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ThHe Ontario Campaign.

THE campaign 1n Ontario began the day

after New Year's and is growing
warmer. The Whitney party are making
an appeal to the electors to turn out tne
Russ government on the ground that it is
corrupt and its election methods bad, and
they are also counting on Mr. Ross losing
the temperance vote. Mr. Whitney and his
followers are cnarging the governwent
with nun-enforcement ¢f the liquor license
laws, and his press is iudignant at the
exposure of the fact that Mr. Whitney is
shown to have taken liguor himself after
hours in a hotel, thus causing a license
holder to break the law which Mr. Whic-
ney cowpiains is not enforced. If Mr.
Whitney will make a campaign of that
kind sagainst the government he caunot
complain if the government retaliates,
The Liberals of Outario think it is high
tiwe to retrliate und expose a crowd that
is campaigning as & purity party. In the
receut contest for Mayor of Ottawa ore of
the curdidutes run a campaign in which
he bid for the temperance and charch
vote and tried to placs his opposent in
the fulse position of stunding in with the

hotel wen. Hir opponent said publicly
that the purity and temperance man was
& hypocrite,and that they had often taken
a glaxs of whiskey together. 'The candi-
date who said that is & Comservative but
he is not likely to sympathize with the in-
dignation expressed in the Conservative
press because theRoss government is eiving
Mr. Whitney a Roland for his Oliver.

Mr Whitney has been going abount the pro-
vince denouncing ‘‘the Grit machine’’,
knowing full well that the Liberal una
Conservative organizetions are alike. He
insists that the misconduct of irresponsible
pers,ps at the Soo was simply a demon-
stration of the *‘machine’’. Yet he knows
that a score of his supporters and workers
were camped at the Suo night and day pro-
moting the election of bis candidute. But
the Whitney party will actually go the
length of saying that these workers and
spenkers, instead of being a ‘‘wachine’’
were there to watch the Grit machine in
the interests of pure elections! Thi« Phar-
isaism, all the numervus professions of su-
perior sanctity, led the Chancellor of On-
tario to say frum the bench at theSoo that




for the good name of the Province abroad
theee charges of general corruption in On-
tario politics were to be deplored. He
added that the trial of election petitions
disclosed the fact that there were only a
few wrong-doers and in that very trial
charges of corruption were brought against
& man whose guilt, his lordship said, the
poiitioners, (the Whitney purists) had not
even attempted {o prove and whose inno-
cence was manifest.

There is uew evidence of the hypocrisy
of the Whitney party. Mr. P. D. Ross of
Ottawa has been posing as an independent
man in nolities, On Tuesday evening he
accepted the nomination as candidate of
the Uonservative or Whitney Association.
Of course he did so for the purpose of pn
rifying public life and a¢ an independent
man. There are two fucts to be set against
this. First, Mr. Ross never drew an in
dependent political breath in his life He
is and always was a strong Counservative,
Second, owning and editing a daily pa

per, he has espoused the cause of some of

the most corrupt men in publie life. His
puper has Leen a pretense, politially, for
Bfteen vears, and Mr Ross goes into this
election as a pretender He knows that
if his cpponent is elected he will frown
lown anything in the nature of corrnp
on jost as quickly as Mr. P D, Ross
Why then does he seek te place his oppo
lent in the false tion of being in ul
hance  with eorraption I'he thing is
disgusting that we believe it r no
veason, the elect Vill re nt b
sovernment 1o power and In '

rebuke to sniy
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Since writing the above, the speech of
Mr. P.D. Ross in accepting nomination has
been published. Among other things he
said thas politics in Ontario were in sneh
a condition as to revolt any honest man,
and to muke of werv man a Conservative.
He spoke of ‘'‘stealing votes, switching
ballots, and iwporting foreign blackguards
for election purposes '*

In a recent editorial from Mr. P. D.
Ross’ yifted pen that candidate argoed at
great length to prove that tue Conservative
corruption in Ontario had taken place in
federal and not provincial elections, and
he contended that it was neither fair nor
honest to try and shoulder on Mr. Whitney

the sins committed by Conservatives in
federal elections
The view of candidate Ross, how

ever, that federal corruption should not ho
mentioned is not shared by his leader, Mr
Whitney, who, in his Cornwal) speech, dis-
asssed the matter, In doing that he said
that Sir Hector Langevin had been dis
missed from the Conservative government

tor a slight offence Sir_Hector conniv

ed at the stealing of millions of dollars
frem the taxpayers of this conntry and the
leader of the **honest’” and pure’ . candi
dates ix reported in candidate Ross paper

Halight offence!

honest wan must  be

as describing it as a

Surelv every a Con

Servative Mr. P D. Ross starts his poli
tical caveer by insulting every Li i
Ottawa and in Outari

His allusion 1t toreign - blackguards
12 hard erack at  the LHhiza
tron which admitted imy men from
Buftalo and  placing 1h h
York ! election
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King Edward VII with his guest, King Cirlos I of Portugal,
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Publiched Weelly.
ARNOTT J, MAGURN, Editor

ests, proposed to purchase the street rail
way and operate it as a civie enterprise.
All the advocates of public ownership in-
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CE SVIATOPOLK-MIKSKI, who

bas just succeeded Von Plehve, as
Russian Minicter of the laterior, enjoys
the distinction of being one of the fnest
gentlemen of Russia. Indeed, the insinu-
ation bas been made that it was his ex-
cellent family connections and his elegant
external appearance and ber riog that were
chiefly responsible for his appointment,
Prince Mirski, who was born in 1550, be-
80 his career in the army, whete he at-
taiued the rank of lieutenant-general. But
Or some years past he has been identified
with the higher administration of Russia.
While Governor of Yelaternolav he g:ve
an illustration of manly courage and poli-
tical independence in & manner which
many & higher officer would nevsr have
dared to do.

THE Intercolonial Railway of Canada is
one of the leading romas on the contin-
ent, and its annnul calender is a feature
among the calenders of America. The I.C.
R. calender for 1905 has for its chicf de-
sign the familiar moose head. The brass
medallion, on a backgronrd of birdseye
maple is very effective. The calender is,

course, made in Canada and ‘s vy ry
creditable to the taste and enterprise
of the LC.R. management.

ALL the demsgogues who have no

stake in the community are in favor
of mnuicipal ownership  Those who eca-
ter for votes are sometimes willing to
adopt the'r view. But when it comes
down to the real thing we find that the
idea of an elected body ranning a commer-
cial proposition is not well received by
those who have u vital stake in the com-
manity. Take two examples. The Con-
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servative paity, of all - others, camprigned
& government railway in the last federhl
lections and was beaten worse than any
party was ever beaten in any election. In
the city of Otrawa the Mayor, who was un-
oubtedly subse: vient to corporation inter-

luding sumy of the daily papars, shouted
aloud that at last a proper public policy
was to be adopted. The question was sub-
‘mitted to the ratepayers, with what re-
sult? '"here were 819 voted for the pro-
posal and 3,497 against it. Here was &
majority of 2,078 sgainst the idea of pub
lic ownership. These two cases, one fede-
ral and the other mnnicipal, will, we
trust, convey a wholesome lesson to thoss
politicians who think that the idea of pub
lic ownership 1s popular.
HE surrender of Port Arthur by the
Russians to the Japanese, after one of
the greatest of the world’s sieges, took
place on New Year's day, while the terms
were tigned on Jan. 2.  The war between
Russia and Japan was precipitated by Ja-
pan’s fleet attacking (he Russian squadron
at Port Arthur ou Feb. 8. so that, practi
cally, the siege of the fortress lasted eleven
months. The defender of Port Arthaur,
General Stoessel, is by express command of
the Emperor of Japan,to bs accorded mil
itary honors, something that : 11 admirers
of brave and patriotic men will acclaim.
The ofticers are to be allowed to return to
Russia on parole, while the men go to Ja
pan as prisoners. So much at least the
Jups hud a right to insist on, as ‘rophies
to show their cointrymen. The present
may be a good time to negotiate the ter
mination of a war that is a disgrace to
civilizition
lN a series of commnnications secured by
the Halifax Chronicle fr its first New
Year's edition we notica the fillowing ap
propriate despatch from Boston's great
captain of industry, Mr. H M. Whitoey:
"‘Each New Year brings closer together in
thought and uspiration the people of this
great continent. A comwnnity of business
interests is obliterating he barriers reared
by political and sectional differences. Ca
nada cennot prosper withonr the United
States feeling immediate benefit rrom her
prosperity; the welfare of the United
States is of vital concern to the Dominon
Tue energetic and progressive people of
Nova Scotia, who are now engaged in the
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development of the Province, are doing
& work that arcuses the adwiration and
gives canse for the congratulations and
New Year's felicitations of their hb
in New England."”
ANADA'’S returos are made out for
the fiscal year, which ended on June
20th. The total trade of Canada for the

last flscal vedr was $464,085, 567 or "over
five millions more (han for 1903. The
duty collected was over two millions more
in 1904 than in 1903. Ino the ecalendar
year ending Dec. 31 the total imports was

'$205,674,785, compared with 361,868,061

for 1908, or a decrease of about six million
dollars.

. The Capitulated Fortress




The Colonies and the Navy.

NDER the heading of ‘‘The Colonies
and the Nuvy'’ Black and White has an
drticle whien is significant for its pessi -
mistic note: and should also be read in
Connection with another article inthe same
issne on navy reorganization. The frst
reads as fcllows:

On the same day that Lord Selborne's
new cheme for the Navy was issued to the
world, another important aspect-of naval
policy as being mooted by an influential de
putation, headed by Sir Michael Hicks-
Beach, which waited on the Prime Mir
ister at the Foreign Office. The burden of
the deputation’s casewas one that has been
increasingly heard in Parlinment of late
years—namely, the unfairness of imposing
the whole cost of the Britist, Navy on the
population of the British Isles, while the
protective value of the Navy is shared by
all parts of the Empire. The self govern
ing colonies and their trade enjoy all the
security which tie greatest fleet in the
world can give (hem: while colonial con-
tributions to the cost of the Navy are s ili
a mere bagatelle, Canada, the greatest of
our over sea dominions, contribut
ing nothing at all. Speaking with all the
authority of one who fo many years has
had charge of the conntry’s finances, Sir
Michael Hicks Beach declared that it was
impossibie “or the taxpayers of this coun-
try unassisted to continue to bear the ever
increasing burde of naval expenditore;
and be arged that at the Colonial Confer
ence which the Government has announc-
ed its intention to summon, this questior
of contribution to the Navy should have
a foremost place. On that point the Prime
Minister gave no Jefinite assurance; but
he indicatea very clearly that his sympa
thies were entirely with the views which
the deputation bad urged. The Mother
country had watched over her Colonies like
children in the years of their helpless in-
fancy, Mr. Balfour remarked, and it was
only reasonable, now that the infant com-
munities had become strong and vigorous
nations, that they shonld recognise a filial
duty to their parent. But he pointed out
that the performance of this duty must be
voluntary and could not be exacted; and

anfortunately there is reason to believs
that at present the Colonies do not see thi
all important question quite in the sam
light as the Imperial Federation Defence
Committee. The whole problem is one tha
wiil require very delicate handling, bat,it
solation 18 also <o fundamentullyimportan
to the maval supremacy of Gireat Britain
and therefore to the very existence of the
British Empire, that the sympathetic in
terest of the Colonies cannot beenl sted to
soon.

The paragraph on the navy reorganiza
tion shows clearly that the British mind
is not toitured with much thought of co
lonial defeace in the practical disporsition
f the navy. It BHYS:

Sir John Foster has 'ost no time in mak
ing his influence felt as the chief profes
sional adviser of the First Lord of the Ad
miralty: for it is impossible not to trace
his hand in the new scheme of naval moh
ilisation which has just been issned by
Lord Selborne. The changes thus announc
ed are far more than mere matters of no
menclature. They are a significant recogni
tion of the new conditions and responsibil
ities imposed by modern developments oy
the Power that aspires to command the sex
Henceforth the Channel Fleet, composed of
twelve battleships with an affiliated squad
ron of six armonrsed cruisers, will be bas
ed on the Home ports, and will take the
place of what hitherto has been known as
the Home Fleet. The old Channel Fieet
is renamel the Atlantic Fleet, and is based
on Gibraltar, while to it also is affiliated a
squadron of armoured cruisers. The old
South Atlantic Squadion is abolished, and
from all navel stations, those ships of no

real fighting valoe are to be withdra wn
It is impossible not to see in this formid
able concentration of naval strength in
Howe waters an admission of the new and
potent factor introduced into the equation
of sea power by the constraction of (Ger
rmany’s modern navy. The change now
made by the Admiralty is the sequel to
the decision to establish a great naval
base in the Firth of Forth. It is of good
owen that the announcement of the new

naval organisation was coincident with the
successful launch at Portsmouth of what is
to be the largest battleship in the British
navy.,the Britannia,
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The Hudson

HE question of a railway from Win-

nipeg to Hudson Bay as an outlet to
(reat Britain for the grain of theWest has
been discussed variously for many vears,
and it is important to note the opinion of
a capable officer of the Dominion govern-
ment who was placed at the head of the
scientific expedition on the steamer Nep-
tune.

The Neptune wasthe home of Commander
wow and dris companions for sixteen months
daring which they had traversed a great
portion of the Arctic seas. The crew of
forty three was made up of thirty sailors,
six scientists and a number of mwounted
police. In an address last week before
the Canadian Club of Ottawa, Commander
Low gave his experiences.

To give an idea of the extent of territory
belonging to Canada in the north the lac-
turer showed that the distan-. from Otta-
wa to the mouth of the Bay was only half
way to the bonndary of Canadian territory.
This immense tract of conntry was visited
officially for the first time last year by the
party on board the Neptune. It was time
in the lecturer's opinion, that Canada was
looking after this, fur the Americans have
been there before us. Lieut. Perry had
spent several years there, and the Cana-
dian expedition left him anoticeas to where
he shounld pay customs in the fature and
post:d notice that the land had been form-
ally taken possession of in the name of the
Dominion of Canada.

The party landed in the southwest point
of North Devon Island, where Sir John
Franklin and his party spent their last
winter so far as is known. Here the
frame of an old hut, packages of decayed
food, and many relics of relief and other
parties were found. Views of the monu-
ment erected by the relief party to the in-
trepid explorers memory by the reliefparty
and the inscribed marble slab were shown,

Bay Route.

the speaker expressing the idea that the
Dowminion government should provide a
base for the latter as it now lies flat on
the ground. From here mo ice could e
seen as the prevailing winds had been
southeasterly and CommanderLow thought
‘that nad the ship been prepared for the
woruise that the northward passage. could
have been made. Much regret was. felt
at the impossibility of proceeding 11 this
direction as a similar 'opportunity might
not present itself in another fifty years.

The Neptune sailed to Cumberland Gnlf
and on account of ice had to cross almost
to Greenlaod and then work back. From
Cumberland the expedition went to Fuller-
ton through the Hudson strait and from
there retraced its path homeward.

1a Hudson Bay no ice but ‘raft’ ice was '
found. This differs from that in the Arc
tic seas which is of glacial formation, =
it is formed of thin sheets which are piled
on one another by the action of the waves,
but are easily broken up and disappear
very quickly in the spring. The Bay is
never frozen over and so can be navigated
the year round. Huvdson strait presents
dangers from ice floating from the north
but it is always navigable. From July |
to December 1 it is free of ice and so for
vessels of the tramp description navigation
is open from Julytill the middleof Novem-
ber. The ships that do trade here have
been following the same route ever since
the time of Queen Elizabeth and remark-
ably few have ever been lost. A valuable
trade between Britain and the White Sea
has been carried on for years and if we
can furnish trade via the Hudson Bay
ships will be found to carry it. This
won'd prove a great bocn to the west as
n comparison of distances will show,

From Fort Churchill to Liverpool is only
126 miles further than from Quebec: From
Regina to Fort Churchill is 43 miles less
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fhiam 80 Fort William and from Regina to
Liwerpoo] ¥ia Quebec is almost 1,000 miles
longer $he&a via Fort Churchill,

““This,”’ said the commander, *‘means
much to the west. At one-half cent a ton
ver mile it means iifteen cents saved on
each budhel on the whole trip. A crop o
60,000,006 bushels forexpcit means $9,000, -
900 saved. There is a_clear route 30 to

h?\'\\

-

ONTAR o |
LewstaTure |

PANTRY |

30 miles wide at Fort Churchill and I

hope that in a few years the channel will b
be as well lighted as that of the St. Law- 3
rence. '’

The above opinion as to the navigability
of Hndson Bay wouid amply justity Parlia-
meat in promoting the construction of the
Hudson Bay Railway.

HIS OPPORTUNITY.
Weary Whitney: —**Well, say, that's a pretty weak @efence between a hungry man
and the loaves and tishes of ~ftice. ' -Toronto News




*‘The Library’’ at _Colonel Pickett's an
Southern country house wear Bloody
vound. The French windows are open
d the huge fivted columns of the porch
e & superb view of wooded hills and
lling fields. On the walls are colured
ints of English hunting and racing sce-
, framed photographs of horses, and an
1 paintiog or & most aristocratic black
allion. The one book case, a sort of door-
closet, contains & jnmble of books om
rses, cattle, sports and theology, with a
w college text books,
Agains tthe large writing table leans a
rl—Colonel Pickett's daughter, Gene-
eve. She has a fresh, brilliant skin, am
nocent, cheerful pretty face. Leaning
ainst the window frame and gasingwist-
lly vowards the hills, stands Mrs. Hol-
mbe. She is handsome, is about thirty
r8 old, and has the look of that kind of
perience which stamps itself on the face
melancholy. She is wearing a simple
{ fashionable pink and white costume;
her big white hat are two gieat plames,
e ends just tonched with a delicate shade
pink; she is swinging absently against
e front of her dress a pink and white
iffon parasol. Genevieve is studying
rs. Holeombe with admiration and “an
genuous envy that could hardly be call-
sinfal.
Mrs. Holcombe—How peaceful ‘and rest-
1 and —innocent it is here. g
Genevieve—Yes, but one gets s0 tired

peace and rest and—innocence. I do
ng for something to happen.
Mrs. Holecombe (looking at her sadly).

A Point of Latw.

By Dav.d Grabam Phillips.

And—it I eould only fee! sure that nothing
would bappen! The truth won't make an
impresison on ycn—I shouldn’t have ve-
lieved it at your age. But you may learn
that in this world bappenings are mostly
suffering. A little intense pleasure, but
you pay for it with intense pain—Dbitter
anxieties, bitter disappointments, bitter
regrets.

Genevieve—I'd risk that. Bat you won’s
forget your promise to have me visit you
in New York. I do love New York though
I've never seen it. Things happen there.

Mre Holcombe (em.barrassed and trying
oot to show it).—OUh no—I shall remember.
But you mustn’t count on It—our plans
are 50 unsettled. We are wanderers— —to
Europe and back—from New York to Vin-
cent's place in Pennsylvania—perhaps here
again when our house is rebuilt.

Genevieve.—What a glorious life. How
happy you must be. Of course, 'm sorry
your house burned, bat if it hadn’'t been
for the fire I might never have knowa you.
Why, we didn't even know that Mr. Hol-
combe had a wife—I don't mind telling
you now. When we sent over to invite
him because we feared he had no place to
g0, we were so sarprisedgto learn about
you. And then you came—thess throe
weeks have been the happiest of my life.

Mrs. Holcombe (the color high in ner
cheeks and her voice strained).—But I had
never been to Vincent’s place here until
this summer—] came only three days bs-
fore the fire, dear—you remember. And
then too—

CGienevieve (instinctively feeling that she
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ought to help her Jout).—Ob, it wasn’'t
really strange.;Mr. Hplcombe only boonght
here a year ago—wasn't it! And we knew
him just a little, but we thought him a
bachelor—he didn’t look married. And (shea
puts her arm about Mrs. Holcumbe) you
were such a beautiful wonderful surprise

A man’s voice from the direction of the
porch —Miss Geneviéve! Miss (Genevieve!

Genevieve—There's the gardener—about
the flowers for you. (She wrushes out and

into the arms of Vincent Holcombe who

is coming along the porch from the left.
She blushes as ho catches and holds her for
an instant. They both laught, and he re-
leases her and stands looking after her. He
is in light grey flannels—a cynical dissi-
pated looking manof forty, of the kind us-
ually described as ‘‘good fellow.”” His
goodfellowship consists in spending a good
deal of money upon his own amusement,
and in being too self indulgent ever to
make himself uncomfortable merely for
the sake of making some one else uncom-
fortable. )

Holcombe—Pretty child—that. How nice
youth is to look at, and what a bore when
it begins to prattle. Bnt (to Mrs, Holcombe
who bas seated herself) what are you look-
ing 80 glum aboutt And what are you
planning there on the carpet with the tip
of your parasol?

Mrs. Holcombe—Vincent, —1I haven't
spoke to yon about it— for nearly two
years, and

Vincent (frowning as a ‘‘good fellow’
always does at the mention of a disagree-
able subject). —Good! Don't speak of it for
two years more.'I'm not going to give you
the whip band just yet. But why break
out when we're getting on so eomfort-
ably? You know it irritate me. Things are
well enough as they are—for the present.

(He wanders about the room examining
the pictures.)

Mrs. Holcombe—Because a crisis is al-
most here. I always tried to be open ard
fair. 1 wished vo give you a chance. Can't
you imagine how I feel? (She rises and
intercepts him.) Vincent when | see the
dear old Colonel or that child coming it
seems to me that I ought te be wearing a

sign and ringiog 'a bell like "those Ig
we Baw—

Holcombe—You oughn't to care &
anybody but me. [No—youn can’t work
my sympathies—

(Col. Pickett enters by the door to
left. He is a ;Southern gentleman of
old school, tall and straight, with w
bair mohstdche and imperial and ag
sive eyebrows. He is carefnlly dress
white linen and the bright blue of his
harmonizes with the color of his eyes.
shows clearly that he is a simple, ki
ardent man, both lamb and lion—a
liever im Lonor, in love, and also in ha

Col. Pickett (with a courtly bow to
Holcombe). —-Always dazzling in a
way—I've been urging Holcombe to
you here a little longer.

Mrs. Holcombe—Even if Vincent di
have to go, we would leave for very sh
Think, Col. we've been here three w:
practically self invited.

Col. Pickett—Why—I feel as if yon
one of my daughters—'pon honcr I do.
(Genevieve, —it has been a great plea
to me, ma'm to see how yon and she
come to love each other.

(Genevieve (entering with a rush ¢
the door to the right).—Isn't it dread!
Jennie and Bertha have come over au
can’t get rid of them for an hour, at|
—and this our last day! (Genevieve |
her arm affectionately in Mrs. Holcomt!
Mrs. Holcombe looks uneasily at Col.!|
ett, then at Hoicombe, who jis seated
ing ‘*The Turf.”" She shyly kieses G
vieve. )

Genevieve— I'll free myself as soo
ever I can—then by that time you'll
through with your business.

(As she pusses her father on the way
he pats her oa the head proadly and
provingly).

Col. Pickett—You see, Holcombe,
your wife has won us all. Trust a
woman to recognize another good wo

(Mrs. Holcombe reddens and looks
ously at Holcombe. He is apparently
80 bed in hi s paper, bat has an exp
of cynical amusemens. Mrs. Holc
notes it, compresses her lips, and torn
Col. Pickett.) ]

Ce
deec
Je
(Hi
thro
Co
yes-
Reve
thred

(H
checl
Mr:
Bop,
your
Jes
Hol



" eyes.
ple, ki
lion—a

Mrs. Holcombe--She is a b 1 girl,

Col —in face and in character—and. so
beautifally innocent.

Col. Pickett—She is indeed, ma’am.
She's been raised in our oldfashioned way
We know only two kinds of women—inno-
cent ones and bad ones—just as we know
only two kinas of men—gentlemen and
scoundrels. And we don't tolerate either
bad women or bad men. In that way we
keep our community up to the mark. We
don’t turn our honor over to the keeping
of lagging courts and «shystering lawyers,
Ah—Dbere is Jessop—at last—and just as I
was talking ot lawyers.

(Jessop appears on the porch and enters
At the window. In spite of the heat he is
in black broadcloth. His face is as unso-
phisticatea as Col. Pickett's but heavy
and dvll.  Mrs. Holcombe looks intently,
&5 if fascinated, at the small vlack bag he
is carrying.)

Jessop—Good day Col. Pickett. Good day
ma'am. Good day Mr, Holcombe. I hope
1 have not kept yon waiting.

(He puts the bag cn the writing table
and draws a bundle ef papers from it.)

Col. Pickett—I sappose you've left the
deed behind?

Jessop—No, here it is.

(He hands i1 to Col. Pickett who glances
through it indifferenly. )

Col. Pickett—No doubt it's all right—
yes—yes — gixty seven acres—yes—yes-
reven thousand nine huandred and fifty
three dollars-—yes let Holcombe look at it

here, Holcombe. i

Holcombe—Oh, 1'm snre it's all right.
No use in my reading it.

(He goes to \he Jwindow and begins to
read with the greavest care. Mrs, Holcombe
watches him with suppressed excitement. )

Jessop—Have you got the check ready,
Jol. ¢

Col. Pickett—No bless my soul., I forget
everything.

(He seats himself at the table takes a
check book from a drawer and writes. )

Mrs. Holcombe—I thnik 1'll 80, Mr. Jes-
8op, white you gentlemen are arranging
your business.

Jessop—No, you must stay madam, you—

Holcombe—Fearfol mess of words, Jes-
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80p. And what's Anita— Mrs. Holcombe -

got to do with it?

(Mrs. Holcombe grows pale and trembles
slightly. She clasps her hals togethernerv-
ously. Her eyes are very bright.)

Jessop—-Why—in this state, in any state,
I think, sir.the wife also must sign a deed.
You see she has her dower right in real es-
tate.

Holcombe. Oh, he laughs, 1 forgot to be
suare.

(Mrs. Holcombe flushes, bnt with a tra-
mphant smile. ) )

Col. Pickett. Are you all ready, Holcombe?
Holcombe. Yes, let's get it over with.
Jessop. But we must have two witnesses
Col. Pickett. I certainly am getting old.

Excuse me, I'll telephone Maberley and

Brown to come up from the stables.

(Col. Pickett goes out through the door
to the left, Jessop is at the table husy with
the papers. Mrs. Holcombe stands in front
of her husband and close to him).

Mrs. H olcombe. Vincent, please say you
will, voluntarily.

Holcombe. Oh,1 see, you are threatening
me with a scene. Yon wishgme to think
you'll refase to sign if 1 don’t promise to
gratify your vanity. But you wont, I'm
not afraid of that, you'll sign all right.
You're farZStoo sensible to stake anything
on a losing game.

Mrs. Holcombe- No it isn’'# thata—but
you'll see. [ often wonder how it is pos-
sible for such a cbmbination to exist in one
man-—such baseness and such - (she sighs
and turns away.)

Col. Pickett (entering from the left).
They’'ll be here in five or ten minutes.

(Mrs. Holcombe seats herself at the writ-
ing table. takes up the deed and glances
at it.)

Mrs. Holcombe (smiling sweetly at Col-
onel Pickett).- All this reminds me of a
queer story. You know, Colonel, Vincent
and I wander about a great deal, and meet
all sorts of people, some of them very un-
usual. There was a man—1'll call him
Smith, as you might know him if I gave
his real name—he was a business friend of
Vincent's. 1'd often seen him at the races
with a woman who, I supposed was his
wife. They kept to themselves always.
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Holcombe, who is at the windovw;, wheels
about and stares at Mrs. Holcombe. Colo-
el Pickett and Jessop are so seated that
they cannot see him.)

Mrs. Holcombe (returning her husband’s
stare with a defiant smile. Yon b

Mrs. Holcombe—Yes, she was utterly in

them, Vincent? He knows the story by
heart. Colonel. I really ought to apologise
to him for making Lim listen to it again.
Well, once when we were crossing, Smith
and the supposed Mrs. Smith were on the
steamer. She was a bad sailor and s0 am
I, and it happened that our chairs were
side by side on deck. Lying there each al-
most against the other, day after day, we
fell into conversation and she became ex-
tremely confidential. She told me about
herself. [t seems she came of & good fam-
ily in the country, dowm in Pennsylvania
mot far from where Vincent has a stock
farm. She'd been brought up quite quiet-
ly and innocently and had been married
when she was very young—seventeen, |
think she said-do yon remember, Vin-
cent?

Holcombe (glowering at her)—1'm sure
I've forgotten.

Mrs. Holcombe. —Well, it doesn’t matter.
When she was nineteen and her first baby
had been desd & few months—1 forgot to
say that she was a silly, romantic creature,
full of all sorts of dream sand desires, and
that her husband, so she said, was a dull,
very practical person—meanly jealous of
her, keeping her close when there was no
reason for it. A few months atter the baby
died and Yife was hideouns to her, she met
a dashing, handsome, rich  young man,
what they call a **man of the world.”” To
her he seemed a hero straight from a ro
mantic novel. We'll tay his name was
Smith—1'd better not give his reai name,
would I Vincent?

Holcombe (struggling to control his con-
fusion and anger)—|
not to, Anita.

Mrs. Holcombe. — Smith then. And Smiith
was always there when the husband wasn’t
and Smith was plausible, perhaps in earn-
st in his fashion—and—and—and she ran
away with him.

Col. Pickett —1t was a scoundrel trick
on his part. Way, she was on'y a child!

thiuk it'd be wiser

experienced and had taken her perhaps '::tf:
fancied sorrows and wrongs like a child. | ¥ A l"
He promised her that jast as soon as she ‘on°n"
was free he would marry her. And she Mrs.
didn’t und d that what she was doing l.
was in the eyes of the world not a freak of ::: s
nanghtiness bat & mortal sin. & "‘

Col. Pickett. —Pitiful. Shameful. Thank {. ‘5
God, in this part of the country we know ;'o =
bow to treat such a man. his fat

Mrs. Holcombe—But listen, Colonel- §44
that is not the worst. She was divorced~ § PV i
she was free. Bhe waited for him to fulfil :“’;d:e‘
his pledge. And the weeks, the months ey
passed—and he pat her off—and put her g f'
off —(Mrs. Holcombe's voice trembles and ol 1t
the tears stand in her eyes). You should b

bave heard her tell it, Colonel. 1t seemed
to me | was living it. 1 could see it all-
her yoath—her ignorance—her loneliness—
her love for the man who had taken her
away—how she waited—then hinted—then -
begged—implored—the sleepless nighte—
the awful days—the despair—

Jessop
the si@
legal
implic
his esu
wife,

(Colonel Pickett and Jessop are pro f (o
foundly moved by Mrs. Holcombe's graphie i
manner. Holcombe goes out on the purch) Je’m

Mrs. Holcombe (her tone laughing, yet be bl
menacing).—Don't go, Vincens, I'll be ’(Huv
brief. Mrs,

(Holcombe returns, and without looking R
at her,seats himself behind Colonel Pickett & P L\;l
and Jessop. ) patient

Mrs. Holcombe—At last she knew sne sure yo
was betrayed, that he wasn't going to re Holco
deem his promise—hecause—well, perhaps tainly-
a queer kind of jealousy influenced him—a Mes.
desire to keep her helpless, abject depend Pickett
ent, hiding from everyone except him. A welling
And when she realized that he_wn de- to the |
ceiving her, she fled from him—though to buy
she loved him—fled and hid herself—got knowe,
work as a shop girl, as a servant. to k th

Col. Pickett—Splendid! Splendid! gentlen

Mrs. Holcombe—But, Colonel, as von'l you do,
see, she wasn't a heroine, only a weak hu play yo
man being. The man we're calling Smith tact wi
hunted her out. When he found there was family
no other way to induce her to return, he ed in a
(Mrs. Holcombe looks strangely at Vin- Col. |
cent) he married her. But, listen! 1t was Ckill h

a mock marnuge. She lived for two yean M aurup.d
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in-a fool's paradise,then she stumbled on
the truth.

Col. Pickett—The d—d scoundrel—par-
don me. And of course she left him?

Mrs. Holcombe—No—she was no heroine
~us | warned you. She bad no place to go
—no friends. Her only bold on respectabil-
ity was the mock marriage Her only hope
was through him—that he would some day
do ber justice—he promised that as soon as
his father died he would. But again he
put it off —always some new exeuse. And
—she waited and watched and hoped. She
studied and planned. When he, like many
others,—like Vincent there, became a citi-
zen of this state to avoid taxes, she look
ed into the marriage laws here. And she
learned—tell me whether 1am right Mr.
Jessop—she told me that under tue laws of
the siate, if a wan lets & woman sign any
legal paper —a deed for example—which
implies that she hus & lawfal claim upon
bis estate as his wife, that makes her his
wife,

(Holcombe grows pale and half starts
from his chair, then sinks back and smo-
thers a curse with his hand.)

Jessop. —Quite right, ma’am. She woald
be his wifa.

(Hoclombe rises in extreme agitation.)

Mrs. Holcombe—Now, please, Vincent,
plense let we fimish!

Col. Pickett (looking at Holcombe im-
patiently). —This is most interesting. 1'm
sure you'll permit us to hear all.
Holcombe—(in a strained voice)—Oh, cer-
tainly—pardon wme.

Mrs.  Holcowbe.—Thank you, Colonel
Pickett, Well, her chance eame—he was
selling part of his land. And he took her
to the house of the gentleman who wished
to buy it—a gentleman, like yoursell—who
knows, perbaps one of your neighbors. He
to k this woman—not his wife—into that
grntleman’s house to visit—what would
you do, Colonel Pickett, if a man were to
play yon such a trick, bring her into con-
tact with your daughrer, lay you and your
family open to the danger of being involy-
ed in a scandal —~what wounld you do?

Col. Pickett (calmly).—Kill him, ma'am
. kill him like a rar or a snuke. And if he
escaped me, he would have to recson with

my sons, with every man in the connac-
tion,

Mrs. Holcombe—Isn't he a noble man,
Vincent?

(She rises and goes to Colonel Pickett
and kisses him. Vincent shifts uneusily,
his face red, his eyes down.)

Col. Pickett (rosy and delighted) —There
there, my dear. You'vegot me all wrought
up with your story. Bat I'd do it.

Mrs. Holcombe—I know yon would, and
80 would the gentleman in my story But,
to go on with it the man we are calling
Smith either didn't know, or had forgot
ten the law, and when the time came to
sign—But I'm exhausted. You tell the
rest, Vincent—l know youn're tired of be-
ing silent. What did Smith do?

Holcombe (composed, as the Colonel and
Jessop turn towards him). —Well, gentle-
man, this man Smith—whose side of the
story, by the way, husn't been told—

Col. Pickett—We can guess it. Those
d—d scoundrels, pardon me ma'am, ¢lways
make the same excuse. he—

Holcombe (interrunting and with Aifi
enltv controlling his temper). —At any rate
be refused to let her sign. She very fool
ishly Jet him see in time that he had been
trapped. And he—put off the sale.

Col. Pickett.—But didn't she come out
with it? Dido'v she give the gentleman
the chance to compel him to chouse be-
tween acting honorably and death?

Mrs. Holcombe. —No, Colonel .it wasn's
necessary. They were all assembled just as
we are. But she mavaged to warn him that
if be persisted in putting oft the sule, she
wonld appeal to the honcrable man whose
coutidence he had outraged. And he
thought it over hurriedly and—to do him
justice he was slways ashamed of his
conduct towards her —he—well—he decid-
ed that he preferred to live. He was so
foud of life, and of smooth sailing, wasn't
he, Vincent? And he was fond of her in
his way, don’'t youn think so, Vincent?

(Enter Moberley, Pickett's head trainer,
and Brown, his assistant. Both show signs
of a recent ana hasty, but carefal toilet.
They advance awkwardly. )

Jdessop—Ah, here we are at last—Your
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story just filled the wait, Mrs. Holcombe—
and it's sound law, sound law, ma am.

(He spreads out the deed on the writing
table.) Now, Mr. Holcombe, your signa-
ture first, please.

. (Holcombe rises and sullenly seats him-
self at the table. He pretends to read the
deed carefully again. There is a long si-
lence, Mre. Holcombe watches him with
covert anxiety as he hesitates. )

Mrs. Holcombe (banteringly).—Now,
really, Colonel,in cool blood-—-do you think
you'd kill a man for dJdoing what Smith
did in my story?

(Holcombe’s haund is unsteady as it moves
the pen slowly towards the ink well.)

Col. Pickett (sternly)--1'd kill hiw, ma-
‘am if he were my best friend. We're
brought up here t» know how to deal with
scoundrels, and how to aefend ourselves
and our families against insult

(Holcombe signs and rises froin the table)
Now, Mrs. Holcombe- just here,
husbaud’s,  Sign

Jessop
please- - just below your
vour Christian name.

Mrs. Holcombe—Are you
it, Vincent? Must 1 sign?

Holcombe (with a mockin.
smile), Why, cartainly, my dear.

sure yon wish

bow and

Mrs. Holcombe (writing). —Anita—Hol-
combe.

)Bhe blots the signature carefully, looks
at it with her head on one side. She rises
und Moberley and Brown in turn sign with
great deliberation and awkwardness. )

Col. Pickett.—That will do, Moberley.
That will do, Brown. We're obleeged to
you.

(They bow themselves out shuffling,
stombling, und fumbling. Mrs. Holcombe,
who bhas been seeming to inspect the books
in the bookcase, turus and again sits in
the chair at the writing table. She is very
white and her eyes are feverishly brilliunt.
She looks long at the signature. She begins
to laugh. Her laugh swells into a hysteri-
cal gale. She throws her arms forward on
the desk and buries her fa ce between
them, her form shaking with sobs. Colouel
Pickett looks wonderingly from wife to
husband. He walks round thé table and
lays his hand tenderly on Anita’s should
ers. He gently draws the deed from under
her arms, folds it and hands it to Jessop. )

Col. Pickett. —Jeseop, sea to it that the
deed is recorded this very afternoon
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ley Witton is is personally condacting
ur heroine over the House of Com-
nons.  They have done must of it very
woroughly, and are now standing in
he courtyard watching the pigeons.
ddly enough there is no fog. A wan
nn sits in a limpid sky and falls a
rifle lippantly upon the one decent
pecimen of architecture that is to be
lound in Loudon

ie Yes, | suppose it's all very fine, but
Pigeons amuse me wmost.

Yes.

le: Somehow they don't wek like just

Ary pigeons. Are they?
tton: (), yes—tumblers, and pouters,
antails and the. like. What makes

look different riom
koown to me

other pigeons is

16 (instantly interested You don't
May 1 know

tton . There ix nothing 1 wouldn't
with you! Don’t say | smid so -nar
istx wight be annoyed--but pigeons

he most exquisite wimics on_or off the

ie: No

ton: Really! Each one of these selfish
oving hittle beggars has wade a hero
2 of the wembers of Carliament, aud
best of its ability imitates his walk
huracteristics all day long.

ie: O, but say, that's the best thing 1
eard. Who does that big, heavy bird
»glowers at every other pigeon and
itself ont so far in front that it can't
« knees—think it is like?

JVLIE.

A Sketch.

Witton: Mr. Chaplin, the Fiscal heavy-
weight.

Julie: And, O, just take a look at that
little young thing that never stands still,
and keeps on making runs at older birds

and trying to Jpeck their heads. Listen!
It is coning all the time too.
Witton: Allow me to introduce yon to

Master Winston Churehill

Julie: It's a very fawiliar name to me,
on our side as a writer. 1've heard
of ] yours.

never

Wittou: And do yon esee that sprightly
bird with the short neck and rather tubby
appearance that keeps on going round and
round in & irying to the

cirela top all

others from cocing by covimg ine sesnntly
itself?
Julie: Yes, 1've been watching i a log

He very nearly mukes me giddy

Witton: He is very nearly slways giddy
hiwselt. He is vidiculously like Lord Rose
bery

Julie: He's your political Free Lance,
isn’t he

Witton: Yes. He thonught he had bheen
statesman long enough, and so he turned
eritic

Julie: And who does that bird think
he's ket

Witton: Which? The short one with the

rather nice feathers that keeus bowing to
that elderly wobbly one, and chasing that
very neat spry one. with such vicions
rushes?
Julie: Yes. Look, he's chasing now.
Witton. Lloyd-George.




Julie: And the elderly wobbly one that
looks at it sideways with a kind of dis
trust?

Witton: Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman
The neat, spry one that pecks back with
equal vicionsness, but which sometimes
runs away is Mr. Joseph Chamberlain.

Julie: And the sturdy, .dark Jlittle bird
with the twinkle in its eye. that keeps on
poking all by itself into out-of-the way
corners, and then rums among the others
and coos harshly?

Witton (without a pause): John Burns.
Some time ago he was a very untidy bird,
and he used always to hop vo to tubs on
Sundays and coo till one cosld almost have
fancied that be was a crow—he caw'd so*
He's very respectable now. 1 shouldn’t be
in the least surprised if, some day, he
doesn't leave this House,

Julie: Where will he go?

Witton: To the other.

Julie: There's one that's guite different

from allthe rest. Do you see! Therel
Stalking about nearly all alone.
Witttun: The one that stoops a little

and is very long in the legs and disdain
ful in a gentle, lazy way?

Julie: Yes, that's the one.

Witton: Mr. Baltour. Do you notice how
it keeps ewinging itself ronnd and then
looking far ahead while it stands on one
foot?

Julie: Yes, it does it nearly all the time.
Witton: It thinks it's driving on to the
green

Julie: Bat do look at that scraggy little
grey bird with its head under its wing,
but with one eve always open.

Witton: Mr. Labouchere

Juile: The truthful gentleman.

Witton: Who hates the world—yes.
Julie: And O,.Mr. Witton, there’s a g
old hird.

Witton: The elderly onew ith the carel
plumage with perpetually half closed o
that yawns a good deal and seldom «

Julie (1egardless of grammar): T
him.

Witton: The Dukeof Devonshire.

Juile: And can you see tie oue fi
keeps on opening and closing its wings

Witton: Mr. Lyttleton. He fancies i
catching people in the long field.

Julie: How very_very funny! 1I'm so
we came here before going back to the
cil. Do go on and tell me who the ot
think they are like. That one there.

Witton: Which?

Julie: That one following the neat
pigeon about
= Witton: And is even eater and
spry?

Julie: Yes, and looks at it with a
ration that almost makes one chuky.

Witton: Ansten Chamberla n, the
dear Miss Julie.

Julie. You don't say. Well, if that
just fine. 1 wish momma had been
she would have loved it. Will you prul
to bring her one day?

Witton: Well. if you dont' mind, It
it wonld be wise if you dido't men
this piceon business to anybody. It m
get about, you know, and we snould
Carruthers Gould doing it in the
minster.

Julie* Very well, I won't,

Witton: And now what do you say
little luncheon at the Imperial?

Julie: Kather a good idea.

Witton (putting up a fiuger): Han—

COSMO HAMIL



