
HAMILTON SATURDAY.

' ' /

30 1905

Our Scotch Comer
qiilries. ,nd l«n»i that the mutual 
love of ,fche ploughman and. the ex*serv- 

ms th-eh in
bring up house, 

left at has death a

ANNIE LAURIE.
Her Family and Birthplace.

The magnificent library at Barjarg
Tower, which was of material assistance 
to Thomas Carlyle during his residence 
at Craigenputtock, is an enduring monu
ment to the scholarly tastes of Mr. W.
F. Hunter Arundell, who died in 1827.
It comprises the cream of British and 
French classics prior to that date, and 
many rare and curious volumes. Among 
its more special treasures are a prayer- 
book which was the personal possession 
of Charles I., King Charles H’s. copy of 
the Eikon B&silicon, another volume from 
•«h* library of the gay monarch,and a 
vrmber of illuminated missals and other 
volumes, examples of the patient and 
elegant labor of the old monks. The col
lection is splendidly housed and cared for 
in a manner that would gladden the 
heart of its founder. Mr. Hunter Arun
dell, besides being a discriminating bib- 
liophilist, cherished the design of writ
ing a history of the county and county 
families, and assisted by his wife, a lady 
of kindred tastes, he had laid a good 
foundation by amassing a large amount 
of genealogical and historical informa
tion. Unhappily his life was not suffi
ciently prolonged to enable him to cast 
the fruits of his industry into literary 
form. Thejr are preserved in a number 
of manuscript volumes, which the late 
Mr. McDowall had the privilege of con
sulting when engaged in the preparation 
of his History of Dumfries, and he made 
frequent use of their contents in dealing 
with the early history of some prom
inent families. Among other documents 
referred to by Mr. McDowall was one 
relating to the Lauries of Maxwelton, 
and from it he made an extract record
ing the birth of the heroihe of the famous 
song.. It is a copy of a family register 
kept in the first instance by Sir Robert 
Laurie, the first baronet of Maxwelton, 
and containing also entries of his own 
death and that of his two immediate 
successors in the title. The original 
paper has, we understand, disappeared. 
Special importance, therefore, attaches 
to the existence of this careful tran
script, which has been made by Mr. 
Hunter Arundell into a book containing 
similar material relating to quite a num
ber of families, and where it is neigh
bored by references to those of Maxwells 
of Munches and Murrays of Murray- 
thwaite.—Dumfries Standard.

A HIGHLAND FUNERAL.

Cameron of Lochiel Conveyed to His Last 
Resting Place.

The funeral of Donald Cameron, of 
Lochiel, Chief of the Clan Cameron, took 
place on the (5th inst. to St. Andrew’s 
churchyard, Fort William. Inverness- 
shire, and was probably one of the 
largest ever witnessed in the Highlands. 
Leaving the ancestral home at 10.30 a.m., 
the coffin was borne shoulder high by four 
shepherds and four deerstalkers to the 
entrance gate, where it was transferred 
to the hearse. The pallbearers were com
posed of chiefs of clans and chieftains, 
their names being Clnny of CJuny. the 
Mackintosh of Mackintosh. Lord Lovat, 
Sir Reginald Maclead of Macleod, Macdon
ald of Glenaladale, and Maclean of Ard- 
gour. The cortege was escorted from 
Achnacarry to the place of interment 
by the Lochnbar contingent of Lovat 
Scouts, and at Nevis Bridge the proces
sion was met by the Provost and Town 
Council of'Fort William, the Provost and 
Town Council of Inverness, the Fort 

« William Volunteers, of which Lochiel 
was first captain, the sheriff and court 
officials, county councillors,- representa
tives of various clan societies, clergy, 
police and others. To the doleful notes 
of Lochaber No More, The Flowers of 
the Forest, and kindred pipe tunes, the 
pageant slowly wended its way to St. 
Andrew’s Church, where the usual burial 
service was conducted by Dean Rorison, 
Bt. Andrew’s; Dean Presley Smith, of 
Argyll and the Isles, and the rector, Rev. 
K. L. Reid, Fort William. Covered with 
wreaths, the coffin the while lay in the 
chancel, Beethoven’s March Funebré being 
played on the organ as the mourners 
left the edifice. All along the route of 
the procession many tokens of sorrow 
and regret could be noticed. In Fort Wil
liam business was entirely suspended, 
and all the bells were tolled. The chief 
mourners were the sons of deceased, Mr.

Ralph Cameron, London (cousin), and 
the Earl of Dalkeith.

Peter’s Forethought.
Finlay Macdonald, a worthy tailor, 

was ripe in years, and had clad many a 
brother Highlander in philabeg and 
trews, before he thought upon taking 
unto himself a wife. He became en
amored of a buxom lass not much 
younger than himself, and, both being 
of one mind, the wedding day was duly 
fixed. Finlay was extremely anxious 
that his house should not be wanting in 
all its requisites for the convenience of 
the future partner of his joys, and ac
cordingly attended . a sale of household 
furniture in the village in which he re
sided a few days previous to the happy 
event. The auctioneer knocked down 
several useful articles to the “bid” 
of the tailor, and others which were 
doubtful, amongst these latter being a 
cradle. When Finlay bade for this piece 
of furniture the bystanders first stared 
and then tittered, and one of them re
marked that perhaps the cradle would be 
of no use to him. “Aweel, no matter at 
all, at all,” replied Finlay, as he tabled 
the price of his purchase; “in that case, 
of coorse, I can shust lay it by for me 
grandchilds!”

principal onset for 
As e sequel the laird

, legacy of $5,000, the 
interest of which he decreed was to be 
divided annually for all time coming 
into five equal portions, four among 
brides as already -mentioned, and the 
fifth to provide oatmeal, tea, sugar, etc., 
for the poor of the parish.

This quaint custom, besides creating 
pleasurable excitement, does much ma
terai] good to the humble participants. 
The fund, which is invested in Govern
ment consols, at present stands at $5,- 
650, and the next distribution—on Mon
day, Jan. 1,1906—will be the fifty-ninth. 
—Cassell's Journal.
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measuring THE BRIDE.
OldCompetitions and Awards in an 

Fashioned Scotch Hamlet.
It is a very quaint matrimonial com

petition that ‘prevails m the old 
vd fishing and agricultural hamlet of Bt. 
Cyrus, on the northeast coast of Bcot-
^t is an annual contest open only to 
brides, is judged and umpired by the 
parish, minister in the parish church and 
hu* to do entirely with age and stature. 
Four money prizes of equal value are 
awarded every year. There is one each 
for the youngest, the oldest, the short
est and the tallest brides married during 
the course of the year in the parish 
church.

Candidates, if not resident in the par
ish. must take up residence there at 
least six weeks before the nuptial knot 
is tied.

The procedure followed is the essence 
of simplicity. At the close of the wed
ding ceremony the bride retires to the 
vestry in order to sign the marriage re
gister and to have lier competitive qual
ifications ascertained. The “birth lines,” 
as they are familiarly designated, show 
her age, but no documentary evidence 
of stature, however authoritatively at
tested, can be accepted. Proof must be 
forthcoming on the spot. For this, pur
pose the candidate has to submit to an 
ordeal, the first part of which consists 
of removing her -shoes. Then*comes the 
undoing of her hair until the tresses, 
length permitting, hang loosely over the 
shoulders.

Thus temporarily bereft of part of 
her adornment, she steps on to the meas
uring stand provided for this special 
purpose, and always kept on the prem
ises. Now come» the crux of the cere 
mony. The judge carefully wields the 
sliding indicator, and in the gentlest 
possible manner checkmates any sus
picion of unduly manipulating the head 
and feet.

Measuring completed, the pastor en 
ters the particulars in the bride’s regis
ter. The entries close with the end of 
each year, and it is an interesting group 
that wends its way -to the manse on tin- 
first week day of the year to receive the 
dowries.

These marriages always take place 
in a Friday ,on which occasion there is 
invariably a good turn-out of spectators, 
the union of a deaf and dumb couple 
having attracted a record assemblage. 
The bride’s register reveals some curious 
feature. in one family three sisters 

* and a brother’s wife were, successful in 
annexing the gift, ana of two prize tak
ing sisters one was the taU-est and the 
other the shortest. In another in tance 
only half a day separated one of the 
lucky -bides from the next in turn.

The present minister of tlie parish has 
officiated at these contests for the last 
twenty-one years, during which periocl 
the value of the dowries luv averaged 
a trifle ovfer $30 each.

The origin of this droll competition is 
decidedly interesting. One. boisterous 
winter day a wealthy local laird observ
ed a young couple wending their way to 
church to be “made one.” Curious to 
know their circumstances, he made in-

IN QUIET MOOD.
Faith in God.

“Have faith in God,” is one of our Lord’s 
commands.—Mark il.. 12. “Without faith it 
is impossible to please Him."—Hebrews, xi. 
* Peter sinking, and Jairus quailing at evil 
tidings, were exhorted to exercise faith.— 
Luke, viii. 60; xlv. 31. Suggestion: Faith is 
a voluntary act of the mind that connects 
the soul with God, as the trolley connects 
the car with the power bearing wire. In a 
crown that thronged and pressed Him our 
Lord felt the mental touch of the sick wo- 

He averred, “Some one touched me, 
for power went out of Me.” To her He said, 
’Thy faith hath saved thee."

“Faith m God is simply trusting 
In His love, and truth and power;

Power upholds and truth enlightens.
Love enfolds us evqfy hour;

God is Love"—Love unrepenting.
Very truth—He cannot lie,

And omnipotent. He offers 
All to bless, to Justify.

As the very Truth Eternal,
Why not then believe His word?

Why not then accept the offer,
Which from childhood we have heard? 

God, Almighty is, in power.
Nought for Him can be too hard,

Why not lean upon Him wholly?
Why, for man’s, God’s help discard?

Do you lie in Doubting Castle,
Scourged by the giant grim, Despair? 

Courage, take as key God’s promise.
Every door, 'twill open there;

You shall walk out in the sunshine 
Of His love and liberty;

You shall find your wistful longing 
Has become a certainty.

Are you groping In the shadows 
Which conflicting creeds do throw?

Trust the Christ, His teaching follow.
He the truth will make you know:

He will show you priceless treasures,
All the fulness of God’s grace ,

Which, unmerited, unasked for.
Is prepared for all our race.

Have you wandered from the sheepfold?
Know the shepherd kind and true.

Ever seeks the lost to save them,
Answer, for He calls for you;

Are you lying In the darkness,
Helpless, speechless as the dumb?

He His treasure will discover 
For with searchlight He doth come.

Did you wilfully desert Him?
Have you squandered all in sin?

Go to him, your sin acknowledge,
Full forgiveness that will win;

If you once but prove your Saviour 
You will rise all fears above,

You will trust In Him forever.
In His power, truth and love.

The Glad New Year.
The glad new year! What secrets lie 

With its folded, untried days!
We long to know them, you and I;

We long to try the untrod ways;
And yet the leaves of memory turn.

To many a page we linger o'er;
And still our ghostly lights we burn, 

Above U;e hones dead evermore.
“Behold, I make you all things new."

New grace and strength for each day’s

New promises, we know them true;
New wants before the throne to plead; 

New hopes aud Joys; new trust and love;
New trials of our fatih; ah, yet. 

Temptations new our hearts to prove—
To be our bane or happiness.

O gracious God! this prayer we make—
We shrink from voicing out our tear— 

Yet. test our burdened hearts should break, 
Grant us our need this coming year;

Take—take—we yield up all to thee,
But give—thyself with what Is best;

And my our every moment be.
Within thine arms—eternal rest.

The Watch-Dog in your 
Vest Pocket

Y
OU can buy Health Insurance 

now.

Several good “ Accident ” 
Companies sell it.

Sixty dollars per year will bring you 
$25.00 per week, for every week you are 
Sick.

But, your time alone may be worth far 
more than that.

And $200 per week might not pay for 
your suffering.

That's why “Cascaret’’ Insurance which 
prevents Sickness, is worth ten times as 
much money as other “ Health ” Insur-

Yet "Cascaret Insurance’’ will cost you 
Hess than Ten Cents a week.

That gives you a “Vest Pocket” Box 
to carry constantly.

“Indigestion” means food eaten but 
nr'v lyrttally digested.

“Constipation” means food retained in 
the body undigested too long, till it decays.

It then supplies the poisons of decay 
to the system, in place of the nourishment 
it might have supplied.

isn't that a tremendous handicap worth 
Insuring against ?

What does it cost to Cure Constipation 
or Indigestion, with their train of small 
and great ills, and to Insure against a 
return of them?

Not so very much.
One 10 cent box of Cascarets per week, 

at most, perhaps half that.
One candy tablet night and morning, 

token regularly for a short time, is war
ranted to cure the worst case of Constipa
tion or Indigestion that walks the earth.

One tablet taken whenever you suspect 
you need it will insure you against 90 per 
cent of all other ills likely to attack you. 

Because 90 per cent of these ills begin

in the Bowels, or exist through poor 
Nutrition.

Cascarets don’t purge, don’t weaken, 
don’t irritate, nor upset your stomach.

No,—they act tike Exercise on the 
Bowels, instead.

They stimulate the Bowel-Muscles to 
contract and propeh the Food naturally 
pasfthe little valves that mix Digestive 
Juices with Food.

They strengthen these Bowel-Muscles 
by exercising them.

The Bowei-Muscles can thus, is a short 
time, dispense with any Drug assistance 
whatever.

* * *

The time to take a Cascaret is the very 
minute you suspect you need one.

—When your Tongue is coated a little.
—When your breath is not above 

suspicion.
—When your head feels dull, dizzy, or 

achy.
—When you have eaten too heartily, or 

too rapidly.
—When you have drunk more than was 

good for your digestion.
—When you have a touch of Heart

burn, Gas-belching, Acid-rislng-in-throat, 
or a Comlng-on-Cold.

Carry the “Vest Pocket” Box where It 
belongs, just as you would your Watch, 
Pocket-knife or Lead-pencil.

It costs only 10 cents. At any drug
gist.

Be sure you get the genuine, made only 
by the Sterling Remedy Company, and 
never sold in bulk. Every tablet stamped 
“CCC.”

A sampleand the famous booklet “Curse 
of Constipation,” Free for the asking. 
Address Sterling Remedy Company, Chi
cago or New York. TOO

Misunderstood.

Misunderstood! O cruel world!
"Of all sad word» of tongue or pen," 

This ranks them all in bitterness;
Far sadder 'Its than "might have been.” 

What memories come, and grief, 
Auguteh without relief.

Recalling, we are misunderstood!

As backward through the misty years 
Winged memory speeds its hasty flight. 

There come from out this tear-stained past 
Visions dark as the murky night— 

Visions of slck'ning pain.
Sad walling's deep refrain.

Wrung out from crushed and bleeding hearts. 
111.

Misunderstood! Misunderstood'
Actions born of earnest prayer,

Sublime the dead, purpose divine.
Motives pure and heavenly fair,
All meant for truest good 
"All, all misunderstood;

Yet, worse—misjudged, maligned, misturned.

But O, what comfort! what relief!
Comes with thought that Thou, above us

Dost ne'er misjudge, misunderstand,
No act or motive pure shall fall 

Unseen, nor fail to be 
Rewarded full by Thee.

Our blessed Lord, just Judge and Friend !

Somehow we move with firmer tread 
Along this troubled way of life,
Knowing that He doth understand.

And hoping that, above earth’s strife, 
Revealed in heaven’a clear light.
In judgment Just and right.

Before God's throne we'll stand approved. 
—Major K. D. Lowell, D. D.. In N. i\ 

Christian Advocate.

The Transformer.
Love la the Lord s'good angel.

Love came in "at a door,
And touched a woman who wept for wo*. 
And soon she was sad no more,
1 thought It was joy 1 wanted,

(Love's laugh was merry to hear);
"Take me, aud lie glad for ever,.

It was Love you wanted, dear."

Love went into an office,
.And a banker s book was there,

But the man saw under the figures.
The glint of a woman's hair 

"I thought It was wealth I wanted,
But I uer<r was rich before;

Love whispered: "She waits your coming, 
Close the book and open the door."

Love came into a mean street.
And lingered here and there;

The homes he touched were transfigured, 
Rooms were no longer bare;

The women sang as they did their work, 
And the hien laughed out for glee;

"Let me bide for ever,’’ *ald Love,
"For the poor folk must need me."

Love works miracles every day,
A sunshine maker he;

Pleasure and riches are his io give. 
Whoever the people be 

Men and women! Be worthy of Love,
And let the small things go:

It is only the loved and the loving 
Who life at its best may know.

—Marianne Farn Ingham.

Swiss Chocolate Trade.
Tlie total exports in 15)04 of Swiss 

chocolate amounted to about 15,000,00') 
pounds, valued at over $5.000,000. Most 
of the Swiss factories give a good deal 
of attention to the export trade. The 
United States bought nearly $000.000 
worth of Swiss chocolate lust year and 
large quantities were also exported to 
Germany. France, Italy and Belgium.

Blobbs—So your investment turned 
out -badlv eh? * I thought you got in on^ a.u— *»——*

1'ither Knickerbocker paye approxi- 
afely $2,500,000 a year for the main- 

teninoe and care of “dependent children.” 
This is really a monumental column 
in dollars raised in New York city to 
the tragedies of families—the sorrow 
and the suffering of women and children. 
Week in, week out, day after day, the 
stories of these tragedies are told at 
the Bureau of Dependent Children in the 
old Charities building, 66 Third avenue. 
Seven thousand applications by desti
tute mothers left starving with their 
little broods have been made for help 
already this year, and these figures will 
have mounted considerably higher before 
its close.

Just think of it, 7,000 piteous appeals 
for shelter and for food by helpless 
mothers for themselves and their little 
ones in this city of palaces and untold 
wealth !

“If only the philanthropists or some of 
our millionaires would sit here for an 
hour or two a day for a week ! ” said 
the kindly man who listens daily to the 
mothers’ stories of their sorrows and 
wrongs, “they would see and hear what 
would make their hearts melt with 
pity.”

It is a story of the bread winner 
taken away, willed it may be at his 
work, and the family left penniless and 
thrown out on the street. A mother, ill 
and weak, having tottered out of a hos
pital and unable to earn longer the few 
dollars with which she had struggles to 
keep her children with her, or it may 
be that the hospital claims her and that 
she must go, to add still further to her 
burden.

With pale, pinched faces the women 
come, darkenings around their sunken 
eyes, their lips bloodless, their clothing 
thin and threadbare, their shoes broken, 
the uppers merely remaining—the stamp 
of hunger and poverty over all.

It is noontime, but perhaps they have 
had no breakfast, or if they had, it was 
a meal merely in name—a piece of stale 
bread, a cup of water. And hanging on 
to their skirts are four, five, or six little 
ones, with the hunger pallor in their 
eager faces, their clothes in rags and 
their little feet sticking out every
where into the cold through their broken 
shoes. In the majority of cases there 
is also a baby in arms, a poor little 
btindle of rags crying for what the 
mother cannot give it. Malnutrition, the 
physician calls the hunger pinch, and the 
great word never gets through the ears 
to the heart.

Death and sickness are mainly re
sponsible for these conditions, and Fred
erick E. Bauer, the superintendent of the 
bureau, will tell you that the general 
situation among the poor of this city 
was never so distressing as it is to-dav. 
For when the husband and father dies or 
cannot work there is never a penny to 
keep out black poverty. They struggle 
for existence with a few dollars a week 
had always been desperately hard, al
ways a mother of keeping body and soul 
together and a roof over their heads.

Strikes, especially last year were re
sponsible for quite a large percentage of 
the applications, the wives of iron 
workers, tinsmiths, and bricklayers being 
obliged to seek temporary relief for 
themselves and their children. Savings 
had been swept away, credit was gone, 
and nothing remained but to part with 
the little ones until there was a return 
to -normal conditions in the building 
trades.

Another cause of suffering, and one 
which Mr. Bauer hopes will be vigorous
ly dealt with, is desertion. Under a law 
recently passed, wife desertion has been 
classed as a felony, and the deserted, 
if found, may now* be extradited from 
any state in which he has sought a re
fuge. Fully thirty per cent. at. least of 
the applications to the bureau arise, ac
cording to Mr. Bauer, from wife deser-

‘‘*rhe public at large.” said Mr. Bauer, 
“have little idea of the number of de
sertions there are. It is something 
shocking. These men seem to "have no 
heart, to be even without the brute in- 
sinct. for when a poor woman is most 
in need of attention is the time they 
select to clear out. It may be the strug
gle is too much for them and they lose 
nerve, but it is rather hard, you will ad
mit, to leave a wife to struggle for her 
children at a time when she should be 
going to a hospital.

“The fact is, the poor women are not 
able to undertake the task, and if we 
do not look after the children/they must 
starve. Some women, of course, are foo 
proud to let their distress become known 
and so one reads in the newspapers of 
a family found starving.

“We will certainly prosecute under 
the new law. which I am sorry is not ret
roactive. wherever we can discover the 
delinquent. Difficulties, of course, we 
shall have to contend with, for even in 
the hardest eases a woman will not eon-

Galloping Consumption
CURED

Twelve Years Ago.
Maganetnwan, May rj, *904.

'•It le m years ago since Psychine deed 
M té fl—|itinn I caught cold
working as fireman on the C. P.R. The 
doctors said there was no hope for me. I 
had m+k Sweats, Odfc mi fever, and fre
quently coughed pieces of my lungs. I was 
fast sinking away. Was advised by Mrs. 
Stewart, a neighbor, to try Psychme, and 
two months’ treatment put me right 00 my 
feet agaia. Have had no return of hmg 
trouble since. Psychme saved roe. To
day I work on my farm near here. I am 
six feet tall ami weifix ever 175 lbs. Use my 
testimonial and photo if you desire.”

A. E. M OXFORD.

SYCHINE
(hwomed ti-KEEH)

The Greatest of aK 
Tonics

ON THE RAILROAD
How anxiously the engineer and fireman watch 

the signals—how quickly they apply the brakes 
when the red light flashes its message of danger 
along the tracks.
They receive other signals of danger equally 
important.
A alitfht cold or conifh is nature’s red lamp of 
danger.
If these signals of danger are neglected there will 
surely follow Pneumonia, Bronchitis, La 
Grippe, Plenrlay, Fevers or Consumption.
Those who heed these signals shonld instantly 
seek a sure cure in PS Y CHINE and even if 
disease has taken its hold this wonderful medicine 
is able to check further ravages and to restore the 
patient to sound health.

AU Dretilsts.
Free Trial.

Oa. Dollar.

Dr. T. A. Slocum Limited, 179 King Street West, Toronto, 1

sent to do anything to the man who 
deserted her that will send him to pris
on for t.wo or three years.

“It was Ouida who wrote, I think, 
that a woman has a good deal of the 
spirit that prompts a dog to lick tlie 
hand that struck him. In the very worst 
cases you will not get the woman to 
help you find the deserter. I believe 
often they know where the husbands are 
and will not tell. This law, however, is 
one of the best that has been passed in 
a long time, and as soon as we have a 
few cases and it. becomes generally 
known that there is such a law it will 
certainly act as a deterrent.

The desertions,” continued Mr. Bauer, 
“are chiefly among foreigners. We are 
told that the family is everything to 
these people in their own countries, but 
they seem, when they come here, to want 
to get rid of the wives and children. It 
may he that they think this has some
thing to do with freedom, but they must 
be made to think differently.

“I have no doubt there are many 
cases of fraud, that is collusion between 
the husband and his wife, so as to get 
rid of the children and the cost of keep
ing them, and oftentimes for the sake, I 
believe, of having them well taken care 
of free of expense.

“1 do not want to single out any par
ticular race, but the Russian Jews are 
very apt as soon as possible to take a 
means of getting their children sent to 
what they call the ‘weisenhaus.’ Deser
tions are * frequent among them. The 
Italians talk of an institution for chil
dren as the ‘collegio.’ It is a great thing 
with them to get the children to col
lege with good food and good clothes 
and good shoes.

“We even have women ami children 
sent over here from Europe met by men 
who pass as their husbands and get them 
off Ellis Island, when in realitj’ their 
husbands are in prison in the home 
land. We had a ease recently of a wo
man who went through Ellis Island in 
this way whose husband was serving a 
life sentence for murder.”—New York 
Globe.

Care of Canaries

well. Lame 
backs, strained 

f shoulders, sprained 
ankles, bad knees,

' bruises, cuts and burns, 
fall lose their soreness after ] 

ng bathed with th 
mderful pain killer.

Hirst’s Pain 
Exterminator

is the poor man’s friend. For 40 
years, it has been the old reliable 
family medicine. It never fails 

e pain of every kind, 
title in the house/ as Miss 

of Dunnville does, and 
bills—
be without Hirst’* Pain 
I have used it for 1 years.
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Keep a f 

- Alice Jo 
save doc 
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INTERVIEWING PRESIDENT ROOSE
VELT.

Callers are shown into the Cabinet 
room, where they wait their turn. With
out warning Mr. Roosevelt throws open 
tlie doors of his private office, greets a 
foreign attache, whom lie invites into his 
sanctum (a high army officer who fell 
out with tlie administration called it 
“the woodshed”) ; then shakes hands 
with a prominent editor who has come 
all the way from New York to learn the 
truth about the negotiations making fffr 
a peace conference. Is there a hitchc 
The President positively affirms: “There 
is no hitch. Pay no attention to the 
newspapers. Rely only on the official 
statements given out here.”

The interview has lasted just two 
minutes, but the editor goes away happy. 
Into the private office darts Mr. Roose
velt. In a few minutes he returns with 
the salutation, “How d’ do, Mr ——. Sit 
right down here.” motioning a big man 
with a square jaw to a seat near the 
Cabinet table. The visitor takes e the 
chair, and quickly states his business— 
in reality his grievance—which relates 
to the Panama Canal. He offers a let
ter as Exhibit A. The President runs his 
eye rapidly over page 1, glances at page 
2*. and then says : “I understand perfect
ly. That should go to Mr. Shonts. 
When T put a man in such a position I 
would not go over his head under any 
consideration.”

But the square-jawed man is perse
vering. He begs to appeal from the de
cision, and rapidly restates his argu
ment. Up jumps the President. “I said 
that should go to Mr. Shonts. Good- 
by. Very glad indeed to have seen
^ Mr. ----- departs, disappointed, per
haps, but with his hand tingling from a 
vigorous handgrip, which is somewhat 
compensating. As for the President he 
has closed the doors of his privàte office, 
shutting out from view the Japanese 
Minister, who had been let in by another 
entrance. And so it goes until Mr. Roose
velt departs to make ready for lunch
eon/ which is at one thirty. Here business 
is often combined with pleasure ; dis
tinguished guests are regularly invited 
to the White House table, and the Presi
dent discusses with them affairs of a 
public nature.—From “Theodore Roose
velt : An Outdoor Man,” by Henry Beach 
Needham, in the January McClure’s.

When the canary is in ordinary health 
the more plainly it is fed the better, 
says the Pittsburg ‘Press.’ The usual 
mixture is what is called black and 
white canary seed, the black being good 
summer rape. Of this one part is added 
to two of the other. It is important 
however, that the seed be good and 
clean—that is, free from düst and grit.

The canary seed should be fat, glit
tering seeds, and before putting it in the 
tin of a morning not only should, the 
tin itself be cleansed, but the seed 
should be put upon a piece of white 1 wi
per and the dust or grit, if any, blown 
away or removed. In addition to these 
seeds a little green food must be given, 
fresh every day, but not damp. The best 
part probably plain tain, ripe groundsel, 
ripe ehiekenweed, a little lettuce or wa
ter cress.

As to dainties, the less of these the 
better. We may, perhaps, make an ex
ception in the traditional morsel of 
sugar or crumb of sweet biscuit, but a 
bird will not keep long m song that has 
much of either.

Water should be given fresh every 
morning ,the little glass fountain being 
previously well rinsed out. Soft filtered 
water is best by far. A great many 
ailments are induced by hard water. In 
the wild state birds drink the rain wa
ter from the leaves. This is pure, and 
contains, of course, no hardness.

Sand is another important sine qua 
non of health. It should be rather coarse 
or gritty and very clean. Perhaps 
washed sea sand is as good as any. Tlie 
bottom of the cage should always be 
thickly strewn with this immediately af
ter the cage is cleaned in the morning, 
a stock being kept in the house for tlie 

^purpose.
A song canary will not do well lor 

any length of time in a stuffy, badly 
ventilated room. Another thing that 
tends greatly to keep the bird in health 
is a sun bath. On fine days the cage 
should be hung that the sunshine shall 
penetrate the cage, but at the same time 
it must be remembered that too much 
heat is very dangerous, so one-half of 
the cage should be invariably covered 
with a cloth.

This cloth comes in handy in several 
other ways— at night, for example • 
more particularly when the temperature 
is low or likely to be. On such occas
ions the cage is to be covered quite over, 
but in summer a part should always be 
left open. The cloth may be required 
also at times when anything is being 
done in the room likely to frighten the 
bird. Some birds are naturally timid 
and easily alarmed. When they are so, 
it is useless trying to tame them : the 
heart is weak and they need extra gen 
tie treatment. We have known a bird 
of this kind almost frightened to death 
by some one. while sewing, tearing a 
piece of linen down the centre.

Apropos of fresh air. the bird in the 
winter’s evening is too often bung in a 
position we have already condemned ns 
prejudicial to health in a room where 
gas is burning. If the bird must be in 
this room the cage should be lowered 
and partially covered up. Smoke, steam, 
and all sorts of vapors tend to injure 
the health slowly, or, indeed, to cause 
illness and loss of voice.

A forenoon bath daily in fine weath
er is an excellent preservative of life 
and voice in the song canary. A saucer 
makes as good a bath as any, the water 
being clear ram water, it is usually 
placed in the cage, but if the bird has 
been tamed thoroughly and allowed its 
freedom for a time every day the bath 
should be placed on a chair or on the 
floor. The bird will come to look upon 
this as a very great luxury and the rage 
remains unsôiled.

The Last Grand Charge.
It was just before the last grand charge. 

Two soldiers drew their rein.
For a porting word, and a clasp of th»

They might never meet again.

One was a youth with clustering curls. 
Nineteen but a month ago;

Red on his cheeks, down on hb chin;
He was. only a boy, you know.

The other was a stern and cold, proud mad, 
Whose faith in this world had grown dim. 

He only trusted 1n those he loved,
They were all the world to him.

They had ridden together through many a 
charge;

They had marched for many a mile,
And even before they had faced the foo 

With a calm and fearless smile.

But now they looked In each other’» eyes 
With a deep, despairing gloom.

And the cold, proud man was the first to

Saying, "Charlie, my boor has come.”

We shall ride together, up yonder steep;
But you will rid® hack alone.

Will you promise a tittle trouble to take. 
For me, when I am gone?

You will find a face framed on my breast,
1 will wear It in the fight ;

With dark blue eyes and sunny hair,
And a smile Ilk» the morning light.

Like the morning light was her love fot

When she promised to be my wife.
And little did I care for the frowns of fate 

With her to gladden my life.

Write to her. Charlie, when I am gone;
Send her the fair, framed face;

Tell her when and how I died.
And where is my resting place.

Tell her I will wait for her.
In the borderland between 

Heaven and earth, until she comes—
It will not be long, I ween.”

Tears dim the «blue eyes of the lad,
Aud his voice Is low with pain,

“1 will do your bidding, comrade, miae- 
lf I ride back again.

But If you ride back, and I do not.
You will do as much for me;'

My mother at home must hear the news— 
Write to her tenderly.

One after another of those she loved,
She had buried, husband and son,

I was the last when her country called— 
But she kissed and sent me on.

She prays at home like a waiting saint;
Her fair face wdiite with woe;

When she hears of this It will break her

I shall see her soon, I know."

Just then came the order, “Ready! Charge!”
For an instant hand clasped hand.

Eye answered eye; then forward all.
That brave devoted band.-

They charged to the crest of the hill.
While the rebels, with shot and shell. 

Plowed drifts of death through their tolling

And cheered them as they fell.

They turned with a hoarse, despairing cry, 
From the hill which they could not gain. 

And the few, and the few who escaped from

Rode slowly hack again.

But among the dead who were left behind 
Was the youth with the curly hair;

Aud the cold, proud man who rode by his 
side

Lay dead beside him there.

There was no one to write to the blue-eyed 
girl

The words her lover said.
And the mother at home, who waits for her

Can but learn that he is dead.

She will never know the last fond words 
That were meant to soothe her pain-- 

Until she crosses the River of Death—
And stands by his side agal».

dime museum — 
up stairs last

Overheard in the 
What was the row 
night? asked the living* skeleton. Only 
the. two-headed girl,” replied the fat 
lady. “She was having the usual scrap 
with herself about what she was going 
to have for supper after the show.

Fame is all right in its way, but 
iartune weiaha roora.

A woman, rematks Peter, thinks she 
must say that it’s hard to give up a 
daughter, as soon as the daughter*.» eu- 
gagement ia announced.

An Ancient Puzzle.
The following interesting and ingeni

ous puzzle was found some.years ago in a 
rennote village of Devon, England. It was 
inscribed in ancient Roman characters on 
n curiously shaped stone of black basalt 
and aroused much interval among the 
local nntquarians:

I
F Y 

O U O 
W K F O 

R Y O V K 
P A P E 

R P A 
Y U 

P
A woman hatee to get married . < 

Eridai> unless it’s ber lest cheno»

Specially adapted for children, on 
account of iU absolute purity.

Baby’s Own Soai
is used by young and old alike ahd J 
commands an immense sale.

Dont trifle with imita 
ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO*


