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SOUVENIR NUMBER OF “THE TRUE

KNIGHT.”
4 We trust that the circular letters sent out to
n‘and qthe Grand Lodge officials and Subordinate lodges

Hro the Grand Lodge souvenir edition of “The
ETrue Xnight,” will meet with prompt attention.
e desire that every Grand Lodge and Subord-
finate Lodge official should receive special men-
fition in this proposed issue of our journal,
HBroiner knights, kindly take notice, and reply

vinted Jdat an early date.
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ovide ST. DENNIS—MILLS.
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Z’l. re jy A very interesting event occurred at Christ
':_;:g NChurch on January 22nd, this being the mar-

i driage of Bro. P. C. George St. Dennis to Miss

fMills, one of Vancouver's charming belles. “The
1onor, g True Knight” extends to Mr. and Mrs. St. Den-
'l re- B s its best wishes for @ long and prosperous
Hjourney through life, and trusts that Mrs. St.
2N inMDennis will take the same interest in the Rath-
+ 1895, BMhone Sisters as -Bro. St. Dennis takes in the
inate W welfare of Granville Lodge.
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1 the MY YOUNGER BROTHER.
1bor- (Continued.) .
Y After a long day’s work comes the evening
ctiop B ¥ith its rest and its comfortable ease, a:t least
m it i so the general run of human beings find lxte.'
nem. J§ TWo years had passed, years of close applica-
rand JEtion to work, and during this time the rest of
Stat- fus saw but little of my brother and his chum.
it he J§_We were all living in one of those quaint old
B English houses, about seven miles from no-
fwhere. There are lots of these places to be
E found even nowadays. This particular property,
or. Mwith all its associations, rich in memories of a
B happy past, had been built many years ago
fwhen work was well done, when walls were
¥ thick enough to cr..ceal passages between the
W two sides of them. Our family had lived here
Eoff and on for many generations. The front
ings, Jifactd to the west and from the ground-flour
new g Windows one couild step in to the grounds which
nent g stretched to the valley far below dotted with its
ither Jimany farms, and away in the far distance, iike
thus 2 thin thread of silver, one could see the sea;
dent @hut that was only in clear, clear weather.

In one of the wings, almost detached from the
f main building, was the laboratory and work-
i shop, which was always kept locked. Some one

enter its sacred portals, but only under escort,
gand it was well that it was so, for among other
j things were a couple of pretty powerful dyna-
fmoes. I often wondered where the power for
driving these machines was developed, but could
never learn, nor was$ it possible to ascertain
[ what they were there for; an air of mystery
§ seemed to be about everything. Amongst other
things I noticed a lift running down to three
stories of subterrarnedn vaults and up two floors
above and agdin up to a sort of a look-out
tower. ‘The-lift, subterranein vaults and tower
had been added within the last two years and
Wwere for some part of a regularly-planned series

for two of the rest of us had been allowed tc

of experiments., But I must stop, for-all these
details are not exactly required and may not
be so interesting to others as they are to myself.
Before we pass from this part of the house let
me tell you of one little experience my brother
amused us with one evening. Somebody made
a remark about improved lighting., *“Lighting,”
my brother remarked, ‘“just stand still a min-
ute.” He turned a switch and the whole place
was Iin darkness, Justas suddenly it became
bright as day, and yet one could not see from
whence the light came., “What do you think of
that?” he asked. “Do you think we could ptruto-
graph now? Just stay where you are for & second
or two and I will try.” He did, and that picture
I have by me now, as good a one as one may
see anywhere. What was the power he used?
Was it electricity? Well, I hardly think so,
‘because the light did not come from a particular
centre, but was diffused equally all over the
place where we were. Questions were useless;
we were to learn all in good time; very satis-
fying to our curiosity.

Pardon me; I have been digressing. Work was
done and the time for a short rest had come,
We seemed to have renewed, or I should say,
my brother seemed to have taken up again the
old habit we all had of sitting in the fire-light
for an hour or so in the evening, talking and
as our American cousins call it, “swapping
yarns;” and there were pretty good stories told
sometimes, varying in tone just as we felt, good
humored or otherwise—my sister Edith, God
bless her, Tom and his friend and I. T have not
mentioned my sister till nov; suffice it to say
she was the good angel of us all, and aithough
she was the youngest she was looked up to hy
every one of us. Tom war, an ambitious boy
in those days, fond of power and desirous of
being first, of being leader 'n everything: it had
always been so even wher at school, and I am
afraid he was rather gre:dy, never being satis-
fled unless he won all first prizes in the fight,
The habit had stuck to him and it was hard to
say where it would end, at least Edith told him
so. I think he sometimes believed her, but im<
mediately forgot all about it again. They had
quite a heated argument one evening. It was
just when the two “seekers after knowledge”
had found what they sought. Some remark of
Tom’s about being able “to rule the world now,”
was what started it all going. “Tom,” she said,
‘“‘why are you so very close about your experi-
ments? It is so mean of you to keep us all in
the dark like this when we are all dying to
know something of your work.” :

“Oh! girls don’t understand these things,” was
his rather lofty reply. . .

“Perhaps not, Tom, they only understand the
finders-out of these things, as you call them.”

" (To Be Continued.)
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NO GREATER LOVE. -

A life for a life—the test-of love—people will
hardly credjt what I relate; it.is so hard to be-
lieve that such love between friends could exist
in these modernized, busy days of bustle and
push. My presence hére must confirm the fact..

It"is not so very long ago’ either since it all -



