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ALKING of Governor Doug-
las, there have been various
estimates of him. Some of

" the early writers spoke of
him as pompous, overbear-
ing, and unjusrt. ¥ nave not time or
Space to quote from these. It is well
known that men in authority appeal
differently to different persons. Xt
largely depends upon the temperament
and disposition of the person making
the estimate, It also depends to some
extent upon whether he wanted a
favor or not and how his particular ap-
plication was received. A man has
eyes to see and a heart to feel; but he
sometimes, very often, sees through
his liver and stomach and feels by con-
tact through the sensitory nerves of
self-interest. A story is told of a man
moving into a new section of country
&and,, as he travelled in that direction

om his old home, being naturally

nxious to know something of the per-

"8sonal factors'in his new life, took every
opportunity to inquire of those who
Wwere passing him on the way and might
have come from his prospective new
home. He discovered two who had
lived for years there and were chang-
§ng their abode.

* “How do you find the neighbors?” he
#isked of the first.

“The worst in the world. I pray God
I shall find better where I am going to.
Take my advice and shun that neigh-
‘borhood.”

“Ho wdo you find the neighbors?” he
asked the second.

“The best I ever had. I pray God I
shall find as good where I am going to.
d congratulate you upon your choice
of a home.”

: Popular With the Miners,
¢ Douglas was a strong man and, of
ourse, had many enemies, If they

'ere not enemies in the exact sense of
the word, they were at least opponents
or critice. He had no rivals. If you
want a man “sized’’ up properly let him
80 among the miners. Let him deal
Mwith them officially, let him mix with
them in a social way, and if the, verdict
be favorablé you may be very sure
there is not much wrong with him. A

*“man- may have eccentricities and be
*0dd” and a dozen other things, but if
he exhibits common serise and is fair,
his reputation is duite safe in & mining
camp. I have talked with a great many
old timers on this very subject—in order
to.get, if possible, a just estimate of
Douglas from their point of view, not
@s ‘“court favorites,” or officials
or as politicians, but as men

who met him casually or in the
ordinary way of officlal business. These
men, who inelude Ned Stout, “Doc”
Hollowny. William Teague, William
¥ates, John MclIver, “Dutch” Charlie
and many others I might mention, all
#peak of him as an approachable, rea-
Sonable, fair-minded—somewhat bluff
and imperious but kindly disposed —
man. He was quick to decide, prompt
to act and generous in tulmllng his
promises. Governor Douglas, they say,
was a great favorite with the majority
of the early miners, and his influence
in. maintaining order in preventing
trouble with the Indians and in exciting
respect for early administration was
the most potent in the new colony of
British Columbia. Even Ned Mac-
gowan and his coterie of admirers were
won to the side of the Governor by his
Jjudicious handling of them, and a
“‘gang” that had been “fired” from San
Francisco by the Vigilantes as danger-

“ous to the community were described
by Douglas as ‘“gentlemen,” and. they
swore by him,

‘Willlam Teague, of Yale gave me
rather interesting reminlscences of
Hope and Yale in the early days in
which Governor Douglas figured large-
1y, It was really the story of how Fort
Hope lost its supremacw as the head
of Fraser river navigation to Yale:

Hope in 1860,

“It was in the midsummer of 1860,
after the summer’s freshet in the Fra-
per river, which through various chan-
nels drained an extensive interior
watershed and swelled the waters of
that large stream for the months of
June and July make it difficult and
dangerous for steamboat navigation.
Quantities of driftwood floated down,
consequently passenger traffic was for
these two months on a limited scale. It
was on a calm, cloudless summer’s day
in the early part of August, that the
little mining town of Hope was en fete,
“and the inhabitants were astir early on
the expectation of the arrival of the
stern-wheel steamer Governor Douglas,
“with His Excellency Governor Douglas,
and Lieut.-Col. Moody,” on board, on
an important mission in connection
with the building of an éighteen feet
wagon road leading - from Hope via
Boston Bar over the old Ladner trail,
covering a distance of about 600 miles
to the rich gold mining district of Cari-
boo. Flags were flying from the re-
spective flagpoles belonging to the resi-
dents, the merchants, comprised of dif-
ferent nations representing their dis-
tinguished national houses, English,
¥rench, American and German. The
Yittle town was chiefly constructed of
wooden houses, bullt in a row for half
a mile of so ln length, along the mar-
gin of the extensive plateau which
flanks on the eastern bank of the Fra-
ser river. The town consisted of pro-
vision stores, dry goods stores, hotels,
billiard saloons, butchers’ shops, res-
taurants, drug shops, and blacksmith
shops. The Indians, tno, were seen at
this period in their primitive mode of
living, hundreds of them occupied sev-
eral large rancheries, strongly built
with cedar posts and cedar boards,
hewn and trimmed up and decorated
with carved devices and characteristic
figures placed conspicuously at the en-
trances to their dwellings, in memory
to the chieftains and heroes who have
joined the Great Spirit. On steamer
days it was always an interesting sight
to see them turn out and squat on
their haunches on the bank of the river
with their different shades of colors—
blankets, shawls, and petticoats —si-
lently and closely watching the meth-
ods and movements of the white men

in thejr (to them) ingenious modes of !

travelling up the Fraser. The Argon-
auts, too, from various placer camps
along the river had assembled to join in
the holiday scenes, and pay their hom-
age of respect to this worthy represen-
tative of Britain—Governor Douglas.
These early pioneers arrived in British
Columbia by the thousands in 1858, from
California, in quest of gold. They were
conspicuous in their attire. Blue and
scarlet flannel shirts, blue overalls, a
scarlet sash girding the waist, pack
boots and a sombrero hat, marked the
external form of man from the gold
diggings of California. Fidelity to one’s
trust, whether in great things or small,
whether in sacred or secular duties, the
same principle being involved in them
all—this was the golden rule of action
and belief with those bands of early
pioneers—men who respected and es-
teemed the wise and good ruler who
for the time being held sway in the
name of Queen Victoria. The steamer
was sighted rounding the point at
Mariaville Island, ‘bucking’ against a
15-mile current at this place with her
flags flying at\every available point on
board, by which signs the assembled
crowd in waiting at Hope .learned that
their distinguished guest was on board.
‘Bang?’ Bang!’ sounded the little can-
non which was placed in front of the
court house enclosure, echoing and re-
echoing through the open space between
thé mountains. ‘The woods shall ans-
wer, and the echo ring, and without
any further incident the distinguished
party slowly moved onward against the
rapid current, and by 10 o’clock a. m.
the steamer, under command of Cap-
tain Joseph Riddle, made her landing
safely at the open landing at the town
of Hope. The reception given on land-
ing with shouts and cheers of hurrahs
terminated. Then after lunch, the prin-
cipal question on the commercial pros-
perity of making or building roads was
brought forward in the early part of
the afternoon.

The Principal Topic of the Day
which apparently interested the minds
of most of the assembly—was discussed
by His Excellency the Governor, who
opened his speech by addressing them
on the commercial importance involved
in opening up the country with suitable
roads for easier communication and the
transporting of general merchandize in-
to the mining camps of the interior and
especially to-the rich mining region of
Cariboo district. Sir James Douglas, in
his calm and lucid manner, put the pro-
posals of his scheme before his hearers;
who had assembled on the esplanade In
front ‘of ‘Government Court House at
Hope,” for their consideration and ac-
ceptance, and also in the meanwhile
making his observations with reference
to the advantages to be derived by
levying a toll of one cent per pound on
all merchandise passing over the said
trunk roads, a project which in his (the
Governor’s) view, would be self-sup-
porting substantially.

“The, delegation selected by the resi-
dents of Hope comprised the following
gentlemen: :Rev, A. D. Pringle, Church
of = England minister; . J. Spencer
Thompson, subsequently elected an M.
P. for the-Dominion House of Commons
for the district of Cariboo, and (‘Doc’)
Donald Chisholm. The latter was, in
his own way of thinking, something of
a politician, therefore, he was elected
spokesman to reply to His Excellency’s
suggestions of opening up the colony
with roads. There was also a delega-
tion of three gentlemen from the little
trading town of Yale waliting to learn
the results of the proceedings of this
meeting. After His Excellency’s re-
marks, Mr., Chisholm was introduced
by the Rev. Mr. Pringle,-and replied
to the Governor's remarks in a most
injudicious and impolitic way. They
wanted, he said, the privileges of a
free country in every manner, shape
and form, a free people, free roads and
freedom. from taxation.

“Yale's Opportunity.”

“This extraordinary speech was the
death- knell to the little picturesque
town of Hope,

“The |Governor answere Mr, Chis-
holm’s speech in a few words in a very
clear manner which was easily under-
stood by the assembly.He said, ‘Do you
think, Mr, Chisholm, that the people
of Great Britain would be willing to
pay the taxes to build your roads? If
you do, I don’t,’ which brought vocifer-
ous cheers from the crowd.

“It was at this point.of the meeting
that was afforded the opportunity to
the gentlemen of the Yale delegation,
Charlie Christopher, William Power,
and Frank Way, to interview His Ex-
cellency on the subject of building a
wagon road, starting at Yale following
the Fraser river through the canyon to
Lytton, based on the same terms—‘One-
cent per pound toll.” Bright and early
on the following day the party left
Hope under canoes for Yale. Sbortly
after their arrival an informal] gather-
ing of the residents of the place was
held. His Excellency introduced his
subject, submitting the advisability of
constructing roads and collecting one
cent per pound toll on the merchandise
passing. It was unanimously approved
by the Yale residents and within a few
hours the rough draft of the specifica-
tions of starting the trunk road in the
following year was made, and the Royal
Erngineers began the work. Then Yale
becaéne the important point, the head
of ¢t steamboat navigation on the
Fraser river,

“The specifications for the Yale por-
tions of the Cariboo trunk road were
finally made and signed at Hope, where
Col. Moody and his executive staff of
Royal Engineers were camped - for six
weeks or more away out of reach from
the annoying pest the mosquito, where
draughtsmen could work with steady
nerves, and children rest and sleep
without being tortured.

Interviewing Capt. Irving,

*“The next object of the Yale delega-
tion was to interview Capt. Wm. Irving
at Hope, who was at this date (1860)
plying his river steamers between New
Westminster and the town of Hope. The
interview took place in a rather pro-
miscuous manner in front of a certain
hotel with the usuwal familiar greeting
of thqse days~‘Cla-how-ya'—meaning

how do you do. The subject was open-
ed by Charlie -Oppenheimer: ‘Well,
Captain, we are going to have the Yale-
Cariboo trunk read, and we have come
down to interview you ‘on'the question
of running your steamers up to Yale.
‘No, it is impossible; the current is too
great and my boats have not sufficient
power to get up there.’ 'Then came the
remarks: °‘If your boats have not suf-
ficlent power, we 'will have you build
boats that 'shall have sufficient power
to get there.’ The captain appeared
somewhat nervous over.the matter, and
the interview closed. Inside of two
months the enterprising people of Yale
subscribed about $22,000 and they called
tenders -for building a steamboat with
capacity to stem the Fraser river to
their own town. It was built and chris-
tened  “Yale’ at Victoria in the usual
manner, and made one successful trip in
the early spring of 1861, On her sec-
ond trip to Yale she passed Hope about
4.30 in the afternoon of Easter Sunday.
About half an hour later a loud report
was heard by the citizens of Hope, and
a surnmiise was entertained that some-
thing serious had happened . to the
steamer. She

‘Was Blown Up

at Union Bar Riffle, where a strong
current exists 'at low water, and three
lives - were lost, Capt. Jamieson, the
fireman and one deck-hand, an Indian.
It was also reported that one or two
Chinamen were killed. Capt, Wm, Ir-
ving was on board at the time of the
explosion, and Jim Ellison, alias Limber
Jim. Capt. Irving owed his life to
leaving the wheel-house to go to the
lavatory at the stern of the vessel.
Limber Jim was at the wheel-house
and was blown twelve or fifteen feet in
the air, and yet escaped with his life,
only sustaining a few bruises. How he
escaped from being killed ’twas hard
to tell. The unfortunate wreck floated
down with the current and ‘was caught
and made fast in Saw Mill Eddy at
Hope,
Glory Departed.

“The days of the tandem prospectors
are past. The ten and fourteen yoke of
large work oxen, hauling 60000 pounds
or more of merchandise at 15 cents per
pound, for the miners in the interier,
and the large mule team of six coupies,
with tinkling bells- .of warning and
heavy loads, starting out of Yale pay-
ing toll—these are all scenes of the
past. The long distance, too, of mail
carriage from Yale to England of fifty
days in transportation. The comiple-
tion of the Canadian Pacific
railway : in 1885, was' the means
of directing the channels of commercial
activity to other: parts of the province,
giving the once busy town' of Yale—
the bee-hive of industry—its ‘quietus.”

“Doc” Holloway.

Among the-interesting characters of
the. old-time element is J. 8., more fa-
miliarly known as “Doc,” Holloway. He
is a fifty-eighter and his experiences aré
typical of the, class to which he- be-

longs, the genuine prospector and. pio-

neer, the rolling stone which gathers no
moss, and which still keeps relling with
expectancy and undying energy. “Doc,”
though 84 years old, has a claim on
Boston Bar, near North Bend, where he
lives and where he works as indefati-
gibly as ‘he did when he first came up
the river fifty years ago, though ‘it
would be unfair to his youthful days to
say he works as effectively, because
when “Doc’”” Holloway was in his prime
he could work or play with the best of
them, and that is saying a good deal.
He could dig or climb or row, or build
a house or erect a mill, or in his hours
of recreation could play the limit.
That to-day over four-score he has
built a flume over two miles long, and
has a claim of his own, is proof of his
powers. “If you saw it,”” he remarked
proudly, ‘vyou would say it was the
nicest little layout you ever saw. I was
about a year and a half getting her
ready, starting and putting the sluices
in ‘place. I am using a copperplate
blanket and slat riffies. I do not use
more than three inches of water. All
these different rackets of handling fine
gold require very little water. But you
can use the grade. That is better than
too much, Water gravitation is the prin-
ciple of saving the fine gold. We are
working the slope; later on we shal] get
down into the channel. I have worked
the ground before.
cents to the yard, maybe. There is no
fortune in it, but there is a living, and
perhaps a little to good. I have put in
a good garden and have all the water
I want from live springs to irrigate
with. We have all the fruit—apples,

plums, peaches and apricots—we want.”.
e

His Theory of Making Good,

Al]l this he had accomplished without
a dollar of capital. “Doc’ Holloway has
been broke for some time, but at 84 he
talks with all the ardor, ‘and has all the
ambitions of youth. He unfolded to
me his plans, as soon as the claim pan-
ned out to give him the required capi-
tal. He is working on a theory, and
from a knowledge he has gained of for-
mations by long dallying with fortune
along the Fraser. ‘I bélieve,” he as-
sured me, “there are lots of these hills
along the river here that will pay big
money if you go at them right. T do
not mean with the expenditure of $100,-
000 or anything like that kind but with
a cheap rig. T am sure there will be
plenty of good diggings worked on the
river yet. The failures have been due
to trying to force gravel 4nd boulders
with the pressure of a big boom of
wateér. Gravitation'is what you want.”

“Doc’s” Experiences and Vicissitudes

would flll'a volume. He went from
Kentucky to California in 1851 by way

of Panama, came to Victoria in June,

1858, paddled his way from Viectoria
across to New Westminster in a canoe,
and past the gunboat stationed there to
collect taxes from the early miners, He
mined at Hudson Bar, and was at
Yale duringgthe time of the trouble with
Ned Macgowan and his assoclates; was
among the first to make his way Into
Cariboo. Ned Stout and he were the
“daddies” of Stout’s Guich; he worked

It will pay thirty

-play the fiddle on Boston Bar.

finds and the rushes; sometimes he
made big pay, but more often he miss-
ed it; some of his apparently rieh
claims petered out o preved worthlessy
others he chucked er sold out fer &
song that proved afterwards to be very

rich. Altogether he was twelve years

in Cariboo and worked everywhere and
at everything. “Doc” was a carpenter
and miliwright, and knew the alphabet
of mining from “A” to “Zed.” After
leaving Cariboo He tried
The Peace River Country

Znd prospected and operated on every
important creek in Omineca. He pros-
pected with John Grant, built a build-
ing and bought supplies from J. McB.
Smith when a merchant in that country
and chummed®with Theodore Davie.

“Doec” Holloway spent four years in
the Cassiar country. He knew Porter
and George Cook, and Uriah Nelson,
John Colbreath (John Grant’s old part-
ner) and Allan Graham and Bill South-
combe;, who was lost and never found,
Bill Wigg, “Buckskin” Miller, and Capt.
Bill Moore, who was there with his sup-
plies, and hundreds of others, He work-
ed on the Liard and Findlay, McCul-
lough Bar and Thibert creek. Twenty-
four years were spent in.the northern
interior after leaving the coast without
coming back. He wintered at all the

ihaccéssible and remote places of the

north, and spent some .of the time at
Port Essington, Wrangel and other
places on the northwest coast. ‘“When
I left Cariboo for the Peace river coun-
try I went down to Quesnel—there were
seventeen of us. I do not recollect what
year it was, Among the fellows were
Bob Clark, Joe Newton, Hénry Christie,
Frank Sylvester, Jack Hill and ‘Brick’
Lewis,”

Holloway's recital of some of his trips
was sensational: “I built a boat right
on the platform on ‘Willilams creek and
went .down 'and got swamped a half
dozen times getting out to the Fraser.
We went through places where a bird
cculd not fly. After getting through be-
ing swamped—during: which our bacon
and flour got wet 'dnd our tea caddies
swelled up as big as barrels—we

Built a Dugout.

We. were reduced to the fine point of
nothing and had lost nearly everything
we had. Anyhow, we managed a dug-
out. - We had expected to'get canoes on
the Fraser, but we could not find any
suitable for the, party, so we shovelled
out a log, it was rotten inside—and put
a stern in it, a square stern. Then we
turned it upside down, put a fire under
it and spread out the sides as wide as
we could. It’'did the trick. Eleven
miners - afterwards came out from
Ominecd and went down to Soda creek
in that same ‘dugout, and they said it
was the best d—n boat they e vet saw
for safety gomg down stream.’

“Doc”’ came out of Omineca back to
camp disappointed and disgusted..When
we got to Stuarts’ lake I met. “Ship”’
Young, and._a lot.of fellows I was ac-
guainted with, They had struck only
Vital creek then, They had not struck
Jamieson. Joe Blumm- was there. He
was going down, and as I had lost all
my clothes, tobg.cco and - everything,
and Yad no mopey, I said ‘under the
circumstances eve.rythlng had gone to
the and I would go too. So I
tailed in with .loe We got a little grub
at Stuart’s lake and paddled down to
Quesnel. I started in prospecting and
made a failure of that, again hunting
for the back charxnel Joe- once kept
the California saloon in Victoria. Then
Jaméson creek was struck. I got the
néws from Fred Black who was living
on Loughee creek, He was an old chum
of mine and ah ‘old prospector. He
stopped with mé ‘all winter in my cabin
and spun yarns gbout Jamieson creek,
until I got hot in the collar, and went
back again from Quesnel, this time in
winter with 600" pounds of grub on a
sleigh.”

Living the Life.

So all these years Holloway:®@ went
from place to place, sometimes working
as a carpenter and .contractor, some-
times working a claim of his own,
sometimes for wages, sometimes-with
money in his pocket, sometimes “dead
broke,” back ‘and forward, stimulated
by the excitement of new finds or
spurned on by the exigencies of the mo-
ment,, living ‘the life bf*the restless pros-
pector;. enjoying what pleasures it
brought, enduring its inevitable hard-
ships, sometimes high in spirits, often
down at the heel and in the  mouth,
drifting, always drifting, with the tide.
His history is the history of hundreds
and thousands of others, and with vari-
ations might be writ for all. He talk-
ed on for several hours reciting inci-
dent after incident; many of which have
been told over and over again at the
‘camp fire, all of them interesting and
al] intensely human.

A Cracking Ball

“We had a cracking ball on Yankee
Flat one winter,” he. said. “We had
a good many Xloochmen there vyou
know, and the miners came in from all
the bars around the country. We kept
it up for a couple of weeks. I used to
Cabins
were scattered all down along the
beach for half & mile, and there were

1 forty or fifty miners around Yankee

Flat at that time. All the boys had
more or less gold dust in those days,
and they used to take in $1,000 a night
at White’s place on Boston Bar. The
principal armusements in those days
were drinking and playing cards. Every
minér could dig up a few hundred dol-
lars in gold and go to the bar and buy
chips and give dust in exchange. It
was life in a mining camp, and the boys
lived it every day.”

“Do¢”’ built the first house at North
Bend. It was for old man Finck. He
was a pioneer along with Ned Stout.
They worked on the tail end of Boston
Bar and made $50 a day. Finck died
worth $50,000 or $60,000. His hotel, which
was burned down, was. called the
“Mountain,” as it is to-day. Here Hol-
loway lives once more, and here he will
probably end His chequered career —
gamey and full of hope to the last—in
his last sleep dreaming still of the gold
in the hills along the -Fraser and how
some day he will make his fortune by
applying to these same hills his theory
of gravitation,

DISMISSED THE FORCE,

. New York, Aug, 21.—David H. Shel-
lard;," the Brooklyn policeman who is
charged with homicide in connection
with the shooting of Barbara Réig, in
an Irving Park shelter house on July
28, was to-day dismissed from the po-

. lice force. The charge against Shellard
on every creek in Cariboo, following the *

wag absence from his post,

The Lost Baby

A Children’s Story in Five Chapters.
e
Written for the ‘‘Times” by Marguerite
Evans.
CHAPTER I.—(Continued.)

Alex. watched him stop at the next
bousé, and the next, calling: “Rags!—
Bottles! — Rubbers!” over and . over
again. When he turned the cerner the
boy jingled the silver he had given him
and ran as fast as he could to Stewart’s
to see the little colt, thinking that may-
be he could buy him now instead of
the white rabbits. From there he went
té Jones'. He didn't have to hurry
home to rock the cradle, because, you
see there wasn’'t a baby in it any more.

CHAPTER IL

Alma felt hérself a very much abused
little girl when Aunt Jean wakened
her up out of such a nice sleep to ask
her where Alex had taken the baby.
Just as if it mattered! She didn’t know
anyway, for it was there when she
went to sleep.

“I just puffectly hate that baby, I
do,” muttered Alma, trying to chase
the sand man out of her eyes.

*“Why!—what have you been doing
now?”’ gasped Aunt Jean, “you,”
snatching up an empty soothing syrup
bottle, ‘“you—you didn’t give all of this
to the baby?”

“No I didn’t neizer,” sniffed Alma,
“the baby can’t have all the nice things
I guess. Alex just gived it a spoonful.
I drinked the rest.”

The curly brown head sank sleepily
on the cushions, and with a muttered,
“thank goodness, I guess it won’t hurt
her,”. Aunt Jean ran fearfully from one
room to another, then, out in to the
yard, down cellar, up street and down
street, looking for what she could not
find—the baby!

At length, in despalr, she phoned for
her brother to come home at once.

“Is she worse?” he asked, when he
arrived, white and enxxous
“No,” said Miss Jean,
know yet. She’s sleeping.”
“Doesn’'t know what?”
“Oh, I forgot. I'm nearly distracted
and ‘nmo wonder, That boy has gone off
with the baby and I can’t find either of

them, high or low.”

Mr. Paterson sat down on the lowest
step of :the stair and groaned.

Miss Jean stood beside-him wringing
her hands, “I'm sure its not from our
side of the house he gets his badness,”
she said indignantly, ‘it must be from
the Millers.”

“I don’t see that it matters much
where he gets it,” her brother answer-
ed wearily. He was not a strong man
and the excitement of the past week
had totally unnerved him,

“You're sure he's not in the house?
Where is Alma?”

“In there asleep.” Miss Jean was
thankful to be able to account for one
of ‘her charges, and did not think it
necessary to mention the soothing
syrup just then. “Oh, yes,” in answer
to the first part of her brother’s ques-
tion, ““I'm quite sure they're not in the
house, Fortuantely its a warm sunny
day and, for a wonder, Alex knew
enough to wrap-the baby .up. The
shawls were all gone,”

“Let us be thankful for small mercies.
He is holding a circus in somebody’s
stable and ‘charging ten cents to see a
toothless, hairless baby, I suspeet,”
said -Mr. Paterson, sternly repressing
his inclination to smile, “If I. only
knew which stable. But I must go
somewhere. Its queer none of the
women around have seen him.”

He put.on his hat again and went out,
relieved to find that matters, bad as
they were, were no worse. Beneath all
his mischief, the boy had a certain
amount of sense, and probably no harm
would come to the baby after all.

Miss Jean tiptoed up stairs, and
thankful to find her sister-in-law still
sleeping, came quietly down again.

After ineffectually trying to rouse
Alma, she was much relieved to see
the doctor coming to make his daily
call.

“This little wretch has drunk all the
soothing syrup,” she said, going to the
door with the heavy four-year-old in
her arms,

THe professional man looked serious.

“It should not have been left where
she could get it,”” he answered sternly.
“How much was in the bottle?”

“It was nearly full.”

The doctor took the bottle with a
frown.

“If T had hold of the one who palms
this poisonous narcotic on the public I
would wring his neck,” he said vicious-
ly. “It kills a large percentage of chil-
dren and makes idiots of others. You
had no right to use it without my per-
mission.”

Miss Jean glared at/ him angrily.

, “How dare you be so rude?”

The doctor returned the glare with in-
terest.

“Men in my profession have to dare
a good many things,” he said grimly.
“Let it be a2 warning to you. Now let
us get to work, I'll have to.give the
child an emetic.”

“Where is the baby?”’ he asked, some
minutes later, glancing at the empty
crib.

Miss Jean’s rosy. cheeks grew pale.

“Oh, I had forgotten. Alex took it
somewhere and hasn’t brought it back.”

“Are you a born idiot?” the doctor
inquired with the air of one who don-
sidered the question needless.

“I wasn’t born one,”’ answeéred Miss
Jean with all the dignity she could
summon in her small person, “but I
expect to become one if I stay here
much longer. What with a sick woman,
a cross baby, two of the most mis-
chievous children that ever were born,
and (wrathfully,) the mest impertinent
doctor that ever entered a house, I
éon’t think a woman who has to be
ecook, nurse and housemaid all at once,
has much chance to keep her senses.”

“It’s quite evident that you haven’t
kept yours anyhow. May I ask (sar-
castically), if my patient has bheen car-
ried off too?”

“I can’t say, I'm sure. You had bet-
ter go upstairs and see for yourself.”

“Ten to one the fire is out,” thought
Miss Jean, going to the kitchen, ‘“‘and
if- it is he will be sure to want about
ten gallons of hot water!”

Her expectations were realized. The
fire was out—black out, and he did
want hot water.

“I'm glad he had to wait for it,”” she
thought angrily, as she took it up-
stairs. “Old cross-patch.”

The doctor gave her a warning look

“she doesn’t

when Mrs. Paterson asked what was
making the house so quiet.

“Alex has gone out and Alma is
asleep,” she answered carelessly.

“And the baby? It seems as if you
are never going to let me have him.
Maybe I could hold him a little while
if he’s asleep. Dom’t you think I
could, Doctor?” and the pretty young
mother gave the kindhearted blusterer
beside her a beseeching look.

“No! I-ts not even to be thought of,”
he declared, shaking his head decided-
ly. “Forget that you own such a
young' nuisance and go to sleep again.
Miss Jean here,” with a glance at that
young lady which was meant to be
consiliatory, “Is an excellént nurse.’”

Downstairs, he said:

“I'll have a hunt around and see if
I can’t find that precious nephew of
yours. I have the buggy fortunately.
It beats me how ‘he could carry such
a bundle any distance. He is noth-
ing but a baby himself.”

“Oh, he didn’t carry it. He would
take it in his express wagon as he did
the other day. Why, no,” turning pale
again, “I remember now seeing the ex-
press wagon in the back porch.”

“Well, don't on any account let. Mrs,
Paterson know. In her weak state it
might be fatal,” and the doctor, more
anxious than he cared to admit, and
hurried away.

It wasn’t very long until both men
returned. They were in the doctor’s
buggy.

“Is Alex not home yet?” her brother
asked as Miss Jean hurried out to
meet them. She shook her head.

“I don’'t know what to make of it,”
he said. “What can he have done
with the baby? I heard of his having
been at several different places, but-he
hadn’t the baby with him and didn’t
speak of it.”

‘The doctor tied his horse and fol-
lowed the others. “I am quite con-
vinced that the baby is in the house,”
he said to Miss Jean,” the soothing
syrup would make it sleep, or. you
would have located it long ago. We
will search every room thoroughly.”

Behind the parlor sofa they found
the culprit Alex, playing with a pair
of white rabbits.

At first he obstinately refused to tell
what he had done with the baby, but
sufficient pressure being brought to
bear upon him he calmly - informed
them that he had sold it to the rag-
man.

Mr. Paterson looked hopeless, de-
spairingly. What had he done . that
Providence should have given him a
son like that!

“Tell me the truth,” he entreated,
putting his arm around the boy, and I
will not whip you. You surely do not
want step-mother to die,”

“She doesn’t care: about
baby.”

“That is because she has been too
\ill. She is better now, and wants it
Tell papa what you did with it.”

The brown eyes looked - indignantly
into the other pair of brown eyes and
the boy, with a stamp of his foot,
said:

“I telled you I sold the nasty red-
faced . baby to the ragman.. I got a
lot of dimes and nickles for it, enough
to buy Stewart’s colt I guess, Jack
said he’d ask his papa about it.: If T
can’t get the colt I'l buy .Pat Mur-
phy’s dog. That funny one, you know
without a tail.” ;

The two men and the girl 1ooked at
each other in dismay. The child was
so utterly unconscious of having done
any harm that how to treat him.was
a problem.

Miss Jean ran to the back porch
where the ragbag had hung:

“The rags are gone,” she said, com-
ing back to the parlor.

“How much money did you get for
the baby?” asked the doctor as uncon-
cernedly as he could.

The boy produced a handful of silver.
“Part of it was for the rags and rub-
bers, and part for the baby,” he said.

“But how much did-he pay you for
the baby?” persisted the doctor.

The Alex shook his head indifferent-
ly.

“He didn’t know it was there. I just
put the shawls and blankets around it
and laid it on top of the rags in the
sack: before he came in. He tied up the
sack and never looked. I didn’t hurt
it a mite,”” the boy continued, turning
his brown eyes reassuringly on his
aunt.

“God grant it,” said@ the doctor fer-
vently, and Miss Jean was surprised
to see two big tears splash on his
hands. Then, he clapped the dismayed
father on the shoulder, saying cheerily:

“I'll soon catch up to the.dld-fellow,
he’s as slow as Time and can’t have
left town yet. Go up to your wife and
don’t let her suspect that anything is
wrong.”

An hour later, Dr. Benson came back,
agitated, irritable and empty armed.

“I found the ragman,” he said. “He
admitted having been here and showed
me the sack he had bought.  On top
of it was this little blanket which I
recognized at once, but there was no
baby and he denies all knowledge of
one.”
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MALONEY DIVORCE CASE.

New York, Aug. 22.—What is be-
lieved to be a final adjustment of the
marital difficulties of Helen Maloney,
daughter of Martin Maloney of Phii-
adelphia, and Arthur H. Osbhorn, of this
,city, was the filing yesterday in the
'county clerk’s office of a document afh-
nouncing that a decision and interlo-
cutory judgment of annulment of mar-
riage had been granted to the parties
named ,

——— e ed

BRIDE SUICIDES :
DURING HONEYMOON

Only _Married a Week After
Engagement of Ten
Years.

Herringsdorf, Prussia, Aug, 21.—The
bride of a week of Prof. Rudolph Spit-
zer, of Sternberg, Mecklenberg-Schwer-
in, to-day threw herself from the top
of the Bismarck tower here, falling
1,200 feet to the bottom of the cliffs,
upon which the tower is built. The
couple came here on their honeymoon.
The woman left a note addressed to her
husband asking his forgiveness and re-
questing that he marry another wo-
man with whom he could be more
| happy. Prior to their marriage the “wir
had been engaged for ten years,

BRYAN SPEAKS ON
TARIFF ISSUE

JUSTICE IN TAXATION
IS CRY OF DEMOCRATS

Says Republicans Are Deeply
Obligated to Highly Pro-
tected Interests.

Des Moines, Yowa, Aug. 22.—Com-
paring ‘the "attitude of the two doms
inant parties on the tariff question,
William J. Bryan, Democratic candi-
date for the presidency, at the base~
ball park.last night, before a vast aud-
ience, fired the first gun in the cam-
paign. He attacked the Republican
promises of tariff revision, and asked
if the Democratic party was not justie
fled when it included in its platform
the declaration that “the people e¢an-
not safely entrust the executien of
this important work to a party which
iz so deeply obligated to the highly
protected interests as the Republican
party.”

‘“The whole aim of the party,” he
said, in summarizing, “is to procure
justice in taxation. We believe that
each indivdual should contribute to
the support of the government in pro-
portion to the benefits which he: re-
ceives under the protection of the gov-
ernment. We believe that a revenue
tariff, approached gradually, accord-
ing to the plan laid down in our plat-
form, will equalize the burdens of tax-
ation, and that the addition of an in-
come tax will make taxation still more
equitable. If the Republican party is
to have the support of the people who
find a pecuniary profit in the exercise
of the taxing power as a private asset
in their business, we ought to have
the support of that ldrge majority of
the people who produce the nation’s
wealth in time of peace. Protect the
nation’s flag in time of war and ask
for nothing from the government but
even-handed justice.”

Mr. Bryan left Des Moines late last
night for Chicago.

PRESIDENT URGES
é MINERS TO RESUME

Indiana Strikers Reject Advice
. of Head of United Mine
Workers.

Terre Haute, Ind., Aug. 21.—President
Lewis of the United Mine ;Workers of
America ' addressed a mine, workers
meeting last night at F&rmerp building.
It was troublé there that started the
present strike in Indlana. Mr. Lewis
urged ‘the ‘men to return to work. But
they voted his advice down by 61 to
8, President Van Horne and Vice-presi-
dent Currey -of ‘the Indiana District
standing with men against the national
president. Much feeling was displayed.

President Lewis to-day ammounced
that he would issue an ordey for all the
men in the state to return to work tge
MOrrow,

HINDU TAKES UNTO
HIMSELF A WHITE BRIDE

Mrs. Munchi Singh Discusses
With Pride Her Second
vMarriage._

Vancouver, ‘Aug. 21.—The first wed-
ding in this country between a white
woman and ‘a Hindu occurred last Mon-
day morning at St. James church. The
ceremony was performed by Rev. H. G.
F. Clinton, rector of the church, the
bride having been for severa] years an
attendant at that church. The bride
was Mrs. Annie Wright, an attractive
looking widow in the early thirtles.
She has a daughter nine or ten years
of age. The groom was Jeseph Munchi
Singh.

Mrs. Munchi Singh discussed her sec-
ond embarkation on the sea of matri-
mony with much pride to-day. She
said: “My husband is a Hindu, who
has been_in British Columbia for five
vears, He is twenty-six years of age,
well educated and speaks and writes
English very fluently. ‘I have . known
him for a long time, and he is a good
man. Some of my relatives objected to
the marriage, but my brother, who has
lived ‘in Vancouver for twenty years,
knows my husband well, and quite ap-
proved of the match,” °

MAN LOSES LIFE
IN ROSSLAND FIRE

—w-

Returns to Blazing House After
Being Rescued by
Friend.

Rossland, Aug. 2L.—Early Wednes-
day the Rossland fire brigade . was
called to.a fire on First avenue, which
had enveloped two houses before any
one noticed it. The houses were eoc-
cupled by Jack Post and family and
Charles McDowell. Post got his wife
and children safely out of his house
and then fetched McDowell out.  Un-
fortunately McDowell, who was intox-
icated at the time, re-entered his house
unnoticed by anybody -and -Was over-
come by the smoke and burned to

death.

The houses were completely gutted,
absolutely nothing being saved. Mr.
Post and his family escaped with only
their night clothes. The brigade was
able to save the houses on each side
of the burning places, one being enly

about ‘three feet away.
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