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THE STAIRS AT CASTLE CECIL

A Story Told by Lionel, My Lad;’ Elizabeth's Page.

k By Stacey Hutchings in N. Y. Post,

It warmed my heart to see how the
, ecouniry people welcomed back my lady

‘and her mother.. 1 knew that at heart
their greeting was for lady Elisabeth
alone. My lord’s wife had cared little
for the wide acres, laced like a woman's
glove by the green winding of the long
meadow. The castle yard was decked for
our coming with an arch twisted with
flowers for us to ride through. Lady
Elisabeth clapped her hands like a child
out of delight at the brave showing, and
kept Sir Robert and the Duke busied
making eweeping bows from their saddles
in response to the “God ‘bless you's” of
the tenantry. i

But one thing I marked; and despite
the flowers and the laughing children, it
made me chill beneath my doublet. That
thing was that there were no men among
the groups that crowded the gateway. as
we trotted into the courtyard. True,
there were a few gap-toothed old babblers
ehaking their staves in air and piping “A
health to Lord Robert.” But the stout
tillers of the soil, with their bronzed
faces and eanth daubed jerkins, were
missing. It was a holiday for them all,
too, for word had been sent by special
messenger on a fleet horse two days be-
fore, to bid the tenants make merry _the
day®of their mistress's homecoming.

Tady Elisabeth marked the lack, I
‘think; for I saw a frown creep into her
eyes in the midst of her laughing chatter.
As for the Lady Elisabeth’s mother, she
paid no heed at all to the castle’s wel-
come and the Duke, he was teo devil
careless to mark the absence of a score
or two of louts, even had a word brought
the lack to him. He made a fine picture

- as he sat his homse. A drooping plume
of cherry red reached from cap almost to
shoulders, arid the sunlight glistened upon
costly stones at his fingers.

“Home again,” cried Lady Elisabeth, as
I held her stirrup for the dismounting.
“Home again. And now for the gillyflow-
!m.h?

Then ghe caught my hand and calling
upon Sit Robert and the Duke to follow,
we raced around the walled up ramp into
the garden, blossoming with heart’s-con-
tents and fat gillyflowers.

The Duke plucked a huge clusfer of the
blossoms and pressed them into Lady
Elisabeth’s already laden arms. “To the
most fragrant flower of them all,” he
said with a low bow.

Sir Robert was a whit behindhand
with his offering. But he came up to my
lady and held out a little bunch of pale
heart's-contents knotted quaintly togeth-
er by a slender string of creepers.

« am of this flower if my lady will
deign to accept them,” he said, soberly
enough for all the laughter in her face.

She received both the tokens with a
proud toss of the head, but I think Sir
Robert’s words brought the tender look
into her eyes for the moment. Only for
the moment, because she was picking
daisies among the hedgerows and bandy-
ing jests a moment after. i

1 found the steward, Morton, in the
buttery late in the afternoon. He was a
thin, little man. But for all his lack of
inches, he was close to the stoutest-heart-
ed man in the castle, I found this out
afterward.

«\Vhere be the male louts at the greet-
ing?’ I said when we were seated in front
of the hatch window with a flagon be-
tween us and a cold game pasty caving

. beneath our knives. “It is but a cold
welcome for my lady and her lady moth-
er.'l

The steward shook his head. “It bodes
ill,” he andwerefl. “Truly, I think we
ehall feel trouble here at the castle before
the month is out. This frolicking and
feasting will madden and accomplish
naught else. It is the rents. The tenants
say that crops have been thin and they
are nigh all back in their quarters. 1
have sent Simon Herbert a-packing and
he has spread the discontent over the
rest.”

“That is bad, tryly,” I rejoined. I re-
called Simon Herbert, a Jow-browed idler
whose tongue was equally glib at story
telling or speech-making. “It would have
been well for Simon Herbert's dispossess-
ing to have been bided until after my lady
had returned to London,” 1 added.

“Aye, 1 have thought of that” said
Morton. “But it is over late now. We
are strong enough as it is to hold the
ramp against a surprise.”

“Hold the ramp!” I eaid, starting up
in amaze. ‘“What mean you, man? Think
you the tenants would dare to life finger
against the castle?” 1 laughed loudly,
and so Jong that I was well nigh choked
by a piece of the pasty.

Morton swallowed this ale before he
made answer. “You ares but a boy,” he
said coolly. ‘“Let me tell you, my young
master, I have scen noble throats slit and
those of their wives, and that not five
years gone, for less than the sending a-
packing of a tardy tenant. Villains of
the stripe of Simon Herbert would burn
the castle and raze the ramp tomorrow
it they were mot afraid. 1le has aroused
the whole estate to feel that they have
been foully dealt with. Why, I have been
ghot at in the Long Meadow mear the
#wn into the Harwich Forest three times
within as many days.” He smiled at my
start of alarm.

“We have ten men in the castle with
Sir Robert and®the Duke,” he went on.
“We meed fear the ramp only on the
south side.”

“Does my lord know aught of this?”’ I
asked in dismay.

“I have not told him the wonst,” said
Morton. “But he has laughed at my
warnings. ‘When a Cecil rules his estate,
he holds it eteady in the hollow of his
hand forever, he wrote me by way of
answer to my last letter.”

The steward knitted his brows almost
angrily. ‘“These moble lords forget that
they are holding in the hollows of their
hands men made of like flesh and blood to
themselves,” he said.

But 1 forgot Morton’s boding words by
the next morning when we rode out to
hunt in Harwich Forest. The old castle
days had ccme back to us, i (hougllt, And
so they had, but for a little time only.

I rode a week after that with the Duke
to snare a black heron that had been
geen flying in the meadow. We stalked
the bird to a pond by the roadway, Jeav-
ing our mounts to munch the short graze

“Hist, Lionel,” he said, as we crept
near. “1 can spy his crest among the
reeds. Do you push ahead to flush him.”
1 plunged among the rushes, waiving my
arms _and hallooing so that the bird rose
wheeling into the air.

The Duke's piece cracked, but there was
another report from the opposite side- of
the pond; and as the great heron fell with

way to the shore. The latter stood at
ease, gazing curiously at the man, who
was armed with an old-patterned blunder-
buss.

“I shall pay you for the retrieving,” he
said pleasantly enough.

‘The black haired lout went on ae if he
had not heard. He passed close to the
Duke, so close that he could have touched
him. There he paused. ‘Neither ye mor
yours shall give me silver for my own,”
he said defiantly.

“Ah, Lionel, we have a sturdy poacher
here,” laughed the Duke. ‘‘And prithee,”
he asked, “who gives you leave to pluck
my Lord Robert’s meadow heron?”’

““I'he right of my father's grandfather,”
snarled the poacher. “These acres were his
then. There was mo cursed nobility lay-
ing finger on them to rob us of our year-
ly crops by unfair rental.” He showed
his teeth and would have said more, but
the Duke stopped him, striding amgrily
across the foot or two of turf that sep-
arated them.

“Have done, you insolent dog,”” he said,
and snatched the heron from the fellow’s
shoulder, “Here, Lionel,” he cried. ‘“Take
it as a gift to my Lady Elisabeth.”

“The lad shall take thee home a gift to
her,” said the poacher with a great curse.

Before I could cry out a warning, he
raised the butt of his rusty piece and
brought it down toward the Duke’s bon-
net.

It was a fierce, swooping blow, -and I
looked to see a mew heir to the Beaufort
title; but the Duke marked the hurtling
blunderbuss with the tail of his eye. He
jerked his head to one gide and the force
of the stroke was spent upon his shoul-
der. Yet for the nonce it staggered him.
The poacher was coolly reloading his
piece. He had not stirred,

The Duke raised his second pistol smil-
ingly. ‘‘He is a brave thief, Lionel,” he
caid, “and though he well deserves death
I am loath to press the trigger.”

“he man did not raise his wolf eyes
once all the while the Duke was speaking.
He was working as if to take a pot shot
at another black heron. The gun was an
old piece and meeded oiling sorely. We
watched him as though it was some pan-
tomime. |

“And why do you load again?”’ asked
the Duke at last. “The heron is dead.”

“Aye, the heron is dead,” grunted the
man with the firearm. His fingers were
creeping along the stock, and the Duke’s
pistol barrel dropped lower. It gpit fire
as the poacher’s right arm slid behind
the butt, and he dropped. He reeled once,
half sitting, and spitting blood between
oaths, black ones. Then he whirled ar-
ound, face down; and you could see where
the breath came and went by the heav-
ings of his back.

‘““l'ake up the herom,” said the Duke,
and as I did eo, Morton, the steward,
came riding over the meadow toward us.

“What luck?” he called out.

“We have had game a-plenty,” answered
the Duke, touching the dying man with
his riding boot.

“An,” said the steward, dismounting.
He turned the poacher’s black brow to
the sky. 1

“ You have bagged big game, indeed, my
lord Duke, he said gravely. “It is Simon
Herbert.” And he leaped into the saddie
and rode briskly off to the castle without
more words.

“Oh, a farm lout, more or less, will irk
no one,” eaid the Duke jauntily. “He was
a cool hand with the blunderbuss, eh, Li-
onel. I shot true, boy, because 1 had to.”

- - - - - »

We led a gay life at the castle, with
our .dinings under the trees, and the long
gallope over the country round. Morton,
the steward, told me that the peasantry
was deeply angered by the killing of Si-
mon Herbert, and that there were lToud
murmurings against the Duke and the gay
folk of the castie. But the days rolled by
and nothing happened; and 1 called Mor-
ton a dreamer.

We were to leave the castle for London
on a Friday, and there was a hunting
party, the last one, afoot for the day be-
fore. The castle went to bed betimes
Wednesday night. We were to saddle and
be off at sunrise, when the road would bé
cool for some hot riding. :

I had troubled dreams that night. I
dreamed I was out on Long .eadow with
the Duke, and that Simon Herbert, dead
as he was, had risen to his feet and was
tugging to get the black heron out of my
arms,

It must have been a good hour past
midnight when I awoke amd found Mor-
ton bending over me and shaking me
stoutly up and down.

“Get up, boy,” he was saying.
trouble has come to the castle.”

I was dazed and stupid from the slé€p
that lay heavy on me, and my slowness
maddened him.

“Are you lead, blockhead?” he asked.

But there was need for no further
words, As he epoke, there came a crack~
ing of wood giving way, from below; a
shout or two that I judged came from one
of the retainers on guard, and then, for
a moment, silence.

“They have forced the gates,” cried the
steward, and was off down into the hall.
1 slipped into my doublet, and grasping
a dagger—Morton had taken my sword—
followed. It seemed like some nightmare,
but I could hear Morton’s feet clattering
down the oaken floored pessage in front
of me, and 1 knew that I was awake fast

“The

enough. He was calling to the retainers
“Guard the big doois. Guard the big
doors.”

What. a sight faced us as we gained the
gtair, The cracking of wood we had heard
in my chamber had not been the giving

way of the gates. They must have been |

gaimed a good half-hour before. Instead
the heavy hall portals were gaping out
into the courtyard, splintered and yawn-
ing upon their hinges. The flaring of the
hall lamp as the night breeze swept in,
cast strange lights and shadows over the
place.

Packed close together
bay, were perhaps forty fierce-eyed men
with swords and knives and rough
clubs. A few carried firearms.
twisted figures in
knotting their limbs in the death agony
upon the threshold. They were the fruits

\;
;tail and run.
'a voice from the rear of the courtyard.

|

—God of us!—back, you dogs!”

The men quailed before his torrent of
werds, I thought they would have turned
But of a eudden there came

{“And who is tofhang for the killing of

Simon Herbert?”’ screamed the voice. “We
go not until we have stretched the neck
of the voung gallant that murdered him.”

This raised such a fierce clamor of shouts
and cries that I shut my eyes that I might
not eee Morton tcrn to pieces and trodden
under foct. But the eteward cut at the
leaders with the sword again.

«T know that voice,” he called out, “and
vour saying has merited you death, Allan
Herbert.”

There followed that which, had T not
stood there looking at if, I could not have
believed. My lord had bcasted that he
held his tenants in the hollow of his hand.
And thie showed that his words were not
spoken idly.

“Come hither, Allan Herbert,” said Mor-
ton, while I stood watching it, not stirring.
The rough lines eplit slowly, and a man
walked out from between them. He was
a young fellow, not over twenty-five at the
most. His head hung upon his breast, and

(T could not mark his face clearly.

As he came toward the stevard, Morton
drew back for a moment, and then the
gword point elid forward stiff and true.
The lad straightened for a second and the
light showed me his face. Then the boly
sank clumsily down upon the flagging.
Morton wiped the sword edge clean upon
his eleeve. It left a red trail on the silk.
I shuddered. It was my sword that had
drunk the boy’s blood, and I felt as if T
had been hie executioner.

“Now, back to your holes,” he shouted.
But with a horrid snarl the pack swept
toward him. !

There was a brief damming of their on-
set, and two fell beneath his ready blade.
But I eaw the biggest of the ruffians seize
him from behind and hold him up struggl-
ing with his feet in the air, while another
knifed him through the ch Then they
tramped him under foot. And that was
the end of Morton, the steward. He had
belonged to the feudal days, and feudal
ways had been his undoing, They buried
him after by the postern and marked the
grave with a headstone cut in London.
Morton was a stout heart.

It was when the mob trod him down
that my voice and my heart came back to
me. Then I, too, was down among the
maddened pack that came. sweeping up to
the etaire, yelling for .the Duke’s life. I
atabbed blindly omce or twice, 1 recall, and
then my knees slipped—in Morton’s blood
doubtleess—and I went down, clutching
wildly at the thighs and knees of the ill-
smelling men above me.

1 can still feel the thoughts that rushed
irto my head as I lay on the floor with my
ribs pounded and bruised by a massing of
hob-nailed boots. I thought of Joan, and
I thought of my lady. And, I am not
ashamed to say it, I bethought me weil
about my eoul, and grieved somewhat be-
cavse my last confessing was two months
ecld.

But amid it all there came hallooing from
above, and 1 felt -the heels that ground
me among the dead men giving backward.
They swayed slowly back at first, and then
retreated with a Tush and left me lying
with my face to the smoky lamp. But
there were eome heels that trod over me,
that did not crush my bones coming back.
These lay quiet in little rows at the foot of
the stairs and half way up to the first
landing.

And I jumped up with a cry of joy. For
swinging down the staircase side by side,
their blades shooting diamond flashes, save
where the steel edge showed dark and wet,
ceme Sir Robert, the Duke and, Earl of
Rokeby.

They came down the cumbered stair-
case slowly, and almost gaily, but none the
less terrible for that. It was the carelsss
valor of three noble gentlemen fencing for
a castle against a pack of maddened pea-
santry. .

The Duke was humming a catch as he
strode onward. It was a bit of the Cru-
eader’s love song that I have heard Sir
Robert einging in the garden:

And seeing, I be not afraid,
There waits for me at home a maid,
An English rose,

sang the Duke.

Thene was a stirring melody in the old
scng, and it did no more yeoman service
on any Crusading battlefield than on Cecil
staircase that night. Sir Robert, without
changing his gaze, struck into the air, and
the earl’s deep voice joined the singing.

Oh! but it was a goodly sight. My eyes
have never seen prettier. And so the three
came down the staircase, while overhead as
many high-bred Knglish ladies watched
them with white but haughty faces.

“Now!” called Sir Robert blithely. The
blade points dropped, and the three sprang
to the yawning caken doors.

What availed twisted hinges against the
grasp of iron wrists? Before the dazad
pack: outside had fair come to their senses
the bolte shot into place, groaning in their
strained sockets.

The gentlemen turned quickly and 1
banded Sir Robert his blade while the
osther two picked up their own. Then
tkey strode over the dead men to the stair-
cuse footing.

Together the sword points went up in
air-—went up and down.

“Well done,” my lords,” esa1id someone
from the head of the first Janding. And I
knew it was my lady’'s mother.

“Well done,” called another yoice, soft-
ar than the first, but as brave gounding. It
was my lady. !

“Well done,” echoed Lady Tyrrell from
the railing.

The three ‘bowed low and cleared the
stains for the ladies’ downcoming.

As for me, I ran half way up the stair-
came, and Joan's “Well done” was whis-
pered into my ear alone.

KING'S COLLEGE
CLOSING TODAY

Successor to Dr. Hannah Likely to
Be Announced Then--New Gover-
nors -The Graduates and Prize
Winners.

e

Windsor, N. S.,* June 20—Kings College
Alumni met this forenoon at the college.

different departments of college work. ‘The
treasurer’'s account showed

! hand of $496.48, and a balance of investments

after paying the governors $3,000 for the

like hounds “-tilabomtory at Sydney, of $3,421.33.

H.
| were elected governors.
et | ferred to the vacancy soon to take place
Three | py the
leather jerkins were | pledged the loyal support of the alumni to
| his successor when the governoers announced

B. Tremain and Dr. M. A. B. Smith
The executive re-

retirement of Dr. Hannah, and

the appointment.
The board of governors are in session to-

of the five retainers’ stand, but my lord's | night, and the result of their deliberations

will be announced at the convention tomor-

men must have been taken all unwary.| oo

They had made a brave fight, but what

wélves?
M rton neve: once paused in his running.
His steps clattered down to the landing,

t fre he aldems, 4 cadi i | : . :
out from the aldems, amd, wading out into | could see them chrink away from him.

the shallow water, tossed the dead bird |

across his shoulder.

“What mean ye, miserable whelps?” he

{shouted, striking fiercely at the foremost

He was a powerfully built Jout, with|of them.

bull shoulder muscles and a sun-browned

his eyes, made him look half animal.

eyed the Duke fiercely as he splashed his |

3 ! “Back! Get back to your holes! it is too | historical
neck. Coarse, black hair that fell around | Jate. for some of you.
He | hang fast and tight for this night's work.

Back 'and parish records.

And yot my lord may be merciful.

Some of you N]“”J

copld they do against a pack of ]mmuu‘

and then across the flcor. He was \\'aving:
my sword and when his foot touched one |
i of the dying men, he epurned the silent |
Jeaden legs and a loud splash mear. the [ thing aside roughly. He went quite up to !

pond edge, a roughly clad fellow SPTADE | {,e mob, and in the flicker of the lamp I} o

The pass list for B. A. degree. is: Miss
B. Angela Bober, E. B. Spurr.
B. Sc. degree—F. Morehouee.
Governor-general’s medal—Miss B. Angela

| Bober.

Responsions prize—W. C. Bober.
M. McCawley lebrew prize—C. W.

eish.

Almon Welsford testimonial—A. C. Wilson.
The Cogwell scholarship, amounting to
about $140, was carried off this year by one

of Kings' cleverest oung students, E. B.

Convocation will take place. tomorraw af-
ternoon.

Dr. James Hannay, who is collecting
material for the archives at
Ottawa, has gone to Woodstock, Andover
and Edmundston to examine the county

DECIDE T0 CUT
POSTAL RATES

British Postmaster General
Now Willing to Meet
Canada’s Wishes

PSS

A BLOW AT AMERICANS

Hon. Sydney Buxton Hopes That
Cheaper Newspapers and Periodi-
cals Will Have a Tendency to Stop
the Flood of United States Litera
ture Now Coming Across the Border

Montreal, June 20—A special London
cable has the following:

In an important speech to the Victoria
League, this afternoon at Buxbon, the
postmaster general announced that he was
in communication with the Canadian gov-
ernment with regard to the reduction of
postage on newspapers, and magazines
He was sure his proposals would be met
in a friendly spirit,and he hop>d in a fav-
orable spirit. He had given considerable
attention to the question and realizcd that
Canada was being flooded with American
literature and advertisements. This is
serious to imperial unity and trade.

He was glad Canadians were sufficient-
ly robust to withstand such appeals, but
he would like to eee them end. He inti-
mated that the question was a specific
one between England and Canada owing
to the peculiar situation of the latter.
Any arrangements, therefore, would not
necessarily affect other parts of the Em-
pire. He praised the success of imperial
penny-postage and predicted great advan-
tages from the new arrangement by which
an ounce would go for a penny, instead of
half an ounce. He desired to eliminaie
party politics from the colonial policy.

CAMP SUSSEX

The Orders Issued by Lieut.-Colonel
White, D. 0. C.

.

Orders have been issued by Lt.-Cel. G.
Rolt White, D. O. C., for the annual camp
of instruction to be held for twelve days
at Sussex, opening on Tuesday, June 26.
The following are the camp officers:

Genera]l staff—Orderly officer, Major B.
R. Armstrong, 3rd Regt. C. G. A.

Chief staff officer, Lieut. Col. D. McLeod
Vince, 13th Infantry Bde.

Admin, stafi—D. A. A. General—Bvt.
Lt. Col. J. E. Chinic, R. C. R.

Heads of Departments—District Engineer
—to be detailed from:R. C. E.

Senior A. S. C.  Officer—Major A. E.
Massie, C. A. 8. C.

P. M. O.—Lieut. Col. J. E. March, P. M.
0., M. D. No. 8.

Senior 0. S. C. Officer—Lt. Col. A. J.
Armstrong, O. S. C.

Paymaster—Major:8. J. R. Sircom, A.
P .Y e

P. V. 0.—Vet. Capt. W. H..Simon, P. V.
0., M. P.

Officers epecially employed—Musketry In-
structor, Capt. S. B. Anderson, 74th Regt.

Intelligence officer, Major E. T. P,
Shewen, co.ps of guides.

Signalling officer, Lieut. T. E. Powers,
D.S. 0, M. D: No. 8.

Gumnery instructor, Major J. E. L. du
Plessis, R. C. A. ~

Subondinate etaffi—Camp sergt. major,
Sergt. Major Duncan, R. C. R.

Aast. musk. instructor, Q. M. 8. instruct-
o> Robkirk, R. C. R.

0. R. clerk, Col. Sergt. C. J. Johnston,
M. 8. C. '

Asst. O. R. clerk, Corporal Fritz, 62nd
Regiment.

M. 0. 121 (8) p. m. clerk, to be detailed
from'D. P. 0., M. P.

Staff artillery—Lt. Col. commanding, Lt.
Col. F; H. J. Dibblee, 4th Bde. C. F. A.

‘Command—Adjutant, Capt. E. 8. Kirk-
patrick, 4th Bde. C. F. A.

Medical officer, (Surg.) Lieut. N. P.
Grant, 4th Bde. C. F. A.

Vet. Officer, Vet. Lieut. H. J. Pugsley,
4th Bde. C. F. A.

Subordinate staff—Brigade sergt. major,
Q. M. S. Instructor Jordon, R. C. A.

0. R. clerk, to be detailed from C. F. A.

Infantry brigade staff—Lt. Col. com-
manding, Lt. Col. H. H. MoLean, 12th In-
fantry Brigade.

Brigade major, Lt. Col. H. Montgomery
Campbell, 12th Infantry Brigade.
Subordinate stafi—Brigade sergt. major,
Q. M. S. Instructor Lavoie, R. C. R.

0. R. clerk, to be detailed.

Troops—8th- Hussars, Lt. Col. F. N
Wedderburn.

10th Battery, C. F. A, major W. C.
Good.

12th Battery, C. F. A.,, Major T. W.
Lawlor. b

No. 1 Field Co., C. E., Major J. R
Tompkins.

Det, Corps of Giides, Major E. TP
Shewen,

No. 8 Co., R. . R., Major C. F. O. Fiset.

67th Regt., Lt. Col. J. W. Baker.

7let Regt., Lt. Col. J. D. Chipman.

737 Reat,, Lt. Col. J. D. Bl E. Mac.
kenzie.

74th Regt., Lt. Col. B. Harper.

No. 7.Company, C. A. 8. C, Major X

|
{
|

|
|

|
{
1

|
|
|

|
|

E. Massie.

No. 8 Field Amb. Unit, Major M. Mac-
Laren.

Ord. store corps, Major and Lt. Col. A.
J. Armstrong.

Signal corpe, Lt. T. E. Powers.

Instructors—8th Iussars, to be detailed

i [fr(*m R.C. D,

10th Battery, C. F. A, Q. M. S. 1. Jor-
dir RO H A

»
19th Battery, C. ¥. A., Corporal Bray,
The executive committee Teported on the!R. €. H: A. |

No 1 Fd Co. C. B, %o be detailed from

a balance on|p (v

67th Regt., Sergt. Rushton, R. 0. R.
67th Regt., Corporal Morgan, R € R
71st Regt., D. Sergt. Langille, R. C. R.
718t Regt., Le. Cpl. Hockleford, R. C. R:
73rd Regt., Sergt: Woods, R. C. R~
73rd Regt., Corporal Hedley, R. C. R
74th Regt., Sergt. Butler, R. C. R.
74th Regiment., Le. Corporal Dubois, R.
C.

Buswell, P. A. M. C.

Bugler Innstructor, Bugler Galloway, R.
C. R.

Parades and drills—The hours for parades
and drills will be: For cavalry and engin-
eems, 8.30 to 11.30 a. m., 2 to 4.30 p. m.
For artillry, 8.30 to 11.30 a. m., 2 to 4.00
p. m. Infantry, first drill, 8.30 to 10.00 a.
m. Second drill, 10.30 to 12.00 noon, Third
drill, 2.00 to 4.30 p. m.

The board of managers of the Ilome for
Incurables has accepted the resignation
of Miss Betts, the matron, and made a
special record of the board’s appreciation
of her services. A resolution of regret
at the death of Mrs. W. W. Turnbull has

lalso been passed.

PREACHER ATTACKS
-~ MBUSE OF WEALTH

Dr. Hillis Tells Young Men That the
World Does Not Owe Them
a Living

SAYS PAUPERS ARE IN PALACES

Also Alludes to Women ‘ Who
Oarry & Donkey’'s Load of
Finery on Their Backs."

{New York Herald).

Preaching for the last time before his
long summer vacation, in Plymouth
church, yesterday morning, the Rev. Dr.
Newe}l Dwight Hillis chose for his sub-
ject: “A man's gift maketh room for
him; he shall stand before kings.” In the
afternoon the preached the baccalaureate

College of the City of New York. In the
course of his sermon Dr. Hillis denounced
in no uncertain terms the young man who
argues that the world owes him a living.

“Young men,” said Dr. Hillis, “do not

living” Of all the black lies that ever
the blackest. The world does mnot owe
you a living] but instead you owe the
world a million, million livings. You can
never repay what the world has done for
you.

"‘There are men living in palaces in
Fifth avenue and in palaces in Great
Britain,” he exclaimed, “who are as sure-

hovels and were supported by the state,
and there are women who carry a don-
key’s load of finery on their backs who

of the little that they give to the world
in proportion to what they receive.”

Dr. Hillis referred to the troublous
times in Russia, and said: “The French
revolution will be as a match in the night
i_n comparison with the revolution Russia
is soon to have, and the aristocrats will
reap what they have sown in firebrands
and bullets.”

Dr. Hillis then referred to the unrest in
this country. “For the last three weeks,”
he said, “we have been listening to end-
less attacks on property. We have heard
we are going to the devil because we are
to rich a country; that we need to go
back to the days.when we could not
boast so much wealth. But what this
country mneeds isn't more poverty, but
more manhood to use the property we
have. God meant men to go toward
wealth; he wants us to multiply our pos-
gessions. The trouble is not that we are
too rich, but our knowledge, our intel-
lectuality, our honesty, have not kept in
advance of our property as they should
have done. We need to come back to
the convictions of our -fathers and spirit-
ualize our wealth and property.”

VALUABLE FINDS AT
HOUSE WHERE ALICE
KINNAN WAS SLAIN

Police Discover Secret Closet Filled
With Silverware and Trunks Filled
With Costly Goods With Tags Still
on Them. ’

e

New York, June 19—A secret closet
containing two daggers, and a secret room
filled with silverware, clothing and bric-
n.jbra‘c, was the latest and most startling
discoveries made by the police today in
the old Stenton homestead in the Bronx,
where Mrs. Alice Kinan was clubbed to
death on June 8.

The secret apartment containing a chest
of silver and a miscellaneous assortment
of clothing is directly behind a room that
was occupied by Mrs. Kinan. The only
opening is a door made to resemble a
false window, which was covered by a
burcau. The plate found by the searchers
is said to be worth about $1,000.

No arrest has yet been made by the
officers who are investigating Mrs. Kinan’s
death.

Later in the day the eearchers came
across five trunks in another of the up-
stairs rooms in the house. These trunks
were filled with new goods, the tags on
which had never been removed. The tags
bore the names of half a dozen of the big
department stores, Included in the con-
tents of the trunks were new toilet sets,
some of silver and some of ivory, and all
costly and all encased in handsome plush
covered boxes; pocket knives, expensive
hand bags, high class stationery, costly
table linens, carpenters’ tools, dress goods
in bolts, expensive hand mirrors, ete., all
reressenting a value of many hundreds of
dollars.
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Up WOMEN IN THE HOME
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CHILDREN AT SCHOOL
AND Every day in the week and
TlRED women and c.hild:'en feel all

every week in the year men,
. qut.
ouT !
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decided at last to give Milburn’s Heart and |

Nerve Pillsa trial, and 1 would not now
be without them if they cost twice as
much. I have recommended them to my
neighbors and friends.
Mi burn’s Heart and Nerve Piils 50 cts.
er box or 3 for $1.25, all dealers, or The
g!. Milburn Go., Limited, Toronto, Qots .
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make the mi-}take at the outset of your| usual rate.
career of saying, ‘The world owes me a| tracts to be filled will keep on sawing at

defaced the page of a man’s life that is|clear, and curtail

MAINE MILLS CLOSI

NG DOWN

(Bangor News.)

| As parties to an agreement reached at

the meeting of spruce manufacturers in
Boston last week, most of the large mills
in Maine will curtail production to some
extent. N. M. Jones, of Bangor, repre-
senting the Katahdin Pulp & Paper Co.
(which has a large saw mill in Lincoln);
Samuel Sterng of the Sterns Lumber Com-
pany, and .Edward E. Walker, of James
Wailker Company, were Bangor's repre-
sentatives at the meeting, while the Ash-
tand Company and other big up-state con-
| cerns also had men there. there seems to
| be some doubt in regard to the manner

sermon for the graduating class of thei in which production of spruce will be cur-

| tailed on the Penobscot.

| It is altogether likely that most of the
Penobscot river mills will curtail pro-
duction of spruce one-half during July,
while sawing pine and hemlock at the
Those mills that have con-

full capacity until their order books are
later, The Kastern
Manufacturing Company is not a party
to the agreement, and as it has large con-
tracts may not curtail at all, although the
night crew may be laid off later in the
season. .

It is stated here that a Philadelphia
concern comtracted in the provinces last
winter for 50,000,000 feet of small spruce

ly financed paupers as if they lived in| fo delivery in New York and New Eng-

land markets, and that it is this stuff that
has caused the overloading of the market
with that kind of lumber. It is a by-

should also be classed as paupers, because| proguct of mills that eaw deals for the

British market. These mills formerly saw-
ed the sidings of the logs into boards, but
under the Philadelphia contract they are
sawing the sidings into two-inch plank,
which is split up into scantlings, running
for the most part from twelve to sixteen
teet long.

1t was inevitable that the boom in
gpruce lumber should collapse, and the
event has come later tham some Jumber-
men had expected. For two or three years
now prices have been mounting, until
last fall and winter heavy dimensions and
wide Tandoms reached $28 or even higher
in the New York market, and other sizes
at figures to correspond. It canmot be
gaid that the manufacturers who have to
buy their logs have been getting rich on
the boom for they have been obliged to
pay from $16 to $18 per M for good sized
logs, nor that the logger has been reaping
excessive profits for the simple reason that
at every advance on the lumber and log
markets the owners of the timberlands
have added to the price of stumpage,
while expenses of production at every step
from log to consumer have increased. The
land owners say the manufacturer always
has the best of the situation, for while in
the last analysis a very large share of the
profits of a high market go into his poc-
ket, he is under no additional expense
whatever as the result of a boom in lum-
ber, merely adjusting his stumpage fees to
correspond to the prevailing conditions.
"Manufacturers who own lands and cut
their own logs are, of course, large gainers
by the recent boom, but these are few.

While Maine and New Hampshire mills
have been turning out much more spruce
than usual during the past two seasoms, it
is not the increased production in these
states that has caused the recent elump in
the market, but the vast quantities of
lumber that have been sent to New Nov.
and New England ports from New Bruns-
Brumswick and Nova Scotia. Much

of this provincial epruce is small
|light etuff, not over twenty feet long, but
lit has served to overload the market for
| yard stuff, and so, under heavy supplies,
the Boston market has dropped as low as
§16 on the smaller sizes, and New York .
quotes a3 low as $17 and $18 for the same
stuff, with vast quantities-of provincial
lumber coming in, and a somewhat ex-
aggerated idea of the available supplies in
Maine, the buyers in large markets have’
been holding off for lower prices, so that
today the best Maine spruce goes begging
at heavily cut prices, and little demand

received in Bangor, and production thus
far this season has been 30 per cent lees
than in the corresponding period of 1905—.
about 28,000,000 feet as compared with 40,-
000,000 at this date last year, so that the

Some of the mills have been shut down
much of the time wince June 1, waiting for
logs, and mow that log supplies are soom
to become available the manufacturers are
confronted with a dull market and the
necessity of restricting production.

Some of the lumbermen are of the opin=
jon that when provincial lumber now on
the market and geing forward has been
worked off there will be a recovery in
prices, and that this improved condition
can be materially hastened by a 50 per
cent curtailment of production in New
England mills during July. While driving
conditions are favorable, and all of last
winter’s cut will probably reach boom, the
saw log supply on the Penobecot this year
will not be above normal—somewhat less,
probably, than in 1905. Recent reports in-
dicate that some of the St. John river logs
wili be ‘hung . up.

Reports from Boston Saturday indicate
that the influence of the agreement to cur-
tail production of spruce has already had a
steadying effect on the market. Ten and

$26 to $27; 9-inch and under, $24 to $25;
10 and 12-inch, 10 feet and up, $25.50 to
896.50; 2x3, 2x4, 2x7, 10 feet and up, $22 o'
$23.50.

TROUBLE ON THE ST. JOHN.

A Bangor lumberman says that from 45,=
000,000 to 50,000,000 feet of the St. John
river logs are hung up, and not likely to
vezch boom this year, but adds that thera
will be a 100,000,000 or more available for
sawing, which is a great plenty, in the
conditions ncw prevailing. The Fredericton
Herald eays:

J. W. Purdie, of this city, who has been
in the employ of W. J. Noble on Baker
branch, the past winter, returned home
Thursday. He reports that about half ot
Mr. Noble’s season’s cut of 16,000,000 feet
has been hung up. Between fiur and five
millions had to be abandoned on the southe
west branch and th: remainder was hung
up in the main river, nine miles above.
Seven Islinds. Mr. Purdie thinks if a good
rain should come in the near future there
will be a chance of all this lumber getting
out,

The directors of the upper corporation
have been having some trouble with Con-
tractor Pond and as he declined to employ
a oufficient force of men, the driving hae
practically been taken out of his hande.
On Monday G. V. Cunliffe, of Fort Kent,
one of the directors, started forty men at
work on the drive, Mr. Pond gave him to
underetand that the eervices of these men
were not needed, but Mr. Cunliffe told
them to go to work and he would cee that
they were paid.

The directors have found it mecessary
| to take action to prevent the logs from gete
lt,iug hung up in the corporation limit above
Grand Falls.

U, N B. ENGINEERS

for the Year,

Following are the engineering examin-
ation lists at the University of New
Brunswick:

THIRD YEAR.

Calculus—ivision  1.—Day, - Dunphy,
Macdonald, McCormae, McLatchey, Wood.

Division Il.—Moulton.,

Division 1l1.—Sutherland.

Geology—Divisicn I.—Macdonald.

Division 11.—Day, Dunphy, McCormac,
Sutherland, Wood.

Division I1I.—Moulton, McLatchey.

Railroad  construction—Division I—
Dunphy, Macdonald, McCormac, Mec-

Latchey, Wood.
Division 11.—Day, Monulton.
Division 111.—Sutherfand.
Retaining walle—Division I.—MoCormac.
Diwvision I1.—Dunphy.
Invision ILl.—Day,
Latchey, Wood.
Hydraulics—Division I.—Dumphy, Mec-
Cormac, \Wood.
Division 11.—Day, McLatchey.

Dacdonald, Mec-

Invision 111.—Macdonald, Moulton,
Sutherland.
Materials—Division I.—Day, Dunphy,

MoCormac, Wood.
Division 11.—Moulton, Macdonald, Me-
Latchey, Sutherland.
Practical physies—Division I.—Dunphy,
McCormace, Wood. :
Division II.—Day, Moulton, Sutherland.
Physacs—hvision 1.—Macdonald, Me-
| Cormac, Wood. )
| Division 1l.—Dunphy. ’
i Division Ill.—Day,ﬁM(’iu]tom, McLatchey,
|
!

Sutherland.
Nteam eugine
| donald, McUg
Division
Wood.

vision I.—Dunphy,Mac-

fistry—Divisien 1.—Dunphy.

Cormac, Sutherland, Wood, Hill.

Divis.on 1I1.-—MclLatchey.

Practical chemustry—Division 1.—Day,

{ Dunphy, Macdonald, Mouitou, McCormac,

j W ood. )
Division II.—MecLatehey, Sutheriand.

The rt'cal Mech tniost—Divi-ion 1.—Ben-

‘ SECOND YEAR.
\ M:Naughton, Rutledge,

nett, Kdgecombe,
| Wadlin.
Division 11.--E. R.
Smith,
| Divadon
| Legaie, Rugzlos,
Practical  Surveying -Division 1.—Ben-
nett, Kd:recombe, R. Loggie, H. R. Loz
teie, W. K. MeNaughtoa. Ruggles, Theri-
“m!, Wadlin, Webb.

Loggie, Therault,

111~ Burper, Gilchrat, Ho oK.
Webb, Wewmore.

! Divison 1L—Burpee, Rutledge, Wat-
i more, Smith.
Division HL—Gilshrst
Physies-—Division L :nre .. Edgectmb?,
I MeNaugheon, Wetmore, Smith.

Examination Lists Showing Results|P<;

vision 11.—Day. Moulton, Macdonald, |

Division II.—E. R. Loggie,
Theriault, Wadlin, Webb,

Division 1II.—Burpee, Gilchrist, H. R.
Loggie, Ruggles.

Descriptive Geometry—Division I.—Bur-

Rutledge,

Division II.—Bennett, Edgecombe, Mec~
Naughton, Rutledge, Theriault, Wadlin,
Webb. i {

Division III.—Gilchrist, E. R. Loggie, H.
R. Loggie, Ruggles, Wetmore,

Mathematics — Divigion- 1. — Bennett,
}‘;dgemmbe, MoNaughton, Rutledge, Wad-
in, i
Division 11.—Burpee, Gilchrist, Ruggies,
Theriau't, Smith.

Division 111.—E. R. Loggie, H. R. Log-
gie, Webb. Metmore.
Caleulu —Div sio 1« I.—Bennett, Edgecombe,
McNaughton, Rutledge, Wadlin, Smith.

Division II.—Burpee, Gilchrist, E. R.
Loggie, 1I. R. Loggie, Ruggles, Theriault,
Wetmore, .

Divieion ITI.—Webb..

French—Division I.—McNaughton, Rut-
ledge, Theriault.

Divigion IT.—Bennett,
Wadlin, Webb, Wetmore.

Division 1II.—Edgecombe, E. R. Loggie.

Eunghsh—Division I..—MecNaughton.

Division I1I.—Edgecombe,  Theriault,
Wadlin.

Division 1II. — Bennett, McNaughton,
Webb. =

H. R. Loggie,

FIRST YEAR.

Chemistry—Division I.—Orchard.
Division ITI.—Coy, Graham, Curry.
Projections—Division 1I.—Graham, Or
chard.

Botany—Division I.—Orchard.

Division I1I.-—Coy, Graham.

| Divieion 1HT.—Cuarry.

| Mathematics—Division I.—Graham, Ore
| chard, Curry.

Division [11.—Coy.
French—Division I.—Orchard.
Dividien LI —Graham,
English—Division I.—Orchard.

The Lumber Drives.
R. A. Estey, the Fredericton lumber-
{ man, arrived in the city Tuesday. Asked
about the lumber situation, he #ud mat-
ters were rather quiet just now. It is
expected that the drives will be finished
about July 10. By that time the Jogs will

have been brought over the falls.
Mr. Lstey said there would be about
20,000,000 or 25,000,000 hung up. This 18
compesed of part ¢f the Kilburn, Morri-

Rundolph & Baker. Asked if he thought
the present trouble in the St. John mil's
would have a tendeascy to put more busi-
ness . the way of the up river mills, he
s1id that was hard to say, but it was
| probable it would help them some.

|° d4%es: reports frem the English lumber
| markets state that ppees are about tlie
| same and that the

| It vour le st and comfort

{ *Foot Elm" Eem. It pre-

l vents sweatl wkes tight  shoes

leasy. It'sa ti or breaking in new
!
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situation here is not at all satisfactory..

12-inch dimeneions are quoted there at °

| N ORDER TO CORTAIL QUTPUT

In This Way They Plan to Brace Up the Spruce Market—:
Production Will Be Decreased One Half During Month.
of July—Statement of St. John Millowners Confirmed.

at that.Very few ordens have lately been

son and Blue River drives, the latter for




