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SIR JASPER’S

ADVENTURE

Fiorence Warden,

Sir Jaspeh Peters wvas the fortunate
son of a man who had made a large
fortune in trade, and who had then de-
voted himself to one of the great pol-
itical parties with so much doggedness
that he had been rewarded with a bar-
onetcy without having had to expose
the defects of his early education by
making a long speech in the house.

Whatever his party did was right;
that was his motto, and he had lived
up tod with a sublime simplicity which
ha¢ yqught its inevitable reward.

Twa consequence was that his only
son wasg able to give up any active share
in the business and to play at being a
country gentleman of partiarchal de-
scent, while his wife could assume the
airs of a Lady Bountiful on the one
hand, and outshine all the great ladies
of the neighborhocd by her diamonds
on the other.

Peterscourt, the country seat of the
distinguished pair, was, of course, an
old place where many generations of
ancestors—of somebody else—had lived
their little day.

It was.a large, rambling, two-storied
building, dating from some far-away
period, and altered in the castellated
style in the early years of Victoria's
reign,

Beautifully situated in the southern
part of the County of Dorsetshire, it
was a little too far away from London
to be quite to the taste of Lady Peters,
who was ambitious of playin  a great
part in society, and would often run up
to town for a few days at a time, while
her husband was enjoying his dignified
seclusion  within the w’ell-woo‘ied
grounds and park of Peterscourt.

It was on one of these occasions,
when the baronet was sitting in soli-
tary state in his great library after
dinner, his little electric lamp on the
table behind him, and a pile of litera-
ture suitakle to a country gentleman by
\his side, that he was disturbed in his
leisurely perusal of his paper by the
sound of a footstep on the gravel out-
side.

He had scarcely raised his head when,
to his surprise and alarm, a man, in
the unmistakable dress of a convict,
panting, breathless, with starting eyes
and hanging jaw, leaped upon the win-
dow ledge from outside, and then fell
exhausted upon the carpet.

“By Jove!” cried Sir Jasper, as he
sprang up and ma#e for the bell.

But the man was too quick for him.

Panting still, indeed, but recovering
himself sufficiently to stagger to his
feet and cross the floor, the unwelcome
visitor threw himself upon the terror-
struck baronef, and stooping at the
same moment for the poker, which he
was near enough to reach, he growled
out between his set teeth a threat to
“do for” that unhappy gentleman if he
so much as uttered a call for help.

Sir Jasper Peters was the fortunate
rofrain, which he did not mean to
keep, and the man therzupon let him
down again into the armchair from
which he had risen, and suddenly alter-
£d his threatening tone for one of ab-
Ject treaty.

“Look ’ere, guv'nor,” said he, in a
thick, hoarse whisper, moistening his
mouth as he spoke, still standing near
and holding the roker in his hand but
no longer menacing his unwilling host.
“I don’t want for to do yer no ’arm.
I'm not so bad as what you'd think for
to look at the dress I've got on.”

“You're a c—c—convict!” stammered
8ir Jasper, halm timorous, half surly.
““You've escaped from Portland!”

The man frowned uneasily.

“Well, so's a many more than me
been convitts, ang & many as deserve
it a precious, sight wigs nor what I do,™
safd the man.' And. ag he Spoke he
threw from' timed td. tipeé*an. anxious
glance toward tHe widdlow by ‘which
he had entered. “But this ain’t no time
for to throw my failings In my face.
I'm a 'unted man, sir, that’s what I am.
The warders is after me—"

“What!” cried Sir Jasper, with some-
thing so like relief in his face that his
guest scowled him promptly into sil-
ence,

«Surely, guv’'nor, you wouldn’t go for
to betray a 'unted man, a noble gentle-
man like you, with everything - ‘’and-
some and comfortable about him! You
wouldn’t go for to give up a poor wretch
that begs you to give him a change of
Jlothes, would you? Ah-h!”

The sound he uttered was an inde-
scribable one, as he suddenly straight-
ened himself and listened with strain-
ed ears to the unmistakable sound of a
rapid footstep on the gravel.

“They're coming. They've traced
me ‘ere! For mercy’s sake, gir, don't
give me up!”

The baronet logked at the close-crop-
ped head, with the ugly ears standing
cut on each side, and the coarse fea-
tures distorted with fear, with a dis-
gust he found it hard to hide. He, too,
heard the approaching footsteps, and
pecretly congratulated himself upon his
prospective deliverance from his tor-
gmentor,

Before he had timg to answer the
man’s entreaties the noise of footsteps
ceased; the convict threw one glance
at the window, a second round the
room, and then he made for the door
with all speed. Sir Jasper jumped from
his chair and ran to the window.

Yes, there, at the distance of but a
dozen steps, was one of the prison war-
ders, with a carbine in his hand. He
was standing still and looking about
him. It was evident that for the mo-
ment he had lost track of his quarry.

Sir Jasper beckoned to him quickly.

“Warder!” he cried, “Warder! This
way!”

The man turned and came rapidly to-
ward him. He was a tall, strong, fine-
looking man, with shrewd eyes and
clear-cut features; and, even as Sir
Jasper called him, he was smitten by
the inequality of the contest between
the stalwart, well-fed, hapdsome  pur-
suer and the under-sized, lean, grizzled
rascal of whom he was in pursuit.

Saluting as he came, the warder was
iinder the window in a moment.

«“you are looking for a convict who
has escaped ” asked the baronet.

s“Yes, Sir Jasper.”

“You know me, then?"

“Why, yes, to be sure; we all know
gir Jasper Peters, said the warder,
witn a smile. “Have you seen any-
thing of the man sir?”

“Yes, yes; he’s in my house at this |

moment,” answered Sir Jasper, in-
stinctively lowering his voice with a
sort of fear of retribution at the hands
of the hunted man if he were to learn
he was betrayed.

«Where sir, where?"”

wven before the baronet had finished
hi-.AfEhtence the warder had put his
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hand on the window sill and sprung
into the room. Sir Jasper pointed to the
door, :

“He got away through there the mo-
ment he heard you coming.”

The warder looked at him in con-
sternation as he crossed the room,

“Then I'll be bound he’'s rifling your
strong room, sir,” said he. “The man’s
one of the cleverest safe thieves in
England,’ and he’s got some sort of
tools with him that he’s managed to
make; and, as you have got plenty of
stuff to steal, I'll be sworn he’s having
a shot at it.” !

“W—w—w—w—hat!” stammered the
startled baronet. ‘“How can he know?”

Already he was leading the warder
out of the room and across the hall in
the direction of the strong room.

“These chaps know 'most everything.
Goodpess only knows how. Else why
should he have come straight here? It's
milés from the prison, your home is,
and there’s many a place he might have
took on his way, instead of making
straight for here. It’s my guess he come
this way, the only one of the let-to be-
llieve he’d got so far.”

The baronet was hunting for his keys.
| They were standing together at the
door which led into the basement, gnd
as Sir Jasper turned the handle he said:

“We'd better have the butler with
us, had we not?”

The warder smiled and raised his car-
bine.

“I think this will be protection
enough for us both, Sir Jasper,’ and I
wouldn’t call the man if I was you.
You're never quite sure, with men ser-
vants, whether they’ll be a help or a
hipdrance.’”

S0 the two descended together into
the basement, looking and listening but
without coming upon any trace of the
escaped convict until they reached the
strong room door,

“Will you listen at that door, sir, and
t::ill me if you hear anything?” he ask-
ed.

Trembling and sick with alarm, Sir
Jasper took his place at the keyhole.

“I—I fancy I hear a kind of scratch-
ing,” whispered he at last,

The warder nodded.

‘““That’s it, sir. That’s our man at
work!”

Sir Jasper stood up. ;

“But how did he get in?” said he,
with white lips.

The warder shook his head.

The baronet took his little key from
his watch chain and proceeded to fit
it in the lock.

“Have a care, sir!”

Sir Jasper, thus warned, opened the
door most cautiously and flung it wide.
Then, hastily pressing the button just
inside, he flooded the small apartment
at once with light. He drew a long
sigh of relief—there was no one there.

“And the jewellery—is that all right,
Sir Jasper?”

The baronet advanced into the room,
and open a safe at the further- end.
Lady Peters’ emeralds and diamonds™
were almost world-famous, and a sud-
den momentary doubt flashed through
the baronet’s mind as to the wisdom
of 1étting even the prison warder khow
the exact place where they were kept
whn her ladyship had them for use in
the country. .

But a glance at the warder reassured
him. The stalwart guardian had his
watchful eye, not on the safe where
the baronet was busy, but at the dark
corners inside and outside the room
and even as he looked about him he
had hig carbBine ready in case of a sur-
prise from unseen enemies.

“It’s all right!” cried Sit Jasper as
he came to the snug velvet nest“where
the jgwels were sparkling.

But éven as he uttered the words,
the warder’s cry broke upon his ear:

“Ah! would you?"*

And looking round Sir Jasper saw
the convict rush past the warder, from
some unseen corner outside, and, jerk-
ing up the arm which held the carbine,
make & dash for the jewels. The next
moment, before the baronet had time
to make all safe, he percelved that the
warder’s w&apon had fallen to the
ground and that his right arm hung
imp, while he cried out, excitedly:

“Seize him, Sir Jasper; seize him!”

The convigt, even as these words
were uttered, was springing upon the
baronet, who, good man, living an easy
life, was not in a condition to grapple
with the lithe, spare frame of his as-
saflant. In apother moment bBoth were
on the floor, the convict on top,

There was a short, sharp struggle,
during whi¢h the baronet felt himself
for some moments blinded, choking.
Then the man was pulled from off him
by the superior force of the warder,
who, even with one arm disabled, knew
a trick or fwo which made him more
than a match for his man,

“Now, sir, up with you and help me
with him,” cried the warder, while the
convict uttered curses on them both,
and vainly struggled to get free.

It was some seconds even then be-
fore the warder was abla to clap the
handcuffs on the desperate prisoner, at
the cost of much pain to himself from
his wounded arm.  But with the bar-
onet’s assistance he at jast overpower-
ed the wAry rascal and dragged him
upstairs, where, . with the help of the
men servants, who now, hearing the
nolse of the scuffle, joined thelr ald to
the master’s, the convict, still flerce,
still defiant and sullen, was led out of
the house and hoisted up into a light
cart which happened to be within hail.

«To Portland,” cried the warder, as,
barely waiting long enough to receive
the congratulations of the baronet, he
sprang into the cart and laid a power-
ful detaining hand on the rascal's
shoulder.

Then Sir Jasper, who was somewhat
dazed as a result of these unwonted
exertions and excitements, turned back
to the manslon with a sigh of relidf
and a distinet conscieusness that he
was considerably bruised.

He could not, however, wait to at-
tend to his wounds, or even ascertain
the extent of them, as he suddenly re-
membered that he had left the door
of the strong room open, and that even
the safe where his wife’s jewels were
kept was still unlocked.

As the light was burning both inside
and outside the strong room, howeéver,
it was a matter of a few seconds only
to retrace his steps and regain the vel-
vet nest where the gems lay.

What was his amazement, his horror,
to find, on looking into the case whith
he had previously opened that the chief

!/
tiara of hung emeralds mounted in
brilliants, was gone.

The unfortunate baronet stood for a
moment petrified by his discovery. He
could not remember at what point of
the hurried proceedings of the past
half-hour it was that the convict had
had the opportunity of seizing the jew-
els; yet thatyhe had made good use of
some momentary chance was only too
plain.

A trembling examination of the other
cases showed that a magnificent brace-
let had also disappeared, but that the
rest of the collection was safe.

Scarcely able to walk, the baronet
made all safe and tottered upstairs.

“Order the phaeton round at once,”
said he to the first servant he met, and
then, as he paced up and down the
hall, he debated the chance of his ever
recovering the property.

He knew well enough that, if the ras-
cal was to take the jewels back to
Portland with him, the search he would
undergo would discover the stolen pro-
perty; but his fear was that the man,
whom the warder had described as a
wily old thief, would find some means
of getting rid of them on the way. ) ¢
they were to be flung into a ditch or
into the sea, what was his chance of
ever seeing them again?

The minutes seemed hours as he
drove along in the darkness toward the
prison, and when he leaped to the
ground and addressed the warder who
opened the door, his voice was cracked
and broken as he stammered out:

«J—T want to see the warder who
prought the escaped prisoner back.”

The man stared at him intently.

«What escaped prisoner? There has
been no escape of a prisoner.”

“Oh, yes, there has,” said Jasper, im-
patiently. “I tell you he was caught
in my house~Peterscourt, not an hour
ago.”

The warder looked at him recognized
one of the magnates of the neighbor-
hood and begged him to step inside the
lodge. i

Sir Jasper, with a terrible sinking of
the heart, accepted the invitation, gave
a minute account of what had taken
place, and was shooked to see a more
and more dublous look come over the
warder’'s face. When he paused, the
man said:

“I'm very much afraid, Sir Jasper,
that you stand a poor chance of seeing
your jewels again. You have been the
victim of a very artful robbery, and, by
your description of the men, I should
think it was the work of Netherby and
Fletcher. If it is them, and they’'ve
pulled off a big thing like that, T should
think they’ll be out of the country be-
fore tomorrow morning. They’'ve evi-
dently laid their plans very well, down
to having the cart in waliting to carry
them off. I'm very Sorry for you, Sir
Jaspe~. but vou’d better drive to the
nearest poice station and lodge your
complaint at once. It’s your onl¥
chance, and I'm afraid it’s a very poor
one.”

And so poor Sir Jasper found.

Not only were the police convinced
that he had ben robbed and that he
stood a very poor chance of recovering
his property, but it even seemed to him
that they took a misguided pleasure in
hearing every detail of the affair at
great length in order to express some-
thing very like admiration of the means
by which the two artful scoundrels had
possessed themsélves of the jewels.

«Then—then it must have been_  the
one that pretended to be a warder that
took the things!” stammered he, white
with rage.

“That’s it, sir,” said the officer cheer-
fully. «while you were on the floor
struggling with the convict—I mean the
one dressed llke a convict—why, the
tall chap was helping himself.”

Sir Jasper groaned.

“Je never seemed to look at me or
the safe either!” sighed he. He's the
most artful rogue I ever heard tell of
and I’'d give the world to see him in
the dock.”

Sir Jasper did have that pleasure
some six months later, when Netherby
and Fletcher, after having expatriated
themselves for a time, rashly returned
to their native land.

The baronet had the satisfaction of
seeing them, forlorn and dejected, re-
ceive a sentence of some years of penal
gervitude. But neither he nor Lady
Peters ever saw the jewels again,

GOT INTO THE WRONG r6OM.

P
Trying_ Ordeal of a Candidate for
Matrimonial Responsibilities.

e B e
(From the Philadelphia Record.)

During the excitement of a physical
examination ‘ot candidates for plages
on the police force recently in the city
hall, a mild-mannered man wandered
into the room and somehow got mixed
up with the aspirants for places on
the force. He was instructed to re-
move his clothes partly, and in a few
mfhutes he was hard at work with the
other men in the room, raising dumb-
bells, ihflating his chest and undergo-
ing a general physicial examination.

“Run around the room,” he was
commanded, and, on a trot, he made
the circuit of the room a dozen times.
Almest out of breath, he stopped then,
and {nquired:

“Look a here; what else have 1 got
to do to get my license?"”

sizwhat license?” enquired the surlu

«wWhat license?” queried the surgeon

, surprise.
m"%Vhr;' my marriage license. That's
what I came in for,” was the reply.

“Say,” said the surgeon, ‘‘you're in
the wrong room. I thought you want-
ed to be a policeman. The license
bureau is down stairs:"

The man Was mute for a moment
and then said: “1'd rather never
marry than take this exarnination

again.”

CHEER UP. i
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Does music delight

Viaine
ng

Chicago Journal:
your soul? The robin is the only
thing that can sing the borin’s song,
hnd that bird in the park makes music
as well for the man with the hoe as for
the man with the million. "

Don’t you see how much there is in
life that only the end of life can take
away; how many blessings there are
that know naught of the clink of cdin
or the selfishness of humanity

And while these thoughts come the
birds sings on. He teeters on al limband
pours out hig soul in harmony. He
fiits to a pine and again bursts ‘forth
in song.

“Good morning,” sald a man. “Fine
spring weather we are having. That
bird up there makes me think of the
old country home, where I was born.
By George! How it can sing!”

That was the man who scowled yes-
terday. He would smile {f you told him
that a little bunch of feathers and song

treasure of the collegtion, hig witegd

nad put sunshinaiato Ws hear?,

91 Charlette St.
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Furniture

FOR

Home. Office

AND

Store.

If you think of making a Use-
ful Wedding Gift, you should see
our Stock Before Deciding. ’

We are showing a Nice Lot of

Odd Pieces for the Parlor.
For Dining Room Furniture we
have some nice

Buffetts,
Sideboards,

Dining Tables.
And we think the best lot of

Dining Chairs

To be Seen in the Ciiy.

EVERETT

AND

SIME.

We give Special Care to the new
beginners who are just starting to
farnish their homes. We place our
Expression at their disposal and
can save them Cash if they will

Consult Us. )
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UR

BABY CARRIAGES

AN

GO CARTS,

Are all new in design and finish, be-
ing fresh from the Most Reliable

Makers Both in Canada and the
United States.  Prices from

$2.25 to $35.00
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doing good work and was getting along
finely. He came in at the close of an
fnning and sat down on the bench. A
ball was fouled batk over the stand,
and a strong boy on the outside, wish-
ing to return it in & hurry, shied it over
the whole works. The ball descended
{nside the inclosure and lit squarely on
Rarr's head, putting Bob down and out
for half an hour,

A ball seems really maliclous in this
way, and it is wonderful how the lea-
ther, with thousands of square feet to
fall in, will seek out some special vie-
tim and fall upon his skull. The thing
by being hit with a batted ball. ! seems actuated by real and devilish

About the oddest accident yet resord- | impulse, and, of its own volition, will
ed is the one which disabled Pob Barr, | do tricks that tire best batter or throw-
the pitcher, when he twirled his ﬂrStier couldn’t make it accemplish in 700
game foy New York Barr had been  trials.

BAD HABIT AT PR_ACTICE.
- i

The habit of batting two or th.ree
palls around the field at the same time
{s as senseless a8 it is dangerous, but
professionals as well as amateurs per-
gist in doing it There is hardly a
game Wwhere some fellow doesn’t hgve
a narrow escape during the practice.
and ever and anon there is a howl of
surprise and paln as the ball whacks a
victim. The only wonder 18 that gome
onée hasn’t been killed long 880- {ddle
Mayer, one of the cleverest third base-
men in the business, was put out of it

‘| waukee.

NEWS FROM THE DIAMOND.

“Tip” O'Neil Has Pleased the Crities.

It Is a Pleasure to See the

St. John Boy, One Writes——

Other Players Known Here.

Now that the baseball season has
started the interest in the sport is on

the boom. While as yet only the two |

big leagues have settled down to re-
gular work the minor leagues are
rapidly rounding into shape and from
all indications this is going to be one
of Lthe best seasons in the history of the
game perhaps not as far as this city is
concern. One thing 1{s certain and
that is that the local boys will do their
best to give the patrons of the game
here good clean sport.

As far as the big leagues are con-
cerned, the principal interest in St.
John centres in the champion Boston
Americans, of which team “Tip”
O’Neil is a member. “Tip” was signed
as a utility man, and seems to be mak-
ing good. The following extracts from
the Sporting Life concerning *‘Tip” will
be read with interest:

A GOOD ONE.

A lively boy is Jack O’Neil, the util-
ity player who was secured from Mil-
It seems that Selee once had
O’Neil on his staff and turned him over
to his friend, Pat Hurley, in Worcester,
Neither Boston nor Worcester reserved
O'Neill, and the next season that play-
er put in at his home, St. John. Then
Hugh Duffy met him during a visit to
Boston and offered him a place on the
Milwaukee team. The offer was accept-
ed, and O’Neil went West and made a
name for himself. Now the man who
was not good enough for the Boston
Nationals is with the world’s cham-
pions.

In the absence of Buck Freeman Jack
O’Neil went to right and did yeoman
service there, handling himself splen-
didly without the least trace of the
tyro. He is very fast, that boy—one of
the swiftest sprinters in the business—
and it is a treat to see him get over the
ground. He played his field with ex-
cellent judgment and is a good throw-
er. He can bunt well and is in the
game at every juncture. No mistake
certainly was made to annex him to the
team. He is a valuable adjunct.

———

Connors, the star little second Case-
man of last season’s Alerts, will play
in the New England league this' sea~
son as will “Teny” McGovern.

Fred Mitchell will again play with the
Philadelphia Nationals this season.

Lajoie is heavier than ever and is re-
ported as finding it a difficult matter to
reduce weight even in the hot climate.

Additional bleacher seats ta the num-
ber of 1750 are being erected on the

f | Botson American grounds.

Pitcher Joe McGinley celebrated his
80th birthday on March 19,
The first triple play of the season was

made on March 23 by the St. Louis:

College team, at San Antonio, in an
exhibition game against the Cleve-
lands.

Fred Lake will give all his time to
handling his Lowell players this sea-
son, as the race promises to be warmer
than ever.

Rube Waddell says he has grown wise
during the last six months, and now
feels certain that the Athletics will win
the championship with his help,

The Boston Club will fiy two pen-
nants this season-—the regular Ameri-
can League championship pennant, nad
a world® schampionship flag presented
by General Dixwell,

Manager Selee claims to. have an
agreement with the father of Walter
Clarkson, the Harvard pitcher, that if
the young man ever goes into profese
gional ball Selee will get the first chance
to sign him for the Chicago club.

is something of a character. He never
swore, chewed, smocked nor @rank in
his life, and, though he is very aggres=
sive his strongest expletive is “Sugar.”

Vail plays with Nashua this season,
that is, he has signed. The whole out-
field of the Nashua team are left hand
batters.

Hans Wagner, champion batter of the
National League, has refused to permit
his picture to appear in President
Pullman’s “Hall of Fame,” asserting
that he was responsible for the loss of
the championship“series to the Boston
American League club,

A Sporting Life correspondent writese
One feature of the Winnipeg games
which may seem strange to the ball
gcranks to the south of us is that om
Tuesdays and Fridays the home con<
tests will be called for 6.45. Even wheni
. the games are begun at this hour, the
long days which are to be found in the
Prairie City enable the patrons to see
the regular nine innings played, to make
fifteen-minute trip down town and still
reach their homes in any part of the
city before sunset. .

Speaking of the Brooklyn catchers the
Sporting Life correspondent says:—
Jacklitsch is much lighter than he was
last year, and it is a good thing for
him. There s a :young player wha
should make more headway {n fast
company than he does. His worst faul
seems to be a disposition to take on
weight and not exercise much care as
to when or how he puts it ¢én. If he

during the winter vacation he i
when he gets into a game of bageball
. he should be able to make a record each
season that would put him up with the
good catchers of the country, even if
he did not land at the very top.
Jacklitsch caught for the Montrea}

years ago.
A EIND DAD’S REQUEST. :
By regquest of Captain John Moren,
Captain Fred Clark,
will keep &
fatherly €% o, Mopén, son of ghc
father. Lewig 1§ the young pitcher whe
goes S *h ® try-out, The boy
worke -+ loaa} teamh, and théugh but
a stripiing, has earned a superb re-
cord. His worlt fer the champlons
pleased the mpagement. “My boy isn’t
like his dad. He Hasn't traveled much,
and 1 want you to keep him out of mis»
chief,” said the riverman of a lifetime.
“I will give you an idea of his back-
wardness. I have just come home aftery
an absence of six weeks, yet my son
merely bowed to me, smiled and said.
‘How do you de? Heé may get his gin-

ger some day, but just now he is of a
| retiring disposition and may need a
| little bolstering up.* Captain Clarke
assured the anxious dad that he would
| see that Mr. Moren, Jr., when assignef§
to a good room-mate, who would

Spug.
the young man on to deeds of valor l:
. assurance, both on and off the diamond,

“No, not you,” laughingly repiied@
Clark to Bransfleld when the Worcesteg
man said that he would take h
“Deacon Phil will draw the' plum. ‘
cld man is as steady as the Niagars
Falls,” Ey
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IS NOT AFRAID OF STORMS.
et P e -
British Captain Has Crossed the Eng-
lish Channel 20,000 Times,

S

Our Dover correspondent had an in-
terview with Captain F. Dane, who
has just returned from the position of
commodore of the fleet of mall steam-
ers plying between Dover and Calais
after having been connected with the
cross-channel serv}ces for a period of

i| about half a century. .

Capt. Dane carries his years lightly,
and looks fit and hale enough to add
considerably to the number of times he
has crossed the *‘channel ferry,” which
is computed to be about 20,000 voyages.
The veteran captain, after serving an
apprenticeship in vessels of the mer-
cantile marine, joined the Southeastern
company’s cross-channel service as a
young man, being engaged on the old
steamers which ran between Folkestone
and Boulogne and Folkestone and Os-
tend. On the Londen and Chatham
company securing the contract for run-
ning the English and French malils
across the channel, in 1862, Capt. Dane
entered its service and has been con-
nected with the Dover-Calais mail and
passenger route continuously since that
time until New Year's day, wben he
retired on a well-earned pension.

In reply to a question by our repre-
sentative Capt. Dane states that he has
commanded every steamer at present in
the Southeastern and Chatham com-
pany’'s Dover-Calais service, with the
exception of the turbine steamer Queen,
which was put on the route while he
was doing duty as assistant superin-
tendent. When he entered the service
at Dover steamers of the Wave and
Breeze class, which will be remembered

by old cross-channel voyagers, had just ;

been built and were first run in the
| year 1862, being considered very fine and
| fast vessels. The record time in which
these steamers crossed from Dover to
Calais was 1 hour and 25 minutes, while
the last vessel which Capt. Dane hand~
led made the voyage under similar con-
ditions in an hour, and the turbine
steamer has cut this by nearly ten min-
utes, so that Capt. Dane has seen the
journey reduced in time by a third.
Asked as to whether hé had any no-
table experiences during the thousands
of times he has crossed the channel,
Capt. Dane stated that of course he had
had some very hazardous and anxious
voyages, “but.”” he added, "I was al-
ways wonderfully fortunate with my
ships and never inet with serious his-
hap. The most trying for a captain is

when I have been runming through a
thick fog and it has gyddenly lifted,
showing shipping in close proximity, 1
have wondered how we ~came safely
{hrough it; but o such weather my

crossing in a thick fog and sometimes |

motto was always to ‘go easy.” R
ning a steamer full speed through a
is like driving rapidly round a stree
corner; you don't know what may-
ahead and if there is a collision it is no
excuse to sap you did not expect any=
thing would be there.” 3
Capt. Dane has brought across the
channel KIngz Edward and Queen Alexs:
andra and many members of the royak
familjes of Europe and on-several og=
casions he received from them much=
prized mementoes of these voyages. He
believes that the future of the cross-
channel traffic lies with the turbine
method of propulsion.—London News.

HEALTHY BOY'S DIARY.

SRS
Some entertalning extracts frym the
diary of a Harrow boy are given by &
correspondent of The Manchester
Guardian. The writer, Sir ‘Walten
Thevelyan, Bart., entered the school in
1811 under the headmastership of Dr.
Geo. Butler, and the pleasures of the
table appealed to him.

September 23—Supper with Dr, But«
ler. Eat mock turtle soup, hare, party
ridge, pye, custard and trifle and threa
glassges of wine.

September 29—Began map of Swedens,
Whole holiday. Had geese for dinner.,

| October 3—Half holiday. Played &
trick upon Olive, with sympathetia
ink. Bought a bottle of ginger beer.

November 2—I was flegged firsl
school because I could not say my les«
son. Went to new shop and had some
beef.

November 13—Half holiday. Fire=
works. Came in about nine, and had
cold veal and ham and negus.

November 19—S8upped with Dr. Bute
ler, good Madeira.

SNEEZING STOPS A PLAY.
I PR

| ILONDON, April 15.—In the course of
a dramatic performance at Radoni, in
Poland, in ald of the Russian Red
Cross Society, several hundred people
in all parts of the house began ta
sneeze violently. Roars of laughter
followed which mingled with the can<
_ timuous sneezing, and many pedple be-
| gan to bleed at the nose. Uttimaisly
the play had to bg brought to a eon«

clusion and the awdience dismissed.

It has since been found tlmat a lady
who had been uded from the
dramatic soctety whieh organized the
performance had taken her revenge
by strewing the fleor with an extreme-
1y acrid and irrftating insect powder.

i

‘ Boys begin their trading by swap-
ping marbles fer poclest-knives, As
they grow older and want to trade
town-lots for automobﬂeﬁoy find the
, want colurins must be

Infielder Unglaub, of the New Yorks, /

would be as sincere in his training and.

team when they visfted St. John a few

.




