e contest, but the $1004/ |
verage for five steers.
‘Weir, of Monument, N,
Gardiner, the swift rope
| Sierra  Blanco, Texasg,
worthy foemen, but aldeq
b little steeldust sorre]
prience of former years,
d the southern champion-
stood out as a master
est average time for five
1-5.seconds, and that of
pok second money, 50 2-;
Gardiner, third man, hag
f 54 3-5 seconds.

v champion was knighted
Fannie Sperry, of Mit-
defeated Miss Goldie St.

imac, OKkla., in the cow-
b bucking contest, Migs St.
second and Miss Bertha
Phoenix, Ariz, capturing
[Sperry rode with hobbled
he contest, but 19 a “slick”
and one of the most dar-
of the plains,
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| Magon,; but climbed 6n his horse agdin.

 there

EWend all his time hunting liniments

b King ¢
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AOEST, THE BURNG OF

ENLAND, TO RETIRE. |

has Been Connected With the
London Police Force for
Thirty-Four Years

Brought About Change of Pol-
icy in Scotland Yard in Its
Attitude Towards Press

s of England is to retire and

and Yard, world famed for its

es, is wondering how it will fill

.  of one of the most famous

tors of crime it has ever pro-

€ For thirty-four years Fran‘k
. has been a detective and neariy
me has been connected with

nal investigation department f
tropolitan police force. Nine

o his retirement was due, but{

1d not be spared, and it is prob-
he would not now be leaving his
‘were it not for trouble he has
. his eyesight re-

L(u\'f\("\', Sept. 8.—The willilam J.

he ccC
able
desk W X
bem\‘; having with
3 liffers as widely from the tra-
ective of ‘fiction as do his
laborers, the Pinkertons
He is of Scandinavian ex-
ne of his most attractive

ditional det
American CO-
gnd Burnses.
traction, and ©

1tles
:ﬁi\‘}; no worry can break through. He

a big man physically, with a build
\;;a}i sluzs;csts the tenacity of the bull-
dog, but, in addition to being a born
fighter, Frank Froest is a diplomat as

vell.

“(I[ was he who brought about one of
the greatest reforms at “The ?’arq"by
preaking down the rule of maintaining
silence toward the press. He showed
them this policy was all wrong and, at
the time of the Crippen case, was am-
ply vindicated by the accuracy which
ch.araw"tﬂrized all the newspaper stor}es.
The first day the story of the crime
was published he wrote for th‘e press a
complete summary of the details so far
as known.

Froest had made several business
trips to the United States. The visit
he remembers with the most satisfac-
tion was in 1892, when he was here five
months and was given the thanks of
the American government for his work
{n convicting William Lord Moore' for
using the United States malls for fraud-
glent purposes. Moore's method was to
write to credulcus people in England
and on the continent offering to help
them get their shares of unclaimed
millions lying in banks. He was tried
in Jackson, Tenn., and the jury dis-
agreed twice, but the third time found
him guilty, and he was sentenced to
nine years in the penitentiary.

Restored $100,000 Worth of Jewels

Froest also came to America to un-
ravel the mystery of the Townsend
Burden jewel robbery in 1896. The
jewels, worth $100,000, were stolen from
the wealthy American by two English
gervants who, it developed, tried to
cloak their crime by showing the gems
were taken by burglars. Froest dis-
covered this in time to be able to re-
turn the jewels before they had been
separated and lost.

Altogether Froest has either direct-
ly or indirectly been concerned in the
arrest of more than a hundred Ameri-
can criminals. A correspondent asked
him which he remembered with the
greatest satisfaction.

«My arrest -of - Cowboy Kuhn  at
Queenstown_is. the one I think which
gives me the greatest sdtisfaction,” was
his reply. “Kuhn came from Primrose
City, Wis. He had murdered five or
gix of his comrades and had drop%ﬂ
their bodies into ‘a creek. The crime
was brought to light Py a boy who,
while fishing, brought up a body on the
hook.

/Kicked a Prisoner on the Chin,
4 went on board at Qlﬁew!ﬁqw‘p and |,
arrested him before he knew hé was|
found. As we were in the train on our
way to London I was reading a news-
paper, while he was sitting opposite
with his hands manacled together. Sud-
denly” I noticed him -‘quietly reaching
down for the foot warmer. I knew
what he was about, but there was no
time for ‘me’to th¥ow myself upon him;
80 I brought my foot.up under his chin,
and that made him sit up straight
again.--He. was. extradited to the states,
where he got a life sentence.’ 7
‘0t course, by the end of thirty-four
years’ constant detective work the re-
tiring superintendent of the “C.I.D.”
bas many wrinkles to impart for the
successful elucidation of crimes and
mysteries. But they have to be coaxed
out of him, for modesty is ome of
Froest’s main characteristics.

Skerlock Holmes Interesting Reading

“What is the narrowest shave you
have ever had for your Iife?” was the |
question which brought “this prompt
réply, uttered with a good natured
laugh:

Oh! it would take a_ Yankee to an-
§wer that question. Probably one that
I never xnew anything about.”

On a former occasion, however, he
expressed the interesting opinion that
he would always prefer a man who was
attacking  him to be armed with a -pis-
tol rather than a knife.- Hfs reason
for this was, “because the man with
the pistol may miss you, but the man
With the knife never does.”

STIMPEDE MEANT MUCH TO
ERGHANTS OF CALGARY

(Continued from Page 1).

©@wboy life in ‘Texas ,and said that
be had been ‘at roping all his life, al-
though heg had never ' taken many
Prizes, but he had learned to ap-
breciate & good rider.

“And T don't mean by that,” went
on the speaker, “that I just like to
#ee 2 man thrown off, but I like to
#®e a good man ride a good horse. I
Want to see him ride the horse and I
Want to see the horse buck—get right
tp in the air. Another thing I like to
see in the boys is how they disregard
danger and go right through with
What . they have to do whether they
&e hurt or not. When a fellow is
balf killed, I-want to see himx get right
Up and go_through with what he has
Harted to do. That's' what the life
of a cowboy ‘téaches Rim—that no
¥ho was thrown off and hurt. They
o going to do what you want to do
Whether it hurts or mot. ' Just like
that fellow out there this afternoon
¥ho was hrown off and hurt. They

ought the ambulance around but he

Bld he wouldm't gef in that ‘dead-

you khow that half our boys out
get ~hurts and bruises that
Yould have' madé ‘the average man

':: roultices  But these boys are

F 'mDing around: out there just like
%y are used to 4t.”

; Other Short Talks Made.

hShort speeches on behalf of the

.n;br‘;a were made by Henry Gram-

s his unfailing genlality -

and four,

ATCH my bubbles one and two All the little moving thin
VV And {hne o Dl

That run and play,

Bounce about the hanging Pay not the slightest heed to them

L ., And-the Moon.
Higher, higher they mount slowly
: To r doom, ¢
And they K‘ilm agfnnst. the‘mees
Ob, the world is full of bubbles,
And the nist‘x’:"wi:ﬁf sing
el 2

|
1

Nor run away.

With my seapsuds tiose beside me,
Here I blow;

See the pretty celors shining
High and low;

Now my “bubble hour” is ended,
So they say,

' And my pleasant sport is over

i

‘For the day.
KATHERTNE FATTH.

the ‘boast of New
Hngland, espe-
cially about the
isiand of Nan-
tucket, are obliged
» to keep far out o
sea, if they wm’d
_avold the dangers
of the sandy shoals
that extend far

many shipwreckis.
Very often & ves-
sel: runs aground,
and then the life-
savers of Coskata
steady themselves
for & long, hard
fight for the lives
aboard One gusty
winter’'s day, when
the thermometer
registered 13 de-
grees above sero,

ing the sea, Chage,
of the life-saving station, was
gummoned. to the lighthouse t
E\‘one by a hasty, long-continued ring-
"ing. - The keaeper at ty Head
was on :.ge li:&‘hinmrmln Chase that
uring 8 preceding, rockets
d Dbeen appearing off the coast. AS

as ht had com
of & schooner on Bass N%ltg:d

h {
.51:«;& still in sight?” asked :

Chase.
.. *She's | ,: but she's the -
e .
1] e off ‘for her at
R e
e
ward %p‘. ot Docsare

may t a’tug, nnlt;h et v!ei.“l }::melt
at all eve

who have launched to her assistance
will need & tug to pull us back.”

the course of a few moments the

vera run out the lifeboat and

ere ready for the
: m! o‘l 't%mboto
8 o Té the’
nd whistling across Nmtue.:u £ho4
boded, but not & man of them ¢
or .even held t(;wctk Arms al
WeTe o the  utmd
mile after mile they rowed to Bass

ps, r es out. Ther
yessa] and for
feared tha
to - -the

a time it
mm-unk'nr)é:gam!;a
apd WO —

, #houta ot il th °
fifesavers on, howevhr,
nd st Inst the tpe Of the mueta wirs

e was not &
was

out and caude -

© every danger of Swi

seen, and finally the rigging appeared.
8o low _had the schooner sunk that the
ralling was nearly even with the water,
and every icy waye that rolled up from
the sea passed over her and over the
seven half-dead men hanging desperate-
ly to the rigging.;: All was methodical
action aboard. the lifeboat. Carefully
they anchored, letting out a long haw-
ser; and steadying themselves with the
oars, drifted down with the fast-moving
current toward the wreck. The eyes of
every rower were on the face of the
keeper, and his slightest motion wds
obeyed. A single false stroke would
have sent them all to instant death.

«When the current had drifted the life-
savers near enough, a heavy stick with
& line attached was thrown aboard. To
the end of the line was attached a heavy
rope, which the crew eagerly hauled in
and made fast to the rigging. Slowly,
carefully, hand-over-hand, the lifesavers
drew nearer, but their rate of speed was
maddening to the half-crazed men
aboard the wreck, The poor wretches
seized upon the'rope and began to draw
the ling dn 80 rapidly that there was

amping the lifeboat.

‘“Make fast that line!"” commanded the
keeper. The men on the wreck pald
not the slightest . heed.

Keeper Chase drew out a knife, opened
it and stepped .to the place of ‘bow oars-
man, ‘“‘Another haul on that line,” he
cried, “and that rope will be cut! I
command here!” 0

Keeper Chase had ‘‘followed the sea’’
all his life from boyhood, and one does
not live within everlasting sound of the
breakers without developing a voice
with the carrying power of & foghorn;
now his hty ‘voice sounded clearly
even above the rear of the angry waves,
and the shivering wretches caught a
glimpse of the gleaming knife in his
hand. The lifeboat dancing there like
a frail feather on the waves was their

from the death they

every moment for
more than fifteen hours, and in a mo-
ment they had made the Tope fast.
When they had done this the rescuers
came as close as they could without
being dashed to pieces. Then, one by
one, over the lime in the lfe car, the
crew slid down to the lifeboat, where
their limp forms were stowed away, ap-
parently almost lifeless. When the last
man had been taken aboard the line
was cut, the anchor taken up and the
lifeboat turned about, facing the wind.

No trace of land wag visible; they
were at least fifteen miles out on the
salt waste. For three éndless hours the
lifeguards labored without making head-
way; then it was decided to ancnor and
wait until the turn of the tide, Even
when the tide set in 8o slow was the
headway that rix hours” work won
them .but one mile of the fifteen.

Night settled down, but the crew toll-
ed on. They becameé dead weights on
their oars, and at last one man sald to

kee; “Captain, if I may have
sleep, I'll be able to do

11 du-oun the endless

wearigsome night the crew took turns
sleeping, but each was only allowed to
gleep a8 few moments at a time. Every
hour found them hoﬁtul that the lights
‘of the tug might flash into view; but
dragged past, d th

e of hours,
rave the high sea or to
. had returned to the

the morning of the following day
ed on the shore at a int
trom the station at Colzzh.

down the beach to greet him in &n
of joy at his unlooked-for re-
turn, the ed k oneé arm
about bher, and turning to his weary
orew with a smile on his face, b
down in his big voioce:

§ ,”" he said, “‘stow away your boat
STy T e
for pa

McDonald’s Bride

OST besutiful
among all  the
beautiful women,,
in thelr diamonds
and pearls and
silks and satins,
wag sweet Lizsie
Lindsay, and the
brightest of them
all

“I'm a strange-
1y lucky man,”
sald Donald Mo-
Donald.

“Faugh!” sald
False Gregory.
“Mayhap “tis
your rents and
lands and high-
land castles she Is
marrying, @and
not yourselfr

“That {s not true,” sald young Mc-
Donald, with an anxious frown, “‘for we
are to be married on the morrow, and
up to now never has she asked of me
whether we are to live in & castle or a
peasant’'s hut.”

False Gregory laughed sneeringly.
“Pry. her for but a day in & peasant’s
hut,” he cried, “and I'll warrant you
ghe'll In a few hours wish herself back
in her father’s house.”

After the wedding next day under the
blue sky a flne carriage drove up, and
Donald and his beautiful bride drove
away from the merry crowd far over the
hills.

“Should you care for me just as much
if we were to live in a cottage, ILizzie?”
asked young Donald:

“I¢ I had wanted only stately halls, I
would have stayed in my father's
house,” answered Lirzie Lindsay.

““Would you loye me well enough to be
willing to sweep the floor of my house
and milk my kine, Liszzie?’ persisted
Dgnald.

“Truly I would,” answered Lizsie. “I
do not like to be idle, and it would not

have bothered me .at all.”
Soon the stopped, and the

“SHIPWRECK ON BASS RIPS *|.

gndemom sprang out and opened the
oor

or,

‘“Why, there’s never a house at all
here!” cried Llzzie. ‘‘Bee you, Donal
there's only the wild moorland,” an
looked wildly after the carriage, which
h rolled away.

-t k not after the ¢ le,”
said Donald, ﬁanuy.
I have nmone like it, I hired it for a lit-
tle way, but the remainder of the dis-
tance we'll have to go on foot.”

Tdzzie sald never a word, but smiled
sweetly and tuckéd up her shimmering
gown, and away over the moorland
walked beside her husband The
way was rough, the hillg fugh, the for-
ests gloomy and dark; and at-length she

‘turned and said to Donald, “Shall we

Boon be at home?

“We're not come halfway,” sald
Donald, and they tru %ud on until at
length Donald cried, ‘““We are home at
last, my dear bride! and, putting his
arm around her shoulders, led her into
a humble cottage. It was a very poor
little place; the windows were small and
the light scarcely came through them.

arriage, Lizs! i
“It’s not mine, ana . 8sked Lizzie.

An old shepherd sat by the doorway.

“I've come back at last, father,” sald
Donald, and the old mian rose slowly
and laid his hand on the young man’s
head. ‘“You are welcome, very wel-
‘come, my boy,” he sald. ‘“You've been
gone a long time.””

“But I've come back at last, father,”
sald Donald, “and I've brought with me
the fairest mald in all Edinboro town.”

“She is fair,” said the old shepherd,
“but will ghe help the goodwife about
the house? Our maids are not clad in
silk, and they have never seen pearls
stch as’ she wears.”

“‘She wil] help the goodwife,” laughed
Donald; “and the fine gown is but her
wedding robe. Before long she will have
learnt how to spin and weave her own
gowns.”

“She is weldome, then,” cried the good-
wife, coming forward, ‘“and know you
that Donald is the best son ever a
womean had, and I wist has picked out
a bonny wife who will be a daughter
to his old mother. The hut is small,
but for that we'll all the better agree,
since there are only three rooms.”

“Are .you grieved that you have come
to dwell in the three tiny rooms?”
asked Donald, tenderly. Then Lizzie
answered: .

“My father's house hath many wide
rooms, and had I wanted nothing but
stately rooms, I had not left,my father's
house, to fare forth to the highlands
with my Donald.”

Then the goodwife brought out ocurds
and whey and poured it into wooden
bowls and gave each of the family a
little wooden spoon.

“Oh, but Donald was the bonny lad
when he used to come in from the castle
to see me,” cried the goodwife, looking
with tear-dimmed eyes at Donald,

“Ahem! You mean when I came in
from feeding the kine, mother,” sald
Donald.

Boon the velvety darkness came down

upon the land, and as there were no oan-
dles in the little cottage, they began to
think about bed. The goodman and
his wife always went to bed with the
eun.
“Mother shall ,make you a bed of
sweet hay and rushes, and I'll warrant
you'll sleep sounder on it than on any
fine linen in Edinboro town,” said Don-
ald. G

Barly next morning the goodwife
called:

‘“Ldzzie, IAzzie, come get up, day
is far spent. The sun is looki ver
the hilltop. There's the milking to do
and the floors to sweep and all the house
is full of work to be done by strong
young hands.”

8o Lizzle rose and went out to tho
milking shed. “I do not know how to
milk,” saild Liszle to the goodman. ‘“The
ladieg I know never milk.”

So the goodman showed her how to
milk; but the cows were not used to her
ubskilled hands and grew so ‘restless
under her touch that he soon had to
milk them himself.

“There’s all the milk to skim,” said
the goodwife, ‘‘and go you into the cel-
lar, Lizzle, with the skimmer and the
bowl and bring up the cream to make
the butter.” -

So Lizzie went into the cellar and con-
trived to get some cream into her wood-
en bowl

“Where iz Donald?”’ she asked of the
sog‘dwite when she had come upstairs

again.
“Off on the hills,” answered the good-
wife, carelessly. -

“And when will he come home?”

““Mayhap not till night,”” sald the good-
wife. “The goodman is old, and there’s
much to be done before the shearing.
Now do you sweep the floor.”

‘“But the ladles in Edinboro do not
sweep the floor and I do not know how
to sweep,” said Lizzie. ‘Wil you show
me how to do it?”

“Do you wish you were back in Edin-
boro town?’ asked the .goodwife

But the little bride threw back her
head and spoke up right bravely, “I'd
rather sweep all the days of my life
than be back in my father’'s fine house
without Donald!” So she swept the
floor as best she could and fed the pig
and churned the cream and worked and
salted the little pats of butter that were

to be sent up to the castle.

When Iate afternoon had come the
goodwife tried to show Her how to spin.
8he struggled and struggled, but the
thread tangled and the wheel persisted
in going the wrong way Now, Lizzie
Lindsay had never in all her life done
s0 much work before as she had done
on this day. d

‘Had you rather be in Edinboro town,
where the fine ladies neither spin nor
weave?’ asked the goodwife.

‘Nay, I had rather be where Donald
is,” said the drooping little bride a trifie
wearily. ‘“Why doés he not come?”

Strange to say, there was a rustie be-
hind her, and there was Donald, look-
ing not at all as though he had done a
hard day’s work,

‘“Lizzie,” he said, “let us go and take
a little stroll. Here’s a bundle of $our
nicest clothes. Put on the finest gown
you have, and 100k your very best, and
we'll go for a walk.”

So Lizzie put on her pretty little satin
shoes and her finest, richest gown, and
she and her Donald walked out into the
glow of the afternoon sun.

your father’s house, my Lizzle,” said

Donald; “do you wish you were back in

Edmnboro town?” :

“I had rather stay in the cottage all
my life long,’” said Lizzie clearly, ‘“than
be back in Edinboro town away from
you, Donald,” & .

Then they walked down the lane all
bordered with. wild roses. . When they
had come to the end, there stood a car-
rlage more, beautiful than the one In
which they. had begun their journey.
They rode a little way, and finally came
to a majestic castle that rose in al] its
splendor before -them. - From  every
tower banners floated, and every turret
was decerated-as’ though in honor of
expected guests.,; From the doorway
came sounds of the sweetest music that
was ever heard. A silver chime of bells
floated on the air,

“What can it be?” cried Liszie Lind-
say, breathlessly.

‘“Let us to the porter's lodge and see,”
said Donald. But when they had come
to the gateg of the lordly castle the por-
ter threw them open wide, crylng:

‘“Welcome home, W
come, Lord Donald!”

Pretty children deluged their carriage
with flowers. And when they had come
to the hall of the castle a fine lady
wearing velvet and many jewels came
to Lizzle and gave her the keys of the

castle, saying:

“My daughter, you are the lady of the
castle now. All that you ses {s yours.”

t was late that night when Lizzie
Lindsay went #to gales of laughter and
sald to her husband: _

'i‘;)onald, t" you vnnt gn;m:' to leaﬁn to
spin yarn for your s , you'll go
barefoot for a year. And, Donald, hav
you forgotten
about that dear old nurse of yours who
married a shepherd? ‘And, Donald, my
little sister heard every word False
Gregory said to,you the night before
the wedding!” :

y Lizzie! Wel-

e
at you once told me all

HOW MR. COON LOST HIS MITTENS

| NE  wintry day &
Coon came run-
ning through the
foxest. He was
very much an-
noyed by the
fleas that kept
biting his Dback,
where he could
not reach them.
“You will come
off yet!" he cried
furiously, and
rubbed back

pests Dbite

. oF,
At last he came to a small log hut in
the forest, and he was s0 wi that

he walked in and sat down by the fire- .

‘*What do you want?’ asked the old
woman who owned the hut; and the
Coon. made answer:

“I am greatly annoyed, A number of
fleas are biting my back and I cannot
fot them off. If you will remove them
or me, I will give you my warm fur
mitténs,’

Now, the 0ld woman who lived in the
poor lttle log hut was very poor in-
deed and she had a great number of
children. The eldest was just able to
help her a little, while t youngest
wn.{;&m toddling about. 80 she thought:

- relieve Coon, I will be able
to trade his mittens for good food and
my will not be so hungry.™
And she struck the bargain with the
Coon. ' J
Now the Coon was as big as a good-
sized dog In those days, ft‘ the old
woman's task was not a light or easy
one. - But at Jast she had finished, and
the Coon gave her his fur mittens and
started on his jourmey. He hn? ‘t{ﬁe

n °

numbaed.

“What & fool I was to give awe;
mittenst’’ ¢ ht the ““a for
so little) - trotted along as beat
he could;. -but finally a lund the
cold no lhﬁ. and he palded to
the log hut in the forest, There sat the
old woman by the fire, just as before.

my

“What do you want now?" she asked,

“It is too cold to go without my mit-
tens,” said the Coon, ‘“se I have come
back for them.’ &

“Why, your mittens have been traded
for good food for my children,” cried
the old woman.

You can imagine how cross the Coon
was when he heard this, but he slunk
away, saying to himself:

—

e\ )
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e
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“I shall watch my chance, and when
she goes out I will enter the hut and
find my mittens!” And he crouched
low and hid in the forest.
Next day the old woman thought the
n would be far away, 50
po o gy g - aii !Mdedo‘;mon‘ the
ones, 8 disappear
ti P &: ?oon urggt up to the door
and went in,
The children were very much fright-

she left.
ttle

ened when they saw him, and they all
ran out and hid in the forest—all, that
is, save the youngest, who crept under
a wooden 'bowl and was sflent.

The Coon looked in every possible
place for his mittens, and he couldn't
find them. This put him into a tem-
g“e’r and at ]ast he came upon the baby.

dfn‘ under the bowl.

“Where are my mittens?” he oried;
but the baby coul not answer, for he
was too young to talk.. ‘Tell me at
once where the mittens are,” “he cried
and bit the baby’s cheek.

Of course, the baby crisd loudly, and
the Coon ran away in‘a_ hurry when
he heard the yelis, for he cted
that the mother would hear the E:
noise and come hurrying home.
knew that would know at  once
who had bitten her baby's cheek,

True enough, as soon as the mother
heard her baby crg, she came running
and at once saw the bite on his cheek.

“Who has hurt my baby? sbe cried;
anddth: child told lher as well as he
‘coul making signs.

“1 will punish the Coon,” cried the
mother, and ran off 1y hmm
forest and cut some iong = ..
After she had traveled a long, long
wdy, she found the Coon asleep. At
once she started to beat him; and ®o
hard were her strokes that she raised
great welts—blue-and-black stripes; and
with every stroke Coon grew
sma and smaller he was very
emall indeed. Then the old woman oried:

“You will always carry the marks of
this beating, and none of your family
ghall ever grow larger than you are
at this minute!’

And the Coon has been small and
hes borne the marks of that beating

ulifroge down in the
S e ial “whe ‘the itier.
out to see Ww! was
and al] the animals in the wood joln.d
them and lool on.
After the old woman had gone, the
ooy oo SmERy 5 e oS
ey on au n s
aggravating fashion and splashed
into the swamp, far out Of reach.
foe Dt hovine i end e
and howling a b
wgo had nmr‘ from them

" A BRAVE'LITTLE LAD OF

THE CRUSZ DES *

AR was ablaze in

Tripolis and on

the Jordan, Twice

ten thousand

spears were led

by the sons of

Ortok. All the

cities of the plain

were given up to

plllage and prey.

They were mad

with the fever of

their vow to,

wrest from the

Franks their grip

on the land and

plant the hated

crescent on the

walls of the Holy

City. Their black terngs dotted the

gentle slope of Olivet of sacred mem-
ory.

“Allah 11 Allah!”’ was the never-ceas-
ing cry. “Death to the ranks of the
Christians! Let knights and priests sat-
isfy the thirst of Islam’'s sword!™

Within the gates of the Holy City all
was terror and dismay. Small wonder,
for the knights therein were few, the
walls weak, thelr leader and king far
away. Baldwin had 4aken his armed
and galiant fighting men to. congquer
Ascalon. There was small hope of help
coming to the beleaguered city, with
every approach guarded by a Moslem
spear. The low walling of women min-
gled with . the prayer of priest .as the
first gleam of Easter dawn broke dark-
ly over Hebron.

Within the Normsn towers, the dwell-
ing place of the Latin kings, the hoy
prince Almeric brooded and fretted with
bowed head., His ears caught the sound
of the footsteps of armed men hasten-
ing to man the city wall, he heard the
warlike call of the tocsin, and he al-
most envied the little boys who were
emall enough. to weep. He stepped to
the window. and drew away the rich
and heavy hangings sp that he had ‘an
unobstructed view of Olivet, Plainly-in
his ears gpounded. the measure of .the

strange - Moslem music. . - Everywhere
swarmed the turbaned foemen.

“Full soon,” sald the Ilttie prince,
“full soon will the strife e round
St. Stephen’s gate. 1 soon Jerusalem
will learn the depth of Moslem hatred!™
He turned sadly away, his hand drop-

beavily from. the curtain.
vé minutes he was speeding
across the palace yard, brushing against
the walling women goi to pray be-
fore the Setgulchu. lips = were
essed together with the intensity of

s purpose; but they parted as he sped
to let out a little 'obbing prayer.

‘“Mother Mary! Thou whose n this
day conguered the grave of old, send
us aid; help us to overthrow the infidel!
So shall thy name be glorified. 1 vow

thee my cloak—nay, my falcon amdi} |

to
its bell—if thou wilt but spoil the plans
of the jnfidel by my means!”
He stopped short, for there at his feet
shone 2 orimson flower—sur a pledge.
e stooped and looked into.its flaming
heart; ‘then reverently he t the
! biossom in his doublet as an
amulet. e he sped Gown the tower
stairs and sought the lowest pestern,
which he knew gave access to a secret
Stoo In{olow and . stumbll
step E. und his into
windings. He pai
listening to his own lal
the only sound in that
place. e
the return of breath supply, eaca
moment an el in the eerie dark-
ness, untili he saw the weloome day-
light shine ahead, and knew that he
come to Olivet z
Without all the Haster was heavy
with ' the sound of the el warcry,
as it was. wafted from the fray that
paged about St. Stephen’s gate.
Cautiously the boy ventupred out. His
was too great a mission to needlensg'
risk his life. He must'pot die until
he had played his>part as a little war-

ts gloomy

at evargppu |

rior of thc “(mg. Then up the mount hf
the ‘windi. 'y paths he had so of :A
climbed in blay, Softly, with a catiik@
tread, he :'eals past rock and brake
past tent :ter tent.

There! TIi. hag found 'it at last -th®
war torch ‘he Moslems hadjsent b
swift runner; from tribe to!tribe (»'
raise up the I'ost of spears now leve §
against the Christlans by the gn
Swiftly Almer:: caught it up and fanu-§
{ts smoldering end until it had agr 3
burst into flar e, Then with an exulls
ant cry, the ] tle Norman prince szt
the Moslems’ | nts ablaze, with the
fleetness of a 4t r darting from tent to
tent, marking h!: path with flame and
fire until, his m. sion accomplished, he
dashed back to : e secret entrance of
the' passageway .: fast as his Wweary
feet would take nini.

He had gained the posternway despite
his weariness ere the. startled cry of
the Moglems, seeing their camp ablaze,
burst on his ear.

‘““What traito®s hand hath done this
dastardly deed? Back, back!” they

cried, and stricken with panicrand fear |

swayed up the slope of Olivet .in g live
ing stream. Then every knight who
could wield a lance streamed through
B8t. Stephen’s gate. " All the Easter air
was fllled with well and battle cry.

“Beauseant!” rang out the Temple
Knights.

“Christus!
ply.

Then mingled the bows'ring’s snap

Christus!” St John's re-

and twang, the whir of the lance and
the clash of steel upon steel as the hot
pursuers followed close upon the path
of the fi g foa. \

In the 1d rout, their camp de-
stroyed, the. swarthy Moslems scattered
wide—never more to ride in the holy
Wars.

And Almeric was-happy, for his boy-
ish hand, by the help of Our Lady, had
routed the Moslem hordes. Ams while
still oldtime chiv: in knightly
burned, long after the st crusad
sheathed his sword and turned his
to the west, after the

sung in Syrian lands and knights and

yeomen,
fight o
little
brance as each
“thletheﬂ%:gtesu ledge
people t r Lady's
Almeric—the flower with hea:r? of flame.

rince and serf,. gave up: the

e Crose, this brave deed -of
orman Almeric found remem-
BEaster dawwed, and

&
£

. HOW
% CAME

owned, with-the exceptign of his

LITTLE BOY BLUE

HOME =

-doing. Villages were funny places, he

Emrrmmn-m: Little Boy Blue: - pigs and his dear flock of sheep Were

diapoaition, which was sun color,
was as biue as blue could De. His eyes
were ;the exact shade of coriificwers,
and-his livtle jecket was Mlue, and his
wee trousers were bius, and his shady
bat was blue as blme ‘could be.

One day Little Boy Biue's mother
sald to him: “You're going away to
visit, Little Boy Blue! What do you
think of that? You're golng to visit
your Aunt Miranda, who lives in a vil-
lage. You've never been in a village,
and you're grown old.enough and big
enough now to sse one for the first
time."”

“Do they have cows in villages?"
asked Little Boy-Blue, looking ot over
the meadows,

“No,” sald Mother; “they haven't any
eolw-." ulnea pigs,

'Icunyhor-u.wnnygﬂ nnlghod

eyes and a

have—er—chickens, I
, hastily. A'xvx&i
ever 80 many ‘that
to_see, Boy Blue.”

Blue remembered dimly all
"of which -Aunt Miranda had
stories when she had sta

a visit a gw re
that she ﬂm -quite

near his home; and s0 he made up his
mind to gm have a good time In the

lage. his mother ked all his
little blue things mnmgt.;‘ in_a little
bag, and she and Little B

qut to wvisit Aunt who lived in
the Little Boy Blue felt quite
badly at leaving his sheep, of course,
and sald “Go:swt'hto t! ems: g;';;t
many ey were unin-

terested that m he gave up tryin
to make them under that he woul
not see them for haps & whole week,
e 5

nd w -

mother Jlsft him
to return to her
‘was to stay

Blue's

tears
watched her of
“his  little Dblue dkerchief
v

ey Bivs B, . amegimer and. 5
e WO 80
she did to day with

tha would not
have so

ﬂtl
to
no 1 the

Boy

thought, and very unamusing. There
were Do nicé ripe apples to eat, no
beautiful: roses-to pull. He didenot like
them, e

Then one morning Little :Boy Blue
awoke to find the sun, just the color of
his disposition, streaming all over his
bed and shining on his little hlue
rompers. He sat up and hugged his
knees and thought.of home.

By and by he jumped out of bed,
dressed quickly and went downstalrs to
breakfast. He- chattered away happily
to Aunt Miranda and ate his breakfast
quickly. Then he went up and put his
arms around Aunt Miranda’'s neck and,

kissed her, for Little Boy Blue was go-
he wanted her to know

and his dear dog and his sheep.

S0 he took the lttle horn which he
always carried with him. from its peg in
his room and went out of the garden
g‘antz gind Iatched it very carefully be-

m,
Dinpertime came—and no hungry Lit-
tle Boy Blue to eat it
‘“Where's Little Boy Blue?’ sald Aunt

Miranda.
“I'll call him,” sald Uncle Josiah,
But.he called and he called and he
called, and still no Little Boy Blue came
running d the street.

own -
“Where's Little Boy Blue?” every one
asked every one else. Nobody knew,
Poor Little qu. Blue! The sun_ was
very hot as he mped along the dusty
roads. He had got Fp quite early, and
when he thought of the ocool shadows

cows stood knee-deep in the brook and
the sheep lay about in yvooltlae
bunches, like cool clouds,” Li

Blue grew very dpowsy indeed.

It was sunset when he reached the
cool meadow of his own
worn out was he that he had not coure
age to go straight home and see hig
mother. Instead, crawled wearily
over the fence and laid down in ;:
shadow of ;h1 haystack. There he
fast aslesp, with his horn beside hi

And that's where they !ollind him.
Uncle Josiah and Aunt Miranda sus-

ctad at once that he was homedc’
?:r 8 woolly sheep and that he woul
go mee them first.

“Dear Lijttle Boy Blue, unfer the hay-
stack, fast aslepp,” said Mother, as nm
picked him up her arms. ‘“You sha
never leave homa n!

And Little Boy ue never dld—

. at least, unt{l he was a big man
wouldn’t get homodqx.

Who declared the show wag the
S8est and best he had ever seen, and

k J’M:r:mor Bell, and others.
G;o:"l'v—w rv‘l-‘red R. Stone of the King
;Fl"epf“‘ ill had spread himself in
g nn;;lqmr‘*me of - the -ntost eldborate
v ° ¢ver served at the hotel. The
Rusi, ‘torge orchestra . furnished the
eer;,{l‘pd thg banqueters stood and
. “..!:\,pnrtla‘lly for “God Save the
the Star Spangled Banner,”
Maple Leaf WForever,” and
Champagne - toasts  weref

LT to T

Duke and Duchess ,of Connaught,
to themanagers of the Stompede, Maj-
or Jeffery acted as toastmaster, whilg

Manager Célladay off thie Mount Royal
hotel at Banff acted “AS 'general dir-
ector. of fun-and poetry. )

pressidn of the appreciation of Mana-
ger Bell’s hospitality by all present. i

leir Royal Highnesses, the ing:

The festivities closed with an ex.

Those Who Were Present. :
‘TPhose prégent’ imcluded ‘the follow-

Tem Gibson,
Medicine’ Hat;
Curtain,
Hat;
C. McMullen, Calgary; O. K. Lawrence
Sulphur,
New Mexico; Guy. Weadick, Calgary;
Florence
MdGanechy,
Elberta McdMullen, Calgary; Miss Dol-
ly Mulling, Eagle, New Mexico; Frank
Parker, High River, Alta.; H. J. Webb,
Princess Patricia,

Calgary;
Add Bradshaw, Mc-
Okla; . Goodday, Med'cing
W. . Day, Medicing Hat; H.
Okla,; John. Mulling, Eagle,
Calgary; Blanche
Okla.;

LaDue,
Muskogee,

to. the ladies, and

A. P. Day,|Wheatland, Wyo.; Ray Overlees, Okla;
Henry Gramnmer, Kaw 'City, Okla.; Jo¢
Bartels,
Leod, Gonzales, Texas;
Sierra Blanco, Texas;

Calgary; Mrs. E, J. Gordean, Calgary;
Manager )
George hotel; Mrs. Charles Bell; Man-
Miss|ager
hotel, Banff; H. ¥. Burmester, Midna-
pore Gagzette; Major John B. Jeffery,
U. 8.3 Chester A. Bloom, The Mornirg
Albertan, ;

Tex Mg«
Joe Gardner,
BE. J. Gordean,

Bartelsville, Okila.;

Charles Bell of the King

George Colladay, Mount Royal

GANARIES PLAY BIG PART IN

play an important part in mine rescue
work was proven for the firet time to
the United States government in Its

RESCUE WORK

That canary birds are destined to

rescue wérk at the Cross Mountain
mine explosion at Briceville, Tenn., in
which 89 miiners were killed.
Government rescue men, equipped
with. the new oxygen-making ma-
chines strapped to their back and pro-
tected with hoses leading .into their
mouths, entered the mine depths with
several dozem eanary birds in cages
and a squed of unmaskeéd volunteer
rescuers, ‘The birds were watched
closely as the party moved further into

the tunnels of, the mine,

As long as the birds remalned
cheerful and hopped about in their
cages it was known that all was well
with the surrounding atmosphere, but
suddenly when the birds began to
drop and gasp for breath it was
realized that the traces of the deadly
“after damp"” were present,  and the
unmasked volunteer rescuers with no
oxygen equipment had reached the
place for them to stop, for no ane but

the men with theé oxygen machines

could penetrate into the deathdealing
atmosphere beyond,
Land More Marines at Nicaragua
San Juan Del Sur, Sept. 8—Fiity
American marines reached Managua
today. . Rear Admiral Southerland,
commander-in-chief of the United

States Pacific fleet, controls the situd- .

tion. American naval contingents are
garrisoning the principal towns along
the railroad. The rebels have sus-
pended operations.
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