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Being the. story of a night at the Sho-
konsha when the soldier dead had 337
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N the Sutra of the Diamond-Cutter
read by sun-browned millions in
the seund of the bronzed bells of

Kamakura or the thrum' of Thibetan
drums these things are written: “It is
not possible, O Subhuti, that this trea-
tise of the law should be heard by be-
ings of little faith—by those who be-
lieve in, Self, in beings, in living things,
and in’ pergomps.” I.knmow this because
of the things a close-cropped priest with
dazzling yellow gowns told me one day
as we sat on the stone-flagged balcony
of a high-perched Buddhist temple.
Spread below the temple a wattled
brown village of mud and thatch skirt-
ed a bay with glistening beach, so yel-
low that it seemed golden when the sun
shone upon it. Clustered islands, with
low trailing trees overhanging the pale
blue of the sun-lit sea; isles with tea-
houses and tiled temples, pretty torii;
half-hidden in the verdnre, with high-
arched bridges leading from one to the
other, were spread about the bay. Bam-
pans with swaying coolies yoloing their
loads of humans to isles of rest and
temples whose hollow kan-kans boomed
to call the unseen gods to hear the pray-
ers of those on the Way, crept to and
fro, and beyond, dotted in the ghostly
brightness of a summer day, bamboo-
ribbed sails were limp in the listless
breeze, ¥

Onoto-no-kami, priest of Kinkasan,
was writing an epic of the war when I
came to the temple, splendid' with its
overhanging Toof and  superimposed
beam-work, its wondrous cervings and
paintings—I had been waiting some
time’ for opportunity to sketeh the place,

“Shall 1 translate this for you?’ the
priest spid, with the lisping aceent of
his peeple, as he pointed to the manu-
script, a roll with ideographic scrawl
covering .page on page,

I had often longed to ask him to tell
me of the things he wrote, but had fear-
ed to trespass upon hospitality. I ans-
wered eagerly, and Onoto-no-kami read
the tale he had written of the futile
fight of a forlorn hope that held & small
temple on a Manchurian = ridge, Thus
the had written: §

“ ‘Sayonara, Okino san, sayonara;
we'll méet at the Shokonsha,’ whispered
the wounded man, He lay against the
tiled walls of a little temple on a foot-
hill with, the scattered thricks of the
breached walls piled about him. His
life was ebbing fast, and he watched
the advance of the slaty-grey horde
dotting the yellow plein before the
broken wall with little interest,

 ‘Sayonara, kimi, until the Night of
Souls,! answered his e, and the

ogen who remained alive opened their
last fusilade with ma rifles rest-
- the wall. he pitiless son
baked the stone flags of the co
and the filthy m&a of ihq degerted tem-
ple seemed so dry in the heat-haze spread
over the yellow land. A ?ns, nt chug-
chug of the impact of rifle bullets and
the louder - ‘ noises of
splinters to tear. down the wall and seat-
ter the towers and odd monuments of
Laotze long since abandoned by the
priests sounded over the place. Wonnd-
ed were scattered about the temple
yard. Seme sprawling men were writ-
ing fearewell messages and poems on
post eards that weuld never reach their
addressees, tracing the characters on
the mud-stained paper with their own
blood. Others were siifing bandaging
their wounds as seripus as Gautamna
and - as impessive as stone ‘Buddhas.
‘Apd, at the broken wall, the scant rem-
ngnt of the forlorn hope fired rapidly at
an advancing battalion.’

*‘To the wall,’ shouted a -sergeant;
all other officers were dead,

“The Rnssians advaneed with =8
charge, their hayonets glinting like hel-
i:gmphs in- the glaring sun. The de-
fenders fired more rapidly’ than ever,
but the grey-coats rushed on, confident
Soon they were over
the wall, bayoneting the defenders.

“‘Nambu - Butsu: - Amida Butsa,
shouted a Buddhist priest, chaplain of
the battalion. 5,

““The adoration of Bnddha,’ shouted
the survivors, following the priest as
they rushed forward to fight e forlorn
fight. A few minuotes later the sun
shone on a returning battalion of Rus-
sians marching away to the music of
a song, leaving a silent temple with its
dead.”

“Would these nwho agreed to do so

. meet at the Shokénsha?’ 1 asked.

‘Surely,” said the priest, _aese sol-
diers . 'whb die overseas on the battle-
field with their faces to the foe, fight-
ing for the Emperor, all assemble at the
Shokonsha.”
7*“And where is this plaée—this, what
do you call it—yes, Shokonsha?’ 1
queried. ?

“You must know,
kami, priest of Kinkagan, “that at Ku-
dan a great temple has been builf. It
was erected in 1869, in the first year of
[eiji, for- the worship of the spir-
its, the manes, the other selves, of those
whe had fallen fighting for the Mikada
in the revolutionary war. Those dead
of the battlefields whenh the Shoguns
were defeated all came to the Shokon~
sha to be admitted to fellowship with
the gods. After the Saga revplution of
1873 there .came more heroes, and the
Satsuma rebellion of 18¢¢ was respon-
sible for the tramslation of wmore sol-
diers to the shade land. Twice a year,
on the Night of Seuls, the soldier dead
meet at the Shokonsha. A varied com-
pany are they. -~ s Samurai of the
revolution with halberds and ‘swords of
Murumase wearing the whale-bone and
mail armor, with iron masks, and heavy
flapping rshoulder pads, 'with all' the
quaint armer of olden {lmeq no longer
away than a generation, archers and
spearmen 'who fell with their Sumarai

masters gathered gea-r by year in ghest-| Port
e

Iy convention. T came by devious
ways, by voad and lane, clanking their
armor as they passea e peasants
toiling unheedingly in the rice-fields,
walking lightly over seas and rivers
where they had fallen on field dr
ood, and thousands of living came. to
make holidagﬂ beforé the shrine of the
Patﬂots to ‘honor to these dead. In
ater years the Samurai were joined by
newcomers who wore thin khaki tunics
and trousers of foreign style and car.
ried ‘western weapons, the effective Mur-
ata - rifie, which the military call the
pattern of 1900; these new dead came
from the. fields of North China, where
they had fallen in the battles for the
Bmperor, against China. Now  more
are coming from overseas, from the
Yala, from Riojunkou, which you ecall
Port Arthur, from many battlefields
where they have fallen facing the foe.”
“A poetic idea,” I theught, *“But,”
I said, “do the people believe this?’
¢ “When you see the soldiers coming

and more horrible noises ¢
g shrapnel . ' sent  flying | burped

said Omoto-no-

home after the war, sunburnt and grim
men, with battle-frayed uniforms, you
will note that every battalion will have
a vacant space between its companies—
room for the dead of the companies.”

“And will the dead come home to0o?”
I asked, doubtingly. ?

“All, every one,’ said the priest;
“every soldier will come again from the
battlefields. The manes all kpow the
way. From out of the Salty sea, ouat
from the corpse-packed trenches and
parallels before Riojunkon, from the
grassy slopes of the spurs of the Chien
shan and the Heavenly-Reaching pass
—each and everyone will return home,
as the manes of the Bumurai came from
Satsuma’s stricken fields end from be-
fore the walls of the rebel eastles of the
south,”

“We of the West do fiot believe that
the dead come ggain from the oversea
battlefields,” I said. d

“It were better that you -did,”  the
priest retorted quietly. “The belief in
the return of the dead is but one cog of
the wondrous machine of patriotism
that has been -builded in Japan. We
cannot think that the dead ‘do not re-
turn. ‘We know that when the buglers
practise on the moss-grown 'walls of the
Mikado’s castle at Yedo the dead assem-
bled in the Shokonsha will hear again
the bugle sounds they heeded -when
they lived emong us.”

“But the journey to the Meido: the
journey that the dead must make, the
travail in the Pry Bed of the River of
Souls, the clambers over the Mountain
of Swords——"

“Yes, the dead make the journey to
the Meido; but, as the traveller makes
his appointments to return home, they
come again to us. They are always
with us, and the manes of the soldier
ean never forget the conventions of:the
soldier dead at the Shokonsha.”

80, these .thousands +who assemble
before the Shokonsha temple at Kudan
to clap their brown hands and mumble
prayers, feel that on those great silent
floors where I, who stood with them,
saw wmothing but the great empty hall,
the soldier dead are crowded in conven-
tion. Because aof what Omnoto-no-kami
had told me I felt that I knew why they
showed such emotion, why the tears
glistened in the old men’s eyes—their
sons were there among the soldier dead.
These things the priest told me made
me understand the sentiments evoked,
the vague emotions of Shinto which
conld never be measured 'with the yard-
stick of an unknowing West, that the
studlng before a shrine brought to tle

apanese. There is a poem written
vears ago by the priest Saigo Hoshi,
which, though my poor translation nul-
lifies its sentiment, will in part express
the feeling. It reads: '

“The reason why T cannot tell,

But in the -presence of the Shrine
My grateful tears o'erflow.”

It was the Night of Souls.  Fires
1ed’ in- the ‘fields of ‘the ‘plain; the
fires that are lit on the night of O Bon
Matsuri, when the spirits of the dead
come again from the nether world in
which tired shades toil wearily on the
‘Way to Nirvana to visit the living who
are alse on the Way.

All day I had been visiting the Sho-
konsha, one of & crowd of thousands of
holiday-makers gathered for the celebra-
tion at the Patriot’s Shrine. Ishibafta,
the lawyer, who prided himself on his
{Cambridge eduecation but had not for-
gotten the ancestral worship of his peo-
ple, had accompanied me and ‘explained
to me the significance the things we saw
had ' in the mind of the people.

All day long . the. people had been
crowding to the barrier before the tem-
ple builded in accordance with the se-
werest eanons of pure Shinto architec-
ture; and completely empty except for a
mirror, a European drugget, and one or
two chairs for thé Princess of the Blood
and Shinto priests who came te invoke
the gods that were soldiers aforetime.
It was a festive holiday-making erowd,
come to make holiday .in" honor of their
dead; to mourn were furthest from their
thoughts.
the people who stared at the great si-
lént floor, watching them clap their
brown hands and throw copper sen
clinking to the matted floors of the low
vepandah, Beside me an old woman,
with washy eyes glistening with tears
that would not ~< held back, stared
with concentrated gaze into the great
empty Mall; some wrestlers with their
hair twisted in a topknot, as in ancient
days, made room for e grizzled old man,
evidently a coolie, and he leaned over
the barrier to stare into the silent tem
ple. A young girl, with a baby tied to
her back, threw some coppers to the
floor, mumbling meanwhile a prayer as
the chubby baby hands toyed with a
little national flag:

“There’s nothing for these people to
look at, Ishibate,” said I, with my
Western ignorance, &

“I'Ilask them,”-he replied. . 7

Thousands were flocking munder the
massive bronzen torii half-hidden among
the vistas of cherry blossoms; thousands
were crowding among the tented thea-
tres of jugglers and acrobats, and thou-
sands more thronged about all those
huycksters who had gathered for the
day of the Shokonsha and the Night of
Souls,

“The old woman says her son is there
marching with her brother who was
killed in the Satsuma rising;” said Ishi-
‘bata, her son was killed in the fight with
Cossacks at Chonju castle in Korea.”

I was beginning to understand what
was meant 'when the Emperor. an-
nounced that he had been pleased to

grant posthumous henors to Yoshimoto,|

the spy, or what Admiral Togo meant
when he telegraphed in his mayal re-
s that the manes of the dead aided
the fleet in the battle,

I pondered over these things while
Ishibata led me through the wondrous
Yushi kwan, the museum of arms, with
its hundreds of cannon of ancient Korea
and China, uniforms of dead heroes,
swords, cutlasses, rifles, every manner
of weapon known te-the fighting nations
of the Bast or the Aryan peaple,  and
while we ~sat in the arena beyond
watching the wrestling bouts, I saw in-
gtead ‘of the fat mem with overhanging
stomachs struggling with each other, a
weird procession of shades garbed in
armor and in khaki marching in one
grand eommunion of soldier spirits.

“Rikisha,” shouted. I would go
again to the oshonsha on Kudan hill.
I had lingered long over my coffee and
cigarette on the hetel verandah, and the
hour was late, but it was an interest-
ing trip by lantern light, this up the
:inding road by the moatside to Ku-

an, 2

I stood with Ishibata among:

The rikisha -“bumped 'me over the
road, over.wooden bridges across the
canals in which the junks and sampans
that carried freight from the wide Siu-
mida and, Tokio bay through all these
intersecting arteries of this Asiatic Ven-
nce were piled” in the mud awaiting
dawn and the tides that would drift
them further, past the mellow-lit panels
of the wayside houses silhouetted with
shadows of these inside them, past tea-
houses where geisha stood under the
lanterns on the balconies and. their sis-
ters tinkled their samisons behind the
shojis, along the lantern-lit lanes and
adown and up darkened streets where
the roadside verdure hid the household
lamps, and only the bobbing paper lan-
tern caught at the thills of the rikisha
lit the way. On 1 rode to where the
towering bronze torii cast at Osaka by
the moulders who make the great
eleven-inch-guns which bested Port Ar-
thur’s vaunted defences stands high
above the cherry blossoms that garb the
entrance to the home of the soldier-
dead—the Shokonsha.

A faint-thrumming, weird sound of
drums. reached me as | was dragged to
the barrier by the kurumaya, and,k an
old shadowless light filled the great hall
I had seen so bare with the throng be-
fore it staring within with such intent-
ness, 4

Where was the créowd now? 1 was
alone; I and a hurumaya. We two alone
saw_ the gathered soldiers. They were
so plainly seen, crowding in little groups
a8 men about bivouac fires at night in
camps, and so soft-spoken; their conver-
sation came to me ‘only as whispers.
There were Samurai there, Saigo him-
self and his retainers; Hirose and Sugino
the inseperables of the old merchant
craft sunken in Port Arthur’s channel;
the heroic Tachibana who died leading
hig 34th regiment to victory in the
bloody trenches at shoushan, and hun-
dreds, yes. thousands of others, clustered
ru’ ltbough they were in camp after night-
all,

It was true, after all, These things
they had told me were no-ies. The dead
fid come back. From field and flood,
from out of the bitter sea, they had
known the homeward path.

Plainly I saw them, as a leaned over
the barrier' with the waiting kurumaya
beside me. Where were the crowds of the
afternoon, Doubtless gathered apout the
fires of O Bon builded in the fields as
usual on the Night of Souls, or lading
little mimie paper. boats that carried
tiny trays of food out into the darkness
on the face of the waters consigned to
the souls of the dead who were permiit-
ted to come from the Way on this, The
Night of Souls,

The kurumaya chitched me by the
arm as I clambered over the barrier. "It
is _honorably nof permitted,” he" said.
But I took no heed. T seated myself at
the -edge of the cedarn verandeh to lis-
ten to the talk of these khaki-clad men
clustered so mumerously in the great
hall illuminated so ghostly but withithe
clearness of caleium; and there was mot
the-slightest shadow. !

“The reward is provided for he who
has the most worthy deed to his credit,”
said @ grizsled sergeant, I could hear
him plain from where I crouched on the
verandah watching the men with fray-
ed upiforms, some with arms missing,
some limping, surging about the speaker,

An Imperial guardsman with gaudy
yellow facings on his green uniform, the
trappings of the China campaign, led
forward .a bugler. It +was Skirakami
Genjiro; the kurumaya Wwhispered the
name to me for he had recognized the
fbugler instanter, Some of the soldiers
began to sing. It was g well known
street song:

“Hasy in other time than this
Were Anjo's stream to cross;

But now, beneath the storm of shot
its waters seethe and toss.

The bugle sounds;—through flood ~and flame
Charges the line of ‘steeli—

Above the erash of battle rings
The .bugle's stern appeal.

Why has that bugle ceased to call?
Why does it call once more?

Why sounds the stirring signal now
More faintly than before?

. What time the bugle ceased tp sound,

The ‘breast was smitten through;—
What time the blast wrang faintly, blood
Gushed from the lips that blew.

Death-stricken, still the bugler stands;
He leans upon his gum,—

Once more to sound the bugle call
Before his life be done.

Far, far beyond our shores the spot
Now honored by his fall;—

But forty milllon brethren
Have heard that bugle call.”

Tersely the guardsman told the tale,

At the battle of Song-Hwan the bugler

Skirakami Genjiro had been ordered to
sound the eharge. A . bullet passed
through his lungs as he blew throwing
him to the ground. A comrade, seeing
the wound .was fatal, tried to take the

bugle away. The bugler ¢hmg to it, lift-t d

ed it again to his lips, ‘sounded the
charge once more as  loudly as his
1sitmiingth would permit, and fell back,
ead.

An engineer rested the stump of a
wrist—the hand was gone—on e
shoulder of enother man, an engineer
and pushed him forward before the

oup. ’

“Harada Jiukichi whispered the kuru-
maya with a gasp.

He asked me to.go lest harm befall
for it was not well to see the gods ag we
was done, The ‘engineer told of how
‘Harada Jinkichi had sealed a rampart
over:a Chinise city wall and opened the
great barred gate for this comrades.

Other engineers came forward to
claim honors for a comrade; he had sat
with mateh in hend with guncotton be-
gide him to blow up the gates at Tien-
tsin when Americans and British, Ger-

‘mans and Russians were with the Jap-

anese waiting untd the Japanese en-
gineers destroyed the heavy gates to al-
low of a charge being made into the
Boxer-fested city. The engineers
told  excitedly how their com-
rade, when the fuse had been
found nseless, had ealmly fired the gun-
eotton and blown ‘himself to atoms what
time the Tientsin gate was lifted from
its place and tossed aside in splinters
while 8 shouting force of mixed nation-
als charged into the city. They would
‘bring him forward as candidate for the
reward of the Emperor. His was &
hero’s- deed,

“Kurumaya,” I whispered, ‘“what is
the reward of the Emperor?’

“Sukoshi’ matte, doso,” he whispered,
and. in obedience I waited (Eﬁetly.

“They’ve gone to get old General Ma-
mada to sit as judge of the deeds of the
heroes,” said the rikisha-puller in low
tones,

come home.

J. GORDON SMITH

The General took a seat on the chair
that stood there; and & growing erowd
of ‘soldiers, with old armor-clad retainers
of feudal lords among the men who
wor: the modern nniforms, 'thronged
about him. , . »

“Commu:nder Hirose did a most heroic
thing when he went back on his explod-
ed ship to look for his friend,” said a
Samurai from: Bungo—that was the
birthplace of the naval man who' ‘was
worshipped as a god sinee the blockade
of Port Arthur,

“The claims of a Watanabe Ichijiro
are worthys of considemation,” said an
artillerymgn. With five others he swam
across tlie Yalu and fought with the
‘Russians he found on the mid-river is-
land; théy thought Watanabe and his
five comrades were the advance soldiers
of a battalion and fled after firing a few
shots. Watanabe afterward swam across
the river at night and found mugh valu-
able information that he brought back
to the commander.”

“It was a brave deed,” said General
Mamada, impassively.

“The reward should be given to Hir-
ada, the spy,” said one who wore the
filthy garb of Manchu, He blew up a
troop-train with his Hunghutzes and
when captured by the Russkis did not
murmur; nor did he murmur when the
Chinese magistrate tortured him and
finally beheaded -him. ;

“He did his duty,” muttered the old
General. ‘“His plans of the country were
good ones,” ‘he reflected.

“Consideration for the claims of Cor-
poral Yasaharu,” said a Tokio man,
stepping forward from the press of sol-
diers about him, At the fierce fighting
on the slope of Nanshan there were
many color-bearers killed, and many of-
ficers were disabled. He led the forlorn
hope in one of the fiercest charges of
that day and died of his wounds receiv-
ed in that rain of bullets that seethed
from the ‘hill-top.

“The reward should be given to Sub-
Lienteuant Tokutomi who fought the
great sword duel between the armies at
Tellissu,” said a Kuamomoto soldier,

“He is not here,” answered the Gen-
eral.

“Hear me, who was an engineer at
Ligoyang,” said an ol man, 'Hmping
‘forward. “Did we not go, but a score of
us, to cut the mine connections; to break
entanglements . and find those horrible
pitfalls with stakes in them to impale
those who fell into them? Did we not
crawl forward to snip wireés even thougl
the hills rained lead upon us?

“Yes, Matsumonto san, you did your
part; your engineers all did their parts,
working as the smaller cogs of the great
machine that worked for the Emperor,”
said- the General, kindly.

“] think that Tokichi- Matsushima
should be given ..the reward,” said a
young officer, stepping forward a pace
from the crowded group. ‘You remem-
ber how he went . to the little temple in
the outskirts, of (fTokio when"the troops
were called to .colors and killed his
two motherless eyﬁd,ren because he could
not leave provigion for their mainten-
ance while he went to fight the Emper-
or’s battles. His vain travels from
house to house.among his poorer rela-
tives in futile effort to find a home for
the two children, then the slayingj
of the children with his knife as he lift-
ed the little ones from his rikisha, andJ
how he buried them with his own hands
by night by the side of their mother in
the temple yard, leaving his rikisha and
the ' bloodstained . blanket for the priest
~—these things are well known  to you
all,Tokichi Matsushima is here among
you, 8 hero among yeur herces.

Horrible, I thought, and I must have
voiced the thought aloud.

“Perhaps among Western people he
was a munderer,” said the rikisha-pull-
er beside me; “we of Japan consider
him a hero, for he sacrificed his own
flesh _and bloed. and afterward gave his
own life for the Hmperor,”

“He indeed did well,” said the Gen-
eral. “I think the reward should be his,
for he'sacrificed so much. You who are
fathers will know how e father loves
his children.”

“Rirst hear me,” interrupted a soldier
from the back of the press. “Hear me.
I was of the guard of the provision
train—I1 waskilled in the fight with Cos-
sacks when they raided Ashantien, I
think the reward should be given to
Rempei Shodo, who was of our corps—
he died by hari-kiri when the Cossacks
woverpowered us and burnt our camp—
for he gave the love . he had for his
children to the Emperor and a father’s
love is a great gift.

“Tell us of Rempei Shodo,” said the
iGeneral peremptorily. !

“You must know that we were then at
Haicheng preparing for the great battle
at Liaoyang. We had advanced through
the railway valley under General Oku
to connect with Nodzu and Kuroki in
the other valleys, and, Rempei Shodo
was with my company. One day Oyama
sent for him.. We were worried, but
could. think of nothing he had done to
meet disapproval,. We were all good sol-

iers,
“The Field Marshall had sent for him
muttered a soldier standing nearby, in-
crednlously. -

“Yes the Field Marshall sent for
him, and told him that his children, a
‘boy and a girl had landed at Dalny
from . a Chinese junk.” continued the
former speaker.” You see, the little ones
had taken a sampan and pushed it into
the gea from the golden strand of a figh-
erman’s village of western Japan. They
knew theat Manchuria was somewhere
over the waters, but whether near or
far they didn't know. They were alone,
two little children, and without provi-
sions, drifting in the rolling waves of
the Sea of Japan, the little girl crying
while the little man of ten years yoloed
manfully, though despair filled him.
They would have succumbed at sea if
the junk had net sighted the sampan
far off and picked up the two little
ones who had started out into the great
misty beyond over the sea to find their
father who was d soldier of the Em-
peror. The junk had-landed the children
at Dalny and the crew turned them over
with the craft’s eargo to commandate of
the port, and it was a telegram from
him, who ‘was a father to Field Marshall
Qyama, also a father, that caused the
Field Marshall to summon Rempei Sho-

do.

“It must have delighted him,” said
General Mamada—~the kurumaya told
me he had seen the General's children
among those who prayed before the big
shrine that ‘afternoon.

“No, he asked the . Commander-in-
Chief to have the children shipped back
to Japan, if it was not too much trou-
ble. He apologised for their wrong in
coming. The Field Marshall told him to
journey to Dalny to see the children be-
fore they were returned, and he could

yeturn again to the front, Bui he re-
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fused to go, and the children were ship-
ped back te Japan where they ' were
swallowed up . in the thickly clustred
forty millions of the close-packed land.:

““He never saw them again, but often
thought of them; le worried lest - the
thought of them unnerve him -in battle.
But it didn’t; he died bravely. ‘

“There are others who could. tell - of
heroic deeds, I think,” said the General,
but I think he who gives his own flesh
9_nd ‘bloqd 1o the Emperor as well as
himself is worthy of most admiration.
He is a true bushi. As for the reward;
who shall T say is entitled to it.

“I think”—I strueck my head as 1
leaned forward in my eagerness, and
the soldiers all vanished, Instead of the
calcinm-like glare and the great throng
of variously uniformed soldiers whose
forms cast no shadow on the wide mats
of the temple floor, there was the blue-
black of night, trees on either side and
stars glinting through the cloudy canopy
overhead; indistinet in the gloom the
great beamwork -of a temple showed
through the thick-grown foliage and long
flickering pin-peints of < lantern - light
s'ho.wed the distant street beyond. The
rikisha ‘was bumping me in an annoying

manner, a8 the. kurumaya trotted down

the street of the temple yard.
“Doko des?,’ he queried.

“Where? The hotel, of course; where

else at ‘this time of ‘night. : Y

There, that is thrice your legal fare,
I knew, but you gave me an' inberesting
J@rip. Sayonare. :

Bedford & McNeill Telegraph  Code.

Steam 'Launch “Constance” ‘For Hire,
Licensed to Carry 8 Passengers.
Agent:—J. K. REBBECK, Board of

Trade Building.”. =
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Agents for Obtaining Crown Grants
Nagtical Surveys a Specialty
Charts .of Anchorages and Approaches
Prepared
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_Depﬁ@y Commissioner of Lands & w

" CANCDLLATION OF RESERVE.

" NOTICH is hereby given that the reser
vation —established covering the spit Of

1and at the northwest end of Salles Island

has been cancelled.
i : NBIL F. MACKAY,

orks.
. Lands and Works Department, W("\“’f‘;
B, C., May 9. 1906. myli
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DATE FIXED Fof
* TRADES CONGH

September I5th to See t
of Convention in ThE
City.

SR IMNIG

A BTAWA, June 27.—(Speci
executive of the Dominid

-t and Labor Congress haw
supon September 15th as the da

i ‘opening of this year’s conventio

b toria.« . R. McDonald, Labor
- for Leicester, England, will be g
. ‘D). O'Boyle, secretary of Ott
.‘vcrd*y, has been transferred
MWestminster. O’Boyle's depart
Ottawa awvill be greatly regretted,

[ one of the most popular priest

7

camp. .

: ;Mﬂdier Howell, ‘of the
Armly, gives flat denial to a s
in the Ottawa I're¢ Press from
th’.t city immigrants placed hy 1
in that city this season were §
cl;lt ‘and that the men were
the swomen altogether undesirab;
Howell says that ounly one marrie
and a single man have been Pl
thec by the army, and they @
well,

Premier Whitney telegraph
am convinced that Salvation .
far best immigration agene
worked in this conntry, -}
ed immigrants who hay
;iiht here by Salvation' 4

"ments and reducin
tors' by one-third.

The following military appoi
are gazetted: Fifth British O
regiment—To be quartermaste
honorary rank of captain, Henr
to be medical officer with rank
teiant, Hermann Robertson.

Lord’s Day Act

'The Lord’s Day bill was under!
sion .all day and furnished one
mosh  interesting sittings this
Mr. Barden gave Hon, Mr. Ayld
a severe “calling down” for
gzntﬁ answers, It arose over the
ealing with shooting and fish
‘Snndays.dSeveral x(ximendments w
posed and rejected. Finally the
ment %S,Mr. Borden's prohib:
Buhday shooting for gain, o
wotld disturb the occupants off
ings or places of worship was ¢
.+ Clause ten, prohibiting the sale
foreign newspapers on the Lord
‘a8 earried after considerable dis
Mr, Bole said many American
: were simply records of @
ﬁ“w  and games.

Clause eleven, allowing Jews &
pnth Day Adventists to observe
Ay as a day of resi, provoked
e, Mr. Bourassa introdu

ent to make it clear f

gh employers should keej
jaces open on both Saturday am
day, but permit Jews to ope

m'k en Saturday evening

" Mr. McDonéll (Toronto) strong
ported the clause in the bill, M
moved to strike out the exceptig
gether, Then the extraordina

tacle was seen of ministers’ d
ment on a government measure,
My, Aylesworth said the clause

nomalous one and extraordinary
Jegal point of view. If an excep

to0. be- made in regard to any on
Beeanse it was onerous,, why shg
eéxception not be made for all clas
wmattér how small? This was

strument in favor of making the
tion apply not to Saturday alone
every day in the week, This wo
course, absolutely nullify the whq
1t woud be just as logical and

make an exception of the old Se
law, allowing people to marry twq
or-husbands or to drink liquor

thought it conseientiously prope

" intended to vote against any prof

& ms}eﬁ—nn excteption in favor of am

r. Monk supported the clause,
Sir Wiltrid Laurier, and Hon. My,
ing later thought Canadians shel
serve the principle of “live and le
dHe thowght there should be p
that work done on Sunday woul
10 be done in a closed building.
5 m’ met with much criticism N
it wonld prevent Jews or Seven
Adventists from working in field

Only One Sunday

‘ Ralph Smith strenuously ady
one Sunday only in the Dominio
Hmmerson took the point of ord
Barr’s motion was simply a n
and the chairman_ thereupon
out, "My, Fisher objected to Mpe,
assa’s amendment and wanted ¢
ginal clause. After a prolonged
the ‘vommittee voted upon Boy
Amendment which was negativegd

fiys 44. An amendment o

ng's to allow Jews to work

‘dly of the week, “in an if
bililding” provided they observe

findiy ‘a8 & day of rest was also
8 also were amendments by

Lavergne. The committee tl

in clauses * to

it was (i

k- 5 frid Lauri
. ' Borden voted with the mij
*ion 12 which permitted any
flgeF to search a building othe

|




