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*T> side place that respects itself has a 
golf course nowadays.- It is held to 
be the surest way of attracting the 
Anglo-Saxon. One wonders, In fact, 
what middle-aged masculinity did with 
itself before golf was successfully im­
planted in England. Cycling is dead­
ly monotonous as an exercise, since 
there are geographical reasons why 
you cannot “coast" forever, and mo­
toring had hardly been invented. How 
did man kill time when he was not 
working?

The Frenchman in pre-golf days had 
and has other relaxations. He is fond 
of promenading with his women folk, 
especially if they are good looking; 
he will dance attendance for hours, 
and has been known even to take to 
shopping, whereas no Englishman of 
middle life with an inclination to 
baldness' would ever dare to confess 
that he • found relaxation from office 
cares in watching his wife buy chif­
fons.

The Frenchman has brought 
of his idiosyncrasies into the game, 
of course. He cannot entirely sepa­
rate himself from the fair sex during 
the two hours that it takes him to do
his eighteen holes, and so ÿou see him „ . J „„„
in immaculate costume—with beauti- Next day be set out for hls M'3Cca 
ful stockings and marvellously striped and assured me that he would not re­
knickerbockers—surrounded by a lit- turn until he had successfully negoti- 
tle bevy of ladies who are happily ated for our winter quarters, 
unconscious that he is playing a After patiently waiting two whole 
shocking game and foozling his drive days for a letter, a telegram arrived 
every time. To those sw.eet creatures which set my heart fluttering in an- 
in summer white and hats like a tictpation; with trembling Angers I 
flower garden all these things are opened the yellow envelope and was 
fearful mysteries- almost beyond the greeted with the following message: 
comprehension of anyone but a very ^plain woman and a suffragette. All! Struck oil arranged immediate po_ 
they know is that Henri is looking 3esslon arrive dlnner tonight. Bobbie, 
very “chic" and distinguished and | I fairly laughed to myself when I 
“très Anglais.” This latter comment1 had read it; poor dear Bobbie had so 
is added because since the waiters 
have grown moustaches Henri has re­
alized the secret ambition of his life 
and chopped his off.

Yes, when you see a parasol on the 
green be sure^a Frenchman is near.—
Pall Mall Gazette.
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Country Diggings
An English Fox Hunting Sketch—By A. V. Kenah.

The New British Columbia
r. Flumerfelt has just had issued j sider that the money they fcpent 
i.i-hlet form, the following essay the western Canada exhibit, at 

i'.riiish Columbia, by Miss Agnes Milan exhibition will return
Cameron: fold harvest. Authors and artists, by

So thank I God, my birth a system of money bonuses, should be
Ceil not in isles aside— encouraged to tell the story of British

•\\ :.<te headlands of the earth, Columbia, its scenic charms, its cli-
, >r warring tribes untried. rpatic conditions, its manufacturing

s irely in toil or fray, and commercial possibilities.
1 rider an alien sky, Incidentally, we need to be seized
nfurt it is to say ourselyes with an adequate conception
.if no mean country am L’1 of the bigness of our heritage.

Some one locally suggested last year 
that the old Quadra street cemetery 
might be smoothed of and made into 
a “rest place.’’ Rest place forsooth? 
A rest place would seem to me the 
very last thing that we as a people 
need. We want some prophet full of 
verve and force and initiative to arise 
m our midst and with live coal from 
the altar sting us into the vitality of 
a vigorous aliveness, a realization of 
tiie fact that
“This world’s no blot for us nor blank, 
It means intensely and means good.”

“Does the difficulty lie in the lack 
of manufactures, transportation, popu­
lation, labor, available capital, or in 
ourselves ?”

“The fault, dear Brutus, is not in 
our stars, but in ourselves.” We have 
most of us been taught the fallacy that 
thto life is a “vale of tears,” a 
fleeting show,” a “time and place of 

probation,” and we sit passive, waiting 
for some great change to be wrought 
upon us from without.

Life is real. Five minutes 
as valuable as five minutes of eternity, 
and as potent of possibility. These are 
no bible times when men lived and 
worked two or three hundred years, 
and if we would do any good in our 
day we must about it now. Some of 
us could count ggey hairs before we 
were seized of this truth, and this 
brings us to the^last demand, “What 
steps should be taken to 
permanent well being of every 
and woman in British Columbia?”

We. have enumerated the multiform 
factors of the economic wealth of this 
province, but the greatness of 
try in the last analysis does not de­
pend upon its 
depends upon the 
people. History is mankind’s 
sage delivered to every man, history is 
looking backward that 
telligently look forward, 
tional character has been built up 
through struggles and poverty and 
harshness of conditions. Not once or 
twice but many times have we seen 
nations out of their very fatness decay. 
Per head of population, the trade of 
British Columbia today là the largest 
in the world, amounting to close upon 
$300. Should the development of 
natural resources and the intrusion of 
thousands of new people increase that 

per capita,
would that wealth without concomitant 
mental awakening and character de­
velopment spell “well-being” for Brit­
ish Columbia?

I think not.

on the gallant Sidney, on Zutphen’s field 
dying in agony that another’s thirst 
might be quenched; silver-haired Cax- 
ton, in the old Almonry bending over 
the clumsy types of our first printing 
press; Wilberforce, who made of slaves 
free men; Florence Nightingale and 
John Howard, bringing life and hope 
and courage to the dying and the 
soul-sick—heroes on the battlefield, 
martyrs for the faith!

With them as we look on the scroll 
of the past unrolled, we

The burning question of the hour 
between Bobbie and myself was where 
we should pitch our tent during the 
teeason’s hunting with the Bourn 
hounds. For the last week or so poor 
Bobbie had been poqring over a sur­
vey map of their district and putting 
mysterious red crosses on various 
places he thought suitable, but it end­
ed in him at last becoming so confus­
ed that, in despair, he decided to go 
straight to headquarters and consult 
Farrow the huntsman. The poor dear 
was so relieved at this hapy inspira­
tion that he insisted there1 and then on 
taking me out to dinner that evening 
and meanwhile betook himself to Ald­
ridge’s to negotiate for a suitable ex­
tra mount.

Of course the dear boy’s train was 
late and dinner had to be put back 
twenty minutes to allow him time to 
change, and it was as much as I could 
do to persuade him to undergo this 
elementary act of decency, as he want­
ed there and then to enter into full 
particulars of his latest achievement. 
However, on the threat of my appear­
ing in my dressing gown if he did not 
go and change, he submitted to the in­
evitable and presently 
more or less in his right mind, al­
though I noticed the parting in his 
hair was rather remarkable for the 
zig-zagy course it insisted on running.

Bobbie did his levek best on starting 
right away with a full account of his 
adventures as soon as the soup was 
thought in, but I managed to stave off 
this denouement in front of the all-in­
spiring James, by judiciously babbling 
on, like the proverbial brook, until 
^^,urned to the drawing room. Here 
Bobby, fairly let himself go, and 
tainly, even allowing for the 
tomary discount, I was so enchant­
ed with the prospects in view that I 
took his dear old head on my shoulders 
and told him he was a perfect dar­ling.

ber one day he was storing away jam 
pots on an upper shelf in the kitchen 
and Alice was handing them up to 
him, when, suddenly, there was an aw­
ful crash and Papa turned a somer­
sault on to Alice, who went flying out 
of the doorway into the garden, and the 
only consolation that the poor fellow 
got was from his wife who told him, 
“You’re nothing but a nuisance and a 
fool at that.”

the
an 80-

came down Really, the domestic life of, native-born of this province 
in old enough to look about him 

. think may well exclaim: “Fair 
... lut, O goodly is our heritage!”
‘ British Columbia,” we are asked, 

rich potentially as the other 
- of the Dominion?”

1 us count our blessings. In size 
ration, in magnificence of scen- 

diversity of natural wealth, is 
any other corner of this 

"-or;-.; by nature so richly dowered?
nrm foot on the borders of Al- 

aiki, the other on that imaginary di­
vidin'- line between Canada and the 
VniuU States, her back resting against 
th, everlasting hills, her face turned 
westward, looking out into the future, 

rune, indifferent to Fate, she sit- 
(tth at the Western Gate,” the warder 
oi the Continent.’* -British Columbia, 
brave young giantess, is fitting mother 
for u hardy and free people!

WC have the largest province in the 
Douhnion. British Columbia is big 
enough to enable us to place in it side 
i v -'side at the same time two Eng­
land:?, three Irelands, and four Scot- 
iaiuls. and when we have these nine 
countries' in, there will be no danger 

their dropping out again or falling 
the edge for there will still be

are very
proud, as we look forward, to the road 
we are opening up for the children we 
are very humble.

If commerce Is enterprising enough 
to build a million-dollar hotel on the 
mud flats, and if politics ensconces it­
self in a stone palace of equal cost, 
even how somewhere amid the oak 
groves of Victoria should be building 
the walls of the British 
university, a new vital, growing insti­
tution dedicated to the making of 
and women, and full of the mellow 
juice of life. We have talked univers­
ity and written university and in the 
temple of the wise at James bay has 
been debated university for more 
than one decade. When we really 
want it, we will simply start to build

these
worthies was anything but angelic, for 
they were always bickering and quar­
reling and never a day passed but 
there was sure to be some unholy row 
going on. , Papa objected to washing 
and was told he was a dirty beast and 
when Alice agreed on this point Mama 
promptly told her “She had no right to 
speak of her father in such a way, and 
if she , didn’t take care she’d be sent to 
the factory.”

T

I*i'

t-ry Columbiagood
i? we

On the whole, though, things went 
all right with us, and in the days we 

not able to hunt there was always 
something or other to occupy our at­
tention.

cer-
cus-

Deaths seemed to be of daily 
occurrence and the village church bell 
rarely ceased tolling—it was rung on 

'every possible occasion, for a birth, a 
marriage, or a death, and was regard­
ed as a most 
worthy of the greatest honor from all 
and sundry. One day, just as we were 
going off, the bell was tolling a funereal 
note and a hand truck went past the 
door and stoped a few houses above 

I asked the groom what it was 
for and hé informed us that a poor 
fellow was lying dead there who had 
succumbed to “disease of the sweet­
breads.” I ’d never heard of th «com­
plaint before and Bobbie said he didn’t 
know what it was but, as we were 
ing through the churchyard in the 
evening, we saw a man deliberately 
takê a wreath from the grave and 
carry it off. Bobbie promptly went, 
and informed the village constable, 
who, however, explained it was the 
local

it. The mere fact that he had lost his 
way no less than five times in his en­
deavors to discover “Hawthorn Cot­
tage was a mere detail; the great fact 
remained that he did eventually find it 
and that it had obviously been built 
expressly for us.

- ™s of bliss was in the village
or Bourn itself and was kept and own­
ed by a working couple who only had 
one child of seventeen winters, who 
was to act as our housemaid, and Bob- 
biti. had engaged two sitting rooms 
and bedrooms, a bathroom and the free 
and unfettered use of the garden.
t) °I the sittinS rooms, which 
Bobbie decided was to be the dining 
room, was situated in the front of the 
house, and the other 
back and contained

Mr. Flumerfelt said the object of 
his letter was “to make men and wo­
men think.” When we do this, 
“There shall come from out this noise 

of strife and groaning 
A broader and a juster brotherhood, 

A deep equality of aim postponing 
All selfish seeking to the general 

good;
There shall come a time when 

knowledge wide extended 
Sinks each man’s pleasure in the 

general health,
And all shall hold irrevocably blended 

The individual and the common­
wealth.”

venerable institution
often struck oil that I had quite grown 
accustomed to discounting his enthusi­
asm by at least fifty per cent, but one 
thing was certain that Bobbie was 
thoroughly satisfied and there ;was 
nothing to do but await his arrival 
for the details of his selection.

now are

us.

You see Bobbie is Irish, and so am 
L and if one will go and marry an out 
and out Hibernian they must never be 
surprised at anything happening; en­
thusiasm is our national mainspring 
and the greater the forlorn hope which 
we are called upon to take un, the 
greater is our eagerness to rush into 
it; after all, as Bobbie was never tired 
of saying, “Why live and be miserable 
when you can decently be buried for 
16s. 9d.?” Certainly we were a de­
lightfully hâppy-go-,lucky pair and 
when all the combirthtions of fate

of
Eloping Up-to-Dateover

ùuuo square miles of country uncover-
0.1. The coatless man puts a careless arm 

Round the waist of the hatless girl, 
While over the dustless, mudless roads 

In a horseless wagon they whirl. 
Like a leadless bullet from hammer­

less gun.
By smokeless powder driven,

They fly to taste the speechless joys 
By endless union given.

The only luncheon hls coinless purse 
Affords to them the means,

Is a tasteless meal of boneless codf 
With a dish of stringless beans.
He smokes his old tobaccoless pipe, 
And laughs a mirthless laugh. 

When papa tries to coax her back 
By wireless telegraph 

—Maurice Rutherford, in Lippincott’s.

As regards location fate has placed 
u~ at the nervé-centre of things. For 
us London is the centre of the land- 
hemisphere so British Columbia is at 
the heart of the Empire being set at 
almost equal distances from India 
Australia and 
we are in the temperate zone the zone 
of the thinkers, the cultured, intellec­
tual and progressive people of the race 
—the world’s workers.

We have in our wondrous system of 
land-locked fiords, island and , main­
land, some 7,000 miles of coast-line, 
with the full sweep of the Pacific, its 
bracing breezes modified by the warm 
waters of the Japan current.

Oceans no longer separate, they 
join continents. Looking across the 
water to the millions of our British 
cousins in India, in Hongkong, in 
Australia, and the Isles of the Sea we 
catch brief prophetic glimpses of that 
commercial greatness which the Pa­
cific is just beginning to waft to our 
shores.

Some one once, in derision, 
of

corn-
secure the 

man

Frenchmen Golf one was at the 
, - a most elaborate
turned oak mantlepiece; there 
moreover a private entrance to this 
room from the road, and 

, case running into it 
; the bedroom

the Motherland. And
The golfing Frenchman was once a 

very rare bird; today the species is 
quite common. Courses are springing 
up all over France, not merely in the 
places frequented by the English and 
Americans, but in industrial centres 
such as Bordeaux and Lille.

Parisian golf was really bom in 
Maison Lafitte, where is a racecourse 
with a colony of Britons, then it mi­
grated to Le Pecq. Every French sea-

wasa coun­ custom and that they were 
turned next day and that it was done 
to keep them as fresh as possible.

Well, I haven’t told
material resources, it 

character * of its
a secret stair­

connecting with
seemed determined to down us, we j vne bedroom «ww, uui to menuor 
managed to pull out somehow or oth- other door leading from it into the 
er with smiling faces; Bobbie said it kitchen, 
was because he always kept twice 16s.
9d. sewn up in a stocking and as long 
as this remained intact we should 
never go under.

above, not to mention you much about 
our sport, have I? Ah! but we had it 
all the same- Who wants to be told 
of what hunting is in the best country 
in the world? Do you remember what 
Jorrocks said of it? “’unting, my be- 

’earers, is the sport of kings, 
the himmage of war without its guilt, 
and only five and twenty per cent ot 
its danger.” We had it and the best 
of it; who worried about rent

mes- an-

we may in- 
Ever na- Being a mere man, dear Bobbie did 

not see the potential possibilities of 
this door, but I mentally resolved to 
have it nailed up and a heavy curtain 
slung across it

loved
as soon as I got down. 

The financial arrangements 
tirely beyond praise

were en-
.. , and I foresaw
the possibilities of being able to save 
sufficient during the season, barring 
accidents, to enlarge my wardrobe by 
at least three new creations, while 
poor dear Bobbie already had visions 
of yachting in the summer or at least 
of purchasing a small little shoot for 
the autumn.

or any­
thing else as long as they could go 
a-hunting? No one. Young or old 
took the scent up and followed it to 
the finish. Rails ahead? Perhaps, and 
stiff ones too, but who bothers who 
rides with his hands and whose heart 
and soil is in the sport?

The Way of the Widow—Storyetteour

trade to $600 or $1200called
moun-British Columbia “a sea 

tains,” and it is true we have not; our 
shure of the rolling prairies of t^e 
great Northwest. Nature with prodi­
gal hand has given us treasure; in 
the forest wealth of the earth's sur­
face, in the wondrous fish-life of the 
ocean and the inland water-ways; 
but a third, a greater treasure, 
is hidden deep In earth’s bosom. 
It is from hermines more than from 
aught else that British Columbia will 
derive her material wealth as a great 
nation. Let us accept-as a bountiful 
gift from theuJyinds of generous -na- 
vser our rtioimekin»; ti>ey give us 
scenery majestic and: unrivalled; theÿ 
are nurseries of great rivers which 
pour their tribute into three oceans; 
and in their rocky embrace they hold a 
mineral wealth second to none in the 
world.

The boyish Viscount started.
“You don’t mean----- -”
“I don’t mean anything,” said the 

captain shortly. The whole affair 
jarred him. “Mrs. Burlash was out in 
India when I was out there, with her 
husband's regiment. He wasn’t a bad 
chap, but he drank and drank, and 
the climate didn’t agree, so he died 
young. Mrs. Burlash was extremely 
popular in Bombay.”

Chamber# paused, and then, with 
an uncomfortable feeling that he had 
not obéÿècF thé * widow’s request, hé 
added: “more I do not care to say.”

“Lové,” said Mrs. Hilary Burlash, 
“is the great selfishness that passes 
as unselfishness.”

She put down her tea-cup with a 
slight rattle, and the Infant stroked 
his slight moustache and flushed un­
comfortably.

“There are many kinds of love,” he 
suggested.

“True,” replied the widow, “but all 
proceeding from the parental selfish­
ness. When Burlash married me he 
loved me, but* he didn’t marry me to 

on Sunday. x m&ke me happy* .TbaWprobahly, was, 
^Columbia lies inq included in the programme, but it 

„ese, more than coal was not the chief thing. He wanted 
measures or sefties of lordly salmon 
or heaven-lifting Douglas firs, are her 
richest, asset,:

the attack, was determined not to 
retreat.

Mrs. Burlash did not answer direct-
fingers

. , _ Sooner or
later we’ll get the view that sets all 
hearts aglow, the finest view in the 
world—a fox rolling across a field with 
a pack close at his brush, ah!

After three days of comparative toil, 
spent in packing up and deciding what 
we would or wouldn’t take with us, 
during which time Bobbie went forth 
and insured his life and took sundry 
long farewells of his bosom pals, we 
eventually found ourselves at Maryle- 
bone station and after a three hours’ 
journey arrived at Bourn at 6.30 p.m.

Bobbie, thoughtful as usual, had or­
dered- a carriage to ffieet us; a hre in 
our bedroom; and dinner for eight 
o’clock, and it was 'with a truly thank­
ful heart, braced up with more or less 
confused expectations, that I felt the 
carriage draw up at Hawthorn Cot­
tage and Bobbie cheerily jumped 
and said, “Here we are, dear.”

While I was hunting for my sachet 
bag, he went and rang the bell and I 
waited in the carriage for him to 
turn and announce tne open door to 
our new abode, but there was evident­
ly something wrong with the bell or 
else the good folk had forgotten we 
were coming, as ten and then fifteen 

| minutes went by but there was no sign 
of anyone answering our summons. I 
began to conjure up visions of the) 
comely little fiat I had left behind me 
and was just resigning myself to 
spending the night in the carriage, 
when the sound of a lock being turn­
ed reached my ears and a streak of 
light shone on the pathway. At this 
juncture I jumped out and joined Bob­
bie, who with a cheery “Here we are,” 
was brushing his way past the afore­
mentioned lass of 17 winters who was 
standing in the gangway with a benign 
grin on her face. I asked whether the 
bell had rung and was told, “Oh, we 
heard it all right, thank you,” which 
struck me as funny but Bobbie as­
sured me it was just a Tittle way they 
had at Bourn and I mustn’t mind, and 
was proceeding to forthwith point out 
the beauties of the carved mantle- 
piece, when I reminded him that per­
haps it would be as well to pay the 
c^bby before we began an examination 
of the antiquities of our new abode. 
Men certainly are curious things and I 
suppose poor dear Bobbie has certain 
funny little ways of his own, but who, 
except a man, would ever think of 
starting right away on an exploring 
expedition after nearly three hours in 
a stuffy railway train? Anyway, I 
allowed myself to be taken in hand by 
Alice

eravelv ma,d’s name—and
"proves the falsity of one of your pet ou,T ' , Here, 1 was somewhat
cynicisms.’.’ * p relieved to find our luggage had arriv-

“Which**’’ ed, as 11 was PIaced in a conspicuous
“That love is selfish ” position in the middle of the room.

a ;;nhVenr0ibpHnPFlle,au“h3'"?tU,i1sat With ^LSTSSS K**. UnTaÆ 
I wasn't in lov! that i’was unselfish- fnd e*pr3S3?d hi™se,f by glvine jent 
I sacrificed a title for a fortune be- l° a *^,d Hang ,Whl,ch, seemed ‘° 
cause I wasn't sufficiently in love " cause - Alice no end of fun as she 

“Oh," said the captain. His bronzed proniptly wcbt *nt° alo,ud Peel of
fedCeuphaat'thence",ingePeandhUtehene fixe^ "/hed^htr ‘"wï™ TTSS 

hiselteen, grey eyes upon the widow's ^n't 'hnL? Tapa

“Sunnosinz" he «am brought them up”; foreseeing troublely, “supposing a*man'eame^to yoTand Ifî°,d her 3be Walt a3 r“
owned he was selfish, he was lonely “Ftf. myse’f Dinner passed off all 
and he wanted you to make his dreary r and 1 ™ust.dontess. though the 
life worth living. Supposing he told f°°î 7aS ,plain’„ *1 TV . excellently
you that he had tried T killVat love Tod rTa, Texl day w^seT about because he was rapidly becoming an B°°, , meS!' day we set aboutold man, with a strong7 dislike J so '""T^shaU I tr^tTT as long’at” I
ciety—society as it Is today — and ”ever T?na‘| 1 Iot it as long, as 1
would not ask a girl to tie herself to a “,Ve; B,°bWe commandeered the ser- 
crusty old bachelor? Would tou laugh Jices °f our 'v0,rt^y landlord' "ho in-
and dismiss him with a cynlcltm ?°Te<? “s..Jhat he was a .jiTer by 
Milllcent9” cynicism, trade but “business was that bad that
waCshahentirnSghoavderThSSed ^ ^ " iSM'iS
rrt?ngbetodlsneSe hetTace. = Chair standing on and let a Picture fall right

“I-It would depend on the man " on poor dear Bobbie s favorlte corn- ; 
she said softly. * Eventually,, after three hours’ hard

“I am the man.” work and sundry similar instances,
the pictures were all hung up and in 
the meanwhile I’d had an interview 
with “Mama,” our landlady, who im­
pressed on me the necessity of not 
taking too much notice of what Papa 
—she pronounced it Parpa,—did, as 
“he was a bit queer”;—I thought so 
myself but I didn’t exactly care to say

ly, the white, well-shaped 
were beating a noiseless tattoo oh the 
small tea table.

“Well, Mabel,” she said, “you have 
been frank with me, with your brutal 
frankness that is so refreshing, and I 
will be frank with you. I rather like 
young Hardsladep he has a title and 
he has money, btttlt of which commo­
dities are an attraction to a young 
and, shall-we sainWetty widow with 
the begiga.rly ptyts^ice of three hun­
dred a year. Without egotism I think 
I may say he is ^esperately in love 
with me and is going to propose to­
morrow afternoon. I haven’t decided 
my answer yet; of course he is very 
young and”—after a slight 
there are other considerations, 
going to think about it, but I’ll prom­
ise you I won’t flirt and break peo­
ple’s hearts.”

Mr. Flumerfelt’s de­
mands strike at the roots of things 
and touch the verities of life. If the 
object of existence and the end of edu­
cation is merely to teach men to make 
a living, then let us rest as we are. 
There are no poor in British Columbia, 
and we can jqg along 4n comparative 
comfort as it is, three meals a day for 
us all, and for the-1 
lie, and -a tea-break-fa 

The nopë ‘of BÀ

Whoo-whoop! they have him, they’re 
round him. How

.They worry and tear when he’s down! 
Twas a stout hill fox when they found 

him; now
’Tis a hundred tatters of brown!

irious, “a long So it must ever be!—the best ot 
days must have their evensong. Well, 
“there’s gladness in remembrance” and 
as we look back onher children.

The Infant was silent for some time, 
the elder man was eyeing him keenly.

“I see,” he said slowly; then, wip­
ing the perspiration from his brow: 
“By Gad, I’ve had a narrow escape!”

With great difficulty Chambers re­
frained from kicking him, and allowed 
him to depart in peace.

“893 Belg;rave Square” was the In­
fant’s command to the cabby he hail­
ed at Piccadilly Circus.

893 Belgrave Square was the resi­
dence of broken-hearted Peggy Loris- 
ton.

those pleasant
times both Bobbie and I heartily 
gratulate ourselves on them. True, the 
country folk have little ways of their 
own, ways that seem tame and out-of- 
date to the townsman, but the 
simplicity and sincerity of 
their greatest charm, and the life is 
a healthy one. What jolly evenings we 
had—friends, met in the field, would 
drop in after dinner for a game of 
cards or perhaps, on a Saturday, we'd 
make up a party and trot off to Lei 
ter for the theatre; ae other times we’d 
spend a quiet evening at home, 
tentedly drowsing over the fire, turn In 
early and look forward to the morrow’s 
meet.

me because he thought I was essen­
tial to his happi 
ness, isn’t it? Yet ninety-nine out 
of a hundred love matches are of this 
description.”

“But there is unselfish love,v argued 
the Infant who bore the name of Vis­
count Hardslade.

“In a long experience I have never 
met it,” said_the pretty young widow 
of thirty, and for a moment her eyes 
fell.

con-ness. That’s selfish-
The most perplexing 

questions of today will be in the hands 
of our children for solution after 
are dust and our good swords rust. 
In their training to a full sweet wo­
manhood, a virile manhood, is our hope 
as a nation.

Great is the power of environment' 
In her giant mountains, lone lakes, 
deep rushing rivers and, lush valleys, 
nature intended this Pacific province 
to cradle a people big and broad and- 
unselfish. To this end we want an 
educational system, freed from poli­
tics, we want as teachers 
women big enough to know their 
power and thëir high privilege, strong­
ly possessed of the truth that dollars 
do not spell “well-being,” that this 
sorry scheme of things embraces more 
than making a living, that we are here 
for a deeper purpose—to live a life. 
They must teach our boys and girls 
that in the deepest and truest sense 
e^ch of us is our brother’s keeper, that 
in the final analysis nothing that is 
selfish can survive, be that selfishness 
national or individual, and that all 
questions must be settled not by self- 
interest, but by justice, by merciful 
considerations

out
we

very 
them is

I’mla a measure the mountains separ-{, 
ate us from the rest of the Dominion, 
that rocky rampart would seem to de­
clare that north and south and West 
rather than to the east should our fu­
ture commerce be sdught. Seaward 
was our trade in the old days, to the 
California goldfields, to the frozen 
mines of Russian America and to 
sungirt Honolulu. €>p seaward today 
destiny calls us. . . • ?

Our commercial future would seem 
to be inwrought with that of Alaska 
and Mexico, with Imperial Japan and 
the hungry hordes of the Orient.

Inexhaustible, as yet hardly guessed 
at, arc our resources. British Colum- 

deposits are big enough to 
till the world’s wants for centuries; we 
have the greatest compact area of 
merchantable timber in America; our 
mines have produced a quarter of a 
billion dollars, and as yet the surface 
only of the metalliferous measures has 
been scratched; the fisheries add to 
the world’s wealth a yearly tale of six 
millions, and as yet of our three score 
of food fishes the salmon only has been 
taken in earnest. Agriculture and 
fruit return annually to the farmer 
"Ver six millions, and one' tithe only 
of the land is settled upon, and not 
one-tenth of that is under cultivation. 
We have, unexploited, millions of acres 
of pulp-wood running down to ice- 
free winter harbors. Petroleum de­
posits, magnetite and hematite iron of 
the highest quality, pyrites, asbestos, 
plumbago, mica in 28-inch sheets, 
large deposits of gypsum, native sil­
ver amalgam, ores of manganese, 
chromic iron ore, all these await de-2 
velopment.

Building materials of unequalled 
quality—lime fire-clay, cement, mar­
ble. granite and sandstone, like the 
Douglas fir and the pulpwoods, run 
down obligingly to the sea.

And in the sea swims untouched all 
up the scale of nature* from sardine to 
rachelot whale economic wealth that 
Would enrich an empire.

With this plethora of potential 
wealth, “are we sharing rateably in 
the general prosperity of Canada?”
~ Perhaps not. . 1 '

What is required to bring about the 
desired condition?”

I would say that as a province we 
need publicity. To attract and hold 
population two things are needed— 
hrst, to have natural advantages; sec- 
"ml, to let the world know we have 
’ hem.

re-

The Infant was staring dazedly at 
a letter regradless of the fact that his- 
brealcfast was growing cold.

“What the deuce does she mean?” 
he gasped. “ 'Go ànd see Captain 
Chambers at the- Albany. If, a£te*r 
hearing what he has to say about me 
you 'wish to resume our interrupted 
conversation you hiaÿ. come and see 
me here this afternoon. I thought you 
ought to know.’ ”

The Infant threw the letter across 
the table and gulped down some half- 
cold coffee. •

“Know what?” he asked irritably.
Anyone

ces-The Infant’s cheeks were crimson.
He glanced nervously round the large 
drawing-room; they had the big bay 
window to themselves.

He pulled his chair nearer.
“I wish you were not such a cynic.”
The widow elevated her eyebrows.
“My dear Hardslade, I am not a 

cynic; a cynic is a fool; one who .acts 
the cynic is counted clever.”

“I see,” said the Infant slowly. “I’m 
not a bit clever, Mrs. Burlash; every­
body tells me I’m an awful ass. I ex­
pect you’ll think me one when I have
told you what I am------”

“Here comes Lady Murchison,” said 
the widow sharply. The young man’s 
voice had risen, and two or three peo­
ple had turned their heads. T want 
to have a little chat with her, just 

ones. between two old women, you know,”
We want in British Columbia an then added with a smile as the Infant

aroused public opinion, and we want rose to his feet blushing furiously
and deepest- with a mute appeal in his eyes:

thinking men to forego personal ease “Confë and see me tomorrow after-
and take hold of the helm. noon.” In his rooms in the Albany, Captain

Our hope is in the homes and in the The boy’s face lighted up joyously, John Chambers, of the 101st Hussars,
schools. Here and not in the bank- and holding her hand for a few min- was regarding a little perfumed letter, 
clearings and customs returns our utes more than necessary he darted and making very much the same 
**a~"^al de®tln?, is even now being off to another part of the room, and comments as young Hardslade. 
yr?u^lt out* a new country soon afterwards left Lady Murchi- “What in the name of all
pad ,a” opportunity of evolving a son’s house and betook himself Pic- mysterious does she want me
RriH«h rTuThZ TeeX, °wnt need®’ cadillywards in a whirlwind of ex- blacken her character for?” he gasped, 
ZnoZ Jl T country A citement and suspense. reading the letter for the third time,
to Touen^ Jf? lfro^ oim®Lady Murchls°n, a corpulent lady Dear Jack—I expect you will receive 
grammes some drv “ 1'^' with a klnd face and the homely a visit from Lord Hardslade very
vafle.™ fnd fi-om Ihe v^y beginning! ™anner of a farmer's wife, seated soon after reading this. I want you 
let our chltdrenOIreauze That thev move herselt beslde tbe young widow. to act your part in a little comedy;
in a live world Let the mes!ag? w! ‘ Wa5m’t that younS Hardslade?" hint delicately that you do not care 
bling them from a mile^st^! ffrthl? she asked' !°.say a" that you know about me-
on be one of good cheer, and remem- said Mrs' H1Iary Burlash, ^11 <3raw hls own conclusions. Don't
ber that it is the feet of Him who quJet'y' „ .. h® 3 STte T nlce boy and
brought glad tidings that are beauti- -, Lady Murchison was silent for a wont talk even If he does it will
fui. Nine times out of ten if you few moments, then she blurted out bably assist my social ambitions in
make a child happy you have made suddenly: uegrenerate days. I hope you
him good. All the grand'beauty of Do you care for him, Phylis?” wont mind. I haven’t seen you for
this favored land is Jost to the chil- The widow fenced the question. f , T Is It? Surely Gerald’s
dren if we cannot contrive to let them “He’s a young idiot,” burst out the triend should be the friend of Gerald’s 
live near to nature’s heart. I often elder woman warmly. Then she laid lonely widow!—Yours very sincerely, 
think a child gèts more moral' uplift her hand on the widow’s shoulder. Milllcent Hilary Burlash. 
from the six weeks in summer when “Now don’t be offended at what I Chambers pulled thoughtfully at hls 
he wanders at will, than during the a.m going to say, Phil; we are old heavy black moustache,
forty-six weeks when we ostensibly friends, so I am going To speak my T suppose she’s got some reason for
“educate” him within walls. Blessings mind. Before you arrived from India asking me to bluff this yourog Hards- 
on that rare teacher (may her tribe a few weeks ago young Hardslade daIe, but hang me if I can think what
increase!) who takes her little flock made violent love to Peggy Loriston, it is! She’s as good a little woman as
into the fields and teaches them to everyone throught the engagement ever breathed; her one vice is a de­
name and love every British Columbia would be announced in due course, light in cheap cynicism
bird and flower. Now poor Pegigy, who is head over doesn’t understand.”

We should make our children realize heels in love with him, is broken- “Lord Hardslade to see you, sir,”
that destiny has not intended them hearted. I saw her yesterday, and said his servant at the door, and in a

_ . , she looked a mere shadow of herself, few minutes the Infant stepped
“House close in a .wayside inn, poor child. Now, if you are only vously into the room.

Or drowse by a dying fire. playing with this boy, abandon the “I—I feel an awful ass, coming to
They copie of a race of workers, and game; ^yOU are malting a worse idiot see you like this,” he jerked out. “But 
to whom nriuch is given of them is of him than nature already made him, a dear friend of mine, for some 
mudh required. As British , and you-re breaking the heart of one accountable reason, has asked me to
n«etTnne1!?S,h0 wnrifl“ AnSTw! °f tbe beSt Uttle ^rls tbat 6Ver d° S°”
thev are of iLToi^naÂ face® Can^ breathed." He stopped and looked awkwardly
IdiZn? thev afe essentially a self lt was about the lon£est speech that at the big man in the chair, 
golerning people a free people—they Lady Murchison had ever delivered, Yes,” said the gentleman encour- 
^rbe cllled Pupon to m^e tlSe laws '«* at the conclusion she sat gasping agingly. „ . 4 ^
under which, and protected by which, £>r breath, her shrewd, kindly eyes Mrs Hilary Burlash,” jerked out 
they will live. Tell them of their in- fixed on her friends face the Infant his face crimson
heritance, not alone the inheritance of The widow’s careless, half-cynical .The captain gravely inclined his 
rich mine and fertile field and fortune- smile had vanished, and the blue eyes head, but said nothing,
holding forest. Let them realize into looked troubled. solved to make silence on fils
what a glorious brotherhood they are “Silly girl!” she said at length, with his strong card in the interview, 
born, they truly are sprung from more pity than scorn. “She said,” pursued the Infant ner-
earth’s noblest—the good King Alfred; “No man is worth it.” vously, after a long pause, that you

Montford, the Father of the Com- “You haven’t answered my ques- would tell me something about her.”
mons:; John Hampden; Latimer andltion,” insisted her hostess who, hav- “I would rather not,” said Chamb- 
Ridley; Nelson and the Iron Duke; lng screwed up her courage to make ers gravely.

con-
As soon as the boy had departed 

Captain Chambers went for a long 
stroll in the park, dropped into his 
club for half an hour or so, and then 
hurried back to the Albany; he lunch­
ed quietly by himself, and then start­
led his servant by sending him out to 
buy a button-hole.

At half-past three, arrayed in à 
grey frock coat, with a deep red car­
nation fixed to the lapel, a glossy silk 
hat, and highly-polished patent boots, 
he shamefacedly presented himself at 
Mrs. Hilary Burlash’s flat.

Immediately the greeting was over, 
and he had carefully placed his huge 
form in a particularly tiny chair, he 
demanded an explanation of the 
strange letter, and related what had 
occurred that morning.

The pretty yourag widow flushed.
“It was in the nature of a test,” she 

said quietly, keeping her eyes lower­
ed. ^ “I wanted to find out if the In­
fant’s love for me was as great as it 
appeared on the surface. If he had 
really loved me there would have been 
a scene with you, and he would have 
been here half an hour later, and— 
and I heard a poor little girl was 
heartbroken because he had deserted 
her.”

There was a pause.
“That,” said the Captain

men and

On the dasr before we returned to 
town, dear old Bobbie took me for a 
quiet litle walk. “Come along, dearie. 
I want to show you Tom FIrr’s house 
—you remember Tom Firr, the late 
huntsman of the Bourn—it’s only a 
few miles away and I’ve got a trap for 
you.” . Leisurely we drove through the 
country lanes, with the evidences of 
spring about us on every hand, till we 
came to the old kennels, now aband­
oned for the new ones on Barrow 
Hill. Bobbie showed me the house 
where old Tom used to live and told 
me stories of some of the runs he’d 
had wljh him, then, linking his arm in 
mine, we strolled up to the churchyard 
where the mortal remains of this great 
huntsman are laid to rest. Reverently 
we looked on the tombstone erected by 
hls admirers and as we turned away 
Bobbie took my hand and with his eyes 
full up, said to me: “Kiddie, dear, 
when my turn comes to lay me to rest 
in a good grassy country, where my 
bones may sometimes rattle at the 
sound of the tooting horn.” Dear old 
Bobbie!

bias coal

“What’s she driving at? 
would think that she------

He broke off suddenly, hls 
growing red and then white.

“By Jove! I’ll go and 
Chambers Johnny at once—this 
rotten!”

He rang the bell furiously, and, 
when his valet appeared, cursed him 
for not having brought his boots with 
him.

face

see this
is

and not mercenary

our broadest-minded

that’s
to

y that’s the aforementioned 
was escorted to From the Old Land

Sir R. Wingate, the Sirdar of Egypt, 
is now in London

Mr. Thomas'Henry Baylis, the old­
est king’s counsel, has just celebrated 
his 90th birthday.

Queen Alexandra has sent several 
boxes of chocolate as a present to the 
Chelsea hospital.

Sir Benjamin Baker, builder of the 
Forth bridge ^nd the Nile dam, has 
left an estate valued at £170,613.

All the 1,187 immigrants arriving in 
The Thames last month were, the med­
ical officer reports, allowed to land !

After a strike of nearly four years 
the dispute at the new colliery pits at 
Skewen, near Swansea, has been set­
tled.

The King won eleven prizes with 
twenty-one exhibits at the Royal Agri­
cultural society’s show which opened 
at London.

Nearly 1,000 riders took part in this 
year’s meet of cyclists at Woodford. 
The procession was more than a mile 
in length.

The Persian community in London 
gave an “at home” at the Criterion 
restaurant to meet the Shah’s special 
envoy to King Edward.

The royal gold medal for architecture 
was presented to Mr. John Belcher, A. 
R. A., at the Royal institute of British 
Architects.

Mr. Haldane refused in the public 
interest, to state how many rounds of 
small-arm ammunition per rifle we 
have in reserve.

M. Paderewski was the guest of the 
Royal Academy of Music recently, the 
purpose of his visit being a short re­
cital to the students.

pro-

The prairie provinces were 
with this truth some three or 

fl,ur years ago, and a determined pro- 
b'iganda of publicity has resulted in 

unprecedented rush to possess these 
- "bien wheat lands; the great central 

heat belt of Canada is the scene to- 
y of the greatest economic trek in 

'he world’s history.
With a diversity of attractions that 

prairies can never hope to offer, 
"itish Columbia has seemed to wait 

god-from-the-machine to 
Too long 

trumpet-flower 
uuld be seasonable variation, 
ue is ripe to cry our wares in the 
rket. A vigorous policy of public- 
should be Inaugurated by the gov- 
inent. The work already acom- 

’.‘lished, and that with very limited 
ms, by the Tourist associations of 
Wiotoria and Vancouver should con- 

'-uvingly prove the wisdom of this. 
-l larger scale, with wider scope, 
pro^vince could work. Illustrated 

■•'Lures could be undertaken in Ameri- 
Europe, Australia and the Far 

Lust—the three wheat provinces con-

that she

to ner^

un-
v some

L ike her hour of destiny, 
modest violet, the

The The widow said nothing, but 
eyes met his.

By a peculiar coincidence, on the 
day that Captain Chambers and Mrs. 
Hilary Burlash were quietly married 
at a Registry Office off the Strand, 
the engagement was announced 
Viscount Hardslade to Miss Margaret 
(Peggy) Loriston, and rumor had it 
that the young couple were head over 
heels in love with each other.

So everyone was pleased.—By C. 
Malcolm Hincks, in “M. A. P.”

her

He had re­
part of

so.
As time went by my opinion became 

confirmed, for, really, the funny things 
he did would form an excellent basis 
for Mark Twain to write on; I remem-
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