. I'm going to
hand in my resignation tomorrow morn-
ing. The colonel of the Fourthll give you
another and a better man than 1.”

Two or three of the men from his own
factory crowded about him. “What's the
matter, Cap? You ain’t afraid?”

He hesitated for an instant and then
nodded. *I guess that’s it,” he answered.
“I guess I am—afraid.”

Nothing more was. said. Company G
was silent, motionless. Captain Harrow-
gate walked in silence down the narrow
aisle they had left for him to pass. They
let him go in silence, and he went. When

reached |

jneeded help at once.

stop. There was a time when he had
sold his shirt to make it go. Only he could
make it a success. He knew his business.
No other man did. Ten years hence he
would be rich. But if he dropped it now
it meant bankruptey for him, starvation
for his children, death for his wife.

He didu’t go to war.

Ten days after Company G went to the
front Harrowgate got an order from the
Tamerlane mills at Donaldson for an un-
limited supply of khaki cloth for uniforms.
"The Tamerlane mills had procured a big
slice of the government contract and
Harrowgate gasped
with surprise, with joy.

“This job,” he told himself, “will make
me rich, rich.”

It wasn’t long before Flatbrookeville be-
gan to understand that too: And the
feeling against Harrowgate deepened. It
had been bad enough at the start, but
now—

He heard one day that Jim Haggerty's,
wife was very ill. He went down to her
little one story house on the outskirts of
town and found her, with the glitter of
fever in her eyes, bending over a wash-
tub. Jim Haggerty was down in the
swamps and marshes with Company G.
Jim Haggerty’s wife turned and saw who
her visitor was, turned back to her tub
and went on with her washing. - '

I heard you needed help,” said Harrow-
gate, feebly, “and I thought 1'd bring this
down.” He laid upon the kitchen table 2
ten dollar gold piece. The woman looked
at it for an instant and then at him. Then
she picked up the coin and threw it in a
frenzy out into the road.

“You get out or I'll put you out!” she
velled in her fury, “you coward! Don’t
you bring me any of your dirty money,
made out of the war. With my Jim facin’
the bullets! You get out!”

Harrowgate got out. Ile picked up the
icon and put it in his pocket. He knew
that she never wotld pick it up. He
passed on dejectedly through the town.
Passing around a corner he came face to
face with the Widow Ougheltree. She
stared at him, glared at him, but gave no
sign of recognition. Once she was pqst_hc
slumped against the wall of a building
and groaned.

“Geeat Scott!” he asked himself,
they never understand?”

Obeying a sudden impulse he ran
the . widow and caught her by the
She shook him off.

“I don’t “want anything to do
you,” she said.

“You've got to have something to do
withs me,” he answered fiercely. “You're
going home, and I'm going to your home
with you. I'm going to have it out.
You've got to understand. I don’t care
about the rest. But you must, on ac-
count of your husband, Bill, that died in
5 i

Once they had reached her house she
turned upon him fiercely. ‘“You weren’t
afraid,” she said to him. “Didn’t 1 know
that? I kneéw you weren't afraid. But it
puzzled me until I found out. In my time
it was just the same. There were some
who went to the front and fought. There
were the others who stayed home and
made blankets and hard tack and got
rich on it. You didn’t go to war because
the war was going to make money for
you, Bill Harrowgate.”

“T didn't go to the war because I had
to make money,” he replied. “lI was
crippled, toc. There were fifty of my

“will

after
arm.

with

men went to the war. Fifty of my hands
in the mill. But I couldn’t go. Because
I had to make money. I had a family to
take care of.”

“What about their families?”
coldly.

‘Harrowgate stepped to the door of the
little dining room and closed it. “Won't
you let me state my case?’ he pleaded.

The Widow Ougheltree had hit the nail
upon the head when she had asked of
Harrowgate, ‘“‘What about their fami-
lies?” The families of Company G be-
gan to realize what war meant when
things had settled down once more. In
the year 1898 the family of a mill hand
had good clothes, good food, had money.
But now, with the base of supplies down
in the swamps, idly kicking his heels to-
gether and breathing in malaria by the
bushel. war, both there and in ¥latbrook-
ville, became misery—became hell. In al
Flatbrookville there was one woman whol
knew, who understood. That was the
Widow Ougheltree. She loosened her
purse strings. She bought fuel, food, |
clothing, hired dcctors, employed nurses. |
She was all things to all women, and the!
chief reason was that she had money |
to give and she gave it, freely, though
judiciously. And oue night Jim Huag-
gerty's wife came rushing in to her, with
streaming face and wild eye, and thrust
a telegram into the hand of the Widow
Ougheltree.

“Jim's dead,” she announced, “dead—
of a fever. He died in that rotten hole|
down there. Dead!”

Jim Haggerty was the first of Com-|
pany G to succumb. “And not a cent to
give him a decent burial, either,” wailed
his widow.

But the Widow Ougheltree felt and un-
derstood. There had been big funerals;
in Flatbrookville, but none such as thej
funeral accorded to Jim Haggerty when.
his body came North. Jim's wife sighed|
almost with content when she realized it.
And Jim's friends sadly shook their!
heads.

“It was almost worth having him die
for that,” they reasoned.

In the course of time Company G came
home, sick, sore, fever smitten, discour-
aged. It had not reached the front. It
had seen no fighting. It had lain in a
mudhole for months, and then come back.
There was no squeak of fife or beat of
drum to welcome it. Flatbrookville
couldn’t spare the money for it just then,
for the Flatbrookvillers, most of them,
had ceased to earn money since the war
was on. In all Flatbrookville there was
but one man who was making money,
and he was making it hand over fist.
That man was William Harrowgate. But
to what end? Riches with scorn on the
gide is a poor solace after all. Even his
wife: turned on him,

“You always do things wrong, Bill,”
she complained. *“You might have found
out in advance that there wouldn’t be
any fighting; you might have known that

she asked,

it would be only a question of a

few
months. You could have gone down and
come back with t]x\e rest. Now—why,

nobody even calls oh me. And as for
money! You grind us down to the last
cent I don’t see how they can say you're
getting rich.”

Harrowgate had said that fifty of his
hands had gone to the war. Jim Hag-
gerty died, but their places were open
for the other forty-nine. Nine of these
came back. The others didn’t. They gave
a reason for it to the town. They would-
n't work for a — coward, so they said.
But in their souls they knew why they
didn't work. They didn’t work for any-
body. War had bred in them a destruc-
tive, enervating disease; in their blood
ran irregularity. They had become unset-
tled for life.

Time passed. The town tried to settle
down. Harrowgate still hoped  against

Ihope that some day: people would under-

stand him, but the town wouldn’t see
things his way. Upon him was heaped
contumely, scorn. He was still successful.
His mill ran overtiine. He¢ made money—
much money. But the town would have
none of him. As for the Widow Oughel-
tree, the town held out its left hand to
her for help and took off its hat with ite
right.

In the midst of it one day a delegation
waited on William Harrowgate at his mill.
The delegation grinned. -’

“It’s about Fourth o’ July,” it explain-
ed; ‘“‘we got to get up the old annual
celebration—didn't have none last year.
We want that you should get it up, and
we want that you should be the speaker
of the day.”

Harrowgate gasped with surprise. He
looked into their faces. He grasped their
soft hands, from which the erstwhile mus-
cle had departed; he smelt their beery
preaths—all as in a dream. Before he
knew what he was doing he had accepted
the job of being speaker of the day.

On that Fourth of July, in 1899, the hall
was filled to overflowing. Upon the plat-
form stood William Harrowgate with
beaming face.

“At last,” he told himself, “they believe
in me. At last they undemstand.” He
stretched forth his hand and began his
address as speaker of the day.

“Fellow citizens of Flatbrookville,” he
began. He got no further. The first ega
hit him on the breast, the second on his
forehead.

“Hit!” yelled the crowd in glee. Then
began a rtain of missles, all in various
stages of decay. .

“The coward! the coward! the coward!”
cried the audience. “Hurrah for Bill Har-
rowgate, the speaker of the day!”

It was a good hit, and the crowd re-
peated it, “The speaker of the day!”

Harrowgate stood and waited. He wiped
the yellow from his face and from- his
clothes. . Nothing else hit him. The
crowd’s aim was not good. There was a
reason for it. llarrowgate, looking down
upon them. saw that more than three doz-
en men in the crowd were drunk—knew

L means ?

suddenly that the whole thing was a pIan,'
a_scheme to make game of him. Sudden
anger took the place of surprise, and then
his anger faded and gave place to physical
shame and fear. He twned and started
toward the rear exit of the stage.

“Bill Harowgate!” The voice was a
woman’s voice. A woman’s hand was
piaced upon his arm. It was the voice
and hand of the Widow Ougheltree. She
had climbed up upon the platform, and
had caught the speaker of the day before
he had made his escape.
~“You come back here, Bill,” she said.
She dragged him by main force to the
front of the stage and held up her hand.

“Hurral!” -yelled the crowd. ‘The
(\i\'idyuw Ougheltree, the real speaker of the

ay!”

" she exclaimed, and there was sud-
dgn silence, “I am the speaker of the day.
I've got to be. I've got to tell you some
truths, you men of Company G that went
to the front. I know you. I know where
you spend your days and your nights. 1
know how many of you work and how
many don’t. I know how many of you
come home drunk every night. I know all
about you. Don’t I?”

There was no murmur;
stupefied silence.
suddenly sober.
widow’s eyes.

nothing save
The crowd had become
Tears welled into the
v “I'm not blaming you boys.
I'm not. It was war that’s responsible for
it all. War did it. War took something
out of you that it’ll never put back. It
put something into you that's there, may-
be, to stay. You avere brave, Company G.
You'd have faced leaden hail, shot and!
shell. Don’t I know it? But, now, ain’t
it a shame, in half an hour you've become
a pack of cowards, cowards, cowards!”’ she

velled. “Today you're worse than tavern
loungers, worse than drunkards, worse
than loafers. You are cowarde.

There’s |
one brave man in the hall. There he is;
he’s Bill Harrowgate. He wanted to go to
war the worst way. But he couldn’t.
He couldn't. And I'll tell you why. Be-
cause he had to stay home and support
his family.”

“We didn’'t stay home and
ours,” said one of Company G.

*No,” cried the widow, “you didn’t.
Bless you for it. You went. . You were
brave—brave boys. I don't forget it. You
didn’t stay home and support your fam-
{lies—Harrowgate stayed home and sup-
ported them for you. You didn't know.
Harrowgate stayed home and supported
#latbrookville. Yes, he did. It wasn't
Harrowgate who was making money out
of the war, making khaki uniforms and
getting paid for it. Tt was Flatbrookville
who was living on it. Listen! You
thought it was the Widow Ougheltree who
was reaching down into her stocking and
handing out money. Do you remember
what they told you about Jim Haggerty's
tuneral? - It was Harrowgate who buried
Jim Haggerty, not me. It was his money.
You tlung his money into his face and he
knew it. And he had to do it through
me—and T did it. Do you know what it
War would have beggaved your
would have ruined Tlat-

support

families—war

.while you go to war.”

SEE- YELLED .

brookville.  Bill Harrowgate supported
vour families. He supported Flatbrook-
ville!” She shook her clenched hand into
the faces of the crowd.

“War is hell, boys.” she said compas-
sionately, “and nobody knows it better
than you and me. I've been through two
wars, and you've been through one. And
war, notling but war, made you go and
get drunk down at Connolly’s hotel this
morning. Yes, it did. It wasn’t patriot-
ism that did it; it was war. But. there’s
vomething that you don’t know about at
all. The money that you got drunk on—
the money that you took out of the hands
of your wives to get drunk on—that
money was Harrowgate’s. Harrowgate
has paid for everything in this village for
a year, even for the drinks.” -

Ten years later Harrowgate was rich.
Ten years later Flatbrookville had re-
leemed itself; had wrenched itself from
the disorder that war had ripped it with.
Ten years later Company G, as individual
civilians, were getting the highest kind
of pay at Harrowgate's mills. Ten years
later something else happened.

Another war was on. Flatbrookville
shuddered when it heard it. 1t knew war.

But William Harrowgate only smiled
and sniffed the air.

“War!” he exclaimed; “I've waited all
my life to go to war.” He arranged his
affairs. “Jessie,” he said to his wife, “I'm
going to get somebody to run the busi-
ness, but it probably will fail. Ll've got
$50,000 out “en five per cent. mortgages,
all in your name. While I am gone yoa
must arrange to live on that.”

“Bill Harrowgate,” she exclaimed, “you
don’t mean to tell me that your family
has got to come down to $2,500 a year

“The girle are old
hat isn’t enough.
You've

Harrowgate nodded.
enough to get jobs il
They're good, strong girls now.
got to get along on that.” e i

“I’m just beginning to realize,” anled
Mrs, Harrowgate, “that war is —.

Bill stretched his arms. “L've waited
all my life for war,” he said.

Out. of all Flatbrookville nobody went to
war but William Harrowgate. .}1(‘. went
as a private in the Fourth regiment.
What was left of Company "G went dowi
to see him off.

“He's a blame white man,” the mem-
bers of Company G told one another, “'is
Harrowgate. But he’s the blamedest idiot
—to go to war.”

A year later they old
P. Tippett in his invalid chair into t
centre of the stage at the hall. ;

“Fella citizens of Flatbrookville,” whis-
pered George P. Tippett, “I want to inter-
duce to you a Man—a man who was the
first man over a wall with a hundred gun
barrels lookin' into his eoul-—a man who
stood his ground though the whole Fourth
regiment turned tail and fled. He ain’t all
here—he left a arm on that far away bat-

wheeled old George
he

tleground, but’— George P. Tippett
wiped his eyes. .
“Fella citizens,” he said, “I interduce

to you Captain—Comrade Bill Harrow-
aate, the speaker of the day.”

NIA GIAL LIKED
LOVER'S POLITICS
BETTER THAN FATHER'S

rent Refused to Allow Her to Marry

Man Who Wouldn’t Vote Tory,
and Couple Eloped.

ruelph, Nov. 8.—Because Cyrus Chris-
sher Dent, of Sarnia, voted to let Lau-
.+ finish  his his prospective
her-inslaw, Mr. George Pilkey, of the
ae place, decided that Mr. Dent should
But love will

work,

ver marry his daughter.
The young couple stole away
married yester-

1 a way.
1 were quietly here
“dung Mr. Dent and Miss Eva Pilkey
» affianced and their marriage was ac-

d as a settled thing until the Dom-

" a big_knee like th
bun

d : Glands,
, Varicos-

inion election campaign came on, and then
the young man and the father found that
the paths of their political views divided.
The old man did not believe in having a
son-in-law- who was not of the same poli-
ties as himself, and one thing led to an-
other until the fate of the young couple
hung upon the balance of the casting of
the ballot. The young man, however, had
a mind of his own, and so he cast his
vote according to his own view. After
the election it was thought the storm
would blow over, but the irate father. de-
clared that the marriage must not be
thought of. The wrath of the father had
little effcet upon the love of the young
couple, and they stole away from Sarnia
and, arriving at Guelph, went to the
home of a relative, Mr. Chaffey, Grange
street. Here they were married by Rev.
Albert J. Elson, of Paisley Memorial
Methodist church.

TOT PLAYING
WITH REVOLVER
SHOOTS SISTER

Prescott, Ont., Nov. 11—(Special).—The
four years old son of Curtin Faster in

gome way got hold of a revolver, and
while he was playing with his sister, a
i een years, who was in bed
, the weapon exploded. The
: ed through a quilt and enter-
ed the#girl's right side. Happily Dr.
Youp# who was called, was able to lo-
¢ it. The girl is suffering from shock,
t no serious results are anticipated.

Wallace MacFarlane, who appeared be-
fore the court in New York on behalf of
the application for bail for Charles W.
Morse, is a St. John man, a son of the
late James MacFarlane, who carricd on

'"the coal business here for some years.

b

BRODEUR SUSPENDS |
TWENTY-THREE OFFCILS
0F HIS DEPARTMET

Action Taken After Testimony at Mar- |
ine Inquiry—Will Be Given a Hear- |
ing at Once,

o

Beanjeu banks, east of Quebee, and when
he came ashore and learned of the revela-
tions made by Mr. F. X. Drolet of this
city, whose firm paid out moneys to some
28 officials, he immediately ordered the
suspensions and at the same time gave
orders that the officials interested should
be in attendance at the court house when
the investigation is resumed on Tuesday
next. Five of those named by Mr. Drolet
have left the service.

The officials suspended are:—Capt. Koe-
nig, master of the government steamer
Druid; Capt. Belanger, of the Montcalm;
(. D. Schiidt, alleged to have received
$1,700; chief cngineers of the government
steamers, yard foremen, ete.

It is impossible to conceive at the pres-
ent under what circumstances these men

Quebee, Nov. 8.—As a result of the in-!
being held into the Qll@bet:"
agency of the Marine and Fisheries Du-{
partment no less than 23 permanent of-
ficials have becn stx.\'[;‘u(lc«l and are likely |
to be dismissed from the Government serv-
ice. Hon. Mr. Brodeur, minister of the|
marine and fisheries department, arrived |
buurd;

vestigation

in Quebec on Friday evening last on

the Government steamer Lady Grey, from
a trip of inspection with members of the
Federation of Shipping asesociation to the

BARGAIN IN
WATCHES

Fatch, pa; Express Ag
and v.hag aré yours. Beeing is belleving.

have accepted the money from Mr. Drolet
and the other contractors invelved, conse-
quently it is but fair to wait until the sus-
pended men tell their: story to Mr. Jus-
tice Cassels, who will no doubt grant them
a hearing under oath.

At the same time the minister of marine
and fisheries is inexorable in his intention
to weed out from his department all the
officials adjudged guilty. Friends of some
of the suspended parties state that the
moneys they reccived were presents with-
out consideration.

Mr. Gregory was appointed to the mar-
ine department in 1864 and became Que-
bec agent in 1870, under Hon. Peter Mits
chell.

St. Stephen, N. B., Nov. 10 (Special).—
Fitzsimmons, who is charged with assault
on Jed Kelly .was sent to Machais to
await trial today. Beverly DBoone,- sus-
pected of being concerned in the hold-up
of Kelly, was captured at Oak Bay this
morning about 1 o’clock and was taken to
Calais and also sent to Machais.

Ontario Woman Dead At 1056.

Ottawa, Nov. 11.—(Special.)—Mrs. Wil-
liam Beatty has just died at her late re-

SAYS THERE IS A
MOUNTAIN OF IRON
IN GLOUCESTER CO.

Moneton, N. B., Nov. 11
That there exists in Gloucester county a
literal mountain of iron ore the deposit
extending eighty feet in the air and at
least four hundred feet beneath the sur-
face in vast quantities is the report
brought to this city by W. J." Pride, who
who has been visiting the iron deposits
which were recently acquired by the Drum-
mond Co The Moncton visitor brought
back to Moncton with him a few pieces of
the ore which are exceedingly rich and
lcavy. lle says that at the present time
there are some thirty men at work at the
mine which is about twenty miles from
Bathurst.

Several buildings are being erected and
{hese are of the most substantial char-
acter with stone foundations. The ore
will be hauled to Red Pine, a distance of
twenty miles from the deposit and ship-
ped.

(Special).—
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sidence at Merivale, Carleton County, at
the ripe old age of 103.
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600,000 CATTLE DIE
TO MAKE ONE BALLOON

Manufacturing Giant Gas Bags from
“Goldbeaters’” Skin is Rather a
Costly Process.

A St.
“Building balloons from dead cattle:
Startling, isn't it? Yet, as Mr. Percival
Spencer, the hero of 1,250 balloon ascents

Louis despateh says:i—

and 250 parachute descents, explained a
few days ago, it is none the less justitied.
“In the first place,” said the aeronaut,

goldbeaters’ skin is  a  wonderful gas
holder. It is far better, as well as light-

er, than varnished fabric, india  rubber
covered silk, cotton or any other of wie
usual balloon fabries. Every war balloon
ordered by Great Britain is made of this
material, while the material itself is made
from & certain portion of the intestinal
membrane of an ox or cow, which would
otherwise be wasted. Thus, you have the
curious fact that balloons are built from
the waste material of dead cattle.

A great many cattle have to be Kkill-
ed to make one balloon,” said tie - aero-
naut. Nix hundred thousand oxen, for in-
stance,” hbad to die Dbefore the balloon
which my brothers and myseli are making
for Count Zeppelin’s' new airship could
be proceeded with. I do not mean to say
that we had to pay for the slaughter of
more than half a million cattle, but we
had to place orders for what is known as
the peritoneglgmembranes of that num-
in order to secure what

And then Mr. NSpencer took the inter-
viewer acrosy the lawn at the back of his
Highbury ‘residence in the balloon hall,

where dozens of men and girls were en-

gaged in t!w (._'\'u]llti()n of the balloon fe¥"

the Zeppelin airship. The skins reaeli Mr,
-

Spencer direct from the slaughter houses
in a crude form. They are carefully sort-
ed and examined and those regarded as
sufticiently good for ballooning purposes
are preserved in salt and stored in casks,
which each hold 5,000 skins.

These, as required, are spread out on
boards, and, by an ingenious and marvel-
lous process, are welded together in one
homogeneous fabrie. It thus,” said
Mr. Spencer, “that we construet an un-
tearable, air tight vessel, without seam
or scar.to hold the hydrogen gas within
its confined area, with no possibility of
Jeakage or escape. We provide an imper-
vious envelope which contains within it
the very life blood of the air motor, with-
out which it could not be steered, and
could not ecven keep itself afloat. The
process is costly, and that is why gold-
beaters’ skin is not used for ordinary bal-
loons. I might mention, however, that we
in this country are far ahead of other na-
tionalitics in the manufacture of gold-
beaters’ skin for aerial purposes, and that
is why Count Zeppelin asked us to make
the balloon for his new airship.
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