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Tt was the first of November, but the
grass still showed a pleasant greenness,
for hoar frosts were holding off. The
bareness of the woods was relieved by
patches of russet, touched with dull re@s
and yellows, and through the still air
Jeaves mow and then sailed earthward like
slowly descending birds. Because of the
Indian summer mellowness, which rested
in dim blue haze upon the hills, and made
the pale sunshine feel soft against the
cheek, the front door of Enoch Weaver’s
house stood open, and here and there a
window was half raised. Teams were
fastened about the outbuildings, and to
the yard fence other horees were tied—
their occasional neighs and stampings a
break upon the silence. Two grizzled mid-
dle-aged men, bent by heavy farm work,
ehook hands with ostentatious solemnity
at the front gate.

“We meet again, Mr, Avery.”

“Yes, Mr. Barbour. An’ th’ last sad
occagion was th’ funeral of old Ors. Tib-
bits.”’

Mr. Barbour, who had the dep‘re*sed
face of one given to seeing the pessimietic
side of life, sighed deeply—not that Mis.
Tibbits had been even an acquaintance,
but a sigh seemed appropriate to the sub-
gect under discussion.

“Wal, Mr. Avery, we've all got to
kravel th’ same road.” ]

Mr. Avery stroked his smooth fat chin
contemplatively, as if the thought had
mever before occurred to him and he
meant to give it due attention.

“Yes, yes—that’s so0,” bhe anawered.
“That’s so, Mr. Barbour. It is, indeed.”

The depression of Mr. Barbour’s face
difted slightly. It is pleasant to feel that
one has epoken to effect. He shook his
head to deepen the philosophy of hiF last
remark, and said:

“Enoch’s pretty much broke up over his
+Joss, I &'pose.”

“¢That’s what they say, Mr. Avery re-
plied, hurriedly. “Wal, I guess I'll be go-
in’. into the house.” /

He passed on and disappeared through
the open door. Mr. Barbour saw a
phaeton not far from the gate and the
flutter of alighting ekirts. He guessed
that his companion had made haste to
avoid a courtesy, and with disgust at such
boorishness, went to offer his own ser-
vices, The younger of the two women
glanced around at him.

“Mr. Barbour’ll hitch Dolly an’ blanket
her, mother. I'm eo glad that I shan’t
have to get hair all over this navy blue

gkirt. She’s shedding y, and
white hair does show so!”
“g’h!” murmured the other. Then,

with a nod of smiling relief: “Why, Mr.
Barbour! Yes,*thanks, we’ll be glad to
have you ’tend to th’ horse. A horse 8
a bother to women. Isn't it dretful sad
about Mns., Waaver goin’ so sudden? I
do pity her husband. My! what a lot
of teams there are here. I guess it'll be
@ real big funeral. I think a small funeral

.any friends. Simon couldn’t get away to-

‘never’d been to a_funeral before, an’ I

- said, with hushed indignation and a blush

always seems forlorn—as if a body hadn’t

day. He's behind with huskin’ an’ every-
thing this fall, an’ he’s sprained his ankle
a little, too. He was complainin’ this
mornin’ about luck, but I told him he
wasn’t half so bad off as old Enoch Wea-
ver, who hasn’t even a girl like Angel hére
left to him!”

‘Mr, Barbour was not so pessimistic but
that he glanced at the comely and still
fresh face of “Simon’s” wife.

“I sh’d think not,” he said.

Angel went slowly on ahead, leaving
her mother and Mr. Barbour to follow—
the subdued sound of their voices mean-
ingless in her ears. The leaves rustled
under her feet, and she looked down
at them with the half consciousness with
which she let her eyes lift to the beauty
of the haze-wrapped hills—stretching
away, and away, and away into the blue|
ether. She was thinking rebelliously how
her mother would have let her stay at
hm\ne. And what was there sad about
the death of such an old person as Mrs.
Enoch Weaver? Why—she was 80! How
could one wish to live to be 80? She tried
to imagine what life would seem like at
80—and her thoughts trailed into blank-
ness, for great, indeed, is the space be-
tween 80 and 19! She had never spoken
to Mrs. Enoch Weaver, but she remem-
bered eeeing her occasionally—a rather
bent little woman, with white hair and
kindly eyes and cheeks red as a withered
winter apple. Her face had pleased the
yovng girl * * * and yet to be 80!
A Concord buggy, with a frisky sorral
horse, drove rapidly up to the gate, and
Angel, with a quick glance at the driver,
started for the open door. Her mother
calléd to her in a gharp undertone:

“A:ngelina!"

She paused obediently, keeping her back
to the gate. Her mother, leaving Mr.
Barbour to greet the new arrivals as if
he was master of ceremonies, reached
her side.

“Why, what in th’ world ails you, An-
gelina Briggs? Anybody’d think you

took you three times while you was a
baby in arms. ’Tain’t a party to go
rushin’ in like that.”

“] didn’t know I was rushing,” Angel

which passed as swiftly as it came.
“Then you’d better know. An’ I won't

hev you amswerin’ so putcheky, You've
been putcheky ever sence th’ eu.xprisel
party at th’ church last week. I guess

surprise parties don’t agree with you.
Wait—I want to speak to Mrs. Wood-
mansee! How dy’e do, Mrs. Woodman-
see? Nice day for a funeral, ain’t it?
No reason why ’most everybody ecan’t
come—seem’s though. I see Tom fetched
you.”

“Yes-s-8,”” Mrs. Woodmansee said soft-
ly. She was a large woman with a pur-
ring voice. “His father couldn’t get away

as he’s one o’ th’ jurors on that case in
court to town now. Tom don’t like
funerals. But I made him fetch me. How
dy’e do, Angel?”’

“Angel didn’t want to came either, but
I insisted, as Simon couldn’t spare th’
time,” Mrs. Briggs said, wondering why
the child should blush again under Mrs.
Woodmansee’s greeting, She hoped An-
gel wasn’t developing bashfulpess at mine-
een,

't;‘j)reltful sad ’bout Mrs. Weaver, ain’t
it?

. Mrs. Woodmansee nodded solemnly that
it was very sad indeed; and with an a'l-
over glance which took in the other’s
\:lress from headgeir to shoes, the two
women went into the house—Angel fol-
lowing. The “sitting room and parler,
square front rooms opening out of the long!'
narrow hall, were filled with people sit-
t.mg in decorous silence; and the hall was
lined with standing men. The undertaker,
waiting upon the lowest stair opposite the
open front door, came forward with thre
suave manmer of his kind; and carried
eome extra chairg into the dining. room
beyond—which was already well crowded.
Angel went on after her mother with a
sensation of relief, for her glance into
the parlor had shown her a coffin, beside
which sat a bent old man. A few whis-
pered greetings met them as they tcok
seats. /

“Awful queer ’bout her havin’ on her
weddin’ bunnit, ain’t it?” whispered a
woman next to Mrs, Briggs. “What?
Hadn’t you heard? Yes, Enoch insisted
upon her bein’ laid ont in her weddin’
bunnit; took on so th’ undertaker said
they’d better let him hev his way. His
uncle was jest as odd as he could be, you
know—always wore two coats, th’ short-
est outside, an’ when his wife died he
hung himself in th’ smokehouse an’ wasn’t
found for three days, though they hunted
high an’ Jow. Sairey Ann Westcott come
in to help here after Mrs. Weaver died,
an’ she said if t wasn’t fur that bunnit
th’ poor soul would ’a’ made a beautiful
corpse. Thet looks like she come out o’
the ark, of course.” -

“Do tell!” Mrs. Briggs gasped back in
astonishment, while Angel listened ner-
vously, half fascinated, yet with a feeling
of repugnance to this gossip, which trick-
led on as if the tongue of the whisperer
moved without consciousness from her
brain.

“Enoch he said he'd married her in thet
bunnit, an’ he’d bury her in thet bun-
nit. He said she was jest as much his
bride now as she ever was.”

“Do tell!” Mrs. Briggs gasped again.

“Yes. He’s teched, of course—a little
teched. Th’ idea of bein’ laid out in a
bunnit! Who ever heard of such a thing?
An’ don’t you think Enoch declares his
wife ain’t dead—only sleepin’? Says if
th’ minister calls her dead he won’t never
go inside a church again. I pity the

Just then from the hall sounded the
minister’s voice, - vibrating with feeling.
He was new to the place, hacing occu-
pied the pulpit but six months, and this
was the first funeral since his pastorate
began. He was a young man, with ideas
which seemed hardly orthodox to even-
tenored country folk; and there were few
present who did not wonder how he could.
avoid what ‘might seem like consciousness
that the woman beside whom the old man
watched, as we watch the sleep of one
we love, had been dressed for the grave
in a way which exceeded all precedent.
Necks craned, ears strained; curiosity
was agog to catch the words of this
stripling, fresh from divinity school:

“Probably there is not one of you here
today who did not know the wife of
Enoch Weaver better than it has been|
my privilege to know her—you knew heri
quiet, unobtrusive life, her kindness as
a neighbor, her faithfulness as a help-
meet; you knew how dear she was to
him who, alone in old age, sits, the
mourner of mourners, beside the one
whom sixty years ago he-brought here a
bride—and whose face, as she lies with
her silvery white hair against the time-
yellowed white of her wedding bonnet,
is still to him the face of the bride so
many yesterdays removed. To those of us
to whom God has given the blessing of a
good woman'’s love, to those of us to whom
such blessing is yet to come, it brings a
feeling of reverence for our own—that she
who rests in yonder room is still a bride
to the bridegroom of sixty years ago—
will alawys be a bride. Shall we think of
her as dead? No—for she sleeps!” The
people sat stirless, expectant, strangely
moved—yet many of them hardly com-
prehending. And as they sat thus the
minister’s girl-wife, on the hall stairs, be-
an to sing with rare tenderness the
words of Mrs. Browning’s “Sleep.’

The tenor soprano left behind it a hush
thrilling with sacredness; the minister’s
voice broke as he said: “Let us pray.”

One by one those assembled passed in
single file through the rooms to look good-
by at Enoch Weaver’s bride. Angel held
back until the last; not now because of
her usual nervous shrinking from looking
at Death, but because an emotion, against
which . she fought down a choke in the
throat, made it seem like profanation
that any curious gaze should fall upon
the dead this day. When she went up
to the coffin, against which Enoch Weav-
er rested the withered, tremulous hand
of age, as he had done throughout the
gervice, she saw, framed among the white
lilac blossoms of a time-yellowed white
silk bonnet, a serene old face which smiled
the bride smile of sixty years ago. She
looked from .that smile to the mourner,
and he, lifting his eyes as he had not
done while the others filed by, met those
of the girl—brimming with passionate
sympathy. “Oh!” she said softly * * *
and then she was slipping away in con-
fusion at her own impulsiveness, for she
had bent and kissed the old man’s wrink-
led cheek.

The cemetery was at the foot of the
hill, a quarter mile below Enoch Weaver’s
house, and nearly all present went sober-
ly down the grassy roadside bank to
where in the small burying place a heap

minister!”

of fresh earth marked a newly dug grave;
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“Bnd then she was Slipping away in confusion at her own impulsiveness.”

the hearse, followed by two or three car-
riages, turned in through the iron gates
after the people, and the bride of sixty
years ago was lowered to her last resting
place. Standing on the edge of the
crowd which hemmed in the minister—|
the bearers, the few remote cousins who
had joined the little procession, and the
chief mourner, who leaned tremulously
on the undertaker’s arm--Angel heard the
minister repeating: “Dust to dust, ashes
to ashes”; and then, after a pause which
seemed part of the autumnal hush: “We
spend our years as a tale that is told
* * * »

The chief mourner was led away, his
dim eyes turning backward to the grave,
and among those about him—younger,
alert and strong—he looked like an au-
tumn leaf that, shaken from the bough,
was waiting in sear uselessness the pity-
ing shroudal of winter snows. The crowd
drifted away by easy degrees, for the
brief afternoon was already waning, and
further delay meant ‘‘chores” by lantern
light. Angel found herself beside the
open grave with only her mother, Mrs.
Woodmansee, and the woman who had
whispered about the wedding bonnet.

“I’'ve enjoyed th’ funeral so much!
Ain’t you, Mrs. Briggs? It passed off reel
well. Mr. Bennett, the undertaker, does
know how to manage things. But I
b’lieve people would ’a’ cried more if
they’d known what was comin’. "We was
all so took up with wonderin’ what th’
minister would say that there wasn’t
handly a tear shed. It didn’t seem right.
An’ th’ minister’s wife ought to ’a’ chose
a more lamentin’ hymn. Why, death

wasn't nothin’ at all th’ way she sung.”

Angel flashed a quivering face upon
the speaker.

“What th’ minister’'s wife sung was
beautiful! beautiful.”

“Mebbe 't was,” she acquiesced hur-
riedly. “But ’t does scem as if th’ min-
ister ought to ’a’ preached a reel sermon,
tellin’ about her many virtues. That's
th' way things was done when I was
young. An’ if th’ person was deservin’,
like Mrs. Enoch Weaver, they was al-
ways spoke of as lookin’ down on us from
heaven. I sh’d think sech a discourse
would ’a’ been more edifyin’ an’ soothin’
to poor old Enoch than all that hifalutin’
talk. But th’ minister was reel. smart
to get in as he did about th’ bunnit, an’
she, poor creetur! looked a pretty corpse
in spite of havin’ it on. However, it’s a
pity nobody dared take it off before folks
see her.” /

“It isn’t either!” Angel flashed again.

“Angelina!” But the maternal warning
was given with an unusual degree of gen-
tleness.

Mrs. Woodmansee spoke in her purring
voice.

“S’posin’ we women go an’ see th’ new
monyment Deacon Babbit has put up to
th’ lower end of th’ cem’try. Angel, if
Tom sh'd fetch th ’team beiore I get
around, tell him I shan’t be long.”

She moved ponderously away—her pur-
ring voice wafted softly back to the girl,
who stood, flushed and silent, looking
after the three figures until they were
lost to sight behind the white stones on
the slope of the cemetery hill. The waters
of the little pond beyond the cemetery

slope gleamed blue; a fght wind rustled
some crisp leaves at her feet; the branches
of a near hackmatack tree sighed lisping-
ly—like waves upon a beach. Absorbed in
thought as she was, the blending of sound
elongating in the westering sun suddeniy
fell past her into the open grave. With
a start she turned from the blue pond
waters to meet the young fellow behind
her.. “Oh, Tom!”

His frank face was working with emo~
tion.

“] saw you when you—kissed him! No-
body else would have thought to do it.
I'm sorry I got mad at nothing th’ even-
ing of th’ surprise party, Angel.”

*Oh, Tom!"

Between the two utterances of his name
was such a gamut of feeling as scales
from surprise to joy. Through the Indian
summer mellowness a bluebird, belated
in its winter migration, fluteds once, twice,
thrice from the hackmatack tree, and
flew away toward the foliage-denuded,
haze- covered hills, warbling melodiously
of spring! spring! spring!—the spring
which beat in the hearts of two who kiss-
ed beside an open grave, with Autumn
and Age and Death forgotten.

It was Angel who, remembering, said
with a choke in her throat:

“I'm glad she was buried in her wed-
ding bonnet, Tom.”

Angel had learned now how one might
wish to live to be 80; * * * yet 80 was
far away! Tom did not amswer, for, look-
ing radiantly into her eyes, he saw mir-
rored, as it were, her own face, sweet
and blushing and alive—framed in a wed-
ding bonnet!

YORK COUNTY  LOAN

Important Statement Issued
by the Liquidator

‘Official Explanation of the Manner in
Which the Business of Settling Lia-
bilities and Realizing on Assets is
Being Carried Out and lts Pro-
gress:

. (Toronto GlolS¥.

; TMhe following official statement was
ven out yesterday at the office of the

fNational Trust Company, King street

|east, the liquidators of the York County

'Loan & Savings Co.:

“It is perhaps as well that some state-
{ment ehould be made at this time as to
the present mposition of the liquidation.
The duties of the liquidator naturally fall
'‘into two classes: First, the settlement of
ithe liabilities. As has already been stated,
iithe shareholders number more than 100,-
1000, and as there was no proper filing sys-
{tem at the offices of the company prior
‘o Hquidation a system had to be devised
iand each claim properly listed. As the
books have come in they have been aud-
.ited and filed and the tens of thousands
‘of letters received from shareholders have
'been sorted and filed with the claim to
swwhich they refer. Notwithstanding the

- ffacilities provided by the banks and
others, some 30,000 ghareholders omitted
4o eend in their claims, and the liquidator’s
staff has been engaged for some months
in writing up these claims from the books.

“We have met with a number of diffi-
culties in writing up these claims, but the
task is now practically completed, and all
the claims will be filed within a week or
so. It will then be necessary for our
staff to go carefully over every claim filed
and place it in its proper classification.
We have prepared a schedule for this
purpose which will divide the sharehold-
ters into different classes representing
the various kinds of stock issued and sub-
divided in some cases where the rights
of the parties holding the same kind of
etock are elightly different by reason of
the same being current or matured at the
time of liquidation, etc.

“This classification and the preparation
of the schedule will not be completed
until the end of this year or some time
in the early part of 1907. A report will
then be made to the court and such steps
taken as may be necessary to adjust and
ascertain the rights of the parties. The
liquidator will do its utmost to secure a
speedy settlement of these matters, but
it is, of course, useless to speculate as to
what proceedings will be necessary or as
to the length of time which must elapse
before the schedules are finally approved
of by the court and in shape for the
declaration of a dividend.

“Secondly, it is the duty -of the liqui-
dator to realize upon the assets. In this
considerable progress has been made. The
public has already been informed as to
the manner in which the shares of the
Toronto ILife Insurance Company were
gecured for the shareholders and sold to
the National Agency Company. The great-
er part of the house property has been
sold at good prices and the lumber, stone,
brick and other building material have all
been disposed of.

“The company is proceeding with the
collection of the mortgages and other
moneys due to the liquidation. No at-
tempt has been made this year to push
the sale of the vacant real estate, as it
would be a mistake to dispose of same at
today’s prices in view of the fact that
the sewer on Roncesvalles avenue will be
completed this year and the pavement

and the street car tracks laid next year.
There can be no reasonable doubt that
the vacant real estate will prove a very
valuable asset and will sell to advantage.

“The liquidator has out of the realiza-
tions paid all the first charges upon the
properties, such ae taxes, first mortgages,
ete., thereby saving the interest charges.
No payments have, however, as yet been
made against the liquidation by collectors
and agents. These matters will, however,
be attended to as soon as it is possible to
properly audit the claims and check them
with the shareholders’ pass books.

“After the filing of the schedules show-
ing the claims of the shareholders the
liquidator will probably be called upon to
inform each ehareholder of “the amount
and classification of his claim as shown
by the schedules, and the shareholders
will then be given an opportunity either
to confirm the liquidator’s action or to
make such representations to the court as
they may desire. ;

“The liquidation is being expedited as
far as possible, having regard to a good
realization and an accurate listing of the
claims. It must, however, be borne in
mind that the liquidator is called upon
to settle and adjust the results of eighteea
years’ business, in which latterly some
1,400 employes were engaged.”

LETTERS TO THE EOITOR

[The opinions of correspondents are not
necessarily those of The Telegraph. This
newspaper does not undertake to publish all
or any of the letters received. Unsigned
communications will not be noticed. Write
on one side of the paper only. Communica-
tions must be plainly written; otherwise
they will be rejected. Stamps should be en-
closed if return of manuscript is desired in
case it is not used. The name and address
of the writer should be sent with every let-
ter as evidence of good faith.—Ed. Tele-
graph.]

A COMPLAINT
To the BEditor of The Telegraph:

Sir,—There is much complaint in this
gection because of the manner in which
the steamer Hampton is run. This boat
receives an unusual subsidy from the
provincial government and has had the
use of wharves costing in all thousands
of dollars, constructed for the accommo-
dation of the public business. Yet with
all this encouragement the wishes of the
people along the banks of the Kennebec-
casis are only considered when it is to
the advantage and convenience of the
captain and the owners of the Hampton.
I could mention dozens of cases which
have been brought to my attention of
disobliging and discourteous actions of the
captain, but I will simply speak of this
locality.

A public wharf was built at T. B. Rob-
erts’ shore, for the accommodation of the
tourist and business public, and the farm-
ers in this vicinity, at a cost of $800. Cap-
tain Mabee will only land freight and pas-
sengers at it when it suits him and many
a time has he passed it, leaving a disap-
pointed group of would-be passengers. He
claims the wharf is “out of the way” and
“makes him later getting to Hampton.”
For this reason only a few days ago he
refused to bring freight for T. B. Rob-
erts, proprietor of Hillhurst Hotel, and
he had to use the train service.

He has landed passengers at Moss Glen
when they wanted to go to Roberts’ wharf.
He has passed Chapel Grove leaving pas-
sengers on the wharf urging “fog” as an
excuse, and because of like actions all
along the river has made the Kennebec-
casis such an uncertain place for tourists
that many have given as a reason for not
coming the fear that they might be land-
ed anywhere but the right place.

I will not say anything at this time of
the discourteous and other language used
upon occasions about Roberts” wharf in
the presence of a number of passengers
who had to be landed, but it does seem

ment takes enough interest in our wel-
fare to build wharves at much expense,
and then generously subsidize a steamboat
so that we may have a proper service that
no captain or owners of such vessel has
any right to ignore the wishes of the peo-
ple and do just as they please. The do-
minion government when subsidizing
ocean steamers, makes them liable to a
penalty for defective service. If the
Hampton was fined, as it should be, every
time the captain failed to call at a wharf
when signalled, or to land a passenger
when requested, there would be no sub-
sidy coming to it at the end of the sea-
son.
E. 8. CARTER.
Upper Rothesay, Sept. 25, 1906.

FAVORS PUBLISHING
HYMNAL CONTAINING
RITUAL SERVICES

Methodist Conference an Unit of the
Matter—Members Elected to Board
of Missions.

Montreal, Sept. 24—A motion was made
by Dr. Allison, at the Methodist confer-
ence today, to the effect that ome, or if
possibly more, editions of a hymnal con-
taining ritual services be issued specially
for church and congregational use. The
authorities at Mount Allison, he observ-
ed, had made many searches for a suit-
able pamphlet without avail. Small print
could not be read and would not be read
by the main body of the congregations to
whom at present the ritual service was
largely a “dumb show.” He thought the
object should be to provide not only for
clergymen, but the ordinary church goer
whom it was the bounden duty of the
minister to reach.

The Rev. Dr. Shaw spoke strongly in
favor of Dr. Allison’s motion.  He had
experienced a real difficulty similar to
the presiding speaker. The motion was
carried with but slight opposition.

The secretary made two announcements
of the results of the elections. The fol-
lowing were the ministerial members
elected to the board of missions: The
Revs. E. B. Rickman, of Almonte; S. F.
Huestis, of Halifax; A. Longford Strat-
ford; W. R. Young, Montreal; and W. B.
Riggs, Toronto. The lay members ap-
pointed were R. N. Rowell, K. C,, Tor-
onto; J. W. Flavelle, Toronto; W. H.
Cushing, Calgary; C. B. Keenleyside,
London; Judge MacLaren, Toronto. There
remained, however, the election of one
minister and one layman, which was pro-
ceeded with during this morning’s session.
Upon the second ballot being taken the
Rev. T. A. Moore, of Toronto, and Ab-
raham Shaw, of Kingston, were elected.

A report was read from the discipline
committee recommending that a cheap
pamphlet containing the order or worship
and liturgical services be printed by the
book room similar to that published in
England. The Rev. Jackson contended
that such services should: be embraced in
all hymn books. He was supported by
Dr. Allison, but a motion made to that
effect failed after considerable discus-
sion.

No Ohange in Pastoral Term.

The committee on memorials submi:ted
their report of non-concurrence on the
memorial for the extension of the pas-
toral term. The report was accepted and
the term remains unchanged.

Canada-Mexico Pacific Line.

Ottawa, Sept. 25.—(Special)—An order
in council was passed at today’s cabinet
meeting approving of a contract with
Captain Worsnop and some English capi-
talists for a steamship line on the Pacific
between Canada and Mexico. The contract
is for two years and details of the con-

to us living here that when our govern-

tract have already been given.

BABY CONVICTS
HIS STEPFATHER

Scratched a Match on Seat of His
Trousers

MAN CHARGED WITH ARSON

Imitative Act of a Ohild Aroused
Suspicions and Finally Led to
a Confession.

By going through the motion of striking
a match on the seat of his substitute for
trousers William Brutus. Martin, aged
seventeen months, convicted his step-
father, Harry Yeatsman, of arson. \

The extraordinary testimony, given by
a baby, who cannot talk, against his step-
father, was submitted to a jury in the
High Court at West Reading, in Eng-
land, and was so convincing that Yeats-
man changed his plea to guilty, and he
was sentenced to serve twenty years in
prison. .

The charge against Yeatsman was that
he set fire to his house, a small two”
story frame affair in the outskirts of
Reading, in ome of the workmen’s col-
onies, while his wife, Sarah Yeatsman,
was sick and asleep in ome of the upper
rooms, and the case of the crown against
him rested entirely on circumstancial ev-
idence, supported alone by the evidence
of the baby who could not talk.

Yeatsman, a Londoner, appeared in
Reading about three years ago and .se-
cured work as driver of a cab for a com-
pany. After about a year and athalf he
secured lodgings im a house owned by
Mrs. Martin, then a widow of a few
months with a baby in her arms. She
had come of a family of farmers near
Maidenhead, and her only experience in
city life was in Reading as the wife of
Job Martin, an-oil and color man, who
owned a small shop and did a fair busi-
ness in the sale of paints and oil§ and
brushes and in decorating houses.

Martin’s death left her with about $200
in cash, her little home, and a small
amount left over from the sale of the
shop after his debts were paid. Also
her life was insured for $800 in favor of
her baby, that it might be cared for in
case she died, and—as it developed later
—her little home was insured for $1,500
against fire. This, however, she did not
know, being ignorant of business affairs.

Within a ghort time after Yeatsman
came to lodge at the cottage of Mrs.
Martin he began to take quite an interest
in her in some small business matters
pertaining to the final settlement of her
Jate husband’s estate. He examined her
late husband’s papers, explained their
meaning to her, and assisted her in other
ways. It appears also that among the
papers Yeatsman discovered the fire in-
surance policy and life policy.

The attendance of the cabdriver to
the widow grew bolder. She was ahand-
some girl, and, being country bred, knew
little of the wiles of a London cabby;
so, after a frief courtship, they were
married, and Yeatsman promised to care
for her child as if it were his own.

After they had been married about
five months Mrs. Yeatsman became ill
suddenly. Her malady was not serious,
but she was confined to her bed, and
while she was asleep one Sunday after-
noon the house caught fire. Yeatsman,
bearing the baby in his arms, rushed from
the blazing cottage and cried that his
wife was asleep upstairs, that the stairs
themselves were ablaze, and that her es-
cape had been cut off.

That she would have perished seems

certain, but at that instant Ned Tetcom,

a gasfitter, climbed upon the porch of the
cottage and, taking a short run, leaped
across the intervening space, clung to the
window sill of the second-story window
of the Yeatsman cottage and, after a
brief struggle, drew himself inside. Once
there he fought his way through the
smoke, carried the unconscious woman
to the window, and dropped her into the
arms of the men waiting below, then
jumped to safety.

Naturally, Tetcom was the hero of the
neighborhood. The fire department ex-
tinguished the blaze after the house was
badly damaged, neighbors took the fam-
ily into their homes, and the incident
seemed closed. It might have been but
for the insurance adjuster, who, the day
after the fire, made an examination of
the premises. Yeatsman already having
filed his claim, the insurance man’s sus-
picions were aroused when he discovered
that the insurance was paid up by the
first husband and that the wife khew
nothing of it. He discovered also, from
talking with Tetcom, that Yeatsman had
thanked him sullenly, and seemed sorry
his wife had been saved.

It developed that the fire started in a
closet under the stairs, and as there was no
fire in the house, no electric wires, or
combustibles in the closet, the origin of
the blaze was a mystery. Ome of the
firemen said he smelled oil when he first
got into the house.

The strangest feature of the case was
added by Mrs. Yeatsman, who, ignorant
of the suspicions against her husband,
said she was not overcome by smoke at
all, but was entirely conscious, although
unable to move when the fire started.
She said her husband had given her the
medicine a short time before. She had
dozed off immediately, and was awakened
by the smell of smoke, but was powerless
to move and seemingly unable to think
clearly. I

Yeatsman himself said he was lying
down on a sofa in the living room, and
the baby was playing around the room,
when he smelled smoke, and, opening
the door into the hallway, discovered the
closet ablaze and the fire running up the
stairs. He had grabbed the child and
raised the alarm immediately.

The insurance adjuster incidentally dis-
covered that Yeatsman had made arrange-
ments to buy two cabs and cab horses,
and that he had no money beyond his
wages.

The circumstances were suspicious, yet
there was no evidence against the. man
—at least mot enough to tonvict—but the
insurance man was not satisfied. He de-
layed settlement and kept up his investi-
gation, pretending to Yeatsman that it
was only necessary red tape. He was
aware that the ‘evidence of the man who
smelled oil and of-the wife being drugged
mould not be supported convincingly.

He called finally, after weeks of delay,
at the house, which had been repaired.
Yeatsman was out and he was asked to
wait. Being a man of family and a lover
of children, he put in the time playing
with  little Bill Martin, a sturdy small
boy, who was just learning to talk, but
who could run all over the meighborhood.
Mrs. Yeatsman was with them in the
living room, and she mentioned the fire.
At the word fire the baby, who was play-
ing on the floor, suddenly jumped up, ran
to the door leading into the stair closet
and, lifting his chubby right leg, went
through the motion of striking a match,
throwing it into the closet, and shutting
the door.

“What does he do that for?” asked the
agent.

“1 don’t know,” said Mrs. Yeatsmaun.
He does that every time we speak of the
fire, and yesterday when he did it, Mr.
Yeatsman got so mad he slapped the
poor baby hard.”

The insurance agent did not settle the
claim that day, as he had planned to do.
Instead he rcported to the company’s

lawyer, who, after a conference with

the police, secured the arrest of Yeats-
man. A

The case was called before a jury, and

the crown made a strong circumstantial
case against the accused. The jury was
taken to the Yeatsman house, the baby
was placed on the floor of the living room,
and the judge, at the suggestion of the
crown’s lawyer, mentioned the word fire,
speaking the word plainly. The baby at
once went through the pantomime and
the court returned to the court-room.
. Before any further testimony could be
heard Yeatsman asked permission to
change his plea. The jury was instructed
to return a verdict of guilty, and a sen-
tence of twenty years’ imprisonment was
handed down.

“He did it exactly as I did.” said
Yeatsman. ‘He's a smart little beggar,
and he remembered everything, even how
I scratched the match on my pants. I'll
bet, though, if he knew he was sending
his new dadda up he wouldn’t have done
it !

HARVARD’S $5,000,000
MEDICAL SCHOOL
DEDICATED YESTERDAY

Boston, Sept. 25—The magnificent new
buildings of the Harvard Medical School,
erected in the Fenway at a cost of nearly
$5,000,000, were dedicated today in the
presence of a large number of scholars,
scientific men and men prominent in pub-
lic life. The event, because of its univer-
sal significance, attracted to this city
one of the most distinguished and remark-
able gatherings of scientific minds ever
brought together here. The day was per-
fect for the exercises. The outdoor fea-
ture of the dedication was the singing of
the large alumni chorus, who sang “Lau-
date Dominus,” composed by Frederick
S. Converse, '93.

Baron Rosen, the Russian ambassador,
was present and a cablegram of congrat-
ulations from the Imperial Military Acad-
emy of St. Petersburg, the medical train-
ing school for the Russian army and navy,
was read. Among other distinguished
foreign representatives present were Pro-
fessor R. F. C. Leith, University of Bir-
mingham (Eng.); Dr. G. S. Knot, Uni-
versity of Bristol (Eng.); Prof. G. Sims
Woodhead, University of Cambridge
(Eng.); Prof. Harvey Littlejohn, Univer-
sity of Edinburgh (Scot.); Prof. Franz
Kiebel, Imperial Albert Ludwig Univer-
sity, Frieburg; Prof. Sir Thomas Bar-
low, University College, London; Prof.
C. S. Minot, Royal Institute of Higher
Learning, Florence (Italy), and many
others.

SCHOONER DISMASTED
IN DIGBY GUT

Digby, N. 8., Sept. 25—Schooner Olivia,
Capt. David Robinson, which sailed from
Boston on the fourteenth with a cargo of
cornmeal and other freight for Clements-

port, was dismasted this morning while
entering Digby Gut. The fall of wreck-
age swept all the water casks and other
deck gear away, but the crew escaped in-
juries. She will be towed to Clements-
port today. Herbert Hick, of that place,
is owner.

The Olina, which now hails from Digby,
was built at Cambridge (N.B.), in 1882,
is 93 tons and owned by Elias Rawding
and others of Clementsport.
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- NOT BOUGHT YET

Mr. Winslow Speaks of Negotiations
for Purchase of Chatham Hotels—
Premier’s Entertainment of Ger-
man Warship Officers.

Warren C. Winslow, of OUhatham, who
was at the Royal Tuesday, said that the
entertainment given by Premier Tweedie
to the officers of the German wanship
lying in Chatham harbor on Monday even-
ing was a trilliant success. The affair
took place in Hon. Mr. Tweedie’s resi-
dence and was attended by a very large
and select number of people. -

Mr. Winslow had nothing new to re
port regarding the negotiations for the
sale of the Adams and Bowser hotels to
Americans, Both houses are owned by

| James Flannigan. The Bowser, is one of

the oldest hotels in the province, while
the Adams house has been running about
fifteen years. What project the Americans
have in view in trying to purchase these
two properties Mr. Winslow was unable
to say. The same people have been buyiag
and selling lots outside Chatham lately
and have been booming real estate genera-
ally.

In regard to the Chatham exhibition
Mr. Winslow reports that it has been a
financial success. The horse racing he
thinks was especially good.

THE $30000 PHD
IR T

Sum Which Was Bid for Equity of
Redemption of Cushing Pulp Mill.

Yesterday A. A. Wilson, K. C.,, on be
half of Thomas McAvity paid to Barnhill,
Ewing & Sanford the sum of $30,000 which
was Mr. McAvity’s tender for the equity
of redemption in the pulp mill of the
Cushing Sulphite Fibre Company, Ltd.

In return he received a deed from the
liquidatore. The property is still subject
to the mortgage—principal and interest—
totalling something like $420,000. It hag
been before stated that Mr. McAvity in’

this matter represents Capt. Partington
of England.

Sues Oontractor for Sum $3,000.

The case of Manford Day ve. James F.
Myles was taken up before Mr. Justice
Landry without a jury in the circuit court
Wednesday. The evidence was concluded
and counsel will address the court this
morning.

The plaintiff claims $3,000 damages for
injuries alleged to have been received
while he was working last June in the
employ of the defendant on E. F. Greany’s
house at the corner of Pitt street -and
King street, east. A staging which had
been erected and on which men were wo k-
ing collapsed and the plaintiff, William
Tobin and a fellow carpenter fell.to the
sidewalk. The last named soon after-
ward died of his injuries and Day was so
badly hurt that he has not since becn able
to resume work. He contends through his
solicitors, MacRae & Sinclair, that the
staging was improperly constructed, that
the nails were not securely driven.

For the defence, Wiliam Tobin swore
that he and Day were ghaking the staging
just to see how strong it was, and as a
result the staging fell. This, the plaintiff
denies. Hazen & Raymond represent the
defendant.
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