THE ADVERTISER, LONDON,

.

'ONTARIO, SATURDAY, DECEMBER 29, 1906.

368 8.3 3 8 8.8 2.8 6 S €. B ¥ A B8 A e .M

DICKENS AS AN

HIS MERI1S AND DEFECTS

By P. E. M. in the New York

No writer of English ever under-|
went in his life so sharp a contrast of
fgnominy and celebrity, and the effect
of eltner condition upon him is equalily
significant. Something of his child-
hood may be read in “David Copper-
fleid.” His father, it 1s w=zil known,
furnished a model for the glorious, but

rather uncomfortable, Mr. Micawher;
his mother apparently was a heartless
woman. Out of the shifting, and some-
times shifty, scenes of his youth, one
experience stands out—his apprentice-
ship in a blacking factory, which he|
was later to describe as David Copper-
fle'd’s bleak slavery In the bottling es-
tablishment of Murdstone & Grinby. In
& bit of autobiography which he once
confided to his friend Forster, he shows
how painfully he remembered the waste
and degradation of that time:
“No words can gs the
agony of soul as I
companionship;
day associates with those
pier childhood; and felt my
of growing up to be
tinguished man, crushed in my breast.
The Jdeep remembrance of
had of being utterly neglocted
hoseless; of the shame I felt in
position; of the misery it was to my
Youang he.rt to that day by
day, what T had learned, and thought,
and delighted in, and rased my fancy
and my emulation up t was passing
eway 0N rae, never
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other than the product of a stupen-
dous dramatic egotism.

Neither suffering nor prosperity
brought him the one gift denied him
at his birth, intellectual pudor, and the
absence of that restraining facglty
passed, as how could it help pas's:ng.
into his own work. We are permitted
today to use the word gentleman only
at our peril, and the saying has gone
abroad that it is vulgar to speak of
vulgarity. Nevertheless, it is merely
idle to conceal the fact, as it i1s com-
monly done in recent criticism, that a
strain of vulgarity runs through Dick-
It is not that his characters be-
long for the most part to low life, but

amiable Mr. Pickwick, caught at eaves-

dropping,or the dashing Mr. Winkle on
horseback, although there is abundance
of thls, too, in Dickens that has not
grown stale—but the deeper and more
thoroughly English humor of charac-
ter. He is a humorist in the manner
of Ben Jonson and Smollett and Sterne
and a long line of others—the greatest
of them, it may be, and, alas, that 1t
should be so, the last, for with his fol-
lowers, of whom Gissing is a type, a
new spirit of sympathy enters hostile
to the old spontaneous joy. It was mot
for nothing that his favorite reading
as 2 child and as # man was the great
novel writers of the eighteenth cen-
tury. From theilr hands he received
the art which his genius was to de-
velop in a hundred ways. Humors, as
Walpole ohserved, are native to Eng-
land, being the product of a govern-
ment which allows the individual to
i develop without restraint. Quite as of-
‘ten, I should say, they are in reality
the escape in one direction of faculites
otherwise pent up and oppressed—the
exaggeration of some whim or eccen-
tricity until the whole demeanor of a

of the gentleman which springs from

ing. He was,
ful and insignificant exceptions, equal-
v
; a character. In all his novels
vou will meet with no Henry Esmond
or
jor Pendennis or Marquis of Steyne,for
these also are the result of discipline,
however selfish its end may have been.
Unfortunately vou will come here and
of
tham which only betrays
master’'s cunning failed. I do not see
garity where it so eminently belongs.

To the same cause must be attribut-
ed the absence in Dickens of that kind
of tragedy which involves the losing

but even here the second element is
wanting,and there is more of pain than
liberation the breaking of that
obstinate It may be said that
this s not the proper field of the nov-
inasmuch as genuine tragedy re-

almost an instrument of ideal
levation which lies scarcely within the

in

soul.
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stories as freshly almost as when they
stallments; and, after all.- they are but
of yvesterday. Most of us may find Dora,
the child-wife, anything rather than
pathetic, but there are few who will
withhold their tears from the death
of Little Nell. Hcre is no conflict,
bitter and triumphant
sion; it is the piclure of perfect meek-

and gentleneszs fading flowerlike

s breath of adversity.
there is a tenderness in the pathos
Dickens, a divine tenderness, I had al-
t said,
elists has ever found. Who has bee
able to harden his heart when Copper-
field, after the shame of Emily, talks
with Mr. Peggotty and Ham on the
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enad its career in month-
and n 1 the au
icredible piteh of popular- |

to him almost=at a

wa little more

1 a and overwe ning fame as

it came to no other man, even in those
days of sudden celebrity. And it can-
not be said that the effect upon him
was wholly agreeable. .\l.t;’;irznixxlrnl~“
in many i¥s. no doubt he always re-|
mained, and lovable to a few people, |
y¥le, who could write of him |

the

he

Boz.”

o e
s Of
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el rajse

s still

boy,

even to Carl
after his death as ‘“the good, the gen-|
tle. igh-gifted, ever-friendiy, noble|
Dick —every inch of him an honest |
man,” but it is true, nevertheless, that|
ils vanity was brought by all this!
egregious adulation to a state of un-
wholesome irritabllity Applause could
not reach him quickly enough, and
loud enough, and in the end he almost
Bave up authorship for the coarser ex-
citement of public recitation. There
are many accounts of his manner of
reading, or, more properly speaking, it
was emphatic,~ intense; if anything,|
over-dramatic, like his writing. 7|
had to go yesterday to Dickens’ Read-
ing,” writes Carlyle; he "acts better
than any Macready in the world; a
whole tragic, comic, heroic, theater!
visible, performing under one hat, and|
keeping us laughing—in a sorry way.
gome of us thought—the whole night.’
Alas, how sorry a way! It is not only
the waste of so splendid talents that
we regret, but there is something dis-
tressful in the very thought of this
great man brutalizing his face to the
likeness of Bily Sykes, or mopping and
mowing of Fagin, out of the mere
craving for publicity. To me, at least,
it is one of the many painful chapters
in our literary annals. And I think he
could not have so paltered with his
genins if his characters had ever been
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seashore? And when the old man, be-
d whether they will desert the
X d boat that has been their
home, replies:

“Every night, as regular as the night

n

comes,
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pane elass, that if ever she

my child, come back! If
there’s
knock), arter dark, at your aunt’s door,
doen’t you go nigh it.

And again, there is the same touch
of human delicacy, when in the pres-
ence of David, the broken girl, dis-
covered at last, sinks in her uncle's
arms: ‘“He gazed for few seconds in
the face: then stooned to kiss
how tenderlv!—and drew a handker-
ch’ef before it.” The beauty of the ge
ture is all the finer, because it follows
the coarsely conceived and coarsely
written with

interview
Dartle. Nor was Ham, the lover

a

3-

oy

great-hearted
with his enemy’s, in the
border ¢n melodrama,
blunt the memory of his clouded mes-
sage to Emily, his last parting with
David by the boathouse, and then—
“With a slight
thoueh to

tenderness. His death

storm may

explain to me that he
could not enter the old place, he tarn-
As I loocked after his figure,
ng the waste in the moonlight, I
him turn his face towards a strip
ilvery light upon the sea, and pass
on, looking at it, until he was a sha-
dow in the distance.”
These things came to Dickens at
times, and they give him freedom of
the company of the greatest,
But if his pathos too often failed from
some fault of taste, his =mor was in-
cessant and sure. I do not mean the
mere ludicrousness of situation — the

of
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man is dominated by it. Their very es-
sence, at least as they come to us in
tart, I's the joy of irrepressible life.
| Sometimes Dickens descends into mere
 parrotiike reiteration of a phrase,such
as “Barkis is willin’” or “I never will
| desert Mr. Mica wher,” but more com-
{ in sameness.

|

i The emotions
| quick

in Dickens’ work are

to life, whereas the people are
i external to us, if not unceal; to make
{the inevitable comparisan, we seem to
l have known Dickens’ characters, we
| have lived Thackeray’s. And this, no
idoubt‘ accounts for the surprising di-
{ his admirers.

| ent moment—Lby Prof. A. W. Ward, Mr.
| Chesterton and. Mr. Gissing—and
| will find them in a state of
| wildering disagreement

thinks it transcends the limits of art,
Gissing can put no faith in Mr. Peg-
gotty, whereas Prof. Ward finds this
whole episode of Emily and her uncle
the most perfect part of the book. Only
he would exclude Rosa Dartle, who,
nevertheless, i3 to Mr. Chesterton one
of Dickens' “real characters.” Gissing
rejoices to see Pecksniff in the end
“felled to the ground,” whereas Mr.
Chesterton deems the penalty one of
the peculiar blemishes in Dickens’ de-
nouements. And so on through the list.
Most astonishing of all, both Gissing
and Prof. Ward find special beauty in
that story of David and his child-wife,
Dora, which, to most readers, certain-
ly is an utterly tiresome piece of maw-
kishness.

Now there has been no such diverg-
ence of opinion among the admirers of
Thackeray, or Scott, or any other of
the great novelists. And the reason for
it in the case of Dickens is plainly this,
that his character are so constructad
that they will not bear analysis.

A number of years ago I was llving
in remote seclusion, where about the
only novels at my command were a
complete set of Dickens in the village
library—if library it could be called.
One day, being hungry for emotion, I
i started on these volumes, and read
‘them through—read as only a starved
tman can read, without pause and with-
out reflection, with the smaliest inter-

i

ified t te or to °ﬂ.th‘i"e: monly he invents a wonderful varlety  missions for sleep. It was an orgy of
unqualifiec 0 crea Z

tears and laughter, almost immortal in
i its excess, a joy never to be forgotten.
!\Vell, I have been reading the novels
fa.gai‘n, slowly now, and weighing their
! effect—and in comparison how meager
'my pleasure is!

| Bat the old way was the right way,
& & think, and he who opens his Dickens

' he ig carried! Who for any realism of

you art would exchange the divine imper-

most be-. tinence of a world inhabited by Mrs.
in regard t», Gamp, and Richard Swiveller, and the

F a strone with destiny | the value of the various percentages of | Ma,l.'chiune:c‘s, and Mark
POBEENE 05 & StPoiag FHAE At ual dis- | the novels. To Mr. Cheszterton the epi-! Major Bagshot,
SO his HTOMDIE EVAEN. IS . { taph of Sapsea is a bit of “beatific buf-| Mrs. Nickleby and the fat boy—but the
e A nef‘.rCFfBﬂ}él‘Yﬂzﬂ(Q;( :;’g::nf} foonery,” the true essential of Dickens,|list s as endless as the master's hani
in the character of Bradley adstone, |

Tapley, and

and Mantilini, and
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i
H

{

i

| S

DAWSON CITY AFTER TEN YEARS; |
. WONDERFUL CHANGE FOR BETTER

| Pr

Streets and Residence Sub
Coin —The Pleasures

ices Still High, But the Town Has “Toned Down'’—Its Busy;,

urbs—A Quarter the Lowest
of a Big Mining Camp.

Othon Guerlac writes
| York Post as follows:

in

first strike of gold was
Klondike River.

maie

| settlement.

with a new population, new
political organization of its own,
of the Arctic Circle.

ient hour?
I to ascertain.

‘full of all

sion of hardships and adventures. is to-
{ day nothing more or less than a vaca-

I tion trip, short, easy, pleasant, and not

| SO very expensive.
|

{or Seattle one must count five days:

» 5 d. Fri it from Vancouver or Seattle to Skagway
he andle n St be stood =1 %
e s 2 three days; from Skagway io Dawson

{four days at the most.
days.

At the end of the twelfth day, if con-
| nections are properly
City appears suddenly at a
i winding river.

‘rugged

Total,

hills that fringe the
pass a
River—a
g-oosgraphers did
to mention. The Klondike is what
might he termed a fourth- -ate
in length as well as size: but 1ts mouth

siream.
name

i s
that eight vears
not condescend

spreads out to form a broad fiat ex- !
find

panse, where a city can easily
room to stretch and be at ease. In thiy
not over a mile and
Dawson. On the
jit leans leisurely against

| hill at the foot of which
| Klondilke.

i expanse,

| wide, lies

a
flows

rises a big mountain, which falls per-

i peadicular, like a wall, sheer into the!

| Yukon.

|an ugly gray streak of rocks,

(an Indian village.

i At the very foot of this im»osing and
| stony cliff, sheltered by the encircling

hills, faced by a similar high wall on
tn: opposite bank of the river, Dawson
| City has a site that is both roomy and

of the river, where the business section
thas its headquarters, to the terrace
{half-way up the mountain, over to the
§oth-:~r bank of the Klondike, where are
the “suburbs,” a section which is partly
manufacturing, partly slums or ten-
derloin, with railroad shops, sawmills,
factories, breweries, and places of un-
savory reputation.

A CITY NOW.

Under the rays of the rising sun,
when I landed on the morning of the
last day in August, the effect was both
pleasing and unexpected to one who for
three days had met along the shores of
the Yukon nothing but narrow stretches
of cleared land, just wide ~nough for
a post of the mounted police, or a
woodpile. Nature certainly meant this
spot for a city—and a city {t is, with
its eight avenues running pasrallel to
the Yukon, crossed by as many side
streets, according to the checker-board
tradition of all towns on this continent.
And a city 1t Is in its equipment, its
wide-awake business hustle, its noisy
and crowded thoroughfares. Except for
the bank and further down the quaint
and stately residence of the governor
or commissioner, First avenue might be
mistaken for any avenue along the
docks of any seaport. Here are the big
warehouses of the North American
Trading and Transportation Company,
the wharves and offices of the Yukon
and White Pass Steamship Company,
the depot of the new railroad, the sa-
loons and eating places, barbershops,
clothing stores, fruit and paper stands,
Jewelry stores, some of them the most

It is exactly ten years ago that the
on the
In 1896 Dawson City
{did not exist either as a name or as a
Since then a new territory |
towns, a |
has
| Sprung up on the shores of the Yukon
|River—a civilization within 300 miles

I'rom the eastern coast to \ ancouver

twelve

made, Dawson
curn of the'
The chain of high and
eastern|
bank of the Yukon breaks off to let!
the Kloudike'
ago
even |

river,

a half
south side

moderate |
the |
On the north and east sides |

That wall is seen long before!
Dawson appears, scarred as it is with |
a coulee, |
i through which a landslide once found !
i its way, burying, so the tradition goes,

| grandiose. It fills it all, from the banks |

]

the New ! Orpheum and the Floradora, with their

flm'id and loud display of cheap orna-
mentations; further
shacks, a hotel, a pawnshop, a second-
hand clothing establishment, a
store.-
A CURIOUS MIXTURE.
Dawson City in its business part is
indeed a mixture of the New York
Bowery and the English seaport. The
jsurprise of the newcomer is 9 find such
'large mercantile establishmonts

ge

some

dow displays.

Several immense cloth-
ing stores,

i well-kept and
ning over the vegetables, modern
clean meat markets, three
i big booksellers, with all the
and many of “the English

magazines, photographers, kkodak sup-
i plies, dressmakers and milliners who go
to Paris for their supplies—so they say.
Indeed, Dawson is no longer a provi-
sional mining camp, but a permanent
and substantial town. The sidewalks
are of wood and in many streets need
| repair; the streets are swept and wat-
ered every morning. They, too, have
be-n neglected of late, the roads to the
creeks monopolizing all the attention of
the administration. Around this part,

and
or four
American

{

_ Peliteness e
*“Wlllle, what do you understand by
politeness?"’
*“Not asking for a second piece of
ple when you are out visiting.'

\
I
]
E
[ the general aspect of the town is typle-
ally American, neither beautiful nor
artistic, but practical.

| My hotel was not as well equipped
'as some others seen in Southern Alaska,
but it has rich and almost too luxuri-
| ous furniture, carpets galore, mlirrors,
jcouches, a ladies’ parlor—ail that is
i required to make it, in winter, warm
iand cosy. The meals are good. The
fcompany that owns the hotel thinks of
building one more modern. Many a
European town of 30,000 would find the
place modern enough. However, for
this continent, it is not up to the re-
quirements of the traveler and in some
of its features is painfully “Contin-
ental.”

As to the residential section, it is
both a surprise and a delight for which
neither Skagway nor Whitehorse had
prepared us. When once you reach
!Fourth, and, of course, Fifth avenue,
you are In the heart of the fashionable
town. Simple log-cabins neatly paint-
ed, frame houses with sometimes amus-
Ing architectural details and colored in
white, brown, green, or yellow, fresh
lawns, little gardens fragrant —ith pan-
sles and sweet peas, well-shaded plaz-
zas protected by red awnings against
a sun.that in summer burns overtime,

‘| luxurious in town, the dance halls, the

easy-chairs and hammocks *hat speak

ings scattered along the foot of the
hills, climbing the steep grades, or
towering boldly half-way up the moun-
taln, make a most lively, varied, and
picturesque background for the prosatc
flat section of the town and remind the
globe-trotter of some French or Ger-
man village lying along the slopes
among vine-clad hills. Here lve all
the state officlals and businessmen.
However, I have seen on one of those
log cabins in the north section of the
town the seal of the German Empire,
indicating that this modest and primi-
tive frontier dwelling was the home of
the Kaliser's representative. Here 1is
the administration building, finished in
1901, at the cost of $100,000. No capital
could wish a more adequate and impos-
ing structure for 1{ts general offices.
Within a stone’s throw are three of the
four churches, the clubs, one of the
hospitals, the pubilic school, the athletlic
association, the skating rink, the Car-
negie library, the Masonic Hall, and
th Arctic Brotherhood (a recent secret
society founded up there by the Alaska
and Yukon explorers). The Carnegie
library, a pretty $25,000 building, with
a cosy reading-room and extensive cir-
culating library of 5,000 books, is a
wonder. All the Americans and Eng-
lish reviews and magazine are here to
be had.

NOT MONOTONOUS.

Life in Dawson is not more monoton-
ous, in fact, is more excitdng, than in
cities five times 1its size. This city is
{the distributing center and the main
| city, as well as the captal of the Yukon
;Tzl‘ritol'y. It is the terminus of an im-
portant line of steamers runniag up the
river and carrying an enormous amount
of freight and bassengers to vhe newly-
settled and prosperous gold fields of
Nome and Fairbanks.

A rz}ilpoad which cost about $16,000

abandoned |

cigar

with !
such a complete stock and elegant win- !

appetizing |
groceries, with the little fountain run- !

|
novels and

i

|
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Wanted to Make Good.
*T never knew a girl
te flattery as Maud.’”
i “Yes, Jack told her she was an
&ngel, and she went right off and be-
ga&n to take lessuns on the harp.”

ol

80 susceptible

'
\ |
& mille to construct runs trains twice al
day from Dawson Grand Forks, and
| will be extended still further; a stage
jruns every day to all the other creeks.
Tourists, as well as miners, capital-
jists, and prospectors, flock cvery year
{to the city. By common ronsent the
{yvear 1606 has seen more teurists than
ever, and one single hotel received |
{since June as many as 550 of them.
People here read a good deal; the
‘](‘m‘negie library contains more books
'than could be read in a lifetime, and
}many a French town of 50,000 woulgd be |
iglad to have as good a 2hance ofs
i ¥rench fiction as Dawson City can|
| boast-of. There is, of course. & large
| French-Canadian element, including
many of the officials. A local book deal-
er ships in every week a thousand pa-
| pors and magazines. Some of the New
| York magazines come in by-the hun- |
| dreds. {
Dawson has two papers—one mm'n-E
ting, one evening, paper, equipped with!

llinotypes that the owner showed me|
!\vilh pride, one of them having been|
i carried over the ice at a cost of $10,000. !
i'l‘heh' circulation is not tremendous—
about a thousand coples. They reach
every creely in the territory.

Social pleasures are here more nu-
merous than in many communities fur-
ther remote from the Arctic Circle. The}
people seem to have made up their|
minds that life is too short to spend it/
In asceticism. Then the long winter
months without sunshine are pretty
hard to bear without diversion. So
they all have “a good time.” The min- |
ers have their saloons, of course, and |
thzir dance halls, latter being ag
peculiar feature and fixture of all the
mining towns. There every "night a
man may, for the sum of one dollar,
have the honor of one dance with such
specimens of feminine beauty and dis-
tinction as the managers can pro-
vide. The spectacle of a clumsy soli-
tary couple—a miner, with his hat on
his head, whirling around »n the de-
serted floor with a woman, while an
orchestra in shirt sleeves—f2at on the
railing—plays a popular tune anqd
crowd of idlers looks on, would be mel-
ancholy were it not so comical. Here
]it is that many a small fortane of gold
dust and nuggets has been squandered
jin one night by a miner who, after
months of toil, needed diversion and
got it.

The society has other
bridge, of course, rages violently. Af-
ternoon teas and gatherings on the
piazzas are always in order, dances are
fr:quent. The very night I arrived, a
church fair was taking place,

AN IMPROMPTU CONCERT.

An impromptu concert was furnished
by local talent—an insurance agent, a
wealthy mine-owner, a state oflicial—
and several women sang, played, and
recited in turn. A small band gave
different selections from popular airs,
then Caruso gave a duet with some
prima donna—not in person I hasten to
say-—but through the gramophone. The
gramophone is king in the Klondike.
One hears It at every corner rlaying all
tne popular tunes that America hums
from Nome to California and New Or-
leans to Herschell Island. In spite of
its wealth Dawson has not been able
to attract the great tenors of France,
Germany, and Italy, so it must needs
get them in the form of phonograph
records. Once in & while Dawson so-
clety goes to one of the hotels known
for its specially good ingtrument and
there they have a seance of classical
music—on the phonograph. This popu-
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pleasures;

of southern comforts—all these dwell-

larity of the various mechanijal music-

-

| place—under 3,000 inhabitants.

| stations are coming in.

boxes is spreading rapidly, so I am told,
among the Indians. In the line of great
artists, Dawson City seems to be able
secure only prize fighters, who are
there in great demand. The very night
I left, one Sullivan and one Burley were
booked for a fight, and all the dance
halls were astir with excitement.
COST OF LIVING.

Living continues to be expensive,
without being as extravagant as in the
early days. Small change 's still un-
known, the lowest legal tender being
‘two bits,” or a quarter. T'o buy a
cigar, box of matches, the dally paper,
you have to put up a quarter. A little
American girl of my acquaintance went
into a drug store to buy some chew-
ing gum-—chewing gum is widely used
by women on the Pacific Coast. When
it came to pay she had only twenty
cents in her purse, which she found
to her dismay “insufficient to meet the
bill.” The Dawsonites are proud of
this feature. “When nickels and dimes
come in, then I'll quit,” sald a miner
to me. The freight charges of the
White Pass and Yukon Railway are
so high that a special commission from
Ottawa was appointed last summer to
investigate them and -the excuse for

some prices which are exacted by the!

local tradesmen.

Food is no longer out of reach. At
the best hotels meals are reasonable
—75 cents for breakfast and lunch, $1
for dinner. A room is only $2, eggs are
60 cents a dozen, clothes are less ex-
pensive than in the States, but no
board i{s to be had at less than $60 a
month. Luxurles are more expensive.
The patron of the telephone pays $5 a
month, when there are others on the
line; from $10 to $20 for a Dbusiness
house. A thirteen-word telegram to
New York State amounted to $6 76. A
ten-cent magazine costs 25 cents, and

so0 does a San Francisco Sunday pa-f

per. A dollar novel goes for $3. A
roll of kodak film, sold in Juneau for
90 cents, costs $2 in Dawson. A bot-
tle of beer costs §1. A pint of cham-
pagne is §5 in Grand Forks.
SALARIES AND WAGES.
Salaries and wages keep pace fairly
well with the prices. The unskilled
laborer, whether he works on the placer
or on the roads, gets $4 and $5, and
board. A carpenter gets §1 an hour, so
that he can send his wife and family
outside in the winter. “My father
saves $100 a month,” go a little car-
penter's son told me on the boat. A
typesetter gets §$250 a month, a clerk

in a drygoods store, $200, a jeweler |

$300, a female school teacher In a
school on the creeks with only seven
pupils gets $175. The superintendent
of the Dawson-Yukon Territory school
receives $3,600, the principal and the
other teachers $3,000.

Money flows freely.
are accustomed and
standard of living. They support the
local trades—jewelers and milliners
and wine merchants. The tourists, on
the contrary, are very bad purchasers,
so a Jeweler told me. But the miner
who makes a good strike, a workman
who gets In a week as much as he
would in a month “outside,” is gener-
ous with his money. The jewelers live
on the miners, who all buy gold chains,
or supply their friends with jewelry.
Hundreds of stories are told of the acts

The inhabitants
resigned to the

intoxicated with their suddenly-ac-
Guired wealth. The story of many a
big fortune made is the story of a for-
tune lost in gambling, drinking, and
the rest.

Dawson and the Klondike are pass-
ing through a ecrisis. Dawson,
streets In the early days were thronged
with crowds, is now a relatively quiet
Many
houses are for rent, many vacant. A
miner on the creeks need not build a
cabin; therve are plenty to choose from
that nobody occupies. Many Dawson-
ites have gone down the river to try
their luck at Fairbanks, the big Amer-

{ican town founded on the Tanana three

years ago. A  Dawson businessman
who has just returned tells me that
the streets there are thick with Daw-

| Son people, both merchants and miners.

SMALL FELLOWS QUITTING.

The trouble is not that the Klondike
has not more gold. Up to June 30, $2,-
067,914 15 worth was extracted in this
very year. I myself have seen gold
panned in large quantities, but - the
creeks are no longer paying proposi-
tions for the individual miners,
pawies  with big plants,
dredges, water powers,

Com-
gigantic
and pumping
This summer
everybody was talking about
Guggenheim, of New York, who are
spending on works of different kinds
from three to severi millions, according
to the reports. So the gold hunters are
going elsewhere. Every week some
stampede is started on some creek up
or down the river, and off they go,
two or three hundred at a time, to look
for the yellow nuggets.

Dawson, the mining camp of ill-re-
pute, is now one of the most orderly
and healthy towns In
The Mounted Police, that admirable
corps, which Major A. E. R. Cuthbert,
a splendid soldier and gentleman, com-

mands in Dawson, has done wonders |

for civilization and the enforcement of
law here as everywhere else in the
Northwest. All evil characters are
closely watched by the police as soon

as they get into town and invited to|

leave the place if they cannot secure
honest employment. The most ordin-
ary crime that comes before the courts
is theft, theft of gold dust—a very
venial crime in the eyes of the jury in
a country where that dust is so plenti-
ful.

As for health, it is unanimously con-
ceded that the Yukon Territory owes
to its dry and cold winter a climate
that is both wholesome and exhilarat-
ing.
winter, which the residents speak of
with pride, does not seem to have froz-
en anybody.

The city of Dawson is administered
by the Yukon Council, a body of ten
members (half elected and half ap-
pointed), presided over by the com-
missioner. Self-government has been
tried and failed, so Dawson was will-
ing to surrender its franchise. The

Government seems to do its duty well, |

and the present commissioner, Mr. Mc-
Innis, a fluent speaker and popular
man, is a favorite with the people and
the officials alike. As a whole, the
Canadian Government has given to this
territory peace, order, security; it has
administered Justice, protected prop-
erty, built roads. erected schoolhouses,
carried the malls winter and summer,
glving it, In short, most of the advan-
tages -of any civilized community.

where |

Messrs, |

the Dominion. |

The 75 degrees below zero of last |

SOME STAMPS
ARE VALUABLE

BRITISH GUIANA SPECIMEN HELD
AT MORE THAN $15,000.

e e

Only One of Its Kind in Existence
Other lssues That Are Very Rare
and Costly,

It {s related of M. Philipp la Reno-;
tiere that as he was inspecting an
art collection on one occasfon a large
and handsome canvas that occupied
a great portion of wall space was
pointed out to him as being the mosﬁ
valuable picture in the salon.

“It 1s worth all of £1,800,” said his
informant.

“Then it i{s not the most valuable:
picture here,” replied Renetiere, and
{he produced from the depths of nf
ix;)ocket cardcase a tiny piece otg
/baper which he carefully held up tor*
the Inspection of his friend. ‘“This,”,
he continued, “is far more ccstly than
yYour beautiful painting.”

“And pray, what is its value?”
quired his incredulous auditor.

“I prize it so highly,” answered
Renetiere, “that if you were at thls;
Instant to offer me £3,000 for 1t K
would not take it.”

And the bit of paper that the
speaker delicately poised on his fin-
gers was merely a postage stamp—
not one of the elaborately-engraved
and Dbeautifully-colored contrivances
|with which the patrons of the mails
are familiar, but a crude affair whose
}typographlcal appearance would not
!be indorsed by the humblest printee
{in all Christendom.

EMOST PRECIOUS OF ALL STAMPS.

The stamp that Renetiere valued
{so highly is the most precious of all
|the gems in the realm of philately. It
{is a British Guiana 1-cent i{ssue of
‘1856, and only one specimen of this
(stamp is known to exist. While its
jowner estimates its worth at more
{than $15,000, experts do not agree
{that it would bring that flgure if of-
:;fered for sale, but say they would
thave no difficulty in disposing of it for
1$10,000 or $12,000.

. This very valuable stamp was a
{product of the infancy of stamps, for
50 years ago this method of post-
age paying was only in its experi-
'menidl stage. In 1856 British Guiana
was awaiting a supply of stamps from
{England, and pending its arrival two
iprovisional stamps were issued. These
lwere crude affairs and were printed
{from type set up in the office of the
iOfficial Gazette. As it was desired
ito give an artistic tone to the stamp
;the printers stuck in the center an old
{wood cut representing a brig in full
{sail at sea. This plcture was taken
from the columns of the paper, in
which it was used to head the shipping
jad\'erlis:crmnntsv. The stamps printed
ifrom this design were of 1 and 4
icents denominations, and it is the
jformer that is so rare. The 4 cents
1

in-:

(of extravagance of ignorant workmen [Stamp is priced In catalogues today at

1$1256. The single specimen of the 1-
icent in existence is deseribed as being
jdark magenta in color and slightly
|rubbed. It is initialed “E. D. W.” and
;dated April 1, the year not being dig-
tinct enough to be read.

ANOTHER GREAT RARITY.

i There is another stamp of British
Guiana that is a great rarity. It was
(krinted in 1850 and is of the 2-cent
ivariety. Its use was limited and but
leleven copies of this queer circular
stamp are known. It is worth $3,000 a
copy, although the 12-cent stamp of
ithe same design may be had, according
to catalogue, for $150.

The “Postoffice” Mauritius Is one
‘of the most valuable stamps. It derives
its title from the fact that the in-
scription “Postoffice” was substi-
|tuted for “Post Paid” by the watch-
{maker who engraved it. Five hundred
‘copies of the 1-penny and an equal
‘numb(‘r of the 2-penny were printed
{from single dies before the authorities
{became disgusted with the tedious
process of producing the stamps one
at a time. Less than twenty-flve of
these have been preserved and of these
the unusued are worth $5,000; the used
a few hundred dollars less.

{ The 2 cents blue Hawaiian stamp
of 1851 is very valuable on account
of its scarcity and this scarcity is
due to the fact that the postoffice at
Honolulu burned down shortly after
{the issue was put on sale and the en-
tire stock was destroyed by the
{flames. This stamp was set up in
{a printer’'s shop with the aid of or-
dinary type and some fancy border. The
stamp today is worth $3,700 or 185,-
000 times its face value before it was
| used.
| Fach one of a set of four stamps
issued for use in Moldava, a prov-
[Ince of Roumania, in 1858, is rated
las of considerable worth. These
‘stavmps were all printed by hand on
{colored paper and the value today of
each, according to catalogue, s as
follows:
i Twenty-seven paras, printed in
iblack on rose paper, $3060; 54 paras,
printed in blue on green paper, $100;
1108 paras, printed in blue on rose
paper, $200; but the 81 paras, printed
/in biue on blue paper, is a greater
rarity than any of its companions,
f('at;xlngues do not generally give its
;'vmue, but an unusued copy has sold
for $1,750.

RARE AMERICAN STAMPS.

Among the rare stamps of the
!I'nited States the provisional issus
|of the postmaster at Millbury, Mass.,
in 1847, stands near the top of the
list. It is of the denomination of §
cents, and bears a portrait of Washing-
ton. It was printed on Dbluish paper
and is tcday reckoned to be worth
$1,500.

Errors have contributed in no smail
part to the value of some stamps, a
notable instance beirng the case of thae
Cape of Good Hope issues of 1861.
In making up a plate for printing the
1 penny stamps a careless employe in-
serted a single 4 penny stereotype and
a 1 penny cut therefore got in the.
4 penny plate. In consequence each
sheet of the 1 penny contained a 4
penny printed in red, while each sheet .
of the 4 penny contained a 1 penny
printed in blue. Very few of these
errors are known, however. The 1:
penny blue which is the rarer is worth,
| Continued on Page Thirteorw,




