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We were comfortably established one
hot afternoon on the piazza of the cot~
tage to which we bhad fled but yesterday
from a Chicago August. My wife rocked
lazily, her basket of embroidery on her
lap, while I swayed slowly in the ham-
mock, with a vague notion ot reading, at
some pleasantly indefinite moment of the
fubure, from the magazine in my hand.

The prospect of a month’s freedom from
the office—where 1 had left matters in
good shape—imparted an optimistic tinge
to my mood. 1 began to e.xpau{lte aloud
upon our good luck in having discovered
this pretty Michigan lake, where we knew
no one and need not be bothered by cali-
ers dropping in— |

“W!;)egg ‘:vse can’t even hear the children
in the next flat,” Bess put in.

“Yes,” 1 acquiesced, “the wide expanse
of territory between us and that cqttage
just beyond the point forms a suﬁicxenﬂ;x:
large light shaft to deaden sounds of—

It was at this moment that we heard a
wail of childish agony that brought us
both to our feet.

“No, no, no—no—oh!”

On the grass plot between us and the
Jake a tiny girl, perhaps three years old,
was running wildly and crying piteously.
We caught a vision of a little face of ter-
ror. before she flung herself upon the
ground, burying her face in her arm,
ghrieking and kicking.

Beas—not so fleet of foot as she was fif-
ahead of
me, and bending ov::‘i the little writhing

ure, murmuring e earments.
ﬁgThe child sat upright, with ﬂusheﬁ face,
staring at us in surprise; in her grief and
terror ehe had not seen us. .

“What is the matter, you little, precious
thing?” asked my wife tenderly. :

«] Mish Janumit Latlit,” she said, as 3
that settled the whole matter.

I looked at Bess in bewilderment.

“She’s telling you her mame, stupid!—
the little darling!” To the child, “What
did you say your mame is, Pet?”

“1 Mish Janumit Latlit,” she repeated.

«Tanumit Latlit—what a name. And for
such a little blossom! But why did you
cry 6o, darling—Janumit?”’

‘At Bess's question the baby’s smile van-
ished, the look of fear and anguish Tre-
turned, and, ciasping Bess’s neck, the child
cried out, *Don’t let her git me—don’ let
her fip Janumit! No, no, mo!”

“Who wanta to get you, Baby?” I asked.

She looked at me, her little countenance
distorted with fear. “Janumit’s ’tepmuv-
ver,” ehe said. “Don’ let her fip Janumit!
No, mo!”

Bess looked at me, her eyes still wide,
and demanded: “Robert Evans, do you
believe any woman could whip this little
angelic thing?”

“Don’t let her fip me—no, no! Janumit
wunned way, way off!”’ She struggled out

- of Bess's encircling arms and flung herself

face downward upon the floor, screaming
upon her little arm as when we first saw
her on the grass. Of all pitiful variations
of baby woe I had never heard the like
before; it seemed as though the little
creature, in her short life, must have run
the entire gamut of infantile euffering.

Bess's face was white and her lips form-
ed a horizontal line—that I know well—
‘as she gave me one look. Then she swoop-
“ed down upon the agitated pink mass and
gathered the little sufferer with ineffable
tenderness. g

“You little flower, you shall not be ‘fip-
ped’ here! My little precious one, don’t
cry any more now, darling—there, there,
the-ere.”

The baby looked up into her face with
big eyes of wonder. It was plain that
euch treatment puzzled her—evidently
enough, caresses and terms of passionaie
endearment were new to her experience.

“I Mish Janumit Latlit,” she said, with
a emile that might have fractured ada-
mant.

“Yes, darling; yes, sweet,” said Bess
soothingly. “Where do you live, Janumur,
dear?”

“Way, way off, ovy there,” she pointed
to the opposite shore of the lake.

“How do you suppose she could get
here?” I murmured incredulously.

The child heard me; “Janumit wunned
away, way off in ’e boat. ’Tepmuvver
tan't gie me now.” The little face began
to pucker up into its look of agony.

Bess darted a glance of reproach at me.
“Dont’ ask such questions, Robert? Do
you want to make her cry herself sick?”’

My offenses are often an occult nature,
although my wife can detect them every
time. But 1 made no protest—the matter
in hand was too tragic—as I watched Bess
exerting every effort to soothe the little,
moaning creature.

At last we were half distracted. All the
soothing and caressing seemed but to make
mabters worse. “For heaven’s sake, Rob-
ert, do something,” commanded Bess, at
her wit’s end,

I hastily made a collection of articles
that seemed to me sufficiently gaudy and
curious—or breakable and- valuable to at-
tract a young child’s fancy. We finally got
her attention, and after a time she forgot
her troubles in the examination of a red
leather meedlebook.

“The sorrows of childhood,” I remarked
somewhat tritely, “are quickly healed.”

Bess was bent upon keeping the sorrows
of this specimen of childhood permanemily
healed. “We must not let her cry again!”
she said sternly. Then, in a rapturous tone
—*“Now, precious, you are going to have
the mnicest time and be so happy!” It is
perhaps needless to say that the first re-
mark was addressed to me, the second to
the baby. :

She mow constructed a throne of pillows
in the hammock, and, when the child was
ensconced thereon, all the valuables in our
possesgion were piled up on her lap, the
overflow being placed upon a chair within
easy reach. The little peachy ereature fell
to playing contentedly with the skeins of
brilliant embro'dery silks, pouring out over
them a flood of the most delectable baby-
prattle that I ever heard. We looked at
each other.

“Wihat are you going to do, Robert?”’

“Do? I don’t see anything to do now—
the child has stopped erying—’

“Ag if that were the end!” éhe cried
scornfully. “Do you think that I chall let
that . little blessed baby go back to an in-
thuman—" she pauwsed, glancing appre-
hensively toward the hammock. Janumit
was talking to herself and subjecting the
eilke to such an ordeal that I, recalling an
occasion when I once inadvertently pro-
duced a slight confusion in the work bae-
ket, began to fear for her. But Bess beam-
ed upon her. She shall scruzzle the silks all
up, if she wamts to, the darling!” she
cooed. “Would you like to stay heresweet-

‘heart, all the time and have all the pretty

things to play with? Would you Jamumit?”

The child looked into Bess’ eyes with the
steady stare of childhood. When the ques-
tion was repeated. she said, with that en-
trancing smile, “Yesh, ’tay wiv’ oo all ’e
time!” Then she went hastily back to the
bliss of “scruzzling” up, the silks. Presently
we heard her talking to herself.

“Want to ’tay wiv’ ’e nicch lagy an’ ’e
mans and play wiv’ ’e pitty fings, Janu-
mit? Want to, Janumit, want to? Marzhry
let Janumit *tay? Yesh, I guess go!”

“Where iz ‘Marzhry,” darling?”

A strange look came into the bluegray
depths. “Marzhry all goned away,” she
said.

“Marzhry’s ’e uvver itty girl, way off in
’e cottage.” She waved a silk-entangled lit-
tle fist vaguely. “Ish is Marzhry’s itty
dwess.” She patted her pink knee. “Janu-
mit not got any pitty itty dwess—'tepmuv-

’ 9

ver tooked 'em ’way.” The dreadful terror
began to show on the little face, but my
wife hastily created a diversion—with my
new field glass,

I was beginning to realize the meaning
of the look on*my wife’s face—a determina-
tion on which any such trival considera-
tién as the legal rights over a child would
go to smash. I eoncluded that it was time
for me to set on foot some systemadiic in-
quiry tending to the discovery of the
child’s proper and lawful guardians.
So I ventured to ask: “Where is your papa,
little Janumit?”

“Papa not’ love Janumit now; “tepmuv-
ver not let papa love Janumit,” said the
pathetic little thing.

Bess gave me a terrible look. “Robert,
you shall not ask such horrid questioms!”
But I felt myself sufficiently like a brute
and hastened to cover my unfortunate re-
mark by the offer of my knife and pocket-
book.

Between as we managed to get from the
child, in her intervals of play with her en-
grossing playthings, a tale of cruelty that
would have roused a less susceptible pair
than my wife and myself. Some of the de-
tails seemed too horrible for belief, and I
felt confident that something must be at-
tributed to childish imagination. But mak-
ing due allowance here, it was plain that
the child’s stepmother must be a fiend—a
creature designed by nature and molded
by environment to sit for the portrait of
the stepmother par excellence. My wife's
eves grew wider and wider; and while I
am a man little given to emotional display,
I found once that my nails had cut the
palm of my clinched hand.

The climax came when Bess, who had
the child_on her lap, noticed a handker-
chief drawn tightly around her arm, just
above the wrist, partly covered by her
sleeve, and pinned in bungling fashion.

“What is this, dearest?”

“Ish my hanchnafiss.” The baby lifted
big eyes of pathos. “I got hur-r-t!”

“You sweet little thing!”’ Bess lifted the
hurt wrist tenderly, preparatory to re-
woving the awlward bandage, but the
child screamed with pain.

“No, no, 'no! Don’t touch it—I got
hur-r-t, I got hur-ar-t!’ She struggled down
to the floor in terror.

When Bess had convinced her that we
would not interfere with the little injured
arm, and had coaxed her back to her lap,
I asked, “How did you get hurt, little
Janumit?”

She stared into my eyes for a few sec-
onds in silence, as though reluctant in her
baby soul to reveal the cruel truth. Then,
with great, solemn eyes, she said in that
irresistible baby patois, “I got hurrt
yessady-day, ’tepmuvver hit Janumit wiv’
a: bid knife.”

My wife began to shower passionate
kisses over her face and neck and hair. I
got up and walked hastily across the
piazza and back. Bess is far from strong,
and what we had been listening to—with
the little victim before us—was enough to
upset stronger nerves than hers. 1 was
not surprised to find her sobbing and cry-
ing into the yellowy mass of hair.

Little Janumit manifested the same sur-
prise as before at the caresses lavished
upon her. And now when the “nisch lagy”
began to weep the child gazed in conster-
nation. Then the flood of her own grief
broke forth anew. The grief had.been
tearless before, but now she schbed and
sobbed, and abundant tears disfigured the
pretty little countenance. I looked on
helplessly at the two. i

Presently ehe began to comfort Bess,

“Don’ cwy, lagy, don’ cwy!” she beg-
ged, kissing her and clasping her neck.

This touching development brought Bess
to herself. She put an end to her own
sobbing, and devoted herself to calming
the child. This, however, was not an easy
‘matter this time. We have learned since

then that the blessed little soul cannot
endure to see any one else crying—the
sight of another’s tears affects her more
profoundly than the cruel experiences of
“Mish ‘Janumit Latlit” herself.

In desperation I produced my watch. I
do not, ‘as a rule, cherish the idea of he-
holding my watch, in the clutch of im-
maturity, devoted to robust uses for which
it was not designed. But I made this sac-
rifice willingly, and after we-got her at-
tention, I rejoiced to eee the success of
my measure.

Great was ourrelief when the sobs anl
tears finally ceased entirely, and the baby,
tired out, leaned her yellow head against
Bess’s breast, the ‘pitty tick-tick” claspad
in her plump hand.

Presently the long lashes began to waver
and fall; and now we beheld that ever-
beantiful phenomenon of childhood, when
the seemingly tireless activity of the little
individuality gradually yields to the pea:e
of oncoming sleep.

“I so seepy,” she murmured.

Then the blue-gray deeps were obscured
by the white coverings deeply fringed with
black—sleep reigned!

I waited until she began—as I knew ghe

would—“Robert, you may be hard-hearted, !

if you like, but I shall never allow this
child to fall into the hands of that in-
human——" She set her teeth. “And what
is moré, I shall keep her myself!”

“I know how you feel, my dear,” I gaid
indulgently. “I only desire to caution you
against allowing your feelings to run
away with you.” A  woman is all feel-
ing—-"

“Feeling!” indignantly. “And what is a
man under such circumstances, I wish to
know?”

“A man at least attempts to govern
feeling by reason,” I said mildly. “Now,
it occurs to me at once to wonder if there
might not be some exaggeration in the
statements .of this child—"

“Robert Evans, this is no place for you
to arag in that hateful pessimism of
yours and air your knowledge of human
depravity! The idea that such a baby
could speak anything but the truth; I am
ashamed of you!”

“She is certainly a fine child,” I con-
ceded; “apparently without drawbacks,
physical or mental. Everything seems ‘to
be normal, with the possible exception
of her fantastic name.”

“I like her name—it is so quaint, it
seems to suit her somehow, the little dear!
Now she veered round and took me un-
cxpectedly. “Robert, you don’t mean a
word you say”’—her intuition is sometimes
startling—“you are just talking to hear
yourself talk—you want this child just
as much as T do! We've been growing
frightfully selfish—a child in- our home
will be our salvation. And this precious
little blossom—if Providence didn’t bring
her to us, what did, I should like to
know ?” \

Unable to answer this, I mused a mo-
ment. Then I resumed—less hypocritical-
ly. “Granting the perfect eligibility of
the child for adoption and our desire to
avail ourselves of the apparently provi-
dential opportunity, you must reflect, my
dear, that there may be legal obstacles.”

“What legal obstacles?’ She braced
herself to meet them on the spot.

“Well, the child is not ours, you see.”

“Oh,” indignantly, “it belongs to the
stepmother, no doubt.”

“There is the father to be reckoned
with. He may not wish to resign his
offspring, and he would in that case
have the law on his side.”

“Do you think that jury would tear
this child from my arms and give it to a
brutal, inhuman wretch?”

“Bess’s acquaintafice with proceedings
at law is slight, and her ideas on the sub-
ject . present -an interesting vagueness. 1
would give a dollar for the mental picture
that engaged her at that moment—herself
a heroic figure, defying the law and its
minions, melting by her eloquence the
hearts of the jury come to snatch the
child from her grasp. She pointed drama-
tically now to the little bandaged arm,that
we had not dared.to touch.

“Do.you suppose,” she breathed, “that

the little thing thad to bind that up her-
self?” : |

4 “Don’t
“You may rest assured,” I said decid-
edly, “that I shall investigate this mat-

ter. T know little  of the laws of this
State, but I venture to say that the

statute books contain some provision
against cruelty to children. You would
better keep the child inside—out of sight
—while I go up to the hotel and make
some inquiries. Then I will go- at once
to the village and consult the proper au-
thorities.”

As I descended the steps, the sound of
voices came from the direction of the lake.
A young man and woman were hurrying
along looking in every direction.

“Now, don’t worry, Milly,” I heard the
man say. “She’ll turn up all right pretty
soon—she never gets hurt, you know
that! Probably they have taken her in
at some cottage.” ;

At this they both looked toward -our
cottage, and the man said in a voice of
relief, “There she is—right there—on that
porch! I see her pink dress.”

They came rapidly toward us. I looked
at Bess, and she looked at me, and hug~
ged little Janumit closer.

The man stood at the foot of the steps.
He removed hishat and stood there,smil-
ing. “I hope, madame,” he said, “that
you have not been annoyed too much. My
wife and I went to the city this morning
and left our little girl with a friend. We
have just come back to find that she slip-
ped away and that they've been looking
for her for an hour.”

He was a good-looking young fellow of
about 30, with nothing in his appearance
to make it impossible for him to be the
father of such a vbeaut}ful child as Janu-
mit. But what - excuse can there be for a
man, who, whatever his ‘own disappoint-

ment may be in his second marriage, cany,

allow  his own child to be grossly mal”
treated? : :

I faced him. “You are Mr. Latlit,.I
presume,” I said, icily. £

He looked at me bewildered for an in-
stant, then a broad grin began to take
possession of his countenance. A little
note of laughter came from the young
woman behind him.

I stood, a sort of defensive outwork
against them, while Bess had risen, a
statuesque figure, clasped the child. still
closer. .

Indeed, under the growing pressure the
child opened her eyes upon the scene.
Instantly, when she saw the newcomers,
she began to struggle, and, kicking her-

-
-

let her git me,” the child cried out.

self out from Bess's arms, she fled—not
to the remotest corner of the piazza, but
straight into the arms of the young wo-
man. 'The latter began straightway to be-
have much as my wife had done previous-
1y, acting under the evident delusion that
the child was literally as well as meta-
phorically a peach. The young woman's
hair was yellowish-brown, her eyes were
blue-gray, and she was very good to look
upon. She did not carry a knife.

“My name,” said the man, still smiling,
“is Dent. Did she tell you that her name
was Latlit?’

“Marjorie, you naughty little rogue,
what -have you been doing?’ The younj
woman shook the child, but not in a fash-
ion accurately to be described ae step-
motherly. “Did you tell the lady that
your name was Janumit Latlit?”’

“I jus’ a-playin’ mama!” The small
impostor let forth one of those insinuating
and engaging smiles with which she is ac-
customed to make the path of life easy for
herself. Then she recollected something.
“Papa, did oo bwing my dolly-fwing?” she
demanded a dozen times. :

Bess had made some. progress in the
process -of pulling herself together. “Do
you mean that her name is not——" she
began.

The young woman laughed pleasantly.
“Her name is Marjorie, but she is always

Where she ever got that ridiculous name
we don’t know.” :

“But she told us all about—"" Bess
stopped. “How could such a baby keep it
up so long?”’

“Oh, ehe plays it for hours, if I will
only talk with her. Did you call her
‘Janumit’?”’ \

“Why, yes, of course.” 1

‘Wiell, that, explains it—she thought you
were fjust a-playing,’ too.”

After a quick glance at Bess the young
woman resumed, “Sometimes I am a little
worried for fear Marjorie will grow up
untruthful.” She spoke with an assump-
tion -of young-motherly anxiety, but she
was playing for time—our attitude was
peculiar, but we were yet the persons: to
whom she was indebted for taking in her
little runaway. “But my husband thinks
that it is just imagination.”

“Imagination, pure and simple,” said *he
young man promptly. “The adventures of
Miss Janumit Latlit would make your
hair stand on - end!”

Bess would no longer serve as a model
for a sculptor with a commission for a fig-

playing that ehe is ‘Mish Janumit Latlit.’ |

ure to be called Defiance, and I had se
far recovered myself as to place chaim
for our visitors.

The young woman, with a growing ups
preciation of what the situation might be,
asked, a mischievous gleam in her eyes,
“What has she been telling you? Lately,
Janumit has had a cruel stepmother.”

My wife's face grew red. ' The young
people were politely striving to keep their
amusement down. I reflected on the wis-
dom of honesty and candor. i ¥

“Well, we might as well own that wes

! were a little wrought up by the child's

story. To tell the truth, I thought i
rather preposterous.” I did not look at
Bess, but she did look at me. “But my
wife is very tender of heart, and I don’t
mind telling you that she has decided to
adopt the child.” '

Bess now spoke with dignity. “I ehaii
not attempt to conceal from you, Mns,
Dent, that my husband had just started
out, when you came, to consult the au-
thorities and- find out the laws of this
State for the protection of children.”

Then we all gave up, and vented our
varied emotions in the same way.

In the course of explanations, freely in-
terspersed with laughter, Bess indicated
the bandaged arm.

The mother seized it ruthlessly,/and, re-
moving the “hanchnafiss,”” displayed 3
plump and flawless member. ‘‘She . gets
hur-r-t constantly,” she explained, “so as
to bandage the wound. She bandages my
fingers and arms as long as I let her, and
then she gets ‘hurr-t’ herself in every
conceivable place. She is going to be a
nurse, I think.”

“If she isn’t a confidence lady, or s
dealer in gold bricks,” said the father.

“Want to go home, wight now!” sad
the child imperiously. “Want to see my
dolly-fwing!”

“But you eaid you would stay with us,
darling,” said Bess, with reproach that
was not all feigned.

The young father surveyed the collee-
tion of valuables that covered the piazza
and chuckled softly as he rose and swuang
his offspring on his shoulder.

“Where is Miss Janumit Latlit?” I des

“Goned way off! Way up in ’e ’ky, on
’e choo-choo cars!” with a last magnifi=
cent sweep of fancy.

Then she rode away triumphantly om
the broad shoulder of “Mr. Latlit” to the
cottage just beyond the point where
‘““Marzhry, the uvver itty girl,” lived.

PLAN FOR NEXT

SUMMER AT WESTFIELD -

Scheme for Series of Sports-=Pro-
posal to Form an Association.

Plans are already in hand for an enjoy-
able time next summer by the Westfleld
wesidents as will be seen by the following:
To the Residents of Westfield District

During 1907:

Ladies and Gent]e{;%\Wishing to fos-
ter the interest in salmon boat racing €o
successfully aroused in 1906 by the donor
of the Peters cup, we, the undersigned,
offer a cup or trophy, for competition
among salmon boats (so-called) owned or
hired for the season of 1907, by residents
of the above district or parish, within cer-
tain boundaries to be hereafter determin-
ed, and under conditions to be decided

upon later, with the exception that the ed

three following conditions are to be com-
plied with, and to become pant of any
conditions agreed upon to govem the
Taces:

1st. That the competing boats ehall be
of that type or class commonly known as
salmon boats, and ehall not exceed in
length over all 28 feet, and an extreme

~ with of eight teet.

ond. That the boats are to be sailed by
amateuns (preferably) residents of the
district.
3rd. Boats are to be allowed to carry
amy extra eails, and to et them in any
manner the crew may decide upon.
(Signed)
GUY C. DUNN,
W. C. ROTHWELL.

Suggestions.

During the season just ending the pleas-
ure of all residents of Westfield, and of
many living outside the district, has been
greatly enhanced by the series of boat
races, which practically took up all the
holidaye of the summer seasom.

In consequence there has been much
talk and many suggestions made by those
who are interested in promoting this and
other lines of sport, with the object in
view of increasing the pleasures of the
summer residents. Deeming this a conveni-
ent opportunity to bring these matters to
the attention of all persons interested, we
have taken the liberty of noting here some
of the suggestions made,

It has been suggested that “an associa-
tion be formed to include all residents of
the district, every resident to be a mem-
ber without fee; from the members, a
committee of from nine to fifteen to be
gelected or elected, this committee to have
charge of all sports in general, and to ap-
point from its membeis, sub-committees,
to look after the different sports in par-
ticular.” ! 2

“All cupe, trophigg, -prizes, etc., contri-
buted or offered for races or sports to be
given in charge of the general Gommittee.

“A cdhampionship pennant to be award-
ed the salmon boat making the best show-
ing during the season’s racing.”

&
“A casino or summer house to be built

to provide a meeting place, and where
dancing, etec., could be enjoyed.”

“If a permanent building is not possible,
that a large tent be secured for the pur-

e.,’
“As land space will be necessary, tennis
courts, croquet and other games may be
arranged for.” .
“Races for large and emall sloops, motor
boats, etc., be held; also canoe races, Tow-
ing races and other eports.”

“The ladies be encouraged to take
pai ik

“The ealmon boat races be limited to
five, unless necessary to decide a tie.”

“The course be lengthened at the lower
end by placing a buby in cove below Band
Point; other slight changes also.”

‘A small entrance fee of say 10c or 15¢
to be collected in each heat of the race;
the money to be used to purchase a emall
article of value to be presented to the
winner of the heat.”

“A cruising race be held, open to all
sail boats in the district.”

“Casino be at Woolastook; that casino
be near Brundage’s wharf.”

“That three or more prizes be donated
for salmon boat race.”

“That medal yacht racing be encourag-
»

Other suggestions are in order. It is in-
tended that a copy of this circular ehall
be received by every resident of the dis-
triot, and in order to select a general com-
mittee, it will be mnecessary to hold a
meeting.

We will be only too glad to help this
matter along, amd suggest that each and
every resident drop a post card to either
of us, suggesting a time and place for the
meeting. We will announce the date of
the majority.

MIGHTY HUNTSMAN
COMES HERE FOR MOOSE

Now let the moose beware for Dr.
Heber Bishop has arrived and is determin-
ed that this year he will gei, as the cir-
cus man pute it, ‘“the biggest, greatest,
best” that he has ever killed in the wilds
of New Brunswick.- The doctor is going
after this twenty-ninth moose. He thinks
the Canaan woods, the greatest humting
grounds on earth.

Accompanying Dr. Bishop is D. J.
Flanders, formerly general passenger and
ticket agent of the Boston & Maine Rail-
way, but gecently promoted to the posi-
tion of 4 senger traffic manager. Mr.
Flanders has been given six months leave
of absence and has just returned after a
trip to Italy where he hoped to improve
his health.

Othere in the party are: J. Schofield
Rowe, president of the Aetna Life Inenr-
ance Co., of Hartford, and Dr. F. 1.
Hyde.

Dr. Bishop iz general manager for Mas-
sachusets and Rhode Island
Aetna Insurance Co.

The party left on the Halifax express
for James Ryder’s camp on Lake Stream
in the Canaan district and will have as
guides besides Mr. Ryder, David and Si.
Kierstead and the Coles brothers. They

expect to have great sport.
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METHODIST WOMEN'S
MISSIONARY SOCIETY

List of Delegates to Annual Meeting
at Sackville, Sept. 25.

The annual branch meeting of the Wo-
men’s Missionary Society of the Metho-
dist church for New Brunswick and Prince
Edward Island will open at Sackville, N.
B., on Tuesday evening September 25th.

Delegates from all parts of the two pro-
vinces will be in attendance and business
of importance to the members of the so-
ciety will be transacted.

The: St. John delegates will leave here
Tuesday morning.

Miss Cromby, returned missionary from
Japan, though invalided home, is expeet-
ed to be present at the meetings.

The officers of the society are:

President—Mrs. J. D. Chipman, St.
Stephen. .

Hon. Vice-President—Mrs. R. Johnson,
Charlottetown. .

1st Vice-President—Mrs. W. B. Coul-
thard, Fredericton.

2nd Vice-President—Mrs. S. Howard, St.
John.

3rd Vice-President—Mrs.
8t. John.

Cor. Sec.—Mrs. F. E. Palmer,

H. Sprague,
St. John.

Rec. Sec. — Miss Harriet S. Stewart,
Sackville.

Mission Band Sec.—Mrs. Fred
liams, Marysville.

Treasurer—Miss Vina Reid, Tryon, P.
E. L
Aulitor—Mrs. C. W. Strong, Summerside,
PE I

Following is a list of the delegates and
the churches or societies they represent:

CHARLOTTETOWN DISTRICT.

Charlottetown—  (Ist. church)—Mres.
Wm. Dobson; (Grace church), Mrs. Clem-
ents; Cornwall, 'Mrs. Harrison; Pownal,
Mrs. Chown; Union, Miss Louise Essery;
Winsloe, Miss Howard; Wiltshire, North,
Miss Clara Baldersin; York, Mrs. G. F.
Dawson; Twentieth Century church, Miss
Georgie Carruthers; Onward Band, Corn-
wall, Miss Edna Howard;
Band, Miss Annie Mellish.

OHATHAM DISTRICT.

Chatham, Mrs. Robert Godfrey; New-
castle, Mre. H. S. Leard; Richibucto,
Miss Constance Beers.

FREDERICTON DISTRICT.

Fredericton, Miss MacCausland; Goge-
town, Miss Maud Palmer; Gibson, Miss
Grace I. Peters; Marysville, Mrs. James
Gibson; Sheffield, Mms. F. C. Barker;
Taymouth, Mrs. Wm, Munroe; X. L. Mis-
sion Band, Miss Alice Boyd; Vietoria
Circle, Miss Harrison; Marysville Band,
Miss Alta Doherty; Marysville Circle,
Miss Cadwallader.

MONCTON DISTRICT

Dorchester, Mrs. Manaton; Hillsboro,
Mrs. J. W. Parker; Moncton, (Central),

'S, Wil-

Coqualectza |

Mrs. E. A. Jackson; Moncton, (Wes.
Mem.) Mrs. (Rev.) Thomas; Salisbury,
Mrs. Baird; Moncton (Cen. Band), Miss
Georgie Ryan; Wes. Mem. Band, Miss
Katie McNaughton; Central Circle, Miss
Emma Jones.

,Anagance, Mrs. Bayard McLeod; Ana-
gance Ridge Band, Miss Ethel Elliott;
Coverdale, Mrs. Joseph Keefe,

SACKVILLE DISTRICT

Baie Verte, Mrs, Hartzman; Bayfield,
Mrs. Raglan Allen; Bristol, Mrs. L. W.
Purdy; Jolicure, Mrs. Alder Dobson; Pt.
du Bute, Mrs. Herbert Goodwin: Port Ei-
gin, Mrs. Thompson; Sackville; Mrs. Wat-
son; Upper Sackville, Mrs. Bliss Fawcett;
Upper Cape, Mrs. Albert Allen; White
Violet Band, Miss Mabel Andrews; Pt.
du Bute Band, Miss Grace Carter; Sack-
ville Circle, Miss Nellie Copp.

ST. JOHN DISTRICT.

Berwick—Miss Lelia Sharp. Hampton—
Mise E. A. Duke. 'Newtown—Miss Nettie
Manning. St. John—(Carleton), Mrs. B.
M. Knowlton; (COarmarthen), Mrs. Mar-
shall; (Centenary), Mrs. Salter; (Ex-
mouth), Mrs. Annie Magee; (Portland),
Mns. R. A. Sinclair; (Queen Square), Mrs.
Shenton.  Springfield—Miss Sadie Folk-
ins. Sussex—Mrs. J. McLaughlin. ~ Star
Circle (Exmouth), Miss M.
Star Band (Exmbduth), Mies Edith Magee;

Jessie Chipman Band (Portland), Mics
Lizzie Higgins; Hiraiwa Circle, Miss
Murphy.
ST.. STEPHEN DISTRICT.
St. Andrews—Mrps. Fannie Wilson. St.

Stephen—Mrs, Geo. J. Clarke.

Aeroplane Which Dashed Santos Dumont to Earth

Paris, Sept. 16—M. Santos Dumont met
ill luck Thureday in his attempt to cairy
A'though he
succeeded in driving the Bird of Prey

many yards into the air and eleven yards
through the air, he came to earth with a
violent shock and emashed his propeller
wheels and frame, thus putting an end for
some time to come to his interesting cx-

off the Archdeacon prize.

for thel per.ments.

But he flew. That fact was establish-
ed beyond all possibility of contradiction.
Although he had to return with a broken
instrument, he had accompl'shed before
witneses the feat mever before achieved

in Europe by any but himself.
Within ten yards of the point of de-

parture the front wheels were high n
air,

Feeling that the motor was now work-
ing well, M. Santos Dumont determined
to maise the head or rudder of the michine
in an attempt at flight. He made a fatal
mistake. Instead of raising the head
gradually, he turned upward with a brisk
movement of the lever. The result was
disastrous.

Instantly the Bird of Prey shot up into
the air almost vertically. The rear wheel
left the ground to the height of a man.
Then the accident happened. The angle
taken by the machine was such that no
alteration of the rudder’s position cowd
affect it.

Powerful as the propeller might be to

drive the structure forward when horizdn-
tal, it proved insufficient to suppoit the
whole weight of it from beneath. A rear-
ward movement quickly manife-ted itself
and, like a flash, the Bird of Prey fell
heavily to the ground.

The propeller struck first and was rip-
ped off like paper. Then the frame and
finally the front wheels smote the earth,
crumbling up beneath the force of the
blow, leaving the machine a helpless
wreck. M. Santos Dument was unhurt.

For a moment the spectators feared the
machine would fall over backward and
crush the hardy aeronaut beneath its
mass. Fortunately the angle taken was
not sufficiently acute and he escaped, with
nothing more than a bump.

Cochrane;.

SUMMERSIDE, P. E. I., DISTRICT.
Alberton—Mrs. M. R. Laird. Bedeque
—Mre. Sidney Lowther. Kensington—
Mrs. Gough. Searletown—Mms. Arthur
Wright. Summerside—Miss L. Clarke.
Tryon—Mns. John Howaf. Victoria—Mrs.
Chas. Wright. West Cape—Mms. Elder.
Bedeque Band—Miss Schurman. Alberton
Band—Miss Rhoda Gard: Searletown
Band—Miss Ethel Affleck.

WOODSTOCK DISTRICT.
Centreville—Miss Frances Page. Hart-
land—Mis. J. T. Carr. Jacksonville—
Miss Velina Tilley. Kilburn—Mrs. Jas.
Stewart. Richmond—Miss Benn. Wil-
liamstown—Mps. Annie Savage. Wood-
stock—Mrs. F. Harrison.

- TALKS OF HIS WORK °

Capt. Amundsen on North Mag-
netic Pole --- Believes He Has
Found It--Three Years'’ Labor

Ahead.

Seattle, Wash., Sept. 16—Capt. Reald
Amundsen, discoverer of the Northwest
passage, reached Seattle yesterday on the
steamship Saratoga, from Nome. He was
met by a committee of the chamber of
commerce and the local Norwegian so-
cieties. Owing to his desire to reach the
government observatory at Sitka to com-
plete his magnetic observations the cap-
tain sailed for Sitka on the steamer Jef-
ferson a short time after his arrival.

“My observations extended over a pe-
riod of three years, and it will take three
years to calculate them,” he said. “Until
that time it is utterly impossible to say
positively what I have accomplished by
my observations. I believe, however,that
I have found the north magnetic pole. I
cannot say as yet whether it is a shift-
ing point or extends over a large area.
We also tonk careful observations of the
aurora borealis, and I believe that my
observations will show that this pheno-
menon has a marked effect on the com-
pass. Our zoological and ethnological col-
lection is fairly complete.”

Valuable scientific instruments used by
Capt. Amundsen in taking magnetic ob-
servations were not found when he left the
steamehip Saratoga. It was at first thought
they had been stolen, but he later said
they had probably been left in Nome.
Their probable loss will seriously inter-
fere with his magnetic observations.

British Empire League Barquet.

Toronto, Sept. 18—(Special)—The Brit-
ish Empire League banquetted Sir How-
ard Vincent in Massey Hall tonight. It
was decided to cable a message of con-
gratulation to Joseph Chamberlain on his
improved health. Frank Arnold, K. C,
made an attack on Hamar Greenwood,
M. P. for York, saying, that it took him
seven years to decide whether he would
be Liberal or Conservative and finally he
chose the side that paid him best.

Sir Howard’s speech was in a patriotic
vein.

PRAISE FOR CANADA'S
AID-TO ITS FARMERS

In Canada the government churns the
butter for the farmer, and if he 6o desires
will market his eggs for him, says the
Kansas Qity Star. Not even in its palm-
iest days did the populist party ever ask
the govemment to do the things which
the new States of Alberta and Saskatche-
wan are engaged in doing in order to make
certain that the farming population may
prosper. Before the provinces became
states the dominion government did the
churning for the farmers of the Territor-
ies, but with the creation of the provinces
the provincial government took up the
work, and eighteen creameries operated
by the provincial government manufactur-
ed one and half million pounds of butter
and marketed it last year at 20 cents a
pound.

The provincial government establishes
refrigerators for storing the butter and
holds it without expense to the farmer
until there is a market demand. The chief
warehouse is in the city of Calgary, but
there are branches in other towns. The
government system is eimple, and -when
one views the failurés and .wreckages of
creameries in some of the states of the
central west and west because inexperi-
enced persons try to do the things they
are unfitted to do he is estopped from pro-
testing against the paternalism of the gov-
ernment project.

But the provincial government does not
supply the money for building the cream-
eries. It does superintend the works and
sees that they are properly constructed
and supply the administration for all of
the enterprises. It educates butter makers
and it gives their services gratis to the
creameries. It sees that there is a suffi-
cient supply of pure watef and suitable
drainage. The governmeat stamp, which is
a guarantee of purity and sanitation, goes
on every pound of butter manufactured.

Here's a Nice Tangle

“Worried” writes in the Birmingham
Post (Monday): ““I married a widow,who
had a grownup daughter. My father vis-
ited our house very often, fell in love
with my stepdaughter, and married her;
so my father became my son-in-law and
my stepdaughter my mother, because she
was my father's wife. Some time after
my wife had a son. He was my father's
brother-in-law and my uncle, for he was
the brother of my stepmother. My father’s
wife—i. e., my stepdaughter—had also a
son. He was, of course, my brother, and
also my grandchild, for he was the son
of my daughter. My wife was my grand-
mother, because ifhe was my father's
wife's (that is, my mother’s) mother. So
I am at the same time the husband and
grandchild of my wife, and as the hus-
band of a person’s grandmother is his
grandfather, it seems that I have become
my own grandfather.”

“But what does he live on?”

*“He is living at the expense of a lawyer
who expects to bg employed to break his
rich uncle’s will when the uncle dies.”




