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Western Canada’s Leading Practical Taxidormist

JOHN AMBROSE, 179 Fort Street, WINNIPEG.

AWARDED SILVER MEDAL AND
Two FIRST PRIZES,
WINNIPEG, 1909.

Expert Bird, Animal and Big
Game Mounting.

The best work obtainable else-
where are my cheap lines, viz. :
Paper Forms and Clay
Modelling.

Let me demonstrate to you
the superiority of trained and
skilled work. :

Scientific Hoilow Manikin and Papier Mache
Modelling, the most advanced methods of the times.

The most natural and correct Bird iand Animal
Mounting obtainable.

Fine Fur Rug work in all styles.

My Taxidermy efforts are the best known through their natural appearance aad
’ urable workmanship.
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To tﬁe Farmers of the West

Ve have opened
an up-to-date Tanning
Business for the man-
; ufacture of Cow and

Al oDl S s Horse Hide, Robes,
N HIDES .. Coats and Gauntlets,
2 F ORI g also Fir Dressing and
o : S Taxidermy. With an
2 up-to-date plant we

have ‘been able to
reduce prices. We
believe our prices are
from ten to twenty-
five per cent. lower
than any other tannery
in the West. We invite
comparison. All work
guaranteed, Write for
our Catalogue., Ask
about our special “We
the Freight”

“ ROBES &.
- ..,_‘u":_: ‘. B . e pa

Offer.

Highest Prices Paid for Hides and Furs.

Ship direct to us and save the middleman’s profits. Our prices will
please you.

DAVIDSON & CO.,

(Cor. 11th and Princess),

MANITOBA.

is quite distinct from
any olaer. It pocsssses
the remarkabl= propert

of rendering milk, wit

which it is mixed
when used, quite
easy of digestion by
infants, invalidls and
convalescents.

FOR DAINTY SHOES

Preserves alike the
daintiest kid and the
roughest leather.

TAKE NO SUBSTITUTE = 10225¢TINS
AT ALL DEALERS

Benger's Food s sold -
an Tins, and can be
ohtained through most
leading Drug Stores.

. | proached, and motioned me {o a seat

been under way an hour. I found the
Pigeon Charmer occupying the sofa.
The two young Acrobats and the Light-
ning Calculator were evidently in bed,
and the maid, no doubt, busy prepar-
ing her mistress’s couch for the night.
She smiled quite frankly when I ap-

| beside her. All these professional peo-
| ple the world over have unconventional
manners, and an acquaintance is often
| easily made—at least, that has been my
| experience.

| She began by thanking me in French
' for my share in getting her such com-
| fortable quarters—dropped into German
for' a sentence of two, as if trying to
find out my nationality—and finally in-
to English, saying, parenthetically:

“You are English, are you not?”’

No financial magnate this time—ra-
ther queer, I thought—that she missed
that part of my personality. My room-
mate had recognized it, even to the ex-
tent of calling me “Your Highness.”

“No, an American.”

“Oh, an American! Yes, I should
have known—. No, you are not Eng-
lish. You are too kind to be English.
An Englishman would not have taken
even a little bit of trouble to help us.”
I noticed the race prejudice in her tone,

Then followed the customary conver-
sation. I doing most of the talking.
I began by telling her how big our
country was; how many people we had;
how rich the land; how wealthy the
citizens; how great the opportunities
for artists seeking distinction, etc. We
all do that with foreigners. Then I
tried to lead the conversation so as to
find out something about herself—par-
ticularly where she could be seen in
Paris. She was charming in her travel-
ling costume—she would be superb in
low neck and bare arms, her pets snug-
gling under her chin, or alighting on
her upraised, shapely hands. But eith-
er she did not understand, or she would
not let me see she did—the last proba-
bly, for most professional people dis-
like all reference to their trade by non-
professionals — they object to be even
mentally classed by themselves.

While we talked on the Dog Woman
opened the door of her compartment,
knocked at the Dog’s door—his Dog-
ship and the maid were inside—patted
the brute on his head, and re-entered
her compartment and shut the door for
the night.

I looked for some recognition between
the two members of the same troupe,
but my companion gave not the slight-
est sign that the Dog Woman existed.
Jealous, of course, I said to myself.
That’s another professional trait.

his hat and entered his
No sign of recognition; rather a cold,

The Ring Master now passed, raised
compartment. |

was hulking along, his shoulders shak-
ing as he walked, his tongue hanging
from his mouth. The Woman had him
by a leash, her maid following with the
band-boxes, her feather boa, and the
parasols. In the crowd behind me walk-
ed the bald-headed man, his arm, to my
astonishment through that of the Ring
Master’s. They both kotowed as the;l
switched off to the baggage-room, the
Ring Master bowing even lower than
my room-mate.
Then I became sensible of a line of
lackeys in livery fringing the edge of
the platform, and at their head a most
important-looking individual with a ae-
coration on the lapel of his coat. He
was surrounded by half a dozen youn
men, some in brilliant uniforms. They
were greeting with great formality my
fair companion of the night before! The
two Acrobats, the German Caulclator,
and the English bare-back rider maid,
stood on one side. ,

My thought was that it was all an
advertising trick of the Circus people,

arranged for spctacular effect to lhelp
the night’s receipts.
When I looked on in wonder, the

Manager of the Sleeping-Car Company
joined me.

“I must thank you, sir,” he said, “for
making known to me the-outrage com.
mitted by one of our porters on the
Princess. She is travelling incognito,
and I did not know she! was on the
train until she told me last night who
she was. We get the best men we can,
but we are constantly having trouble of
that kind with our porters. The trick
is to give every passenger a whole com-
partment, and then keep packing them
together unless they pay something
handsome to be le¢ alone. I shall make
an example of that fellow. Hs is a new
one and didn’t know me”—and he
laughed.

“Do they call her the Princess?” I
asked. They were certainly receiving
her like one, I thought.

“Why, certainly—I thought you knew
her”—and he looked at me curiously—
“the Princess Dolgorouki Slinski. Her
husband, the Prince, is attached to the
Emperor’s household. She is travelling
with her two boys and her German tu.
tor. The old gentleman with the white
mustache now talking to her is the
Russian Ambassador. And you only
met her on the train? Old Azarian told
me you knew her intimately.”

“Azarian!” I was groping round in
the fog now.

“Yes—your room-mate. He is an Ar-
menian and one of the richest bankers
in Russia. He lends money to the Czar,
His brother got on with you at Cologne.
There they go together to look after
their luggage — they have an agency
here, although their main bank is in St.

frigid stare, I thought.
The Sleeping Car Manager next step-
ped through the car, lifted his hat when

toed deferentially until he reached the
door, and went on to the next car. She

bend of her beautiful head, rose from
"her seat, gave an order in Russian to
[ her English maid who was standing in
| the door of her compartment, held out
| her hand to me with a frank good-
right, and closed the door behind her.

I looked in on the bald-headed man.

“He was tucked away in the upper berth
sound asleep.

When the next morning I moved up
the long platform of the Gare du Nord
in search of a cab, T stepped imme-

’ iately behind the big Danish hound. He

he caught sight of my companion, tip-

acknowledged his homage with a slight

Petersburg. The brother had the com-
partment next to that woman with the
| big dog. She is the wife of a rich brew-
er in Cologne and just think-—we must
always give that brute a compartment
when she travels. Is it not outrageous?
It is against the rules, but the orders
come from up above”—and he jerked
his finger meaningly over his shoulder,

The fog was so thick now that I
could cut it with a knife.

“One moment, please,” I said—and I
laid my hand on his elbow and looked
, him searchingly in the eye. 1 intended
| now to clear things up. “Was there a
| circus troupe on the train last night?”

“No.” The answer came quite sim-
ply, and I could see it was the truth.
“Nor one expected,”

“No. There was a circus, but it went

through last week,”

A Horseless Carriage.




