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ENGLAND, TO RETE
Been Connected With the 

London Police Force fjor 
Thirty-Four Years

grought About Change of Pol
icy in Scotland Yard in Its 

Attitude Towards Press
, ONDOX, Sept. 8.—The William X 

Burns of England ia to retire and 
Lj Scotland Yard, world famed for Its 
Afterlives. Is wondering how it will fill 
fh; place of one of the most famous 
Investigators of crime it has ever pro- 
iht'red For thirty-four years Frank 
i„es't has been a detective and nearry 
n hat time has been connected with 

îi. criminal investigation department 
‘5 the metropolitan police force. Nine 
fears ago his retirement was due. but 
TfcoulS "ft be spared, and it is pro-b- 
ïhle he would not now be leaving his 

were It not for trouble he has 
been having with his eyesdght re-

“proest differs as widely from the tra- 
AHional detective of fiction as do his 
American co-laborers, the Pinkertons 
AT fiurnses. He is of Scandinavian ex- 
•^.Mon and one of his most attractive 
rall ies is his unfailing geniality 
iuh,-h no worry can break through. He 
Ta big man Physically, with a build 
Wt suggests the tenacity of the bull- 
Z* but in addition to being a born 
fighter, Frank Freest is a diplomat as

w It was he who brought about' one of 
the greatest reforms at “The Yard ’ by 
breaking 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- 
Dly vindicated by the accuracy whicfh 
characterized all the newspaper stories. 
The first day the story of the crime 
was published he wrote for the press a 
complete summary of the details so far
as known. . _

Freest 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 
Bonths and was given tbe thanks of 
the American government for his work 
in convicting William Lord Moore* for 
using the United States mails for fraud
ulent purposes. Moore's method was to 
write to credulcus people lit 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 
Freest 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 
servants who, it developed, tried to 
cloak their crime by showing the gems 
were taken by burglars. Freest dis
covered this in time to be able to re
turn the jewels -before they had been 
separated and lost.

Altogether Freest has either direct
ly or indirectly been concerned In thé 
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 satisfaction,”7 was 
his reply. “Kuhn came from Primrose 
City, Wis. He had murdered five or 

I six of his comrades and had dropped 
their bodies into 'a creek. The crlfc,® 
was brought to light by a boy who, 
while fishing, brought up a body on the 
hook.

Kicked a Prisoner on the Chin. 
went on board-at 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. yvhlle he was sitting opposite 
with ])is 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 mer to throw myself upon him, 
io I brought my foot up under his chin, 

made him sit up straight

A BRAVE LITTLS LAD OF 
THE CRUS/DES ,4 -

BUBBLES Donald McDonald’s Bride
to be sent up to the castle.

When late afternoon had come the 
good wife tried to show her how to spin. 
She struggled and struggled, but the 
thread tangled and the wheel persisted 
In going the wrong way. Now, Llszle 
Lindsay had never in all her life done 
so much work before as she had done 
on this day.

“Had you rather be in Bdtnboro 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 trifle 
wearily. “Why does he not come?”

Strange to say, there was a rustle 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 your 
nicest clothes. Put on the finest gown 
you have, and look 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.

“The cottage is not like the halls of

OST beautiful 
among all the 
beautiful women,, 
in their diamonds 
and pearls and

0GILV1ES AR was ablaze in 
Tripoli» and on 
the Jordan. Twice 
ten thousand 

led 
sons off

 cities of the plain 

were given up to

They were mad 
with the fever of

Franks their grip

walls of the Holy 
City. Their black tents 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, their leader and king far 
away. Baldwin had -taken his armed 
and gallant fighting men to conquer 
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 Norman towers, the dwell
ing place of the Latin kings, the tpy 
prinoe Almeric brooded and fretted with 
bowed head. His ears caught the sound 
of the footsteps of armed men hasten
ing to man the dty wall, he heard the 
warlike call of the tocsin, and he al
most envied the little boys who were 
small 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 sounded the measure of the 
strange Moslem music. Everywhere 
swarmed the turbaned foemen.

“Full soon,” said the little prinoe, 
“tall soon win the strife rage round 
St. Stephen's gate. Full soon Jerusalem 
will learn the depth of Moslem hatred!” 
He turned sadly away, his hand drop
ping heavily from the curtain.

Five minutes later he was speeding 
across the palace yard, brushing against 
the walling women going to pray be
fore the Sepulchre. His lips were 
pressed together with the intensity of 
his purpose; but they parted as he sped 
to let out a little throbbing prayer.

“Mother Mary! Thou whose Son this 
day conquered the grave of old, send

Rmwusocu
against the Christians by the ga i. 
Swiftly Aimer!i caught it up and farin' $ 
its smoldering end until it had agr $ 
burst into flax. e. Then with an exu‘.> 
ant cry, the tie Norman prince sat 
the Moslems’ \ mts ablaze, with the 
fteetness of a dt r darting from tent .to 
tent, marking h.' « path with flame and 
fire until, his mi. «don accomplished, he 
dashed back to ie secret entrance of 
the passageway iu; fast as his Veary 
feet would take him.

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

“What traitor's hand hath done this 
dastardly deed? Back, back!” they 
cried, and stricken with panic’and fear 
swayed up the slope of Olivet .in a liv
ing stream. Then every knight who 
could wield a lance streamed through 
St. Stephen’s gate. All the Easter air 
was filled with jsell and battle cry.

“Beauseant!” rang out t^e Temple 
Knights.

“Christus! Christus!” St. John’s re
ply-

Then mingled the bowstring's snap

[the contest, hut the $1,<XX>/ 
Lverage for five steers.
I Weir, of Monument, N. 
Gardiner, the swift rope 

[ Sierra Blanco, Texas, 
worthy foemen, but aided 
bb little steeldust sorrel 
erience of former years, 
d the southern, champion- 
stood out as a master 

est average time for five 
l-6vseconds, and! that of 

[ok second money, 50 2-5 
I Gardiner, third man, had 
f 54 3-5 seconds, 
k champion was knighted 
LFannie Sperry, of Mlt- 
defeated Miss Goldie St 
Timac, Okla., in- the cow- 
[ -bucking contest, Mies St.
! second- and Miss Bertha 
Phoenix, Ariz, capturing 
Sperry rode with hobbled 
te contest, but is a “slick” 
and one of the most dar- 
of the plains.

your rents and 
Bp lands and high- 

^ land castles she is
marrying, and 

S0 not yourself!”
“That is not true,” said 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 a castle or a 
peasant’s hut.”

False Gregory laughed sneerlngly. 
“Try her for but a day In a peasant's 
hut,” he cried, “and Til warrant you 
she'll In a few hours wish herself back 
In her father's house.”

After the wedding next day under the 
blue sky a fine 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 la a cottage, Lizzie?” 
asked young Donald.

“If I had wanted only stately halls, I 
would have stayed in my father’s 
house,” answered Lizzie Lindsay.

“Would you love me well enough to be 
willing to sweep the floor of my house 
and milk my kine, Lizzie?" persisted 
Donald.

“Truly I would,” answered Lizzie. “I 
do not like to be idle, and It would not 
have bothered me at all.”

Soon the carriage stopped, and the

[Andrew9 s 
Society
DNTHLY MEETING 
ke Society will be 
«Id within the 
[BUILDING, 9th Avw, 
fUESDAY FIRST,
L, at 8 O’clock P.M.
BROOMFIELD,

Hon. Secretary,

WATCH my bubbles one and two All the little moving things
And three and four, That run and play,

Bounce about the hanging Pay not the slightest heed to them 
awing rope Nor run away.

And the door.
Higher, higher they mount slowly 

To their doom, «
And they buret against the roses 

All abloom.

Oh, the world Is full of bubbles,
Songs and bees,

And the little winds sing shrilly 
In the trees;

With my soapsuds fclose beside me, 
Here I blow;

See the pretty colors shining 
High and low;

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

And my pleasant sport is over 
far the day.

KATHBBTNB FAITH. your father's house, my Llsxle," said . 
Donald; "do you wish you were back in 
Ed in boro town?"

“I had rather stay in tbe cottage all 
my life long,'' said Llssie clearly, “than 
be back in Edlnboro town away from 
you, Donald."

Then they walked down the lane all 
bordered with wild roaee. When they 
had come to the end, there stood a car
riage more beautiful than the one in 
which they, had begun their Journey. 
They rode a little way, and Anally came 
to a majestic castle that rose in all its 
splendor before them. From every 
tower banners floated, and every turret 
was decorated 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 bet" cried Ltssle Lind
say, breathlessly.

"Let us to the porter’s lodge and see," 
said Donald. But when they had oome 
to the gates of the lordly castle the por
ter threw them open wide, crying: •

“Welcome home, Lady Ltaaie! Wel
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 Lizzie and gave her the keys of the 
castle, saying;

"My daughter, you are the lady of the 
castle now. All that you see is yonre.”

It was late that night when Lizzie 
Lindsay went Bto gales of laughter and. 
said to her husband:

"Donald, If you wait for me to learn to 
spin yarn for your stockings, you'll go 
barefoot for a year. And, Donald, have 
you forgotten that you once told me all, 
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!”

SHIPWRECK ON BASS RIPS
—411 HIPS running aJofig 

the boast of Ntf(rr 
f England, 6 s p e-
/ ^ dally about the
V m liÆ1 island of Nan-
Xjflp. y/ 1 tucket, are obliged 

J to keep far out to 
-j sea, If they would

CrWÊÊÊÊJ avoid the dangers
of the sandy shoals 
that extend far 
out a-od cause 
many shipwrecks. 

fjpBi \\ Very often a ves- 
/ j ] sal runs aground,

f kÉIP«§ is- / and then the Ute- 
( savers of Coekata

QsMHBBKT steady themselves
for a long, hard 

BMâ y fight for the lives 
aboard. One gusty 

' winter’s day, when
the thermometer 

/ u^a registered 12 de-
^ grecs above zero, 

and an icy nor*h 
wind was sweep
ing the sea, Chase, 

keeper of the life-saving station, was 
gummoned to the lighthouse tole-

C
ne by a hasty, long-continued rlng- 

The keeper at Sankaty Head 
was on the line, informing Chase that 
during the night preceding, rockets 
kad been appearing off the coast As 
•con as daylight had come, the masts 
ff * Mhoonar on Bssa Rips had be?n 
flighted.

“Is she stlU ln sight?” asked Chase, 
^distinct, but she's there, all 

■kgftt' weis the answer.
T,Rlgh>o! We'll set off for her at

seen, and finally the rigging appeared. 
So low^had the schooner sunk .that the 
railing was nearly even with the water, 
and every Icy wave that rolled up from 
the sea passed over her and over the 
seven halt-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 doYfn with the fast-moving 
current toward the wreck. The eyes of 
every rower were on the face of the 
keeper, and his slightest motion was 
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 
a 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 line in so rapidly that there was 
every danger of swamping the lifeboat

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

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

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 a foghorn; 
now his mighty 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 
only hope of escape from the death they 
had been expecting every moment for 
more than fifteen hours, and in a mo
ment they had made the rope 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 line In the life 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.

N.y new, 7 rooms, 
electric light, good 
lëcta furnbtiô,-den 

•A very complete 
,pply to end twang, the whir of the lance and 

the clash of steel upon steel as the hot 
pursuers followed close upon the path 
of the fleqing foe. x

In the wild rout, their camp de
stroyed, the swarthy Moeiems 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. An* while 
still oldtime chivalry in knightly bosoms 
burned, long after the last crusader had

T DOOR

and that
again. He was. extradited to the states, 
where he got a life sentence.”

Of course, by the end of thirty-four 
years’ constant detective work the re
tiring superintendent of the “C.I.D.” ' 
has many wrinkles to impart for the 
■uccessful elucidation of crimes and 
mysteries. But they have to be coaxed 
out of him, for modesty is one of 
Freest’s main characteristics.
Sherlock Holme* Interesting Heading 

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

Oh! it would take a Yankee to an
swer that question. Probably one that 
I never knew 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, tiis reason 
for this was, "because the man with 
the pistol may miss you, but the man 
■with the knife never does.”

must be in The

HOW LITTLE BOY BLUE 
CAME HOME •

ie ner «ubuqou, j-7vuu.au. iuo
ugh, the hills high, the tor- 
and dark ; and at length she 
said to Donald, "Shall we

••day
irsday
rridaye
urday

ir the afternoon before t e pigs and his dear flock of sheep were 
doing. Villages were funny places, he 
thought, and very unamusing. There 
were no nice ripe apples to eat, no 
beautiful roses to pulL He dld«aet like

Then one morning Little -Boy Blue 
awoke to find the sun, just tbe color of 
hie disposition, streaming all over his 
bed and shining on his little blue 
rompers. He sat up and hugged hia 
lrnnn thought-of homo.

By and by he Jumped out of bed, 
dressed quickly and went downstair, te 
breakfast. He chattered away happily 
to Aunt Miranda and ate hie breakfast 
quickly. Then he went up and put hi, 
arms azouud Aunt Miranda's neck and 
kissed her, for Little Boy Blue wsa so
in, home, and he wanted her to know 
that he loved her, even though he .didn't 
feel that he could spend another day 
away from his mother and his brother 
and bis dear dog and bis aheep.

So he took the little horn which he 
always carried with him from its peg in 
his room and went out of the garden 
gate and latched it very carefully be
hind him.

Dinnertime came—end no hungry Lit
tle Boy Blue to eat it.

"Where's Little Boy Blue7" said Aunt 
Miranda.

"I'll call him," said uncle Jostah.
But - he celled and he called and he 

, called, and still no Little Boy Blue came 
running down the village street.

"Where's Little Boy Bluer' every one 
i asked every one else. Nobody knew. 
i Poor Little Boy Blue! The sun was 

very hot as he tramped along the dusty 
roads. He had got up quite early, and 

i when he thought of the cool shadows 
in the meadows at home, where the 
cows stood knee-deep in the brook and 
the sheep lay about In woolly little 

• bunches, like cool clouds, Little Boy 
Blue grew very drowsy indeed.

It was sunset when he reached tbe 
cool meadow of hie own home, and SO 
worn out was he that he had not cour
age to go straight home and see htt 
mother. Instead, he crawled wearily 
over the fence and laid down le the 

, shadow of pie haystack. There he te* 
. feet asleep, with his horn beside him.

And that's where they found him. For 
■ uncle Joslah and Aunt Miranda sus

pected at once that be was homesick

EVERYTHING that Little Boy Blue 
owned, with-the exception of hie 
disposition, which was sun color, 

was as blue as blue could be. BBS eyes 
were : the exact Shade of cornflowers, 
an* hie little Jacket was Mus, and his 
wee trousers were bias, and his shady 
hat was blue as blae could be.

One day Little Boy Blue's mother 
■aid to Mm: "You're going away to 
visit. Little Boy Bluet What do you 
think of that? You're going 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 ase one for the first 
time."

"Do they have cows In rfflages?' 
asked Little Boy- Blue, looking out over 
the meadows.

"No," said Mother; "they haven’t any 
cows."

“Nor any horses, nor any guinea pigs, 
nor sheeps, nor—anything? ’ finished

HOW MR. COON LOST HIS MITTENS•nee. By the way, ask the keeper to 
•end any tug that may be in port to
ward Bass Rips. The vessel herself 
may want a'tug, and at all events, we 
Who have launched to her assistance 
Will seed a tug to pull us back.”

In the counts of a few moments the 
■Te sa vers had run out the lifeboat and

UISE "What do you want now?” she asked.
"It Is too cold to go without my mit

tens," said the Coon, 'ho 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:

D
NB wintry day a 

Coon came run
ning through the 
forest He was

____________very much an-
noyed by the 

jjuejham&g) fleas that kept
z-y biting hie beck,

VH^DgDS’Ve Where be could
’ÜPSmiHnJ not roach them. 

§Es8jg@™x “You will come 
off yet!" he cried 

'Vmfaf furiously, and
rubbed bis back 

flew J3 against the tree
JT Æk trunks ; but all bis
T / W efforts only seero-
y * ed to make the

JP h^rS pe8ta bite
At last he earns to a small log hut In 

tbe forest, and he was so weary that 
he walked In and sat down by the fire
side.

"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 
get them off. If you will remove them 
for me, I will give you my warm furmlHÀne "

MERCHANTS OF CALGARYCoast (Continued from Page 1)

«owboy life in Texas .and said that 
ke had been at roping all his life, al
though had never taken many 
Prizes, -but he had learned to ap
preciate a good rider.

“And I don't mean by that," went 
on the speaker, “that I Just like to 
Re a man thrown off, but I like to 
•te a good man ride a good horse. I 
Vant to see him ride the horse and I 
*ant to see the horse buck—get right 
tp in the air. Another thing I like to 
tee In the boys is how they disregard 
danger and go right through 'with 
*hat they have to do whether they 
‘re hurt or not. When a fellqw is 

.half killed, I want to see Him get right 
“P and go_through with what he has 

’ ttarted to do. That's what the Hfe 
i of a cowboy teaches lilm—that no 

*ho was thrown off and hurt. They 
i ‘a going to do what you want to do 
iWcther It hurts or not. Just like 
I ™‘t fellow out there this afternoon 
[aho was hrown off and hurt. They 
I «ought the ambulance around but he 
i “'d he wouldn't get In that 'dead- 
t but climbed on his horse ag&ln.

y°n know that half our boys out 
I fret hurts and bruises that
I have' made the average man
l jfedd all his time hunting liniments 
EJJd poultices But these boys are

EUS 110 BERTH <S /V
ne neaca me wr ne -
that the mother would hear the baby*» 
noise and come hurrying home. He 
knew that she would know at once 
who had bitten her baby’s cheek.

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

"Who has hurt my baby?" she cried: 
and tbe child told her as well as he 
'could by making signs.

“I will punish the Coon," cried the 
mother, and ran off eagerly into the 
forest and cut some long switches. 
After she had traveled a long, long 
wtfy, she found the Coon asleep. At 
once she started to beat him; and so 
hard were her strokes that she raised 
great welta—blue-and-blaek stripes; and 
with .every stroke the Coon grew 
smalWr and smaller until he was very 
small Indeed. Then the old woman cried:

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

And the Coon has been small and 
has borne the marks of that beating 
to this very day. . .

Now all thebullfrogs down In the 
swampy lake heard the noise and peer-

nor sheeps, nor—anything? finished 
Boy Blue, with despair in his eyes and a 
quivering lip.

"Why, yee: they have—«^-chickens, I 
believe," said Mother, hMtUy. “And. 
oh, ever so many things that you will 
want to see. Boy Blue/'

Now, Soy Blue remembered dimly all 
the things of which Aunt Miranda had 
told him stories when she had stayed 
with them for a visit a few yea in be
fore, and ke knew that she lived quite 
near Ms home; and so he made up his 
mind to go and have a good time In the 
village. So Ms mother packed all hie 
little blue things carefully In a little 
bag, and aha and Little Boy Blue set 
out to visit Aunt Miranda, who lived in 
the village. Little Boy Blue felt quite 
badly at leaving hie sheep, of course, 
and said “Ooodby" to them a great 
many times. But they were so unin
terested that at last he gave up trying 
to make them understand that he wou»d 
not see them for perhaps a whole week,

PRINCE RUPERT”
Ince Rupert, Massett 

lirsdays—Midnight

Passenger Agent.

mittens."
Now, the old woman who lived in the 

poor little log hut was very poor in
deed and she had a great number of 
children. The eldest was lust able to 
help her a little, while the youngest 
was still toddling about. Bo she thought:

"If I relieve the Coon. I will be able 
to trade hi» mittens for good food and 
my children will not be so hungry." 
And she struck the bargain with the 
Coon. <

Now the Coon was as Mg as a good- 
sized dog In those days, and the old 
woman's task wai not a light or easy 
one. But at last she had finished, and 
the Coon gave her hie fur mittens and 
started on his Journey. He had gone 
only a short way, however, in the 
biting cold before bis paws became 
numbed.

"Whet a fool I was to give away my 
mittens!" thought the Coon, "and for 
so little!" fie trotted along as best 
he could, but finally could Stand tbe 
cold no linger, and he padded back to 
the log hut In the forest. There set the 
eld woman by the fir*, Just as before.

ore

•ere reedy for the perilous 
■sell one of them knew w: 
dangers of a trip before the 
♦ind whistling across Nantncka. 
foreboded, but not a man of them re
fused or even held back. Arma find 
Muscles were strained to tbe utmost

B
mlle after mile they rowed to Base 
pa, ten miles out. There was not a 
vassal In sight, and for a time It was 
feared that she bad sunk'or had drifted 
beyond to the Bee* and Crown-the 
most dangerous sherds 0f all those

it the

"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 
Coon would be far away, so she left 
the houee to find food for her little 
ones. As she disappeared among the 
trees, the Coon crept up to the door 
and went In. _ _ . .

The children wets very much f»1*h*-

for hie woolly sheep and that he wouli
go see them first. __

"Dear Little Boy Bine, under the hay 
stack, fast asleep," said Mother, as oh 
picked him up in her arms. "You staal 
never leave home ejmlnl"

And Little Boy Blue never did—nqj 
at least, until he was a Mg man W*

knew thatNorw, Aunt
Bag Blue w 
•be did her 
work and pi 
have eo mu
wet* no lltoind EASTERN ie Coon, to thlt 

i the vll 
te play
og and* hüT baby ' wouldn't get bomeslc^t.

Boy Blue knew 
wandered aboutNantucket. so he warn 

wandered <at last the tipsling lamps m upper 
:rs. Smooth roadbed,

CANARIES PLAY BIG PART IN rescue work at the Cross Mountain 
mine explosion at tirlcevllle, Tenn., In 
which 89 miners 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 dozen canary birds In cages 
and a squdti of unmasked volunteer 
rescuers. The birds were watched 
cloaelr at the party moved further into

the tunnels ot, the mine.
As long as the birds remained 

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 one but 
the men with the oxygen machines

could penetrate into the deathdealing 
atmosphere beyond.rom

LL, Ltd. Land More Marines at Nicaragua
San Juan Del Sur, Sept. 8—Fifty 

American marines reached Managua 
today. Rear Admiral Southerland, 
commander-in-chief of the United 
States Pacific fleet, controls the situa
tion. American naval contingents are 
garrisoning the principal towns along 
the railroad. The rebels have sus
pended operations.

Calgary, Alta.
That canary birds are destined to 

play an Important part In mine rescue 
Work was proven for the .fleet time to 
the United States government in Its
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