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BARLASCH
OF THE GUARD

By Henry Seton Merriman
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PTER XXIX.—(Continued.)
he said, roughly, “the good |
vs best. I knew when I sa,wi
that day in June, in this kit- |
1t you were beginning your |
; for I knew the reputation of |
your husband. He was not
1 thought him. A man is never |
woman thinks him. But he was |
an most. And this trouble"
s come fo you is chosen by the;
sod—and He has chosen the least |
s sack for you. You will know it |
lay—as I know it now.” |
u know a great deal,” said De—l
who was quick in speech, and he‘!
ng round on his heel to meet herl
t. 1

You are right,” b~ sald, pointing his |
sccusatory finger. *“I know a great;
a] about you—and I am a very old;
man.”

“How did you learn this news from
Vilna?” she asked, and his hand went
mouth, as if to hide his

s and control his lips.
m one who comes straight from
-who buried your husband there.”
e rose and stood with her hands
. on the table, looking at the
persistent back again turned toward

to his

0?"” she asked, in little more than
sper.

e Captain—Louis d’Arragon.”

d you have spoken to him to-day

in Dantzig?”
h nodded his head.
as he well?” asked Desiree, with
ontaneous anxiety that made Bar-
'n slowly and look at her from
| his great brows.
h, he was well enough,” he answer-

‘He is made of steel, that gentle-
. He was well enough, and he has

courage of the devil. There are
shermen who come from Zappot

t their fish. They steal through
the Russian lines, on the ice of the
r at night, and come to our out-
at daylight. One of them said
yame this morning. I looked at

He was wrapped up only to show

th He drew his scarf aside. It
was the Captain d’Arragon.”

“And he was well?” asked Desiree
again, as if nothing else in the world
mattered.

“Oh, mon Dieu, yes,” cried Barlasch,
impatiently, “he was well, I tell you.
Do you know why he came?”

Desiree had sat down at the table
again, where she leaned her arms,
and rested her chin in the palms of her
two hands; for she was weakened by
starvation, and confinement, and sor-
Trow.

“He came because he had learned that
the patron was dcad. It was known in

herg .a week ago. It is known
Germany—that quiet old gen-

who scraped a fiddle here in

raue And ‘it is only I, in all

the world. who know that he was a
greater man in Paris than ever he was
in Germany—with his Tugendbund—and
I cannot remember his name.”

Barlasch broke off and thumped his
own brow with his fists, as if to awaken
that dead memory. And all the while

as searching Desiree’s face, with

made brighter and sharper than
by starvation.

d do you know what he came for
he Captain?—for he never does any-
ng in idleness. He will run a great

-but it is for a great purpose. Do
know what he came for?”

the eyes.

sch jerked his head back and
ed.
you.”
turned and looked at her; but
d raised her clasped hands to her
read, as if to shield her eyes from
ht of the candle, and he could
see her face.
Do you remember,” said Barlasch,
gy night when the patron was so
gry—on the mat—when Madentbi-
selle Mathilde had to make her choice?
It is your turn to-night. You have to
make your choice. Will you go?”
“Yes,” answered Desiree, behind her

‘If mademoiselle will come,” he said
‘bring her to this place!” ‘Yes, |
aptaine,” answered I. And we are |
men to break our words. I will
€ you there—at any cost, mademoi-
le. And he will meet you there—at
cost.”
And Barlasch expectorated into the
after the manner of low-born men.
What a pity,” he added, reflectively,
t he is only an Englishman.”
"When are we to go?” asked Desiree, |
Il behind her barrier of clasped fing- {

ers

1
; ‘1
night, after midnight. |
have arranged it all—the Captain
"d I—at tiwe outpost nearest to the
He has influence. He has ren-

I service to the Russians, and the

LU I _commander will make a night

To-morrow
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{ night we shall be under fire.

attack on the outpost. In the confu-

| sion we get through. We arranged it

together. He pays me well. It is a
bargain, and I am.to have my money.
‘We shook hands on it, and those who

| saw us must have thought that I was

buying fish. I, who have no money—
and he, who had no fish.”
“No,” she answered.

CHAPTER XXX,

The Fulfilment.
And I have labored somewhat in my time

And not been paid pofusely.

‘When Desiree came down the next
morning she found Barlasch talking to
himself and laughing as he prepared
his breakfast.

He met her with a gay salutation,
and seemed to control his hilarity.

“It is,” he explained, “because to-
‘We shall
be in danger. It makes me afraid, I
laugh.”

He bustled about the room, and De-
siree saw that he had already opened
his secret store beneath the floor to
take from it such delicacies as remain-
ed.

‘“You slept?” he asked sharply. “Yes,
I can see you did. That is good, for
to-night we shall be awake. And now
you must eat.”

For Barlasch was a materialist. He
had fought death in one form or an-
other all his life, and he knew that
those who eat and sleep are better
equipped for the battle than those who
cherish high ideals or think great
thoughts.

“It is a good thing,” he said, look-
ing at her, “that you are so slim. In
a military coat—if you put on that
short dress im which you skate, and
your high boots—you will look like a
soldier. It is a good thing that it is
winter, for you can wear the hood of
your military coat over your head, as
they all do in the trenches to keep
their ears from falling. So you neegl
not cut off your hair—all that golden
hair. Name of thunder, that would be
a pity, would it not?”

He turned to the fire and stirred his
coffee reflectively.

“In my own country,” he said, “a
long time ago, there was a girl who
had hair like yours. That is why we
are friends, perhaps.”

He gave a short laugh, and took up
his sheepskin coat, preparatory to go-
ing out.

“I have my preparations to make,”
he sajd, with an air of importance.
“There {s much to be thought of. We
had not long together, for the others
were watching us. But we understand
each other. I go now to give the sig-
nal that it is for to-night. I have
borrowed one of Lisa’s dusters—a blue
one that will show against the snow—
with which to give him the signal.
And he is watching from Zoppot with
his telescope. That fit Lisa—if I had
held up my finger she would have fall-
en in love with me. It has always been
so. These women—""

And he went away muttering.

If he had preparations to make, De-
siree had no less. 3

She could take but little with her,
and she was quitting the house which
had always been her home so long as
she could remember. Those trunks
which Barlasch had so unhesitatingly
recognized as coming from France were,
it seemed, destined never to be used
again. Mathilde had gone, taking with
her her few simple possessions: for
they had always been poor in the Frau-
engasse. Sebastian had departed on
that journey which the traveller must
face alone, taking naught with him.
And it was characteristic of the man
that he had left nothing behind him—
no papers, no testament, no clew to
that other life so different from his
life in the Frauengasse that it must
have lapsed into a fleeting, intangible
memory, such as the brain is some-
times allowed to retain of a dream
dreamt in this existence, or perhaps in
another. Sebastian was gone—with
his secret.

Desiree, alone with hers, was left in
this quiet house for a few hours long-
er. Mechanically she set it in order.
What would it matter to-morrow whe-
ther it was set in order or not? Who
would come to note the last touches?
She worked with that feverish haste
which is responsible for much unneces-
sary woman’s work in this world—the
haste that owes its existence to the
fear of having time to think. Many
taik for the same reason. What a
quiat world, if those who have nothing
to say said nothing! But speech or
work must fail at last, and lo! the
thoughts are lying in walit,

Desiree’s thoughts found her
portunity when she went into the
drawing-room upstairs, where her
wedding breakfast had been set before
the guests only eight months ago. The
guests—de Casimir, the Grafin, Ee-
bastian, Mathilde, Charles!

Desiree stood alone now in that quiet
room. She did not look at the table.
The guests were all gone. The dead
past had buried its dead. She went to
the window and drew aside the cur-
tain as she had drawn it aside on her
wedding-day to look down into the
Frauengasse and see Louis d’Arragon.
And again her heart leaped in her
breast with that throb of fear. She
turned where she stood, and locked at
the” door as if she expected to see
Charles come in at it, laughing and

op-

explaining) his encounter in the street,
and stepping aside to allow Louis to
come forward. Louis, who looked at
no one but her, and came into the room
and into her life,

She had been afraid of him. She
was afraid of him still. Ang her heart
had leaped at the thought that he had
been restlessly, sleeplessly thinking of
her, working for her—had been to Vilna
and back for her, and was now waiting
for her teyond the barrier of Russian
camp-fires. The dangers-which made
Barlasch laugh—and she knew they
were real enough, for it was only a
real danger that stirred something in
the old soldier's blood to make him
gay—these dangers were of no account.
She knew, she had known instantly

| table-land,
gay, explaining (he was so good at |

.‘ and for all time when she Jooked down

into the Frauengasse and saw Louis,
that nothing in heaven or earth could
keep them apart.

She stood now, looking at the empty
dcorway. What was the rest of her
life to be?

Barlasch returned in the forenoon.
He was leisurely and inclined to con-
templativeness. It would seem . that
his preparations having all been com-
pleted, he was left with nothing to do.
War is a purifier; it clears the social
atmosphere and puts womanly men
and manly women into their right
places. It is also a simplifier; it teach-
es us to know how little we really re-
quire in daily life, and how many of
the environments with which men and
women hamper themselves are super-
fluous and the fruit of idleness.

“I have nothing to do,” said ' Bar-
lasch, “I will cook a careful dinner.
All that I have saved in money I can-
not carry away; all that was stored
beneath the floor must be left there.
It is often so in war.”

He had told Desiree that they would
have to walk twelve miles across the
snow-clad marshes bordering the
frozen Vistula, between midnight and
dawn. It needed no telling that they
could carry little with. them.

“You will have to make a new be-
ginning in life,” he said, curtly, “with
the clothes upon your back. How many
times have I done it—the Saints alone
know! But take money if you have it
in gold or silver. Mine is all in copper
groschen, and it is too heavy to carry.
I have never yet been anywhere that
some money was not useful—and name
of a dog! I have mever had it.”

So Desiree divided what money she
possessed with Barlasch, who added
it carefully up and repeated several
times for accuracy the tale of what he
had received. For, like many who do
not hesitate to steal, he was very par-
ticular in money matters.

"“As for me,” he said, “I shall make
a new beginning, too. The Captain will
enable me to get back to France, when
I shall go to ther Emperor again.
It is no place for one of the Old Guard,
here with Rapp. I am getting old, but
he will find something for me to do,
that little Emperor.”

At midnight they set out, quitting
the house in the Frauengasse noiseless-
ly. The street was quiet enough, for
half the houses were empty now. Their
footsteps were inaudible on the trod-
den snow. It was a dark night and
not cold; for the great frosts of this ter-
rible winter were nearly over.

Barlasch carried his musket and bay-
onet. He had instructed Desiree to
walk in front of him, should they meet
a patrol. But Rapp had no men to
spare for patrolling the town. There
was no spirit left in Dantzig: for ty-
phus and starvation patrolled the nar-
row streets,

They quitted the town to the north-
west, near the Oliva Gate. There was
no guard-house here, because Lang-
funr was held by the French, and
Rapp’s outposts were three miles out
on the road to Zappot.

“I have played this game for fifty
years,” said Barlasch, with - a low
laugh, when they reached. .the earth-
works completed, at sueh-enormous cost
of jife and. strength, by Rapp: “follow
me! .and de- as:I:do:-.When: I stoop,
stoop; when I crawd, crawl; when I run,
run.”

For he was a soldier now and nothing
else. He stood erect and looked round
him with the air of a young man —
ready, keen, alert. Then he moved for-
ward with confidence toward the high
land which terminates in the Johannes-
berg, where the peaceful Dantzigers
now repair on a Sunday afternoon to
drink thin beer and admire the view.

Below them on the righthand lay the
marshes, a white expanse of snow with
a single dark line drawn across it—the
Langfuhr road with its double border
of trees.

Barlasch truned once or twice to
make sure that Desiree was following
him; but he added nothing to his brief
instructions. When he gained the sum-
mit of the table-land which runs paral-
lel with the coast and the Langfuhr
road, he paused for breath.

“When I crawl, crawl. When I run,
run,” he whispered again; and led
the way. He went up the bed of a
stream, turning his back to the coast,
and at a certain point stopped and by a
gesture of the hand bade Desiree crouch
down and wait till he returned. He
came back and signed to her to quit
the bed of the stream and follow him.
‘When she came up to the table-land she
found that they were quite close to a
camp-fire. Through the low pines she
could perceive the dark outline of a
house.

“Now run,” whispered Barlasch, lead-
ing the way across an open space which
seemed to extend to the line of the
horizon. Without looking back, De-
siree ran—her only thought was a sud-
den surprise that Barlasch coulg move
so quickly and silently,

When he gained the shelter of some
trees he threw himself down on the
snow, and Desiree, coming up to him,
found him breathlessly holding his
sides and laughing aloud.

“We are through the lines,”
ed, “name of a dog, I was so fri
There they go—pam! pam! Buz—z—"

And he imitated the singing buzz of
the bullets humming through the trees
over their heads. For half g dozen
shots were fired, while he was yet
speaking, from behind camp-fires, There
were no more, however, ang presently,
having recovered his breath, Barlasch
rose,

“Come,” he said, ‘“we have a long
walk. En route.”

They made a great clircuit in the
pine-woods, through which Barlasch
led the way with an unerring skill, and
descending toward the plain far beyond
Langfuhr, they came out on to a lower
below which the great
marshes of the Vistula stretched in
the darkness, slowly merging at last in-
to the sea.

“Those,” said Barlasch, pausing at
the edge of the steep, “those are the
lights of Oliva, where the Russians are.
That line of lights straight in front is
the Russian fleet, lying off Zappot, and
with them are English ships. One of
them is the little ship of Captain q'Ar-
ragon. And he will take you home with
him, for the ship is ordered to Eng-
land, to Plymouth—which is across the
Channel from my own country., Ah —
cristi! I sometimes want to gee my
own country again—and my own people
—mademoiselle.”

He went on a few paces and then
stopped again, and in the darkness held
up one hand,’ commanding silence. It

he gasp-
ghtened.

\

was the churches of Dantzig striking
the hour.

“Six o’clock,” he whispered, *“it will
soon be dawn. Yes—we are half an
hour too early.”

He sat down and, with a gesture,
bade Desiree sit beside him.

“Yes,” he said, “the Captain told me

that he is bound for England to convoy
larger ships, and you will sail in one of
them. He has a home in the west of
England, and he will take you there—
a sister, or a mother, I forget which—
Some woman. You cannot get on with-
out women—you others. It is there that
you will be happy, as the bon Dieu
meant you to be. It is only in England
that no one fears Napoleon. One may
have a husband there and not fear that
he will be killed. One may have chil-
dren and not tremble for them—and it
is that which makes you happy — you
women.”

Presently he rose and led the way
down the slope. At the foot of it he
paused, and, pointing out a long line of
trees, said in a whisper:

“‘He is there—where there are three
taller trees. Between us and those
tree are the French outposts. At dawn
the Russians attack the outposts, and
during the attack we have simply to
&o through it to those trees. There is
no other way—that is the rendezvous.
Those three tall trees. When I give the
word, you get up and run to those
trees — run without pausing, without
looking round. I will follow. It is you
he has come for—not Barlasch. You
think. I have always known it—you
poor little secret.”

They lay on the snow, crouching in
a ditch, until a grey line appeared low
down in the eastern sky and the hori-
zon slowly distinguished itself from the
thin thread of cloud that nearly al-
ways awaits the rising of the sun in
northern latitudes.

A minute later the dark line of trees
broke into intermittent flame, and the
sharp, short “Hurrah!” of the Cos-
sacks, like an angry bark, came sweep-
ing across the plain on the morning
brecze.

.“Not yet,” whispered Barlasch, with
a gay chuckle of enjoyment. “Not yet
—not yet. Listen, the bullets are not
coming here, but are going past to the
right of us. When you go, keep to the
left. Slowly at first—keep a little breath
till the end. Now, up! Mademoiselle,
run; name of thunder, let us run!”

Desiree did not understand which the
French lines and which the line of Rus-
sian attack. But there was a clear way
to the three trees which stood above
the rest, and she went toward ‘them.
She knew she could not run so far, so
she walked. Then the bullets, instead
of passing to the right, seemegd to play
round her—like bees in a garden on a
summer day—and she ran until she was
tired.

The trees were quite close now, and
the sky was light behind them. Then
she saw Louis coming toward her, and
she ran into his arms. The sound of
the humming bullets was still in her
dazen brain, and she touched him ail
over with her gloved hand as she clung
to him, as a mother touches§ her child
when it has fallen, to see Whether it
be ‘hurt,

‘How was I to know?” she - whispered,
breathlessly.. “How was I to: know thit
you ;were. to ¢ome into . my life?”

The bullets did not matter, it seemed,
nor the roar of the firing to the right
of "‘them. Nothing mattered — except
that Louis must know that she had
never loved Charles. °

He held her and said nothing. And
she wanted him to say nothing. Then
she remembered Barlasch, and looked
back over her shoulder,

“Where is Barlasch?* she asked, with
a sudden sinking at her heart.

“He is coming slowly,” replied Louis.
‘“He came slowly behind you an the
time, so0 as to draw the fire away from
you.”

They turned and waited for Barlasch,
who seemed to be going in ‘the wrong
direction, with an odd vagueness in his
movements. Louis ran toward him
with Desiree at his heels.

“Ca~y-est,” said Barlasch; which can-
not be translated, and yet has many
meanings. “Ca-y-est.”

And he sat down slowly on the snow.
He sat quite upright and rigid, an~
the cold light of the Baltic dawn they
saw the meaning of his words. One
hand was within his fur coat. He drew
it out and concealed it from Desiree
behind his back. He did not seem to
see them, but presently he put out his
hand and lightly touched Desirer
Then he turned to Louis, with that
confidential drop of the voice with
which he always distinguished his
friends.

“What is she doing?” he asked. *T
cannot see in the dark. Is it not dark?
I thought it was. What is she doing?
Saying a' prayer, What—because 1
have my affair. Hey, mademoiselle.
You may leave it to me. I will get it,
I tell you that.”

He put his fingér to his nose, and
then shook it from side to side with an
air of deep cunning,

“Leave it to me, I shall slip in. Who
will stop an old man, who has many
wounds? Not §St. Peter, assuredlv
Let him try. And if the good God hears
a commotion at the gate He will only
shrug His shoulders. He will say to
St. Peter, ‘Let pass; it is only Papa
Barlasch!” ”

And then there was silence. For
Papa Barlasch had gone to his own
people.

(The End.)

PRICE OF RIOT.

(Special to the Times).

Ottawa, Nov. 12.—The state depart-
ment has forwarded to MacKenzie King
$10,775 to pay the Japanese losses from
the riots.
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MANAGER VANCE HAS
ARRIVED IN CITY

Mining Compaay Will Employ a
Large Force of Men
Next Year.

Twenty men from the north are reg-
istered at the Dominion hotel in this
city, chief among them being H. W.
Vance, manager of the Conrad mine,
near Whitehorse, in the Yukon Terri-
tory.

The Conrad mine has closed down
temporarily while Mr. Vance secures a
concentrator for reducing the ore in
order that it may be shipped more
easily. This will enable the company
to treat a large quantity of ore that
at present is not of sufficiently high
grade to ship without. The mine has
been proved to be very rich and this
final move on the part of the com-
pany will mean the establishment of a
permanent industry in the Canadian
Yukon.

Next spring Mr. Vance expects to
put on about three hundred men, by
which means they will be able to ship
something like one hundred tons of
concentrate a day. It is taken by wa-
ter to the Yukon and White Pass Rail-
way and thence to the Tacoma smelter,
the only one on the coast that can
handle ore containing lead.

“The country up there is all very
rich,” said Mr. Vance. ‘“Large num-
bers of prospectors have been in this
yvear and almost all have rich finds.
The Whitehorse district of the Cana-
dian Yukon is destined to become one
of the richest mining districts in the
west.”

Communication is the most difficult
problem that the people of the White-
horse district have to deal with., Ores
that out on the coast would be werth
marvellous sums, cannol as yet be
shipped because there is no meand of
getting them out to a smelter. The
cvountry is, however, so rich that
something is bound to be done in the
near future to open it up. The White-
horse railway people are beginning, but
much more is needed and the richness
of the country is quite sufficient to
warrant the spending of money for the
purpose.

ROOSEVELT DOES

- NOT APPROVE

P

He Expla‘ns Non Appearance of “In
God We Trust” on U. S.
Gold Coins.

Washington, D. C., Nov, 13.—In an-
swer to one of the numerous proiests
whichr have been received ' at the
White House against the new gold
coins which have been coined withoutl
the words “In God We Trust,” Presi-
dent Roosevelt has written a letter
which he to-day made public.

The letter says in part: ‘“When the
question of the coinage came up we
looked into the law and found there
was ho warrant therein for putting ‘In
God we trust’ on the coins. As the cus-
tom, although without legal warrant,
had grown up, however, I might have
feit at liberty to keep the inscription
had I approved of its being on the
coinage, but as I did not approve of
it I did not direct that it should again
be put on. Of course the matter of the
law is absolutely in the hands of con-
gress, and any direction of congress in
the matter will be immediately obeyed.

“At present, as I have said, there is
no written law for the inscription. My
own - feeling in the matter is due to
my very firm conviction that to put
such a motte en eoins or to use it in
any kindred manner not only does no
good, but does positively harm, is in
effect irreverent which comes dan-
gerously close to sacrilege. A beauti-
ful and solemn. sentence such as the
one in question should be treated and
uttered only with that fine reverence
which necessarily implies a certain ex-
altation of spirit. Any use which tends
to cheapen it and above all any use
which tends to secure its being treated
in a spirit of levity, is Jgrom every
standpoint profoundly to be regretted.

“It is a motto . which it is indeed
well to have inscribed on our great
national monuments, on our temples .of
justice, on our legislative halls, and
in buildings such as those at West
Point and Annapolis; in short
wherever it will lend to inspire a lofty
emotion in those who look thereon.
But it seems to me eminently unwise
to cheapen such-a motto by use on
coins just as it would be to cheapen
it by use on postage stamps or on
advertisements. As regards its use on
the coinage we have actual experience
by which to guide us.  In all my life
I have never heard any human being
speak reverently of this motto on the
coins, or show any signs of its having
appealed to any high emotion in him,
but I have literally hundreds of times
heard it used in language of jeering
ridicule, which it is above all things
undesirable that this beautiful and exe
alted phrase should excite.”

BANK OF MONTREAL.,

Montreal, Que., Nov. 12,—The annual
statement of the Bank of Montréal, is-
sued to-day, shows net profits for the
year to have been thirteen and three-
quarter per cent on capital of $14,400,000,
as compared with twelve and a haif per
cent & year ago. Profits for the year
ending October 31st, 1907, after deduct-
ing the charge, management and mak-
ing provision for bad debts, were $1,-
198,138,
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DAVID BURNETT IN
PRECARIOUS CONDITION

Young Rancher Shot Himself at
Parson’s Bridge To-Day--
~Is in Hospital.

David Burnett, of East Sooke, brother
of William Burnett, the stage driver,
attempted suicide this afternoon at
Parson’s Bridge by shooting himself
with a rifie. He was conveyed in an
automobile to the Jubilee hospital)
where he lie between life and death.

The attempt of Burnett on his own
life was witnesseq by at leq.st three
persons, one of whom, Miss Luckey,
was the object of Burnett’'s attentions.
It is believed that it is the result of
her refusal to reciprocate his affections
that the act was performed,

The two other witnesses were Messrs.
Dan Campbeil, of the Colwood hotel,
and Sam Heatherly, of Sooke Lake.
The two men were driving to town
shortly after noon when they saw
Burnett with his rifle. in hand stand-
ing beside the Luckey homestead which
adjoins the old and now disused black-
smith shop, near Parson’s Bridge. As
they came in sight Miss Luckey, a 18
or 17 year old girl, rushed out and
shouted to hurry to stop that man
from killing himself.

Campbell and Heatherly jumped out
of the rig and ran towards the man,
who passed up the hillside a short dis-
tance and then deliberately placing the
barrel of his gun on a rock agd point-
ing the muzzle at his heart struck the
trigger with a stick. The bullet en-
tered the body a little to the right of
the heart, and it is feared that it has
pierced his lungs.

A hurry call to the provincial. police
brought Superintendent Hussey, Ser-
geant Murray and Dr. J. B. Helmcken
quickly to the scene, and the unfortu-
nate man was rushed to the Jubilee
hospital, where he is now receiving
medical attention.

Burnett is about 24 years of age, and
the young girl who was the object of
his attentions, stated that he had pre-
viously threatened to take his life, but
that shé had always till then been suc-
cessful in dissuading him from doing
80.

At the time of going to press the
wounded man was undergoing treat-
ment at the hospital. He is not ex-
pected to live, thé shot having passed
clear through his body in the region of
his heart. He was conscious up to the
timd he reached the hespital.
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RAIGWAY GAMBLE,

New York Financiers Purchase Road
For $250,000 and Sell at
$1,000,000

New York, Nov. 13.—Several prom-
inent financiers to-day appeared be-
fore the grand jury which. is probing
the Wall and Cortlandt Street Com-
pany’s deal which although the road
existed only on paper is alleged to have
netted. three quarters of a million of
doHars to its promoters.

The grand jury’s inquiry is an out-
growth of the recent investigation of
New York City transit affairs by the
public = service commission . during
which Anthony N. Brady testified that
he purchased the rights for one Wall
and Cortlandt Street line for $250,000,
and later transferred it to the Metro-
politan Securities Company for
slightly less than $1,000,000.

Mr. Brady said as a result of the
deal, he received only the original
$250,000 which he had paid for the road,
while the remaining $700,000 or more
was divided among William C. Whit-
ney,” Thomas F.. Ryan, Wm. Lelans,
Thomas Dolan and A. B. Widner,

The men summoned before the grand
jury to-day were members of the

toard of directors of the Metropolitan
Securities Company, at .the time the
Wall and Cortlandt Street railway
deal was carried through. They are
Paul D. Cravath, H. H. Vreeland,
Thos. P. Fowler, George G. Haven,
Augustus D. Juilliard, Edwin J. Ber-
win and Mortimer J. Schiff.

PARKS BOAZXD.

Business Transacted at Meeting Held
Yesterday Afternoon.

The park board met yesterday after-
noon, when the chairman; John Ar-
buthnot, presided. There were also
present, Mayor Morley, Ald. Hender-
son, J. Nelson and F. B. Pemberton.

Ald. Hanna's report of the circum-
stances under which the moose was
received from C. A. Cullin was re-
ceived. He reported that Mr. Cullin
had got permission to leave the young
moose in the park in care of the keep-
er. This was the only arrangement.
He suggested that Mr. Cullin be al-
lowed $175 for the animal, and be
chargsd $175 for keep.

It was decided by the board to
charge $300 for the keep of the animal
and only a payment of that sum to let
the moose depart.

D. D. England, the boulevard super-
intendent submitted a report relative
to needed work and giving hints as
to boulevards. He recommended that
no flowery shrubs be planted on them
as dogs destroyed them.

His Worship thought dogs should be
prevented from running on the streets.

The board, after disposing of some
other business, decided to visit work
now in progress, to which attention
was drawn. : They will visit it on Mon-
day morning.

MURDERER MUST DIE. hy

St. John, N. B.. Nov. 12—The execu-
tion of Thomas Collins, who is to pay
the death penalty for the murder of
Mary Ann McCauley, will take place on
Thursday. Collins’ crime was a par-
ticularly cold-blooded one. The woman
he murdered was the niece and
housekeeper of Rev. Father McCauley,
who had given Collins a home.

WATERPROOF
OILED CLOTHING

BLACK OR YELLOW

Perfect Protection
ngest Service
Low in Price

Sold Everywhere
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When You Put Money
‘In a Carriage.

You want . to know your money is not
wasted. I give a wiitten guarantee to
every purchaser. There is no enjoyment
to equal a ride in one of my carriages. I
¢an supply you with any style. all built
with that careful attention which in con-
strrction and finish add so much to per-
sonal comfort, and at surprisingly low
prices.

I bave also a large stock of INCUBAT-
CRS AND BROCDERS, and now is the
time to prepare for raising early spring
btirds. Send for catalogue and prices to

D. HAMMOND

1422 DOUGLAS ST., VICTORIA, B. C.

Kootenay

Steel
anee

The oven door
of the Kootenay
drops down and

provides a shelf

upon which to
rest the pans
drawn from the

oven. .

£_strongly braced
—and will ‘

The door is

easily sup-
port the
weight of an
extra heavy
roast.

Free Booklet
on request.

MCCLARYS

LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL, WINNIPEG. VANCOUVER, ST. JOHN, HAMILTON
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