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(Edmonton Free Preee)
Louis De Clermont, Count Bussy 

d’Amboise, returned in haste to the 
Louvre. As accredited ambassador 
from the king’s brother, the Duo 
d’Anjou, he brought with hint that 
prince’s hard-wrung submission--» 
submission which had taxed to the 
utmost Catherine de Medici’s tact 
and diplomacy to win.

Bussy presented himself to the king, 
unaccompanied by any of the three 
young noblemen. Livarot, Ribeirac 
and Antraguet. who were his closest 
friends and adherents.

Henry III received him coldly in 
the great throne room where he was 
surrounded by bis courtiers, among 
them his four favorites—Quelus, Mau- 
giron, Schomberg and the Due d’Eper- 
non. Between these latter and Bossy’s 
three friends there existed an enmity 
of long stifnding end when, after a 
brief and frigid audience, Henri III 
dismissed the court, Bussy found him
self surrounded by the king’s favor
ites, who had gathered with the evi
dent intention of provoking that duel 
to the death which had long been the 
king's dearest wish, and whereby he 
hoped to rid France of the stanchest 
supporters of his brother.

Bussy, secure in the renown which 
his many hard fought and victorious 
duels had won him, feigned ignorance 
of the threatening attitude of the con
spirators.

At last d’Epemon exclaimed coarse
ly

"See, gentlemen, how countrified 
our elegant Bussy has become during 
his sojourn in the provinces with 
Monsieur d’Anjou."

"That reflection occurred to me as 
well, gentlemen," retorted Bussy with 
an engaging smile. “It is indeed 
curious that a few days’ absence can 
place Louis de Bussy, Lord of all 
Clermont, at disadvantage with a 
petty Gascon noble."

And, with a courteous bow, he left 
them, to join Saint Luc, who had just 
entered.

But the four favorites had short 
space to ponder over Bussy’s unex
pected mildness.

Saint Luc joined them speedily,and 
with the customary formality, pre
sented Bussy’s challenge to fight them 
either singly or collectively with what
ever weapons and wherever they 

'titfvse."— ■ (
The challënge was accepted, on 

condition that the four favorites 
should fight Bussy and his three 
friends.

It was agreed that they would fight 
with rapiers and daggers, to the death, 
in a retired square near the Bastile. 
It was also agreed to avoid obvious 
disadvantage of the sun shining in 
the faces of either group of combat
ants, that they should fight in a 
semi-circle, in such a manner that the 
rays of the sun should shine upon 
each group from the side.

The duel was to take place at dawn, 
the morrow after the Feast of Cor
pus Christi, and the contestants, hav
ing drawn their opponents by lot, 
were to be free • after annihilating 
their adversaries, to attack the oth
ers.

The lots were drawn, Schomberg 
paired off with Ribeirac ; Quelus with 
Antraguet ; Livarot with Maugiron ; 
and Bussy with d’Epemon.

D’Epemon alone lost countenance. 
In his soul he vowed he would not 
meet Bussy, no matter to what means, 
conspiracy, betrayal or hired assas
sins he must needs resort.

Thus matters stood. Both sides 
were well content. D’Eueraon alone 
worked mole-like, to forestall his 
death at Bussy’s hands. He leagued 
himself treacherously with the Due 
d’Anjou, encouraging the latter to the 
foulest betrayal of which he stands 
convicted—although his name and re
cord bear the blot of La Mole and 
Coconnas’ bloody murder on the 
scaffold—for here he sacrificed an 
adherent who had. spent blood and 
faith in his servee, who designed on, 
the morrow to risk his life for the 
honor of his perjured prince, who 
sacrificed him basely to a thwarted 
jealousy.

Upon the evening of this grim pro
logue to the morrow’s duel—which had 
been engineered by d’Epemon—Bussy 
d’Amboise repaired to the house of 
his lady love, Madame de Monsoreau. 
The hours sped swiftly. Then just as 
she knelt to pray for his safety in 
the duel, and Bussy bent over her, 
three men entered the window. These 
were followed by a fourth, who was 
masked and armed with a loaded 
pistol and drawn sword.

This sudden apparition alarmed 
Bussy for an instant. Then, swiftly 
he thrust Madame de Monsoreau be
hind him and drawing his sword, ne 
faced the men, one of whom carried 
a musket The masked man spoke in 
sombre tones

“What an excellent friend I find 
in Monsieur de Bussy T*

And by the voice Bussy recognised 
M. de Monaoreah, Diana’s husband.

"Cojbe, sir; on guard!" shouted 
Russÿ,' lowering his sword, "or let me 
pass."

But his opponent made no move— 
only watched the window, where two 
more men had gained entrance.

"And the others?” questioned 
Bussy, mockingly,

"At the door!" replied the husband.
“Six—seven to one, and firearms to 

boot !" commented Bussy. ."Why.this 
is no duel ; it is murder !" '

Then, with a swift turn of the *rist 
and shouting : "On guard,my bravos !" 
Bussy overturned the prayer stool, 
drew a table in front of him, and 
piled a chair on top, so that they in 
some way formed a rampart between 
him and the attacking party_

The movement was swift, yet barely 
in time to save him from the bullet 
which sped oward him.

The bravos, urged on by M. de 
Monsoreau, sprang toward the mad
dened man, who watched them with 
vigilant flaming eyes. Then one 
thrust forth a venturesome hand to
ward the barricade.

Bussy’s sword flashed like lightning 
and the man fell back with a cry, 
his arm slashed from wrist to 
shoulder.

Steps sounded in the corridor and 
the door was flung open. Bussy’s 
friends, Remy and Saint Luc darted 
to his assistance. But more of Mon- 
soreau’s assassins followed and in the 
terrific onslaught Saint Luc, Remy 
and Diana were overpowered and j 
bound. Helpless and gagged they | 
could only watch Bussy’s marvelous 
sword play.

One of Monsoreau’s men had fallen 
with his temple torn open by Bussy’s 
quivering steel. Another clutched at 
his breast and fell as that snake-like 
blade found a passage to his heart.

Man after man went down before 
that overwhelming attack until seven 
of the assassins cumbered the floor, 
drenching it with their blood

But, while this fierce combat was 
going on, Monsoreau had summoned 
others to his aid. Nine more men ap
peared on the scene, and, standing by 
the window, watchful and motionless, 
Monsoreau issued his orders. The 
newcomers attacked Bussy fiercely.

The count, his back against the 
wall, his sword firmly gripped in his 
right hand, but with his feet slipping 
on the treacherous, bloody footing, 
murmured :

"Out of the nine I shall certainly 
kill f\ve. The four others will kill 
me !"

Dragging off his mantle, he wound 
it around his left arm for a shield. 
He sprang into the middle of the 
room, as if he disdained to fight long-
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In the mass of swiftly moving figures
his sword hissed to the right and left 
like a viper launching its venom upon 
a foe.

As his blade flashed like a flaming 
white light, three times came the 
"seep-seep" of slipping metal as steel 
met steel, and then the sound of rend
ing leather. Three times a spurt of 
blood poured down Bussy’s sword, 
drenching his right hand.

During this time he had parried 
twenty thrusts with his left arm and 
now the mantle was rent and torn.

The assassins changed their tactics 
before Bussy’s relentless onslaught.
They abandoned the sword for the 
musket, clubbng brutally at him with 
the butt, while others drew their pis
tols, which they had not yet called 
into play. But Busy skillfully dodg
ed the flying bullets. In that su
preme moment his sword multiplied 
itself an hundredfold, he not only saw 
and acted, but he seemed even to di
vine the enemies’ most secret 
thoughts. Bussy was in one of those 
moments of exultation in which man 
attains perfection. He was less than 
divine, being mortal, yet he was more 
than man.

Behind the crowding bravos, Mon
soreau waited, loading and exchang
ing pistols with his hired assassins.
Bussy thought to end it all by falling 
upon Monsoreau and fighting him to 
the death.

It was the work of sn instant for so 
skilful a swordsman as he to force a 
passage through that wall of steel.
But, as he darted forth, Monsoreau 
fired.

The bullet shattered Bussy’s sword, 
leaving only the hilt in hie hand.

On the instant, Bussy had stooped, 
caught up his shattered blade and 
fastened it to his wrist with a hand
kerchief.

Then ensued a terrific onslaught in 
which one man with little better than 
no weapon, held firm against him six 
men who had made for themselves a 
rampart of the bodies of their com
rades who had fallen.

. The onslaught grew momentarily 
fiercer. Monsoreau sent bullet after 
bullet toward Bussy. Then, as Bussy 
weakened, half exhausted by the 
fray, and with his weapon shattered 
and almost useless and glanced shout 
Mm, one of the fallen men rose and 
thrust a keen strong blade into his 
hand. It was his faithful Remy 
bis last movement was one of devo- plied Antraguet 
tion.

And in that ii ” ‘ wound-

thrusts pierced his side.
Again Bussy was armed and as his 

enemies advanced upon him, his 
sword sang hissing about him, as, 
thrusting here, wounding and killing 
there, it described its circles about 
his head.

For an instant he lowered that 
powerful right arm, seeking to open 
the door of the chamber through 
which he hoped to escape.

But the bolts had yielded, and the 
key had turned in the lock. ' With 
sublime and furious energy Bussy 
thrust the foremost assassins from 
him. Then four men flung their 
weapons from them and caught him 
in their arms, seeking to strangle 
the man whom they could not subdue 
by force of arms. But with the hilt 
of his sword Bussy fought them off.

Again Monsoreau fired twice, and 
twice Bussy felt the bullets sting. 
Three men had flung themselves up
on his right arm and wrenched his 
sword from his hand.

Bussy seized the assassin’s wrist, 
drew the dagger from the wound,and, 
turning it against his adversary, he 
forced him to kill himself. The sole 
remaiing assassin sprang out of the 
"window.

Triumphantly the young man glanc
ed about him, caught up one of the 
dead men’s swords, and, with a single 
bound he was upon Monsoreau, whom 
he dashed te--the ground, pinning him 
to the floor with a single thrust.

Then, bleeding, exhausted, and half 
fainting, Bussy dragged himself to
ward the door and out into the cor
ridor. But here other blades flashed, 
and bullets whistled around him. The 
courtyard was guarded.

Rallying his last effort, Bussy now 
made his way back into the room, 
bolted the door and climbing up to 
the little window in the corner with 
the trellised ron work surrounding it, 
above and below, he mounted the sill 
and with his eyes measured the dist
ance between himself and those sharp- 
pointed pailings below.

Weakened as he was, Bussy hesi
tated, doubting his ability to leap 
beyond them. Then steps sounded 
without, and summoning all his force, 
he braced himself with one hand and 
the one foot which he was still able to 
use; then he sprang forward. But his 
boots were drenched with blood, the 
sole slipped and he fell, the iron 
spikes below impaling his body and 
garments. Then a figure emerged 
from the gloom, followed by another 
and yet another.

“ ’Tis you. Bussy?” cried a voice. 
Bussy’s blood leaped; he recognized 

that voice,though the men were mask
ed.

"Gentlemen—your highness, rescue 
me or I die," he cried.

“Well, your highness?" queried one 
of the men, turning respectfully to 
the other.

This latter made a single motion. 
"Deliver him from his sufferings,” 

he commanded with a sinister burst 
of laughter.

A flash of light— a single reber- 
beration and a bullet put an end to 
Bussy’s sufferings.

On the morrow, at eariiest dawn, 
Lavarot, Ribeirac and -Antraguet, 
wondering that Bussy had failed to 
meet them at the appointed place, 
hastened to his house to learn the 
cause oi delay, then thinking that he 
might have lingered for a last car
ess, they turned toward that little 
dwelling which Madame de Monsor
eau inhabited.

A vast concourse of people, shout
ing, struggling and gesticulating, 
surrounded the dismantled gardens, 
with their open gates, and drenched 
by streams^of blood in the midst of 
all the evidences of frightful carn
age, which were as yet untouched, 
the three friends beheld Bussy’s 
corpse still impaled upon those fright- 
f-ul iron spikes.

A yell of rage, horror and revenge 
rose above that other discordant roar, 
and the three friends forced a as- 
sage through the mob to the side of 
that noble corpse.

Then Antraguet, drawing his sword, 
dipped the blade into Bussy’s still 
dripping blood, and lifting it on high 
cried :

"Bussy, L swear by this to wash 
away the memories of your wounds 
in the blood of your enemies.”

And the two others replied: 
“Bussy, we swear to revenge your 

murder by death, or to die in the 
attempt."

Then tho three hastened away to 
meet their enemies, the favorites of 
Henri III, upon that field of combat 
to which the murdered had summon
ed them.

The four favorites, accompanied by 
their valets, were already awaiting 
them. Their four swords spread upon 
the ground seemed like themselves to 
be gathering strength in this enforc
ed delay.

"Gentlemen," cried Quelus, rising, 
and speaking with a certain somber 
hauteur, “we have had the honor to 
wait for you."

"Your pardon, - gentlemen," re 
spohded Antraguet. “We have been 
delayed by one of our friends."

"M. de Bussy?" sneered d’Epemon. 
"I note that he is not visible. Ap
parently he has overslept."

"As we have waited so long," ob
served Schomberg, “we will wait a 
trifle longer."

“M. de Bussy will not come," re-

A look of amazement appeared up
on the faces of the king's favorites.

dispelled their illusion.
"Yon should be aware of that fact, 

gentlemen," Antraguet said, "since her' 
was assassinated last night!"

“And why should we?’’ Quelus cried 
indginantly.

“And are you sure?" d’Epemon 
added.

"As sure as I am that this is his 
blood,” vociferated Antraguet thrust
ing his sword into full view.

D’Epemon still shook his head 
doubtfully while the other three ex
claimed with surprise.

"Truly," said Schomberg, “your 
grief is well founded."

"How well, you best know," replied 
Antraguet. -u

"What do you mean?" exclaimed1 
Quelus.

“Seek whom the crime profits," re
torted Antraguet.

With a yell or rage, Maugiron, 
Quelus, and Schomberg drew their 
swords and flung themselves upon 
Bussy’s friends, demanding an ex
planation: But d’Epemon stood
aside, though he drew his sword from 
his scabbard.

“Truly, you are in haste,” replied 
Antraguet.

"Is it our fault that we are four 
to three?” demanded d'Epernon in
solently.-

“Yes," replied Antraguet. "Our 
friend is dead because you preferred 
to meet him in the grave rather than 
in fair field of battle. Do you under
stand?"

The others howled with rage, and 
shrieked unanimously. “We will 
fight three to three. These gentlemen 
will then see if, despite the rights of 
th duel we agreed upon, we are 
cowards who would profit by their 
loss, which we deplore as much as 
they."

“Gentlemen," protested Quelus, ad
dressing Ms three opponents, "wo 
fight by right, because we fight fairly 
in the sight of God that you may 
learn if we are assassins. On guard ! 
On guard !” echoed Bussy’s friends.

"With or without upper garments?” 
queried Schomberg ferociously.

"Without !" responded Antraguet. 
“We will bear- our breasts that we 
may the more easily reach the heart."

And, with one accord, they divested 
themselves of their coats and shirts.

"Heavens !” ~ exclaimed Quelus, “I 
have lost my dagger. It must have 
dropped from my sheath os I came 
along."

"Or perhaps you left it in Bussy’s 
wounds last night," retorted Antra
guet, “and dared not withdraw it 
from that sheath !"

Quelus emitted a yell of fury and 
placed himself on guard.

"But he has no dagger, Monsieur 
d’Antraguet," interposed the king's 
jester, Chicot, who had that moment 
appeared in the open.

«“So much the worse for him," re
plied Antraguet. “I cannot prevent 
his leaving it in the wrong place."

Seizing his own dagger, he placed 
himself on guard.

The ground chosen for this terrible 
duel was favorable for the conflict, 
being located in an isolated spot and 
concealed by many trees.

It was seldom visited save by child
ren who came there to play in the 
day time, and by the thieves and 
drunkards who slept there at night. 
But this was between the two visita
tions." There was nothing to attract 
the inerest of casual pedestrians. 
Moreover, the many shed?*or troughs 
which the horse merchants had erect
ed there for their own convenience, 
robbed it of all pretence of being a 
pleasure resort.

Chicot, whose heart, though not of 
tender calibre, was beating high with 
pity for these brave young men, who 
risked their lives for the honor of 
their lords, seated himself- npon a 
stool somewhat in front of the lack
eys who awaited impassively the er- 
mination of the conflict.

D’Epernon essayed a last attempt at 
bravado.

"So the gentlemen fear me, it would 
seem," he seoffed.

"Silepce, chatterbox," retorted An
traguet.

" Ihave my rights under the terms 
of the duel," objected d’Epemon.

“Away," interposed Ribeirac, forc
ing him from the duelling ground 
xith his sword. ,

Chicot, by a well-timed allusion to 
his perfidy of the day before, which, 
he. Chicot, had readily divined, quiet
ed him.

Schomberg and Ribeirac engaged 
after the customary salute. Çfuelus 
and Antraguet were already engaged 
in thrust and parry.

Maugiron and Livarot, each one 
backed against a trough,watched each 
other cautiously, and feinted, wait
ing for an opening.

Then, as five o'clock sounded from 
St. Paul’s, the battle royal began.

Fu#y marked the features ot the 
combatants, but their lips were tightlV 
closed, their pallor was threatening' 
end the involuntary trembling of their 
wrists indicated the rage which until 
now had slumbered in their hearts— 
controlled even now by prudence, but 
which, like a blooded horse, would 
sometimes break its bounds with ter
rible results.

For a few moments nothing save 
the "seep-seep" ot the slipping steel- 
sounds that were neither clicking nor 
rattling, was to be heard. But no 
thrust reached home.

Ribeirac, whether that he was wear-
ed him in the > sword- but the next word ot Bussy’s friends ,ied or satiatied with Ms preliminary

bout with his adversary, lowered his 
sword and paused tor an instant.

With two swift forward steps,Sehom- 
berg fell upon him and delivered a 
thrust which resembled the first flash 
of lightning from the storm clouds.

Ribeirac was wounded. His face 
grew livid and the blood spurted 
from his shoulder. He broke away in 
order to gage the extent of his in
jury.

Schomberg endeavored to repeat 
the thrust, but Ribeirac, by a parade 
in primo, wounded him in the side.

“Now," observed Ribeirac, “let us 
rest for nn instant."

In the meantime the duel between 
Quelus and Antraguet had become 
most heated. But Quelus, who had 
no dagger, was at a great disadvant
age. Obliged to parry with bis un
protected left arm, this was soon torn 
qpd cut, speedily drenching his left 
sword from his grasp. Bussy caught 
hand with blood, although he was 
not as yet dangerously wounded.

Antraguet, on the contrary, appre
ciating his advantage to the full, and 
no less skilful than Quelue, pushed 
that advantage heme with rapid 
thrust and parry.

Three swift lunges succeeded each 
other, and the blood flowed from 
three places in Quelus’ breast.

At each thrust Quelus repeated:
"II is nothing!"
Livarot and Maugiron were stil! 

prudently feinting. But Ribeirac,new 
furious with pain, and feeling that 
his strength was gradually giving wny 
beneath the constant loss of bio ii, 
had fallen viciously upon Bphom- 

But Schomberg did not give way. 
He parried the blind thrusts with his 
sword and with the young men it now 
became blow tor blow,lunge for lunge, 
parry for parry. Ribeirac was again 
badly wounded in the breast and 
Schomberg sustained a cut in the 
throat.

Ribeirac was mortally wounded,and, 
placing his hand over his breast, he 
left himself uncovered. Schomberg 
profited by this to wound Ribeirac 
dangerously a second time.

Ribeirac with his right hand caught 
at his adversary and with his left 
thrust his dagger into Schomberg’s 
breast up to the hilt. The sharp 
blade pierced to the heart and Sgham- 
berg, -with a dull cry, fell backward, 
dragging with him Ribeirac, who was 
still held by the sword wMch had 
pierced Ms breast.

Livarot, seeing his friend fall, with 
an adroit movement evaded his ad
versary and ran toward Ribeirac,pur
sued by Maugiron.

He gained a few feet upcm his pur
suer and then assisted Ribeirac in a 
final effort to remove the sword from 
the gaping wound in his breast. To
gether they managed to wrench it 
free.

But Baugiron was upon his heels 
and Livarot was compelled to assume 
the defensive, upon a footing which 
was now made dangerous by the 
blood that drenched it. In an inst
ant a thrust in tierce ripped Livarot’s 
head open and in his agony he drop
ped his sword and fell to his knees.

Antraguet closely pressed Quelus 
Maugiron to hasten the end, thrust 
his sword through Livarot and rush
ed to Quelus’ assistance.

Thus Quelus and Maugircfn attacked 
Antraguet, the sole survivor of his 
friends.

D'Epernon shouted with delight. 
Maugiron had no serious wounds 

and Quelus, though covered with 
blood, had not sustained serious 
harm. Antraguet realized his dang
er. He had himself escaped without 
even a scratch, yet he was beginning 
to tire and it was no time to ask a 
truce of a man who was wounded, and 
another who overflowed with the spir
it of combat. With a sudden blow 
from the flat of his sword he thrust 
Quelus aside and leaped quickly be
hind one of the horse troughs.

Quelus attempted a lunge which, 
however, penetrated only the wood. 
At that moment Maugiron fell upon 
Antraguet from behind, and the latter 
turned to meet this new assailant. 
Quelus profited by this to leap over 
the trough.

"He is lost," cried tihicot.
"Long live the king !" shouted 

d’Epernon.
"Silence, sir/,’ shouted Antraguet, 

"do not insult a man who will fight 
to Ms lost breath."

"And who is not yet dead,” added 
Livarot, and rising from the dust and 
blood in which in his agony he had 
wallowed, at the very moment when 
they had given him the least heed, 
he dragged himself forward on his 
knees and thrust his dagger between 
Maugiron’s shoulders. Maugiron fell 
with only a single groan. .

Livarot fell back fainting; this last 
effort had exhausted hie strength.

"Monsieur de Quelus," said Antra
guet, lowering his sword, "you are a 
brave man, surrender, and you shall 
have your life."

"Surrender?" retorted Quelus furi
ously, "have you yet downed me?"

"But you are riddled with bounds, 
and I am in full possession of my 
strength.” «

"Long live the king !” cried Quelus, 
"I still have my sword.”

"That you have not," retorted An
traguet, and seizing the blade he 
wrenched it from Quelus’ failing 
grasp. Only in so doing he cut his 
finger slightly.'

"Oh,” shrieked Quelus, "A sword— 
a sword !” And flinging himself upon 
Antraguet he sought to strangle him

with his two hands.
Antraguet allowed him to obtain a 

body hold, then slipping his sword 
from his right hand to his left, an-1 
taking in his right the dagger, he re
peatedly stabbed Quelus, covering 
Mmself with his enemy’s blood, until 
the latter, in one last effort, iairiy 
made Antraguet waver and gasp for 
breath. But Quelus’ strength betray
ed him at the last. He staggered, 
released his hold, and foil backward

"Long live the K—-—he gurgled 
and fainted.

Then over that field of battle and 
death the angel of silence spread its 
wings. D’Epernon, in terror, made 
the sign of the cross and fled. Chicot 
ran to Quelus and raised him in his 
arms. The young man was bleeding 
from nineteen different wounds.

He opened his eyes.
"Antraguet,” he murmured, "on 

my honor I am. innocent of Bussy’s ! 
death."

“I believe you,” replied the other j 
in a voice choked with emotion, and j 
by a graceful thought, he gathered up j 
the swords of the fallen combatants, | 
and gave to the dying Quelus his

“We might have been friends had 
hot. politics prevented,” murmured 
Quelus gracefully, "but now fly!”

"Even though the scaffold stare me 
in the face I will not abandon so 
brave à man while life lasts," retorted 
Antraguet.
_ "Young man,” observed Chicot, 
"you have escaped death today by a 
miracle. Do not again tempt Provid- 
idence. I will see to your friends, 
even as if they had been the king’s 
followers.”

And Antraguet wrapping himself in 
his mantle to conceal his blood stained 
garments, disappeared through the 
Porte Saint Antoine.

The power of words is immense. A 
well chosen word has often sufficed to 
stop a flying army, to change defeat 
into victory, and to save an empire.— 
Emile de irardin.

A TEc-T VASE.
Washington, Nov 14—Bookmaking, 

as it has been earned on at Runnings 
race track, was today declared illegal, 
and William Davis, who volunteered 
himself a defendant to test the law, 
was declared guilt y and sentenced in 
the criminel court today to imprison
ment for two hours.

Jockey Sewell, who died on Satur
day from injuries received in a fall 
at the Aqueduct on Thursday, was 
to have ridden for the Kirkford stable 
in California this winter.

STEEL DIRECTORS MEET.
Montreal, Nov. 14—A meeting of 

the directors of the Dominion Iron 
and Steel company began in the Na
tional Trust offices this morning and 
lasted all day without definite results. 
There were present Senators Forget, 
Cr and McKean, Sir Pellatt <ind 
XV q>. Van Home, and Messrs. Jones, 
Whitney, and Dinnock. Senator For
get to, the ehr.ir in the absence of 
-dr. Plummer, the president.^-ho is 
in England The steel Ten i® de a 
proposition > Mr Rose, which was 
q-Mtidored with tile result that a 
counter proposition was sent back 
by tile coal company. The latterwill 
hold another, met tin;:y tomorrow. It 
is understood hat r-e steel people 
have offered a» eon-Adorable advance 
on the o: ’ price- c: coal.

THE FERNIE SITUATION
Ferme, B.C., Nov. 11. — On Friday 

night Mr. Burke, o! the Miners' Fed
eration, went to Michel, and at a union 
meeting ot the minera made a report 
to them on the result of his labors 
in settling the strike .A committee of 
six of the leading men of the union, 
appointed for the purpose, wrote Gen
eral Manager Lindsay a letter re
questing him to address the company's 
employees at Michel on Saturday 
night at 8 o’clock, and the request was 
granted. The men convened at their un
ion meeting and then adjourned, and 
Mr. Lindsay was then invited to lay the 
company’s case before them. Nearly 
all the Michel miners were prete.it and 
listened most interestedly to what for 
two hours and a half was said to them, 
and after asking several questions, all 
of which were answered, the meeting 
unanimously passed a vote of thank? 
to the speaker. Mr. Lindsay quoted 
from the written documents to show 
that there was but one issue, the re
fusal of the union men to work with 
npn-unlon men. This, he Showed, it 
had been promised would never lake 
place.

This was admitted then and there 
by Mr, John Laurenson. the former 
presdient ot the Michel union present 
at the conference at which the pro
mise was made, and Mr. Lindsay said 
he was content to rest his case on 
Laurenson’s word. It was pointed out 
that Mr. Sherman had said at the 
Dicken lnvestigat.on, that he never in
tended a strike, but that when he 
found out that a strike had been called 
he did not make any effort to rectify 
It. If no strike was intended, then the 
whole proceeding was a demonstration 
in force to coerce unwilling men into 
the union, and it was charged that the 
whole proceeding was a deliberately 
planned attempt to force the closed 
shop, conceived and carried out by a 
movement which had got away from 
its authors.

Mr. Mitchell had sent them a tele
gram telling them ihu „!lt men must 
join the union, and. at the end ot seven 
days the union men must cease to work 
with non-union men, and they had done 
so and struck in consequence. If the 
sacred promises of the United Mine 
Workers of America were broken ar.d 
not to be relied on, and Mr. Mitchell 
sent representatives here to back that 
policy, he must be excused for desiring 
not to have business relations with them 
any further. Mr. Lindsay also sala 
that if necessary the mines wou’d re
main closed down six years raher than 
submit to the closed shop principle, 
even if they had not been promised it. 
Mr. Lindsay also pointed out wherein 
Mr. Burke had overstretched his case 
in addressing the meeting on Thurs
day In Fernie.

BAVARIAN STILL ASHORE.
Quebec, Nov. 14—John Leslie, of 

Kingston, who has undertaken the 
contract to raise the Allan liner Ba
varian, which went ashore eighteen 
months ago, on the rocks will make 
the attempt tomorrow evening at 5.15 
o'clock, when it will be high water.

'How Tempting the Word'
Often T favopites amohs 

Cadies who ppppeo/ate pope
OELIClOl/S COPFECTIOHS.

ASH FOP THIS BPAPO 
Àt M W APO YOU WILL BE 
Stine of sErriive pope 
COHFECTIOPEPY MADE BY
The best makers.

Rotwpo but pupe
CAPO Y MADE BY

W.J.BOYD CANDY C?
WINNIPEG.

WA.\_ "'— JAN TO WORK WITH
well machine ; Sj.ù'j and board. Ap
ply afior 6 pim.. E. Kephart, 441 
Namayo avenue.

WANTED
Teachers holding first and eecon- 

class certificates wanted at once. Sal 
ary 846 to 850 per month. Apply th 
Edmonton Teachers' Agency.

The Mark of 
Winter Comfort

TX7HEN you buy Felt 
Shoes and Slippers, 

see for yourself that you 
get ELMIRA FELTS. 
THIS TRADEMARK 
appears on the SOLE 
of every GENUINE 

Elmira Felt Sÿoe and 
Slipper. Look for it, and 
take none without it.

It is the sign of quality— 
the guarantee of warmth and

For foot comfort in cold 
weather, there is nothing to 

equal ELMIRA FELTS.

■OLD »Y LEADING DEALERS 

25

YOUR INSURANCE
LUO ROOFING C?
>- LIMITED*.
«Sp&wnw.p'EG

iewsoT
.AMHERST,

Practically ail makers of good 
ciothes in Canada use HCWSOII 
Tweeds. Look for the tag 
that guarantees PURE WOOL.

17

*********************
* EDMONTON HIDE AND $ 
$ ^WOOL COMPANY
* t* Mr. PHILLIPSON, Manager. *

* Are pi spared to buy your * 
5 HIDES, WOOL, FURS *
* and TALLOW at the *
* Highest -Market Price. {

* McDougall Street, *
* Just Back Of Hew Imperial Bank, *
* **********************

Omer Gouin
REAL ESTATE and INSURANCE 

AGENTM
Loans issued on first mortgage.

Farm lande and town lots receive 
our special attention.

Your patronage -solicited
NOTE—It will pay you to write tor 

information to me.

OMER GOUIN,
Morinvtlle, Alta.


