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THE GREA

(By John

Knights Templars representing Scot-
fand, England, Ireland, Canada and the
United States assembled in Chicago
last week. My estimation of the num-
bers of humanity, men, women and
children, with the numerous com-
manderies from the different states of |
the Union, and Canada, Scotland,|
England and Ireland, would be little
inside three-quarters of a million.

Chicago papers say 500,000. I would
safely say a few hundred thousand
more. There have been many large
gatherings in this city, but this of
Knights Templar surpasses and
eclipses them all.

Chicago is a fast growing and beau-
tiful city, and I predict ere many
years will not only be the largest and
leading city in the Union, but may, 1
go further and say, be the largest eity
in the world, because for miles north,
south and west, it is expanding rapid-
ly. The population is increasing rapid-
ly also. I will eliminate the east, as
Lake Michigan stops her land acreage,
but the people come from the east, as,
they do from the other three corners,
and when the multitudes kept surging
on to the-lake front, Michigan av'pnue,
on Tuesday morning early, to be sure
of seats in the grand stand, I tell you
it was a marvellous sight.

Michigan avenue, or the lake front,
it not what it was even fifteen years
ago; the magnificence of the costly
structures erected, and those being
erected. But on that day, Tuesday, the
9th of August, 1910, will be to thou-
sands, nay, more, millions, a day
memorable. We forgot for the moment,
or the day, the gigantic buildings, their
beautiful architecture, and we are gaz-
ing intently on the Templar com-
manderies as they march past that
deluge of humanity in the grand stand,
and tbe other deluge along the avenue
on the opposite side from the stand.i
To look south from the museum along |
the grand stand, extending to the - |
nois Central depot, was a sight worth
coming many miles to see alone.

I have witnessed many gatherings,
I have seen enormous crowds, but this
magnificent display of humanity well, !
to be truthful, the fact is, 'tis inex-
pressible, to say the least; 'twas hea-
venly.

I had the honor of a front seat, and
got_a fine view of the many com-
manderies, their bands, etc. Their
music was excellent; the procession
and time of the march would be a
credit to the regulars, even the
Queen’s Own or the Black Watch. Af-
ter an hour's waiting wi’ the rest of
the throng, I heard the first gun go.
Then the Toronto Kilties, headed by
their fine pipers’ band, came marching
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along. Do not say there is no Scot-
tish blood in Chicago, for all arouand
me men, womemand children stood up,
cheered waved we bit flags and hand-
kerchiefs. “Aye but isfia that grand!
Look, Jennie, did ye ever see sic fine-
looking men? Aye, that’'s what guid
oatmeal porridge and broze does.”
“Oh, de ye hear that, Jennie? Hae we
nae as guid oatmea] here?  Na, na;
only slush!” “Oh, quit that talk, and
look at oor kilties and listen tae the
peebroch.” The sight of the Highland-
ers, the auld tunes of the bagpipes, the
auld style drumming, worked up -the
hearts of the Scofch to real Scottish
blood enthusiasm. . g

One old lady, surrounded by a gay
lot o' bonnie lasses, wearing Royal
Stuart plaids, shouted, “O, my heart's
in the Highlands.”

“My heart’s in the Highlands,

my
heart is not here;

: My heart’s in the Highlands, a-chasing

the deer;

Chasing the wild deer, and following
the roe,

My heart’s in the Highlands, wherever
I go.

Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to
the north,

The birthplace of valor,>the country of
" worth;

Wherever I wander, wherever I rove,

The hills of the Highlands forever 1
love.” —Robert Burns.

So during the short time the braw
kilties took in marching past the tre-
mendous lines of peoples of all na-
tions, they all seemed to enjoy and
appreciate the boys in the kilts, the
pipers and their music. The cheering
was loud and enthusiastic, and well
did the noble boys deserve it. One
band of one of the commanderies took
my attention. It was a colored one.
They were playing 4s they came oppo-
site where I sat the Portuguese Hymn;

:from that they started “Annie Laurie.”

The air, coming from a colored band,
brought forth a burst of applause all

‘along the line, as far as it could be

heard. So much for “Annie Laurie” so
finely executed by the negro band.

The Knights Templar certainly had
the freedom of the city. They made
themselves at home, enjoyed them-
selves, and were hospitably treated by
the citizens of all classes, denomina-
tions and creeds, and it's a well-known
fact that Chicago is famed for her
fine treatment and hospitalities all the
world over.

The manner in which the prepara-
tions for the receptions and accommo-
dations of the visiting Knights, their
wives, sons, daughters and sweet-

A DAY AT THE GRAND PRIX

Picturesque Parisian Crowd ati
the Race—Spectators in
Balloons,

An Englishman’s description of this
year's- Grand Prix, the greatest of

French horse races, enlivens the pages
of a recent number of the Saturday
'Review.

“All Paris,” he says, “is on its way
to Longchamps to see the great spec-
tacle of the year, the most picturesque
function of the world, the climax to la
Grande Semains, which leaves fash-
ionable Paris enerve and gasping for
sea air.

have been run. The great event is at
hand, the rave for the biggest prize
ever offered, and the air is full of
rumors. Everybody has a ‘sure thing.
but everybody really is in the dark,
and the flimsy betting slips issued
from the pari-mutuel reveal nothing.
The Frenchmen are troubled about
the English horses, and the English-
men do not know what to think. But
gold pours into the pari-mutuel all
the time and the officials peering
through their little windows are im-
passive and inserutable.

“So the crowd looks at the parade
of horses, wonders who is the charm-
ing lady talking to the president, and
crowds to the skyline on the top of

“The boulevards are impassable with
a swift stream of cabs, motor cars,|
omnibuses and chars-a-bancs, and the
people who cannot afford to ride
cheerfully walk. The cochers are rude |
and demand impossible prices. They re- |
fuse to bargain: ‘C’este le Grand Prix!’|

“‘Confound those robbers!’ exclaims !
a friend from London. Let us join the!
crowd.” So we make a risky plunge,
from an island into the stream of ve-
hicles, an@ clamber on to a passing
wagonette, a huge thing with six
prancing horses. The boy on the step is
at our side in a moment.

“‘Five francs each!' says he, firmiy
determined that there shall be no
chance of escape or room for argument.
He procedes to go the whole round
of the rolling vehicle, hanging precar-
iously onto the side, and protests arise
everywhere.

“A young lady travelling alone re-
fuses to pay. ‘It is an outrage,’ she
protests. ‘Five francs! Here are three.’
The boy is brusque. ‘Five francs, or
will you take yourself down? The
young lady ‘consults her purse—and
get down. ‘Bloodsucker!” she cries
from the road.

“On we go, avoiding the racing
stream of motor cars and smart equip-
fges up the Champs Elysees, and tak-
ing a roundabout route along the
quays of the Seine. Racegoers, stout
papas in Panamas and stout mammas
In feathers hail us from time to time,
climb on board breathlessly and fall
into the trap. .

“‘Five francs! C'est une infamie!’
‘Non! C’est le Grand Prix-’ returns the
boy. They are too tired to get down,
and their new yellow boots are tight;
80 we roll on with a full load at last
through Auteuil and on to Long-
champs.

“A franc at the gate, and we pass
the little soldiers on guard, and enter
the pelouse where tens of thousands of
Parisians in family groups crowd
Pound the booths of the pari-mutuel
(the betting booths), or eat sand-
wiches on the grass, or scream to
little Pierre and little Marthe not to
stray. We push through the multi-
tude—where hearts are beating high
at the thought of what may hang on
a five-franc bet—and, paying another
nineteen francs, enter the pesage. Here
is quite another Paris. The President
has just arrived, and, with republican
simplicity, the world of fashion is
clustered round his box.

“There are mannequins (dressmak-
ers’ models) in wonderful costumes
from the Rue de la Paix. These are
real ladies dressed so wonderfully that
it is imposible to tell them from the
mannequins. At the booth where only
£40 bets are taken a long top-hatted
line is waiting patiently; Frenchmen
and Englishmen all dressed correctly,
and with only an occasional American
breaking away from strict convention
@and wearing a soft hat and whatever

the grandstands to see the great race.
It is impossible to move an inch, but

the view is wonderful. The earth
seems to be full of people, and the air
is dotted with a dozen balloons. Over
from the forts at Mont Valerien, which
barked too long and vainly at the Ger-
mans during the siege, a great military
airship comeg manoeuvring against the
wind.

“But we do not envy the spectators
in the air. The clouds, which have
peppered us before, now break in real
earnest just as the horses are pranc-
ing at the starting gate. The rain-
drops came down in a sheet. On the
pelouse tens of thousands of umbrellas
shoot up together, and the earth seems
to be hidden under a square mile of
tortoises, shifting uneasily in the
heavy downpour.

“On the grandstands it is a mass-
acre of silk hats. ~Fhousands of people

then with the view of the course com-

' music of the hundreds of bands

‘never spill any more valuable
nocent blood. What do you think of | Mr,

i Love?

struggle to raise their umbrellas, and | gpe case happened in 1896, near Ho- Sound similar to that of a bagpipe.

I was very much struck with the
in
parades. It is not often you would hear
s0 much sacred music; while some of
the hymns were played I could hear
women all around singing the choruses
with the bands. The Portuguese Hymn
seemed to be one of the favorites, and
to my knowledge I counted “eleven

stand. Another hymn, I only heard
one play it, reminded me of my boy-
hood days in Bonnie Scotland, as at
temperance meetings I had sung it in
our big choir. It was, “Touch not the
cup, it is death to thy soul; touch not
the cup, touch it not.” The band that
played it may call it another name but
the air is the same as we used to sing
to it, and these are the words' begin-
ning the verses. As they marched past
to the tune, men and women all around
me rose up and clapped joyously; men
uncovered their heads, and you could
hear in appreciation of it, “Fine, fine,
glorious, beautiful.” It is natural to
suppose those dear ones were temper-
ance people, but not prohibitionists,
for I had the extreme pleasure of con-
versinfg with some of them, and all T
found in the same category: “I believe
in temperance. We preach temperance,
not prohibition, for we know it will
never prohibit. We want to lead men,
not to drive them.”

“One other thing struck me very
forcibly. It was the absence of intoxi-
cated men. No matter what part of the
city you might be walking, you would
notice groups of men and women talk-
ing of the grand parade, the grand
music, the fine-looking Knights, their
evolutions on the marching line, and,
last, but not least, the grand and glor-
ious sunny weather which the weather
bureau gave us.

On Tuesday, the 9th, the full and
most important part of the great con-
clave programme, the programme,
about 2:30, a slight thunder-shower
came down and lasted for about fif-
teen minutes. For that short time, as
far as the eye could see, one would
imagine it was a solid umbrella cover-
ing a few hundred thousand people.
The sight to me was amusing. That
day, what caused a sorrowful hush
among the Knights and visitors, was
the newsboys flying round with extras,
calling out, “Mayor Gaynor, of New
York, assassinated.” This happened as
the parade was about to start. The
mayor of Chicago was assassinated in
1893, and the mayor of Roanoke, Va.,
the other day. These are terrible and
cruel crimes against the people of the
United States, and ’tis sad to relate
that instances of private violence
against public officers are numerous,
and, as one of the papers asserts in
an editorial, “The tremendous fact is
that the United States is the most

bands that played it passing the grand !

: department | on
stores were tastefully and beautifully

decorated. Am sorry London didm’t
send over a commandery, and the fine
Seventh Battalion Band. Am sure they
would be creditable fi

Friday, 12th—Cleaning up day, fish
day, by some thousands leaving day,
«but yet there are thousands of visitors
{not tired of the fray; staying over till
iSunday. The different Knights com-
Imanderies will beywell cleared out by
tomorrow, Saturday, and from the ap-
bearances of many of them they look
as if they required a rest, for they
had a strenuous but an enjoyable
week of it.

The Chicago Knights are giving
their attention to visiting Knights’
baggage, carefully and particularly
looking after it just the same as when
they arrived. All belongings are safely
laid down for them quietly and in a
businesslike way, without a hitch or
loss of any kind. So much for Chi-
cago’s prompt acting and attention, It
will not soon be forgotten.

The beautiful gnd elaborate nightly
illuminations were the cause of the
thousands of visitors remaining an-
other day or two. Nor are they to
blame, for the magnitude and mag-
nificence of the display is worth it.

Now came Saturday, tent-raising
day, but in the midst of the raising.
one more special attraction catches
the curiosity of the left-over Knights
and visitors, and that event they deem-
ed it imperative to see. So among the
many thousands assembled along the

banks of the river on either side, to

for supremacy in the

flowing stream, emptying into Father
of Rivers, the Mississippi. "Twas an
amusing sight to see the water sharks
struggling bravely along. The only
danger I could see to the swimmers
was getting cramps and choked with
fresh Michigan water bubbles. ;

It will be interesting to London
schoolboys, and rightly so, to know
that a schoolboy, Perry McGillivray—-
no doubt a Scotchman, for it's a dyed-
in-the-wool Scotch name—only 18
years old, won the great Marathon
swimming race, amid” vociferous
cheering. Why, the agile youth came
out of the water almost as fresh as .
he dove into it, after a two-mile swim.
Being an enthusiastic Scotchman, I had
hard work from keeping velling out,
“Hurrah for Scotland! Three cheers
for McGillivray!” but the mixture of
nationalities told me to keep “ma
mooth” closed, and I did.

The only serious attempt at fatali-
ties was the throwing of an acid bot-
tle, of course, fllled with dangerous ex-
plosive chemicals, at a ladg and gentle-
man riding in a taxicab, with a non-
union man driving it. The throwers
were captured and will be severely
punished, as the lady was badly burn-

homicidal country in the civilized
world. Too bad! Too bad!” How to
remedy this awful scourge is in one|
Sense problematical, but I will say, in'
coinciding with the Chicago American’s
editorial sentiments, good laws are,
bassed and good ones are in force, but |
I will say, and say it fearlessly, there'!
is a decided lax of the enforcement of |
many of them. In Canada or England, !
governments would not go to work and
spend from ten to twenty thousaudi
dollars prosecuting a imurderer who
deliberately shoots down a mayor, ald- !
erman or any other man; but all, ur!
mostly all, of those criminals get

law to do so, but I fail to see it in that |
light. T would say, make their trials |
very short, make quick work of them

and send them to where ther can.

this, Chief Magistrate Sir Knight

The illuminations at night are some-
thing grand and fascinating.

larze and handsome sign above the
front entrance, with “Welcome, Sir
Knights Templar,” electrified in all the

lawyers to defend them. This may be !

|
’
|

and in- |

Marshall |
Field's beautiful mammoth store excels |
anvthing of the kind in Chicago. The!

ed, her dress being ignited, and her
husband badly burned in his endeavor
to extinguish the flames. All wearing
apparel being packed and sent away,
new apparel had to be purchased for
her. Also a Templar was crushed to
death under a trolley car opposite the
Palmer House.

Sunday was a lazy, hazy,
Hundreds of the left-overs attended
church services, and thousands, I must
assume, went automaobiling, taking in
the city's sights, which are many and
beautiful. No doubt, after all is over,
and after a good refreshing  sleep,
these over-stops will get back .to their
homes and families, and be spinning
millions of stories of what Chicago is,
what they have seen, and, last, but not
least, how they’ve been treated. The
model weather during the great con-
clave will not soon be forgotten, and
Cuthbertson, of the weather

daisy day.

i ihureau, I am sure, is getting his well-
|deserved votes of thanks.

Now, Mr. Cuthbertson, send us all
the rain you can, for, vou know, we
need it.  You have been promising
showers for many weeks now. All went
by default, so try and do a wee bit bet-

Iter quick.

Chicago, Aug. 15, 1910.

STORIES ABOUT COBRAS

ing a Snake Dance—Snake
Charmers’ Methods,

A delusion which is often found in
story books is the power of fascination
which cobras are said to exercise to-
ward birds. On the contrary, in at
ed by birds, writes a correspondent of
the Spolia Zeylancia, a Ceylon paper.

rana.

pletely blotted out the shout goes
‘They’'re off!” And then another cry,
an angry shout, arises:
parapluies!” ('Down with the um-
brellas!’) The great race is bein
and nobody can see it.

sustained roar. An old French gen-
tleman, a bon sportsman of 70, who
has no umbrella, foams with rage.
‘Mon Dieu!” he shouts, ‘does one come
to the Grand Prix to look at wum-
brellas? A bag les parapluies!” Um-
brellas drop one by one, although the
pitiless rain continues, and at last
through a sheet of falling water we
dimly discern the horses scampering
on the horizon.

“The old gentleman, however, is no
better off. One umbrella remains aloft,
and it is just in front. A young man,
wearing a bowler hat, holds it. His is
the only bowler hat in the solid ranks
of dripping toppers. ‘Mon Dieu!’ the
old gentleman shouts again, ‘did 1
come here to see your - umbrella? 1
wear a silk hat of thirty francs. It is
already a rag. You with a sacre cha-
beau melon——-t° =~

“Another roar goes up. The field in
a bunch is coming  round into the
straight. There is a medley of cries,
and among all those excited thous-
ands the old gentleman is the only one
who cannot see the horses as they race
to the post. It is toco much. ‘I have
500 francs on Negofol,’ he screams,
‘and I will see him win!” The young
man under the umbrella rounds on
him. °‘Go, old camell’ he says, and
turns to the horses again. It is the
end. The old gentleman leaps upon his
Ccompatriot, grips him by the throat,
punches him hard, and as the horses
thunder past the post the two disap-

mud, 1ifts his battered
 Io Grand Prix!’ he

“‘A bas les parapluies!" becomes a'that & crow ‘was fighting an in

tched, | specles called by

{The Sinhalese, T belleve, think that

I was returning to my camp

‘about 3 p.m. when I saw a group of’
‘A bas 1es{people gazing at the top of a large:

breadfruit tree. I asked them what

truder
into its nest situated at the very top
of the tree. The crow was circling at
close quarters and pecking hard at
i the nest, cawing loudly all the time.
The nest was at some forty feet above
ground.

Presently a snake came out of the
nest and started climbing down the
tree, with the crow in hot pursuit be-
hind it, pecking at it all the time, the
snake hissing hard at every blow. It
took refuge about ten feet down in a
clump of dead ferns, from which it
was chased out by the crow, and it
came from branch to branch until it
reached a large horizontal one, which
stretched out about twenty feet.

Here the snake was at great disad-
vantage, as it could not turn upon the
crow, The latter seemed to know it,
and its tactics were splendid. It would
peck hard near the spine close to the
tail and then peck near its neck. {&t
each peck pieces of the snake's skin
were torn, and the snake would stop;
but as soon as it started moving the
crow would peck at it again with
extraordinary surety of aim. After
fully fifteen minutes on the branch two
large patches had been torn out of the
snake, which was evidently getting ex-
hausted.

Indian snake charmers came
::szr'n;w:mall bungalow at Hanwella.
They had three snakes with them and
proceeded to make them dance  as
usual. 1 stopped them angd told them

pel a W

could catch one for the

whether they g o -

willingness tc::h'::'e;o. Ten mdlygtmvi-
] a o

. o the natives “Tom-

the black cobra with

tom beatér.” 1. &, € e

the red

.

Their Power Over Birds—Mak-.

least two instances I saw cobras chas-'

On a Sunday morning in February,:

1 had seen all that before and;
3;:« them whether they could com-:
fla snake to dance, and if so!

they are reincarnations of low caste
natives; hence its name. It is cer-
tainly fiercer and more active than
the common brown cobra.

1 had noticeq at the time that it
had taken refuge in an ant hill near
| the edge of the paddy field which
:formed one boundary of the new clear-
Ing upon which my bungalow stood,
{and situated about 200 feet from it. I
i led the charmer to this ant hill. When
I'l had assured him that a snake almost
‘certainly occupied the hole he squatted
'dowx_z opposite to it and started blow-
‘ing into a reed pipe which gave a
| After a long time, and when I had
ralmost given up the idea of the snake
being there still, the cobra protruded
its head about an inch out of the hole
lin order presumably to see what was

8TUD | they were looking at, and they told me ' 80Ing on; the charmer pounced upon

'it, and seizing the head of the snake
{ between his thumb and two fingers so
| that it could not open its mouth he
!pulled it out of the white ants’ nest
jand brought it to the bungalow.

{ He then tried to make it dance by
holding a small piece of white root
tabove its head. The snake trieq to
escape several times, but was brought
back again and ultimately was induc-
ed to dance with its hood extended;
so far as I could judge it was the same
snake that I had noticed before. I
then asked the charmer what he would
do if he happened to get bitten by a
wild snake. He told me that he did
not mind it, as he had a certain med-
icine which would prevent any ill ef-
fects.

“I then, more as a joke than any-
.thing else, promised him 5 rupees if
he woulg allow himself to be stung by
.the snake he had just caught, fully be-
Heving that he would never attempt
,the trial. But before I could stop him

i

‘he had seized the snake by the neck

'and had thrust the forefinger of his
right hand deep in its mouth, and
,when he withdrew it there were two
. punctures on each side of the second
+Joint. Both punctures were bleeding
slightly.

“He at once handed over the cobra
{to his companion, who immediately
ghut him up into the snake basket,
ang the charmer presently took out
from his waist cloth a piece of char-
red bone, well known as the snake
stone, which he applied at once to the
two punctures. He then waited for
:some minutes, and I could see the
veing on the back of his hands stand-
'ing out like knotted strings.

[ “After a couple of minutes or go the
‘stone dropped down and he then told
{me that he had extracted all the pois-
‘on; and callinﬁ for a small cocoanut
ishell full of milk he dropped the stone
into it; in a moment, after a consid-
erable amount of bubbling there came
to the surface a certain amount of an

gaze at a hundred swimmers struggling |

once muddy,
stagnant Chicago River, now a clean,

scratching by the back teeth,

for a small chicken, of which I had a
certain number in my fowl run, and
making a small incision of its leg, I
dippegq a feather into the oily liquid
and rubbed it into the incision. The
chicken died within ten minutes, with
all the symptoms of snake bite. I
then paid the man the amount agreed
upon.”

o

MARRYING THE DEAF.

“How to notify a deaf person who
is petting married when it is time to
make the responses puzzles every
clergyman,” a curate said. “If a per-
son is only slightly deaf I can make
him hear by raising my voice, or if
he is afraid to depend upon his ears
a nod tells him when it is his turn to
say somethng. But I married a couple
the other day who distrusted both.ears
and nods,

“Said the bridegroom: ‘Mary is very

| applied, and smoke and a mysteriously
suspicious odor floated in the air, .
A minute or two elapsed. The chair-
man had removed his cigar fromg his
mouth and was looking at it long and
thoughtfully. * ! :

Joseph Lee, who does not smoke, sat
silently gazing into space, wonderiag
how men can.

Dr. Scannell was puffing and frown-
ing furiously. g

George Brock was the first to break
the silence, holding his cigar at a se-
cure distance from his nostrils: “I
wonder what kind of cigar this is?"
he asked.

It was J. P. Magenis who responded
as he quizzically surveyed the roll of
tobacco between his fingers. “That”
said he, “is a Manila cigar.”

“How can you tell?” asked the
doubtful Brock.

“Readily,” replied Magenis, “I recog-
nize it by the taste of the rope.”"—e
Boston Evening Record.

and pinch at wrong time,

“‘It's all right’ he said. ‘T have
explained it to her. She will under-
stand.’ :

“And apparently she did, for at
eévery nip at her forefinger she gave
g:le required responses.”—New York

n s

EDUCATIONAL CIGARS.

The school committee was in execu-
tive session. There were many prob-
lems for sober consideration as the so-
lons of the schools gathered in
thoughtful consideration, says an offi-
cial connected with headquarters oa
Mason street. Schoolhgusé& Custodian
Mulvey, who does not use tobacco in
any form, entered with a handful of
cigars and distributed them as gifts
to four of the five members present.

SIR WILFRID LAURIER IN THE PRAIRIE PROVINCES
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ABDUL HAMID’S
7146 WIVES

Turkish Government Gives Pen-
sions To Them All—Piquant
Discussion,

Abdul Hamid’s wives continue to be
a source of perplexity to the Turkish
Government. Their number was esti-
mated not tp exceed 200, including
female slaves of all ranks, but the
ministry of finance found itself con-
fronted by claims from 746 women who
demanded from the ex-Sultan’'s suc-

cessOor compensation to the tune of
$800,000.

The Government refused to pay this
sum but proposed that the chamber
should sanction an arrangement by!
which the women of the harem for a.
period of ten years should receive‘

monthly pensions ranging from $4 25
to $2125, which, even in frugal Tur-
key, is a pretty meagre subsistence.
The Turkish deputies, however, still
thought the ministry overgenerous.

Some of the extreme left shouted:
“Why don’t you get them married
off 7’ whereupon the finance minister
retorted that the women were alone
and homeless widows and according to
Turkish custom could not expect to
attract husbands among the faithful.
Other deputies suggested that as the
women came mostly from Asia Minor
or Albanja they should be sent back
to their native provinces to be cared
for locally. .

Here the members for the provinces
concerned jumped up and pointed out
indiginantly that the families of these
women had received good money.for
them by selling them to Yildiz Kiosk
and that the local authorities could not
now be expected to provide for their
maintenance. Other deputies again
firmly refused to do anything at all
for the ex-Sultan’s grass widows so
long as wives and mothers of Otto_-
man soldiers who had bled for their
country were living in dire poverty.

Finally a small majority was found
for the Government’s project and so
the women of the harem may look for-
ward to receiving their little pension,
all events until 1920.

CURIOUS “PIGEON ORCHESTRA.”

Among the curious objects illustrat-
ing a peculiar and little known mu-
sical custom of the Chinese which
were recently obtained by the oriental
explorer, Dr. Berthold Laufer, for the
Museum of Natural History, New

York, are some quaint “pigeon whis-
tles.” These ingenious musical instru-
ments are decided novelties in their
way and are said to be the only ones
ever brought out of the Celestial Em-
pire. The whistles, very light, weigh-
ing hardly a few grams, are attached
to the tails of young pigeons soon af-
ter their birth by means of fine copper
wire, so that when the birds fly the
wind blowing through the whistles
sets them vibrating, and thus produces
a melodious open-air concert, for the
instruments in one and the same flock
are all tuned differently.

The explanation of this odd custom
which the Chinese offer is not very
satisfactory. According to them these
whistles are intended to keep the flock
together and to protect the pigeons
from attacks of birds of prey. A more
practical and ceorrect interpretation,
however, is thought to be that it is
merely the music-loving ear of the
Chinese which feasts on and derives
esthetic pleasure from the wind-blown
tunes of this curioug “pigeon orchits-
tra.”—Wide World Magazine.
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At Yorkton a bodyguard of lads
and encircling him on the platform, at
be trained the force that will man C
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AN EPISODE OF PREMIER LAURIE R’S TOUR.

dressed in sailor uniform, escorted Sir Wiifrid Laurier thro
in opportune moment sang “Rule,
anada’s navy.

v i ugh the streets
Britannia.” From such as these wilk
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THE PREMIER’S WESTERN TOUR—THE PROSPEROUS WEST.
At the many newer and smaller towns the stops are
Tl.le Premier speaks from the platform of his car, or, where
mits, a longer meeting is held from a temporarily erecteq

The mayor reads an address, patriotic,
perity of the community tod
visit sixteen years ago.

The prettiest little girl presents a bouquet, the Premier replies to the ad-
dress, short speeches from other members of the party, cheers for Sir Wile
frid and the King, and “All aboard!” again.—Artist's Note,

oo - AR 10 N ! yn

necessarily brie?,
the schedule per-
stand nears by.

optimistic, contrasting the prose
ay with its condition at the time of Sir Wilfrid's
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SIR WILFRID LAURIER AND PARTY IN THE WEST.
“This west is a young man’s coun try, and the responsibility for its de-
velopment, morally, mentally and materially, rests upon them.”—Hon. Geo.
P. Graham at the Canadian Club, Moosejaw.
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¢ S8IR WILFRID LAURiER's WESTERN TOUR.
Bketches of two of the speakers who Were accompanyingpthe Premler

DIPHTHERIA,

on his visit to the west, Mr. McDonald, as will be noticed, has parted
with his mustache since gtarting on his journey. €




