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“THE BRANDON FAIR.

Another Excellent Letter by Scotch Writer Who Toured Can-
ada This Fall- His Impressions of Northwest Life Nicely
Given in the Glasgow News—The Red Man

- and His Successor.
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Noblemen's Sons Farming.
“Op the prainies of western Canada are
to be eeen the eons of titled nobility of

“rigs” (as Cenada gememically calls all
wheeled spning vehicles), wuth draught
teams, with bullock wagons, with men on
the docile broncho end the glass-eye
cayuse, niding Mexican saddles with a high
cantle and a horn in front for the lariat.
The fair grounds, e little way out of town,
were noisy with showmen and the keepers
of booths. Sixteen thousand people
rambled Tound the grounds, or watched
stand. Tnstituted whollly in the interest
of agmiculture, catile-breeding, dairying,
Brandon fair, like every other fair in
Amuia.hm‘eva&ni'byhhepub]ﬁcfar
the amusement it gives than ior ite im-
structive object lessoms, and small blame
to them!

Tf I lived all year fourd on a Brandon
feam.lhnowlnhouldnotqpendmﬂl
time at the fair in prodding obese kine
and pawing prospective pork, but should
sbam_toutln'ightwdmﬂy:inthe Midway,
paying my ‘‘quarter” menfully to see e
selection of the fivew hundred thousand
divers who dived for ‘the bodies in the
mkdmm,andmmwm.
ing in every dime show in Amenica; o see
the Human Taremtula, half woman, half
spider (her body comeesled by mirmors);
the Strictly Original Trance Medium float-
ing in the air, balanced elegamtly, if un-
eafiiy,wiﬂhmeelbawonapoﬂe;

empting (*‘photographed

‘en miles off the shore at the special re-
quest of the government’’); the eight-
Jegged pig; and Zaza, the Mystic Beauty
at the Bottom of a Well.

Thé thréshing madhines by Massey-Har-
ris or McCormick would mot intemest me
ha'f so much as the stalls, where at three
ghies for five cents I might, with luck,
fail to'secuve the fearsome fair cigar,

Threshicg Machines Galoré.

< Threshing machines, and reapers, and
ploughs overrun the land like gophers
(the gopher being the weasel-like equiva-
lent of our rabbit), their red and green
painted frame-works clutter every rail-
way yaid, and the eve must tire of them,
wheteior, why should I, out for the day,
with my new three guinea Stetson cow-
boy hat, survey such hackneyed things
when I can play roulette, or seek the
shy, elusive little joker of the three-card
gent, or watch the trotting horses flash
past the winning post? Such, plainly,were
young Manitoba’s sentiments.

T'wo things struck us as curious in this
western fair; there was no betting—at all
events, there were no bookmakers on the
race course—and in the course of the
whole day we saw but one man drunk.
Here, if anywhere, a Scotsman would
have thought, was an occesion, and yet
the intense heat of a torrid prairie day
appeared to induce no alcoholic thirst
emong those tall, *‘husky,” tan-faced
fellows 86 typical of the manhood of the
West.

The bars of Brandon at night and far
into the morning did great business, but
at no time was there evidence of it in
the streets. Every hotel and lodging
house in the town was filled to overtlow-
ing, the outskirts were dotted with camp-
ers’ tents, and on the bank of the railway
siding where our sleeping car was shunt-
ed some bold spitits slept till morning. It
was at Bradon iiir we saw the first of
the Indians. They were Sioux, who prop-
erly belong to Dakota, nothing left of the
braves’ accoutrement but their moccasing
and their pleated hair, their squaws mag-
nificent in plaids of Royal Stuart tartan.
Dozens of them hung about the show
grounds, silent, curious, pathetic relics of
the past, old lords of the soil despoiled,
degraded but still content with their re-
servations of land that are sacred 1o
them.

There are 93,000 Indians in Canada, ac-
cording to the census of 1901, 35,700 of
these in Manitoba and the Northwest
Territories. We were, as it happened, ‘'to
see more picturesque types of them later
but the Brandon samples of the noble
Red Man had a look of squalid inoffen-
siveness that must be extremely reassur-
ing to the new settler who has had ap-
prehensions that the red-«kin of Feni-
more Cooper still haunts his native plains.

POOR DOCUMENT
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This is how South Market wharf look-

ed a dozen years before the great fire,
and from ite general appearance you will
be able to see that busimess in- 1865 might
have been woree.” :
. Teams crowd, and there are achooners
d-plenty. The coasting trade must have
bulked large thirty-eight years -ago, and
the man with a horee and sloven ewident-
ly made a living or thought he could.

The elip is almost choked with shipping
—a condition you don’t behold at all
times in these piping days of winter port
achievement.

The South Market

AT - A R AT
Wh\arf, Foot of King

Men, who at the time this picture was
taken, were making notable efforts to be
known ae affluent citizens; and who to-
day with cooled blood, frosty beards, end
prone to reflect will tell you that when
they ‘bargained, bought and sold, the vol-
dme of business along the wharves was
greater than it is now.

A few of the firm names seén on build-
ings between Ward street -and = Water
street cormer are etill familiar—but there

are some unknown in the commercial of-
fices of the present.

Street, in 1865.

That equat, wooden building sbout at
the end of the wharf'is where F. Tufte’
shpping business grew and flourished, and
closely adjacent can be seen the - signs
of B. J. Golding and A. R. Taylor. Then
eomes C. Bent, and adjoining in that im-
pesing stome edifice, with the ateep roof
and tall chimney, is where Messrs. Hall
& Fairweather flourished in ’65 Their
business is now in Ward street. The cor-
ner premises were occupied by J. W.
Hamilton, and on the opposite corner #a¢
the firm of DeForest & Perkin.

poet—he has fled for mnorth before the
prosaic pale-face invasion, leaving his
war-trail to be the white man’s boule-
vard, preferring—and Wwno shail blame
him?—the vast unchartered wilds, the
dense woods, the silent lakes, the soli-
tudes of Mackenzie and Athabasca, the
life of liberty and the chase to anything
that civilization can offer—a peaceful
man enough, his feuds forgotten, but still
maintaining one potent - element of ro-
niance in Northwest Canada, where are
over 22,000 Indians outside treaty limits.

Half-breed Population.

Crossing alone will mitigate the “friend-
Iy and flowing savage” in his blood, and
a great many half-breeds in the dominion,
some of them strains of .Hudson Bay
Scots and French voyageurs, Wwill rani
among the ancestors of some of the best
families 'in Canada of the future. A
little way out of Brandon I visited one
of the Indian schools wherein the gov-
ernment does its best to make, as near
as may be, porcelain ware from terra-
cotta. ‘There were over a hundred boys
and girls boarded in _the institution;
gome of them you would have liked to
take home for your little girls to play
with, as funny as kittens; others, older,
rith the ancient elemental Stoic already
creeping over them, only able to smile in
spasmodic jerks as if they did it with a
glovestretcher. Poor little beggars!—
Geography, Arithmetie, English Composi-
tion, Grammar—these were the instru-
ments of torture, and out at the window
one could see the leagues of bluff and
plain crossed by the trail of the buffalo,
where their grandfather rode, and their
grandmother,  knowing nothing about the
chief mountain heights of Europe or com-
pound proportion, -cooked at the camp
fire and shouldered more than her share
of the struck teepee. '

The teachers do mot quite make por-
celain ware from the terra cotta. The
girls, at least, go back. to the native re-
servations, and, with winning precocity.
marry at the age of sixteen, and doubt-
less confuse their husbands’ stomaches

Him the wheat belt no more harbors; a

with viands whose concoction was ac-

quired in the pale-face school. The boys.
likewise, go back, and doubtless forget as
quickly as possible that the verb must
agree with its nominative in number,
gender, and case, and work fitfully, as
gipsies work at home, icoming out of the
reservation at intervals, to stand at a
railway, station or the corner of a street,
remote, unfriended, solitary, and decid-
edly slow, to gaze mut_eiy and amazed on
the evidences of .a kind of life .of hurry
and worry in which they have no part.

The Red Man is not red; he is simply
sunburnt deeply, a little more so than his
white brethren whom: - we saw—their
faces like a brick wall—in the sunset
glow that fell on the . Brandon grand
stand. And now the air was like cool
wine, - after the heat of the day, a bene-
diction breathed from the earth and from
the demure blue sky.

TheLong Cold Winter.

The ‘winter of Manitoba and the North-
west Territories is long; lasting little less
than five months, from the beginning of
November to the end of March, and it
18 unquestionably severe. To the old, to
the weak, to the ill-fed (if such there be
in the West, and there cannot be many)
it has undoubted disadvantages. A drop
of 40 degrees in hall an hour is not a
cheerful climatic- eccentricity. But, on
the other hand, the winter atmosphere is
dry and the skies clear, with no must, no
clammy, moist winds. Many residents |
with whom I talked assured me that 30
degrees below zero in the West is not so
unpleasant as 14 below in Montreal or
Ottawa, but that is the manner of each
province in Cahada—to assert that all the
devastating  hails, all the distressing
droughts, all the mosquitoes and flies are
in another province, or at least a hun-
dred miles away. 1 conclude, nevertheless.
that on the whole the rigors of the Uan-
adian winter are very much exaggerated
in the common impression of Greal
Britain, and in the influence of that
lovely August day at Brandov fair was to

make us give every credit to the Cana-

dian poet, who in reply to Mr. Kipling,

wrote: i

She has fields of grain unbounded,
Where the wide horizon glows,

And the hot sun laughs to hear her
styled
Qur Lady of the Snows.
NEIL MUNRO.

SMALLPOX SITUATION
SERIOUS IN CAPE BRETON

Meetings of Representatives of
Towns ‘and Muncipalities Called.

Sydney, Nov. 26.—The amalpox situa-
tion in the country distridie of Cape
Breton is becoming very grave and a meet-
ing of representatives of the different
towns and municipalities of Cape Breton
‘witl be held here tomorrow for the pur-
pose of discussing ways and means to pre-
vent a general spread of the disease. In
Big Pond and Loch Lomond districts the
situation is very bad and an epidemic s
feared umless.stringent measures are put
in force to keep infodted persoms under
quarantine. A great many of those all
with disease dlaim that it is not smallpox
at all so mild is the type, and as a result
they go about from house to house with-
out regard to quarantine regulations,

Navigation Closed at Cha ham -
Chatham, N. B., Nov. 27—(Special)—
Alithough the river is frozen acrces, the
ferry made geveral trips today. The uwp
" .
e boats did net twa.

Perhaps it is mot gemerally known as it
should be that salt put in the mouth will in-
stantly reliave convulsive movements in fits
either of children or amimals.

Gardinal Moran has issued a new edition of

NEW

THE OLD FORTS IN

BRUNSWICK.

Martello

Historical Notes Concerning Fortifications in St. John, on
Paitridge lsland, in Fredericton, St. Andrews, and Other
Piaces—The Erglish Occupation of St. John—
Populai Misconception About the

OowWer.

grm—

fications, or remains of fortifications,

“Fort la Tour” of 1635.
ment, of which a copy is here given in

an official report, the dates, ete.,
Report of all the Barraeks, Batteries,

Johnston’s Block-houee, built in 1808; a
gune, will accommodate 50 men-

24 pounders.
Mortar Battery; put in thorough
Dorchester Block-house and Battery;

repair.

and 20 men.

will accommodate 40 men.

ers and two 12 pounders.

roof, accommodabes 300 men.
Orderly Room and Guard House;
Officers Barracks; built in 1824.

date four captains and 2ight subalterns.
Provision Store; built in 1819,

date three officers and 60 men.
ered with tin, contains 20 bbls. powder.
Soldiers Barracks; two
men, is out of repair.
Main Guard-room;
Powder Magazine;
proof, in- good repair.
Engineers quarters; built in 1791

Provision Store; built in 1781, in

now out of repair.

mess.

repair, will accommodate 200 men.

structuve, four 24 pounders and 20 men.

building out of repair.

men; wooden buildings mow in ruine.

.en building, now in ruins.

Notes on the Above.

century and a half ago.

Bis Book, Irish Salnts im Great Britain.

Buildings in the Province of New Bruns wick
AT ST. JOHN.
wooden strucfure in good repair with foue

Prince Edward Battery, built in 1808; two 24 pounders,
Graveyard Battery; old fortification put in thorough repair in 1813, has three

QOook-house, Orderly Room, Guard Houses,

Stone Magazine; built in 1813, in good mepair, stone
Joe’s Point Battery and Block-hiouse;

East and West Battery Block-houses; built in 1812, six

The English occupation of Saint John dat
It was on the mornin
(Continued on page 6.)

W. 0. RAYMOND, LL. D.

Inquiries are often made by bourists and pthers concerning the age of old forti-
found af various places in the province.
variety of anewere given shows that extraordmary wisconceptions exist in the minds
of many people who ought to be better informed. One of the most glaring is the

identifying of the Carleton ‘Martello Tower” (built in 1813), with the celebrated

The

Not leng Fince there came into the hands of the writer an imteresting old docu-
slightly modified form.
may be relied upon.

Block Houses and other Government

Ag the doeument is

in the year 1825.

now in ruins.

repair in 1813, hae four 24 pounders.
put in thorough repair in '1813, woodea
structure, three 24 pounders, will accommmodate 30 men.

Tastern Battery; date of comstruction 1813, has four 24 pounders, aoW in good

Tort Frederick; battery. in ruins, wooden building will aceommodate one officer

Drummond Block-house; built in 1813, wot;den. structure occupied a# a magazine,

Martelfo Tower; built in 1813, stone building in good repair, has four 2¢ pound-
Soldiers Barracks; built in 1820, in good repair, wooden buildiag with elated

Cook House; built in 1820, wooden building in good repair.

Hospital; built in 1820, wooden building in good repair.

built in 1822, wooden building in good repair.
Free stone buildirg newly built, will aceommo-

wooden building in good repair.

AT PARTRIDGE ISLAND.
Partridge Island Battery; built in’ 1813, has seven 24 pounders, requires repair.
Block-house Battery and Barracks; built in 1813, requires repair, will accommo-

Block-house Magazine; built in 1813, requires repair, wooden building and ocov-

AT FREDERICTON. A
stories 22 rooms, built in 1785, will accommodate 306
L

built in 1789, out of repair. :
Artillery Barracks; built in 1790, in good repair, will accommodate 24 men.
built in 1791, contains 100 bbls. powder, stone building, boub -

to accommodate ome captain, ds out of repair.

Storekneper General Store; built in 1761, out Shoepurs 0
good repair.

Solitary Cells, ete.; buils in 1805,

Officers Barracks, two stories, 90 rooms and 10 kitchens; built in 1816, wooden
atructure in good repair; will accommeodate one field officer; 16 other officers and

AT ST. ANDREWS.
Block-house Barracks on Tomkins Hill; built in 1813,

wooden building in good

building, bomb proof.

built in 1813, in good repair, wooden

18 pounders, . wooden

AT GRAND FALLS AND PRESQUE ISLE.
Officers and 8oldiers’ Barracks, ete.; built %o accommodate six officers and 118

AT WORDEN'S:
Worden’s Battery and Bloek-house, 30 miles from

§t. Jolan, built im 1818; wood=

FORTIFICATIONS AT ST. JOHN..

es back to the year 1758, nearly a
g of the 20th September, in that

HOW WORLD'S ONLY BILLIO

suddenly appearing at Rockefeller’s el-
bow, said in a deep bass voice:

“Mr. Rockefeller I —”

The bald millionaire galloped for the
underbrush followed by his friend and
the caddies. They had seen a bottle in
the stranger’s hand and suspected it was

a bomb.

. An attendant finally collared the in-
#ruder and dashed the bottle to the
ground. Then the fugitives emerged and
heard the stranger saying with great em-

phasis:

«Dash it all, you've gone and broken
e sample bottle of Growem’s Hair Re-
storer.”

He Needs Six Caddies. . ,
The New York World tells how !;he
pooor billionaire, attended by six caddies,
struggies to have 8 zood time on the links:
dlend. O., Nov. 19 —Ib token wix cad-
help John D. Toackefeller play &
Whsre the average goifer
ia ¢ the has one caddy to carry
his b of clubs and hunt-for lost balls,
mon’t lift e brassy or

« putter unless he has bis

dies to
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friendswhenhheyaeehﬁmahﬂonh:h
daily eighteen holes attended in state.
First, there are the dub-carrying cad-
dies, two in mumber. Mr. Rockefeller has
80 many clubs that one bag won't hold
them ali; 8o he has two bags. And who-
ever saw a caddy that would carry two
bags? Ome bag to a carry, that ie the
regulation rule among ail caddies. Not
even Mr. Rockefeller can break it.
: Then there is the ball caddy. He car-
ries a basket filled with fresh “gutties”
that cost Mr. Rockefeller $6 a dozem, or
50 cents each. Time is worth more to
Mr. Rockefeller than golf balls, and when
he ioses a perfectly fresh one in the long
grass he simply sings out, “Boy, another
ball!” rather than get down on his knees
in the damp to hunt for the lost one. And
there are few golf players who can afford
this expensive luxury, for, ¥ be perfectly
candid, Mr. Rockefeller manages to use

of a eingle day's play. o
Duties of the Fore Caddy.

Next in the pmrocession that follows the
multi-millionzire avound the course is the
fore caddy. It ie his business to mark
the balls in 1heir flight and stand by them
when Mr. Rockefeller comes up for the
mext shot. His is the toughest job of the
lot—Mr. Rockefeller has mot yet reached
that degree of acience in the art of driving
and lofting which keepe his strokes true
and his ehots straight. It means many
slongdatmfor&hebovahochnne-the

he is pushed.
after each wtroke, the caddy piaces ome
band the eteering bar and the other

up eeveral dozen new balls in the course-

Mr. Rocke-

caddy end the ball caddf-
The boy'a

feller mever pedals his .
arms do the propelling.

And last, but not least, caddy No. 6,
the valet caddy. This boy’s sole business
is to present to Mr. eller an im-
meculate piece of fresh cheesecloth - after
each stroke, in order that the richest man
in the world may mop his perspiring brow.
This the caddy luge in a covered

t.

“Gee, it's a cinch, ‘cept when he calls
us down!” says Jim, the dean of the corps.
“Where the regular guys has only one
caddy to each dis mich feller’s got to have
half a dozen. I feel kinder sorry fer de
kid wot chases de lost balls, dough, an’
dat bicycle pushin’ ain’t mo graft.”

Why He Keeps Up His Golf.

Mr. Rockefeller has been & steady golfer
ever stace he found that playing the game
gave his worn-out stomach new life, and
even started the hair growing on the top
of his shining, bald head. He has two
homes in Cleveland, oune downtown and
the other out at Forest Hill, surrounded
by fifteen acres of valuable land, which
Mr. Rockefeller’'s money has turned imto
one of the finest private @olf links in the
world. It was out there that Mr. Rocke-
feller paid $50,000 for a house in order to
tear it down. i

«T¢ keepes out my mOTNINg sun,” declared
Mr. Rockefeller when he made his offer
for the property.

The links he has laid out would delight
the heart of any professional. Amateurs
would bargain away their souls to have
@ try at the long, smooth greens, the ar-
tistically contrived bunkers, the keen put-
ting greens and the perfect tees. But few
have received an invitation. Mr. Rocke-
feler takes golf as he takes . everything
else in life—seriously. When he plays golf
he doesn’t do anything else. A‘nd he only
wants to play with men of his oW age,

wiho feel about the same as he. does.

He demands the same of the caddies six.

No skylarking for John D. Rockefeller,
no sirree! =

Where a Travis or a Douglas is forced
to see his caddies shying stones when they
ought to be hunting lost balls, or shin-
ning up @ tree for chestnuts when they
ghould be running up with the proper club
for the mext shot, M. Rockefeiler draws
the line. He won’t permit anything of
the kind. The six are supposed to act
like a squad of trained soldiers, each caaay
in his own place and attending strictly to
his own business,

Has Trouble With the Boys

But even with all his millions Mr.
Rockefeller has a hard time having his
own way with those boys. Only the
other day he was playing an exciting
round. He had only lost eleven balls,
and his score was well under 90 for nine
boles. His opponent was Levi T. Sco-
field, a close personal friend of the Stand-
ard Oil magnate. Mr. Scofield is a re-
tired architect, a veteran of the civil war,
and an enthusiastic golfer after John D.
Rockefeller’s own heart. As Mr. Scofield
tells the story:

“We were playing golf together—rather,
for the time being we were standing with
our golf sticks held ready to play. 1
was telling an incident of the war of
1861, and Mr. Rockefeller was listening.
A girl was riding up on a bicycle and Mr.
Rockefeller turned ‘to me, saying, ‘Ex-
cuse me a moment.” :

“The girl gave him some .information;
it is usually carefully prepared before be-
ing given to him, the whole matter being
condensed into a mertal pellet. He re-
ceived the news and made some remark.
The girl said, ‘But Consolidated Gas ie
gelling at 96! ‘Buy,’ said Mr. Rockefelier.
The girl turned and walked away, and I
continved my story.”

Mr. Rockefeller, according to Mr. Sco-

field’s description, waggled his club for
a preliminary swing before the next drive
and looked ahead to see that all the cad-
dies were in their proper stations.

Oh, the horror of it!

Two were playing craps behind an oak
tree. The bicycle lay on the ground and
the push caddy was matching pennies
with the ball caddy. The valet caddy
was - asleep, and the fore caddy was
throwing stones at a flock of crows perch-
ed on a dead tree.

“Gosh, I t'ought it was all up fer us,”
explained Pete, the bicycle caddy &fbe’r~
wards. “Say, I hope ter never hear a
feller yell like Mr. Rockefeller hollored
at us. Dead for certain, I t’ought me
cinch job was gone sure. But he stopped
after he’d yelled all he wanted ter, and
when I shoved him back home he patted
me on der head an’ give me an extra
nickel!’

Mr. Rockefelier's Stentorian Voice,

When his train of caddies wanders far
afield you can hear Mr. Rockefeller’s
stentorian voice far across the links. e
would have made an excellent basso or
heavy tragedian if the deep resonance of
his tones at their highest and loudest is
any criterion of his histrionic ability.

“] can handle a board of directors a
hundred times easier than those six boys,”
is the delicate way in which Mr. Rocke-
feller owns up his diffienities in curbing
young America to his ideas of the pro-
prieties.

No matter how strenuous the game,
Mr. Rockefeller is always in touch with
the business world. In the big house
which adjoins his private links are a
score  of clerks, secretaries and steno-
graphers. Nothing happens anywhere on
earth which might be of interest to their
employer or to the Standard Oil interest
that escapes them. If it is deemed im-
portant enough a messenger on a bicycle
flies off with the news. But never once

has any of the six caddies had an after-

noon off because these messages were of
enough importance to take the man with
$300,000,000 away from his golf. It is a
pretty serious matter that he can’t settle
between shots. Generally one word is
enough, and then back to his clubs and
the game!

The Change in His Appearance.

The thing which. strikes the man who
sees him after a number of years is that
in a decade his appearance has comple-
tely changed. He looks like Russell Sage
somewhat, sallow and quite heavy as
compared with former years. The old
painting of Eastman Johnson bears no
resemblance to the man of today except
that the eyes have . mnot changed. The
Rockefeller of today is a different man
from the one of ten years ago in all
points save as to his wealth, his shrewd-
ness and the keenness of his eyes.

One day after church a newspaper man
put this question to Mr. Rockefeller, who
happened to be in a good-humored, chat-
ty, reminiscent mood:

{Mr. Rockefeller, your friend Levi T.
Scofield says that when the war broke
out in 1861, although you had then but
$10,000, you gave him $300 out of your
strong box and then guaranteed to give
the family of each of twelve soldiers #300
a year until the war was over. Do you
remember whether that is true or not?”’

“I guess that is a fact,” said Mr. Rocke-
feller, “if Scofield savs it is, although 1
had gorgotten all about it until now.
There were few banks then that were re-
liable, and we kept our money in our
safes. 1 had but $10,000 then.

“You give away that much a day now
in private charities. dan’t you?” put in
the pastor of the church.

“Yes, I suppose 1 do.”

How He Dispenges Charity,
This came easily /from the man who

makes $10,000 an hqur. and whose great
problem in life is ©o keep that from ac-

RE STRUGGLES FOR A GOOD TIME.

cumulating. But in his charities he is
not promiscuous or regardless of large

expenditures. He has a bqard'of eight
members who attend to his givings ex-
clusively. .

A position on this board is no sinecure.
Much of the mail which Mr. Rockefeller
receives is composed of charity requests.
It amounts to tons of matter in a year.
‘All of these requests are passed upon by
the board. If the object is worthy the
check goes out immediately, but it is
never signed by Mr. Rockefeller himself.
A secretary of a New Yerk trust com-
pany does that. "The only checks which
ever get his signature are those which im-
ply obligations.

Recently an unknown Hungarian com-
pleted two portraits of Mr. Rockefeller.
The parlor in his downtown residence
was turned into an impromptu atelier,
and the man of millions gave the artist
a sitting of an hour each morning for
three weeks. When it was done—or,
rather, when they were done, for there
were two of them, one painted represent-
ing Mr. Rockefeller with hair and the
other without—his  fellow parishioners
were called in to witness the unveiling of
the portraits. The minister, of course,
was there.

The great financier took the role of lec-

turer, while the artist stood by smiling
consciously, the audience listening with
rupt attention, with the minister in the
foreground. -Time came for judgment, and
the fellow-parishioners with one Vvoice
clamored for the one without the hair—a
verdict in favor of realism in art. The
great financier gighed.
«] wish I had learned to paint when I
was young,” he said: “I have always
wanted to do something of that sort or
to sing something artistically. But as for
drawing, I could never draw aiiything.”
And the minister led his con;
in a joyful and significant rejoinde

cept checks,” whereat Mr. Rock feller .

smiled and changed the subject.
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