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those forty years of work and suffer- 
ing, passed before him, and with a 
profound disillusionment he had to ad- 
mit that for the fruit of all that im­
mense labor there remained to him 
only a worn-out body, soon to be cast 
from the mine as a hindrance; and at 
the thought that the same destiny was 
awaiting this poor, little creature 
there swept over him a sudden imper­
ious desire to snatch the prey from
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Gate Number Twelve; / 
Short Story

(Translation From the Chilian Writer, Baldemoro Lille.)

of this Insatiable monsterthe jawsA sudden halt of the guide awakened 
the old man from his dismal soliloquy. 
Their way was barred by a door, and 
huddled in the angle of the wall and

in (From the Spanish of the Chilian | 
writer, Baldomero Lille.)

Pablo clutched instinctively at his 
father's legs. His ears hummed, and

children from theirthat took -the € Loan GO.Agricultural Savings 8
109 Dundas Street, London, Ont.

mother's laps to make them outcasts 
whose shoulders bent with the same 
stoicism under their master’s brutal 
blows as under the fierce caress of the 
ever-inclining rock.

But this incipient sentiment of re­
bellion was quickly killed by the 
thought of his wretched home, and the 
hungry and half-naked beings whose 
only support he was; and all his long 
experience showed him how foolish 
was his dream. The mine never let 
go what it had once taken; and like 
new links taking the place of the old 
and worn ones in an endless chain, 
the sons followed the fathers, so that 
in that deep well the rise and fall of 
the living tide was never interrupted. 
And the little ones who breathed the 
poisoned air of the mine grew up 
warped, weak, and bloodless; but to

the ground was a dark object, thethe floor, sinking under his feet, trou­
bled him strangely. He felt himself 
cast into that hole the dark mouth of fusedly by the wavering beams of the 

lanthorns. It was a boy of some ten

outlines of which were revealed con-! One 
iadian 
satis-

which he had seen as he entered the 
cage, and he watched with great frigh­
tened eyes the murky walls of the pit 
wherein they sank with a dizzy speed. 
In that descent, without vibration, and

voice, that the unhappy father, as he 
departed, felt his resolution wavering 
once more. But the weakness was 
again only momentary, and putting 
his hands over his ears to shut out 
those cries that were rending his heart 
he hurried his steps to gab away. Be­
fore leaving the gallery, he halted a 
moment and listened. A tiny voice, 
weak as a sigh, kept calling far away 
there. . . "Mother! Mother!"

Then he took to running like a mad­
man, pursued ever by that haunting 
sound, and did not pause until he 
came to the vein. The sight of it 
changed his grief to a furious anger, 
and grasping the pick, he attacked it 
madly. His blows fell upon the un­

years of age.
With his elbows resting on his 

knees, and his pale face between his 
meagre hands, mute and motionless, 
he did not appear to notice the work­
men who passed the gateway and left 
him plunged anew In the darkness. 
His wide-open, expressionless eyes 
were directed obstinately upwards, ab­
sorbed perhaps in the contemplation of 
some imaginary landscape which, like 
a mirage of the desert, mocked those

silent, save for the dripping of water 
on the iron roof, the lamps flickered 
low, and in their vague half-light the 
fssures-and elbows of the rock showed 
mysteriously—an interminable line of 
shades, which went like arrows fleeing 
aloft. • - -

After a minute, the speed slackened
poor pupils so thirsty for light, damp 

far-offsuddenly, all feet fixed themselves 
more firmly on the moving floor, and
with a hoarse rasping of bolts and splendor of day.

with the nostalgia of the
Charged with the

that they had to resign themselves, 
for to that they had been born.

So with more resolution the old man 
took from his belt a thin strong cord, 
and in spite of the boy's resistance and 
entreaties, bound it round his middle, 
and tied the other end to a thick bolt

door, he 
hours of

management of that 
passing the endless hischains, the heavy iron cage came to a 

stop at the gallery entrance.
They went together into the tunnel, 

the old man holding the boy by the 
hand. There was a little movement roof that smothered for ever in him 
in the mine, as It was yet early, and;the gracious restlessness of childhood 
they were among the first to arrive.!--the childhood whose sufferings leave 
The gallery was high, and they could In the heart that understands them an 
only dimly see a portion of the roof infinite bitterness, a sharp execration 
spanned by great wooden beams, while for human egoism and cowardice, 
the side walls remained invisible in The two men and the boy, after 
the profound gloom which filled the 
vast and dismal excavation.

oicest 
baked.

prison-time in a miserable interment, 
overwhelmed by the enormous rock- feeling bulk like thick hail upon a 

window-pane, and th iron tooth bit 
into the glittering I ass, loosen­
ing great lumps that ... unted up be- 

Many pieces tween the worker's feet, while a thick 
dust covered the wavering light of the
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fastened in the rock.
of frayed twine hanging from the nail

lanthorn like a veil.
Splinters of the coal flew about with 

violence, wounding his face and neck, 
and his bared chest. Drops of blood 
mingled with the sweat that covered 
his body, as he burrowed into the 
breach that he was opening, widening 
it with the zeal of the convict who 
bores into the wall of his cell; but 
without the hope that feeds and sus­
tains the prisoner. . . the hope to 
find at the end of his toll a new life, 
full of sunshine and fresh air and 
freedom. Baldomero Lillo.

(Translated by F. J. Cogley.)

showed that this was not the first 
time It had served a like turn.

Half dead with terror, the child 
kept uttering penetrating cries, and 
they had to employ violence to drag 
him from his father's legs. His 
pleadings and clamors filled the gal- 
lery, but the tender victim, more un­
fortunate than the Biblical Isaac, did 
not hear a friendly voice to hold back 
that paternal arm uplifted against its 
own flesh and blood through the crime 
and the iniquity of men.

So desolate, so piercing and tremu­
lous was the accent of the calling

walking some time in a narrow cor­
ridor, emerged into a high gallery.
from the roof of which fell a contin-Some forty yards from their land-

of water. Atual rain of heavy dropsing place, they stopped in front of a
kind of grotto hewn from the rock, intervals could be heard a dull and 
From the rough soot-colored roof far-off sound, as if somewhere above 
hung a tin lanthorn, whose meagre their heads a gigantic hammer were 
beams gave the place the appearance beating upon the earth's crust. Pablo 
of a crypt, mournful and shadowy, listened in wonderment, not knowing 

■ that It was the noise of the sea on the

trength 
nt than

Deep in It, seated behind a table and
crags of the coast. They went a 
space further, and found themselves 
at length in front of Gate Number 
Twelve.

“Here you are!" said the guide, 
halting close by the door of planks 
which turned on its fastenings to a 
wooden frame in the rock. So dense

making notes in an enormous register, 
was a tittle man. whose pale furrowed 
face stood out like a white mask upon 
the murky background. Hearing 
footsteps, he looked up, and directed a 
questioning stare at the old man, who 
advanced timidly, saying in a respect- SIR ROBERTSON NICOLL LIVED 

ON EIGHT SHILLINGS A WEEKful and submissive voice: "I've
was the darkness that the ruddy lights 

!of the lamps that they carried fasten- 
ed to the peaks of their leather caps, 
scarcely permitted them to see this 
obstacle.

Fablo did not at once understand 
all this, and silently watched his com­
panions, who, after exchanging a few 

hurried words, set themselves, with 
a brisk joviality, to explain the man-

brought the little fellow, sir."
The clerk surveyed the small, weak 

body. The boy’s thin limbs, and the 
babyish expression of the brown face. 
With wide-opened eyes like a frigh­
tened animal's, impressed hlm un-

C74

Whatever change may take place in the 
order of society, knowledge will always 
be power. 1 am very far from saying 
that the gates of knowledge are equal­
ly open to ail; still we are a great deal 
nearer the ideal than we once were.1

"Are you using rigidly your leisure?I

Had No Best Suit—Asks How 
Lord Rosebery Would Like 

To Do It.

J
favorably; and though ids heart had 
been hardened by the daily spectacle 
of so much misery, a pity rose within 
him at the sight of this child, dragged 
from his games and condemned, like 
many another unhappy little creature, following their directions, opened and 
to languish wretchedly In the damp shut It repeatedly, removing the un- 
galleries of the mine. The severe certainty of the father who feared that 

the strength of his son would not

CANADAPARISSir Robertson Nicoll, editor of the Everything depends upon the way a
British Weekly, said in a recent ad- anouth in Aberdeen there was an ex
dress to the National Brotherhood of traordinary passion for knowledge. At
Great Britain: that time I had to live for years and
... .rolllieel noter r lave years on eight shillings a week, andAs rewards political power, I have out of this had to pay for food, lodg-

always refused to believe that the peo- ing, clothes and books; I had no Sunday 
hand through the tousled hair of his pl of this country are a people to be suit of clothes; I had no best, and no

offspring, who so far had betrayed pitied: they are a people to be chal- better suit. Lord Rosebery has beenl. 11 is . . talking in his eloquent way about the
alarm. His lenged. For a long while they have danger lest the Scottish student should

agement of the door. The youngster, Underwear, Sweaters, Hosiery
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a this "open door" afforded, 
has been the result? Simply 

hat the signing of treaties be- 
h states as Russia and Japan 
ras lying " Not only has there 
tempt to carry out the treaty; 
ars to have been no intention 

it into force.
ty of Fe lin? Signed with the 
remony of any in the history 
acy. Every European power 
sented, every prime minister 
every diplomat treated as a

• map of Europe was drawn 
undaries were shifted, crowns 
ed about like pawns upon a 

. But before the signers reach- 
omes the treaty was a dead 
find that map today one must 
shelf in the archives of state 
is. It was not made to be 

to enable certain contestants 
heir faces."

Hines of his face softened, and it was
pretence of harshness that he suffice for the work. He manifested 

his satisfaction, passing his rough
with a
spoke to the old man, who watched 
him, anxious for the result of the ex­
amination.

"But, man. this boy is too weak to : neither weariness nor 
youthful imagination exTin 10was confusedbe working yet. He’s your son?"

"Yes, sir."
"Then you might have some pity on 

his tender years, and send him to 
school for a while before burying him 
here."

"But, sir," the miner stammered, a 
note of dolorous supplication in his

striven and agitated to secure their be too comfortable, and eulogizing the 
and unsettled by his unfamiliar situ- freedom and now they are beginning penury of the past, but I don't know 

to discover door is onen and that how Lord Rosebery would like to live on To discover the door is open, and that eight shillings a week I do not in the 
they can do just whatever they please, least grudge the students of today their 
Do not ask for pity because you are easier conditions.
under unjust and crushing laws: you "My last challenge is a challenge to . . • you to use your moral and spiritual

have it all in Four own hands: you can power. What is the use of our schools,
terror of the sinking cage, these unac- legislate as you please. In one respect alleges, brotherhoods, sisterhoods and
customed gestures and caresses were only 1 am an agnostic, and that is as churches if they do not produce char-

regards the final order of society. I do acter? I draw no distinction between
Inot know what it will be But you have moral and spiritual poser because it is
the power to secure equal, righteous, my firm conviction that moral power is
[fair, Christian legislation, and Ichal- the result of spiritual power, and so I
lenge you to use it. hold up to you the Lord Jesus Christ
| "Next I challenge you to use your as the pattern of character, the inspir-

»75ation. At times it seemed to him that
and:he was in a darkened room, and every 

moment he expected to see a window 
open somewhere and bathe the place 
in sunlight; but although his untutor- HOSIERY
ed heart had already forgotten the Del 

0Full-Fashioned
Seamless

voice. "We’re six in the house, and 
'there’s been only one to work. Pablo 
is eight now, and he must earn the gradually awakening his mistrust. 
• food he eats. And isn’t he a miner’s: Far away in the gallery a light 
son? He’s got to do like his elders, glimmered, and there came the rumb-| 
1 that never had any other schooling ling of wheels upon the rails, while; 
I than the mine." a heavy and rapid trotting shook the 1 fenced in and put under police or mili­

tary supervision, and to forbid any fur- 
ther loot within Its limits.

ruins for new constructions, and at in- 
tervals plots of land are sold.

One buyer has destroyed all the space 
between the Odeon and St. Cyprian’s 
cross since 1805; another has pulled down 
the famous staircase of 130 steps; the Bey 
Ali has built his palace on the site of the 
Theodora baths and the old forum, and 
the seminary of the Peres Blanes, the 
Lairgerie orphanage, the cathedral, and 
numerous hotels and villas have been 
built with materials taken from the ruins.

In the past Carthage suffered consider­
ably in this way, for Tunis has practically 
been built with its temples, the churches 
of Italy have been enriched with spoils 
from its ruins, and almost every country 
has supplied itself with Carthaginian 
marbles from the time of the Crusades 
to the present day. Further pillage 
might, however, be easily avoided by a 
little energetic Intervention on the part 
of the French Government, for it would

: . - sessed a collection of old coins of con-
God-given Intellect and faculties I ad- er of character, as the Saviour, if we let ;idershla value This he sold when his mit the distribution of material things him. of our souls. Don’t look at stained siderable value. This he sold wen nis 
the world over is radically unjust. That glass windows from the outside. That is reverses came, but his desire for col- 

an to a great extent be redressed by what some people do with Christianity: lection remained wtih him. He car- 
the processes of legislation, but in they see the dark, unattractive glass, ried a small bag on these morning 
knowledge you must win for yourself but nothing of the miracle and marvel

X LINIMENT RELIEVES
ground.

1 "The train!" cried both of the men, 
and the elder added breathlessly, 
“Quick, Pablo: Let’s see how you do 
|your work!"
! The little fellow, with clenched fists, 
leaned his puny body against the door, 
which gave slowly until it touched the 
I wall. The operation was scarcely fin- 
ished when a horse, blackened, sweaty.

His hoarse, tremulous voice was 
choked suddenly by a fit of coughing, 
but his watery eyes kept begging with 
Isuch persistence, that the clerk, con- 
Iquered by this silent appeal, put a 

whistle to his lips, and produced a 
shrill sound that echoed to the depths 
of the lonely gallery. They heard a 
clatter of hurried steps, and a silhou­
ette appeared In the doorway.
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strolls and picked up anything that heby slow, difficult, self-sacrificing steps. Of Its beauty." saw lying in the street. The front 
room of the basement was littered 
with cigar stubs and cigarettes that 
had been accumulated through the 
months and there were big packages ofA LIFE INSURANCE STORY

:2e 
re/ 

UPPLY CO,, .

- "Juan." said the little man to the and tired-looking, passed rapidly in 
newcomer. "Bring this youngster to front of them, dragging a line of

Gate Number Twelve, to replace that heavily-laden trucks.
boy of Jose’s, who was killed by the, The workmen looked at each other, 
train yesterday." And turning rough- well pleased. The novice was now a 
Oy to the elder, who was beginning to tried door-keper, and the old man be- 
mutter his thanks, he added, "I see gan to talk to him flatteringly: he was 
that last week you didn't do the regu- no longer a child like those who stayed 
lation five boxes. Don't forget that above there whining and hanging to

labels from tin cans 
Sometimes, though, he

and bottles, 
worked forThe Late Hart A. Massey and 

His Sons.
new policy to the office, when issued.

Twenty-thirddealers in old coins inwhere the old gentleman and his son
( harles, his then chief business as - street and showed that he still pos- 1dealers.
sistant, sat side by side at his desk, sessed skill in detecting false coins of

supposed antiquity.
The resources of the family

In the extention of Japanese electric 
light and electric railway plants • 
American companies have been getting 
big orders. German concerns cut 
prices, but in most instances the

I told my old friend that this $5,- 
000 was not at all adequate to cover 
the financial loss to his business, 
should Charles, his right hand man, 
be called away from it by early death, 
and that five or ten times as much 
would more nearly suit the emergency. 
I strongly urged him to at least make 
the check for double that policy’s 
cheap premium, and let me have the

W H Orr writes in the Monetary 
Times: The late Hart A. Massey, in 
1866, then doing a comparatively small 
but prosperous business at Newcastle, 
Ont., took a $5,000 policy on the life

have 
duringbecome smaller and 

the last few years.
smaller

They depend al-
if it happens again, we’ll have to get their mother’s skirts, but a man, a 
rid of you and have a more active sturdy fellow, no less than a workman.

most wholly on the few French people 
in the city who know of the marquas 
and his family and are willing to help 
him.

When a reporter went to the base­
ment to see if the son—Raoul—was

comrade who must 1 plan, and an agency. But instead of : sending in any new business, he soonman." An energetic wave of the hand that is to say, a be sufficient to have the ancient city Americans won.dismissed them. now be treated as such. And he gave afterward moved to Cleveland. When 
he returned, and erected large prem- 
ises in Parkdale (now part of Toron- 
to), he had four insurable sons, three 
of whom subsequently died in early 

imanhood. On their lives, as helpers 
in the rapidly-expanding business, not 
,less than $50.000 each should have 
been placed. But though I canvassed 
I several of them again and again, they 

were deterred from action by their 
father having once made the rather 
thoughtless statement, that if he had 
his life to live over, he would not pay 
out money for life insurance. - He

. The three walked silently, between him to understand that they would 
two rows of rails, lengthening or have to leave him alone now, but that
shortening their steps 
sleepers sunk in the

avoid the he was not to be afraid. There were 
• many others like him doing similar

to police N rewritten for $10,000. "No," he in he found the place in utter dark-
miry ground. said, "this will do for the present."

It was but a very few years after- 
wards that the $5.000 was called for 
through Charles A. Massey’s death. He 
was taken 111 on a train, returning 
from a business trip to Winnipeg, and 
the trouble developed into typhoid 
fever, which disease, some years later, 
also carried off the third son, Walter. 
The younger of the three, Victor, after 
whom the Victor Mission on the cor-

ness. Somewhere in that darkness 
the daughter of a marquis sat, alone, 
waiting for her brother to come home 
from the hospital.

TOLD BY THE TYPES

work in the mine. His father would 
be near, and would come from time to 
time to see him; and then, the day’s 
toil ended, they would go together 
home.

Pablo heard all this with an increas-

The guide, a man still young, went in 
front, and behind came the old man, 
always holding Pablo by the hand. I 
His chin was sunk upon hi* chest, and 
he was deep in thought. The menace, 
in the clerk’s word* had filled him Quit Ordinary Cleansers 
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with terror. For some time it hading terror, and for 
been apparent to all that his strength

answer clutchedreservoir and with 
nder the oven for 
irons.

LESS is a perfect
I many a conveni- 

on other ranges, 
p of the Peerless

with both hands at his father’s blouse. 
Until now he had not known exactly 
what was wanted of him, and the sud­
den turn taken by what he had con­
ceived to be a simple excursion into 
the mine made him scared as a déer.

The tragedies, the tragedies. 
The headlines ever tell!

Like "Thought It Wasn’t Loaded" and
"He Didn’t Hear the Bell."

—Los Angeles Express.

was falling, that each day’s work 
brought him nearer to that fatal mini- 
mum which, once passed, would con- ner of Queen and Jarvis street, ischanged his mind, however, in two

Instances, to my knowledge. One was named, fell a victim to consumption.Vert the ancient workman into a 
simple encumbrance. It was all in 
vain that from morn till night, four- 
teen long hours, like a reptile in the

when he decided, but too late, to have His early death from that cause led 
another policy on his own life, and his fath r to join Mr. W. J. Gage indominated by the one frantic desire to 

see his mother and The tragedies, the tragedies. 
We read on every side!

Like "Tried to Break a Record" and
"Mistaken For a Guide."

-Milwaukee Sentinel.

quit that place, 
narrow shaft, he would furiously at- I brother*, and

founding that splendid institution, the 
Muskoka Consumptive Hospital, which 
has been the means of saving many 
lives from destruction by "the great 
white plague."

again, when he consented to his eld­
est son, Charles, taking $5.000 with 
me. though 1 strongly urged the young 
man to let me make it a much larger 
sum. I well remember taking up the

be once more in the
in three separate 
i are interchange- 
I slide along or lift 
rou want to close

tack the coal, bloodying himself light of day. To every affectionate 
against that Inexhaustible vein which1argument he replied with a wailing 
so many generations of slaves like and tremulous "Let us go!" 
himself had but scratched. The bitter promises nor threats could

Neither 
weaken 

father!" The tragedies, the tragedies, 
A lack of sense denote!

Like “Ventured in Deep Water," 
Worse still. "He Rocked the Boat."

and never-ending strife soon brought:him. and the "Let us go, 
burst from hi* lips each timethe youngest and strongest to decrepi­

tude. In their damp and noisome bur­
row, they bend their backs and wore

more

French Nobleman in Poverty 
In West Side of New York

dolorous and appealing.
The old man’s face revealed a keen 

disappointment, but the sight of those 
tearful eyes raised to him in anguish­
ed supplication changed his .incipient 
wrath to an infinite pity. The pater­
nal love that had lain dormant in the 
innermost depths of his being awoke 
in all its strength. The boy was so 
weak and tiny yet!

The recollection of his own life, of

Springfield Union.
out their sinews, each morning feel­
ing their flesh creep at the contact 
of the mineral, as a vicious horse 
trembles when he sees the shafts. But 
hunger is a better goad than whip 
or spur, while the vein vibrated subtly, 
bitten by the square tooth of the pick, 
as a sandy shore is eaten by the on- 
Ward surge of the sea.

The tragedies, the tragedies.
That every day are seen;

“The Runner Died at Second."
And "Gets Popped on the Bean.1

—St. Louis Times.ges the oven is 1 
"off." That is, it| 
eat or none at all.
Peninsular oven is 1
leans of a sliding I
> get just as much I
sed. This is an- 
save fuel.

Only a few persons in New York 
knew the Marquis de Guichainville 
and none knew the unsavory little 
basement store at 343 West Seven- 
teenth street, where he lived with his 
blind daughter and son nearly blind, 
says a New York writer. So when the 
marquis was knocked down by a Sev-

taken for a home. From the outside it 
looks like a storeroom, for the little of 
it that can be seen through the dirty 
draped windows, partly covered by a 
strip of cloth, Is filled with boxes. The 
boxes contain all that is left of the 
heritage of De Guichainville, family 
relics that have been treasured after

ASEPThe tragedies, the tragedies.
My goodness sakes alive!

"Stepping Backward From a Moving 
Car!"

And "Toadstools Poison Five!" 
—Detroit Free Press. Soap Powder>

enth avenue car and was taken to 
Bellevue hospital with a broken leg

everything vise was gone. Among 
;them is a marble statue of the mar-he Cost” = 
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I list of pictures = 
a book showing = 
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rs, for the asking. 1-

The tragedies, the tragedies. 
There soon must be another;

As "Thought the ice was thick enough," 
Or "Turkey killed his brother."

OLD CARTHAGE BEING PILLAGED.

A “SWEETENS THE HOME"and a deep cut in his head, only his 
son and daughter knew and cared.

Before the days of the French Rev-

quis’ wife.
A few crippled chairs, two beds that

, / do not invite repose, a table, and 
many books are the only things with­
in the light arc of the small glass

olution the family from which the 
marquis springs was wealthy. But 
they became embroiled In the polities 
of that period, and the marquis’ 
grandfather mortgaged his property to 
raise a large sum of money. The 
mortgage was foreclosed and their 
wealth was gone. The present mar­
quis came to this country about 40 
years ago, and for years earned a liv­
ing as a teacher of French In some of 
the wealthy families of New York. 
But after a time that source of in­
come failed him, and he, with his son 
•nd daughter, drifted over to the 
lower West Side, where they have 
lived for nearly ton years.
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daytime. Only the janitress has seen save it, and this may be achieved for an
that much, expenditure of about £150, in ten years

De Guichainville, who is 80 years there will be little left of old Carthage, 
old, and his son went to walk every 
morning, and it was on this morning 
walk that he was run down. The

El 1 a*07 $5ros. & Co.
Ont. Limited

says a writer in the Revue de Paris, 
Every day stones are taken from the• MADE IN CANADA 

PF
CONTAINS NO ALUM e

I aged, erect man. with his carefully- 
waxed white mustache, looked some- 
what out of place in that part of 
West Seventeenth street, even if his 
clothes were threadbare. Both he and PILES 

■ ■ citeterl 

Dr. Chase’s ointment will relievo you at once 
and as certainly cure you. to. a box: all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Limited, 
Toronto. Sample box true it you mention this 
paper and enclose to, stamp to pay postage.

168
1 ASEPTO Limited, St. John, N.B.A

his son carried a cane, which aroused 
mirth among the neighbors.

A Collection of Coins.Dundas Street , The Family Relics. Years ago the marquis had a repu-
The basement store would never be tation as a numismatist, and pos-

-


