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Perfectly well do I recoliect how the
man went down, his hands. pressed
close to his body, his head thrown
back as though he would keep. the
water from hig lips, hisrshoulder lean-
jng toward the furtber bank. If he rose
to the surface, the darkness hid him
from -my sight, I heard no second cry
from him—the fellow on the bank, run-
ning wildly to and fro, did not appear
to make any reasonable offort to save
him—there was no sign from the third
of the rogues, who had entered the
gignal box, no commotion whatever to
tell you that a man choked in the wa-
ter, and must already be past help.

For my own part, I did not move a
step from the place I had been ap-
pointed to guard. As in a swift vision,
I depicted the approaching oxpress,
looking into its crowded carriages,
heard once more those earnest words
that Jehan Cavanagh had spoken to
me. Whatever might happen to a mad-
man down yonder, my duty lay there
at my post; and I stood to it, trembling
none the less like 2 man with an ague,
and so woefully afarid that I could
have shoutéd for very dread. And as I
stood, I saw a man upon the line, run-
ning swiftly across from the marsh
upon the further side, #nd I fired my
pistol at him—without a challenge,
without a question to myself whether
it were just to fire or no.

I fired my pistol, I say, and the re-
port of it had not died away when the
express went thundering by me, its
engine belching cinders aflame, its cab
a blaze of light, baggage wagons,
sleeping cars, dining cars, saloons—a
great flery trail, with an instantaneous
wision of faces by the windows, and
lights above and the blue and the
green and the gold of panelled ceilings.
The silence which fell upon-its passing
endured for some ten seconds, perhaps.
Then as though some exXpected signal
had been given men came running out
from every side, armed men turning this
way and that, searching the very sleep-
ers, spreading aboard and crying to
one' another as though some human
hunt must begin. I heard the report of
pistol shots far away across the flelds;
a shunting engine, with a saloon at-
tached, approached up upon the down
line bringing some twenty gendarmes
to the scene. Then Mr, Cavanagh him-
gself appeared, walking at a rapid pace,
the officer saluted him and they fell
to earnest talk., But he had not forgot-
ten me, for presently ‘he béckoned me

to go to him, and the first word spoken |

concerned my unlucky pistol shot. i

“I must teach you to use the revolver,
Ingersoll. If you had been a little
cleverer, the greatest scroundrel. in
Europe to-day wauld not:.be still at
large. Our old friend Dubarrac, of
course,”

“Was that Dubarrac who ran by
me” i '

“It certainly was, and as certainly
you missed him. Well, we have ,done
what we could, and these gentlemen
must do the vest, We will now return
n Truges, at-a little better speed than
we came, Ingersoll. The Chévalier is
gtherwise occupied or we would take
Lim.” ¢

“The Chevalier is here then?”

“In the signal-cabin. He has cxcellent
fingers for a though thnroat, and there
will be another figure in.-the-celis-¥e
morrow. Did you see much of it, Inger-
boll—did you follow what took place?”

I told him that I had seen the three
men at the bridge and one cf them go
down, 5

“But the fellow who entered the cabin
I knew would be your affair,” saigd T

“As you say; but Blondel cdught him
‘We sawed ‘the bridge this afternoon,
because it was quite clear that they
would not make. their attempt exactly
At the box, but a litfle way down the
line, Of course, they might have come
your way, and then you would have
had a little more to do. I was prepared
for that, but we are rather short-hand-
ed to-night, for I sent tweniy men to
Madrid only yesterday, In plain fruth,
this was unexpected. Had we not taken
your old bearded scoundrel it Bruges,
the train would have gone to Jericho.
They thought the Grand Duke Ivan was
in it—the papers said that he would be
But, you see, Ingersoll, people.are not
always where the papers say they are
nowadays.”

He was plainly excited; nor did my
interest lag ‘behind his own., And, for
that matter, the scene itself and the
business in hand would have excited
any man. Far over the marsh we could
hear the cries of those who hunted out
the rogues. The steaming engine cast
a great ‘blot of crimson light about the
place where we stood; there were sold-
lers with torchés moving up the line,
the red lights of the signals abeve us,
the stolig facs of the signalman whom
we had saved as by a miracle. And we
ourselves were going back—to what?

I did not attempt to answer the ques-
tion, but, entering the saloon with Mr.
Cavanagh, I sank back upon the cush-
iong and asked myself what my
thoughts would have been if I had shot
the assassin, Dubarrac, and seen his

body lying stiff be‘ween the shining
rails. :

CHAPTER XVIIL
The Vienna Express.

The special train travelled very rap-
idly, and we were in Bruges in thirty-
fivée minutes., Mr. Cavanagh, who had
left the clty secretly, entered it again
without disguise. Whatever rogucs It
had harbored this morning, clearly it
harbored none to-night. Our saloon
pulled up at the chief platform, and we
alighted without hesitation. I saw by
the staticn clock that it was nearly
nine, and I rememktered, as he remem-

Lered, that we had not dined.

“Eat when you.cease to think, Ing-
ersoll,” he said, “it is a golden rule.
Never trust an after-dinner judgment,
especially ‘one ' concerning - women. [
have eatem little to-day, and now I re-
member that I am hungry. Let us go
to the buffet; the food here will not
hurt us. And we can look in at the
theatre afterwards.

I made no‘comment, and we entered
the buffet and got a tolerable buain of
soup, a cutlet, and an excellent bottie
of white Bordeanx. Mr. Cavanagh’s
ability to rid himself of the afiermath
of circumstances has' always amazed
me, and never more so than upon. this
occasion at Bruges.

Not a word would he speak of that
which he had done or of its consequen-
ces. He might have been a traveller de-
termined upon enjoyment, yet a little
jaded with it all. If I learned anything
of his talk, it was that he contemplat-
ed an early journey to Spain, and wish-
ed me to go with him.

“Perhaps you would enjoy yourself
more Ingersoll,” he added, *if we coul
step over to yonder platform and take
the night express to Vienna, There is
one, . I ramember, which follows the
Brussels fast at half-past nine. Could
we go by it, I would show you why
Vienna is the most delightful city in
Europe, though your countrymen often
find it the slowest. But I must be in
Madrid directly; it is imperative I
fear.”

I told him that I would willingly ac-
company him, whatever his destination.
Never before had I been conscious of
such a willingness to serve him or of
such pride in hig service. A psychol-
ogist might have told me that the pistol
I had fired at his bidding was a mental
assent to his claims upon my fidelity.
Dimly, but surely, it came to me that
he was a great man who, rightly or
wrongly, believed that he had a mon-
umental work to do in the cause of
humanity and of man’s liberty. His
very courage won upon my devotion as
nothing else could have done.

“I have always desired to see Spain,
Mr. Cavanagh,” was my next remark.

“I don’t wonder, Ingersoll. We go
there with the curlosity that" takes
men to the bedside of a dead bishop.
Spain is of yesterday—the mitre, the
cope, the stole are fhere, but the body
of the Archpriest is buried. I could
show you many things in Spain, if I
had the leisure. Perhaps we can find
the time when the Palace has done
with us. Meanwhile, we must be very
busy to-morrow, writing a full ac-
count of all that we have done-in-Bru-
ges—not even forgetting your bewiteh-
ing Pauline at the Palais de Justice.
You must write the story of her crime
as I shall dictate it to you, and then
of thig affair. But I will not speak of
it to-night; why should I, when there
is good wine in the glass?” ~

He broke off with a rough gesture,
and lighted a cigar. I could see through
the window of the buffet, that the Vien-
na express was just due, and that the
customary bustle of departure had be-
gun. With ringing of beils-and alarms
of veices the gold-lace officials exhorted
the people to advance or to keep back.
Presently, a huge ten-wheeled locomo-
tive steamed into the station; a shim-
mer of crimson light glimmered upward
fantastically, and the glow from the
furnace shone upon the faces of the
men, - y

When the signal for departure was
made, the express did not leave at once,
but drew up at the far end of the plat-
form while a shunting engine backed
a single and very dingy carriage to the
rear baggage van. This decrepit ve-
hicle—third-class ' and with wooden
seats—-was dimly lighted by an old-fas-
hioned oil lamp, and had no glass win-
dows whatsoever. By the merest chance
in the world, I caught a giimpse of its
passengers—two police officers and my
jittle school-girl from the Palais:de
Justice, Had my own sister been the
prisoner of these men, I do not think
that the shock could have.been sharper
or the scene more pathetic.

-She was gdinz to Russia, then, the
child whose sad eyes had made that
dire appeal to me this morning, the
child I had held for a brief instant in
my arms, telling her madly that I
loved her. She was going back to the

+monsters at-Baku—good God! to what!

My blood raced through my viens at
the thought. Not for an instant had
the reality of' it come home to me un-
til I saw her there, the prisoner of
these men, without one friend in all the
world. Angd at this thought all the scene
went back befors my eves—station and
people, the flickering lights, the room
about me. She was going to be flogged
—perhaps worse, by the police of Baku
—and this morning she had babbled to
me of love with my chocolates in her
hand!

Mr. Cavanagh touched me upon the
shoulder, and I looked up quickely. The
train had left the station, the silence
of night had come down upon the place.
But I saw only the black eyes of the
man looking into my own, and heard
but his angry words.

“My God, Ingersoll,” he cried in my
ear, “then you don’t believe her guilty
after all!”

I did not answer him; For an instant
he stood, irresolute, watching me. And
then, with the kindest gesture imagin-
able, he said: :

“I will think of this, Ingersoll, I will
remember -it. Let us go now, for we
have our work to do.”’

CHAPTER XIX.
Upon The Plaza De Toros.

We arrived at Madrid three days
after the episode at Bruges, and went
at once to an apartment in the Calle
de Alcala. I knew 'nothing of the
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i learned, had come from

‘much desired to see.

business which carried Mr. Cavanagh
into~Spain and had no.curiosity to in-
quire. This swift current of a chang-
irg life we were leading suited itself
admirably to my mood. It mattered
nothing to me whether we were in
Spain or St. Petersburg, in Europe or
Americe. T had learned to live as one
following some great campaign—lead-
ing me I knew not whither, “but cer-
tainly to great issues.

There was a Docfor James waiting
for us in the Spanish capital, and he, 4
Cambridge-
shire—doubtless with news of the un-
happy lady I had discovered there.
Whatever his tidings were they gave
considerable satisfaction to my patron,
who took an early opportunity of tell-
ing that the doctor was a worthy man
who should not.have been the mere
country practitioner that he was.

“He is an odd creature, Ingersoll,
and you must deal kindly with him. I
think he knows more about medieine
than the average—but that is little
enough. He will tell you much of the
service he saw at a small town in India
with an impossible name. A chief, I
urderstand, was wounded in the hand
on that occasion, but James received
such a shock that it killed his poor
wife. Be a little patient with him,
for he will amuse you— —”’

“A little patient, Mr. Cavanagh— —"

“Yes, with his dead wife at any rate.
He brings me very good news from The

. Fen, and I am grateful to him. Have

vou ever thought, Ingersoll, what a
splendid thing it is to go through life
bearing good news to your friends?
Remember it when you find all else
stale, flat and unprofitable. Carry the
good tidings—better still, seek them
out that yéu may carry hem.”

We were interrupted at this moment
by the return of Dr. James himself,
a fat, florid man with abundant sandy
hair, a heavy jowl and an enormous
professional waistcoat.
noticed, were thick and soft; his nails
white but overgrown. He wore old-
fashioned plaid trousers and a shiny
black frock coat. When he spoke, his
talk leaped up like a torrent, and even
ir his periods of silence, his eloquence
still appeared to bubble.

“Your friend, Cavanagh?—then my
friend he is to be sure. Let me look
at you, young man—why, the very liv-
ing image of Maurice Kirkpatrick, who
was shot at Shaikawati. Never dare
I tell my poor wife about that—the
shock would have killed her. I'm glad
to meet you, sir—we are to slay bulls
together this afternoon—Ilet us begin by
knowing each other well.”

He shook,my hand for about a min-
ute, while I turned to Mr. Cavanagh.

“I have never seen a bull-fight,” said
I,

To this, however, the doctor
swered—

“Then brace yourself up, my boy, and
see one now. When I was at Shaika-
wati, young Ned Forrester, the lancer,
went into a dead faint because I asked
him to hold the leg we amputated.
Never saw such a thing—and a pretty
leg too. He got the Victoria Cross
afterwards for saving -half of John
Morland, of the Manchesters. Poor
John, a big shot cut him clean in two—
couldn’t have been done Dbetter. at
Bart.’s; . but you see Ned saved .the
wrong half, for we couldn’t bring
John'’s legs to life. Never dare tell
my poor wife that—the shock would
have killed her.”

“She must have been a nervous lady,”
I ventured to remark.

The idea drove him to a frenzy.

“Nervous, sir—when I was in action
at Shaikawati she called fifteen times
every day at the War Office and five
times at might. There's devotion for
you. They reported me wounded, and
it killed her. Poor thing. I was in
England three months afterwards, as
sound as I am this day.”

“Then you weren't . wounded,
James?"

He stared at me aghast.

“Not . wounded, sir! Why, I had a
ball through the lobulus quadratus
and a sword cut which touched the
inferior vena cava. Not wounded,
Blrl? X/ %

Mr. Cavanagh fortunately saved me
from further reproach upon this very
delicate matter, and we all went down
to breakfast. Directly the meal was
done and we had taken our coffee, car-
riages came to take us to the Plaza de
Toros, and I set out to see my first
bull-fight. This was something that,
despite my English prejudices, I very
No man can
write justly of other nations until he
knows the truth about them—and
nothing is more difficult to be learned
by a foreigner than the truth about
the Spanish bull-fight. So I set out
with great expectation, Mr. Cavanagh
in the carriage with me and the lo-
quacious doctor at his side.

Remember,that it was a burning hot
day of July, and although we had the
hood of the carriage up to protect us
from the sun, never have I known such
torrid heat. As for the scene in the
Calle de Alcala itself, that defied all
restrained description. A very satur-
nalia had already begun to be cele-
Lrated upon .that commonly dignified
thoroughfare. Every variety lof con-
veyance that the memory might re-
call, from the ancient calessa with wild
drivers running at their' side to the
most modern of automobiles with
stately hidalgos for their passengers,
served those who were going to the
fight., And what a shrieking, roaring,
lusting mob it was! How the bright
colors, the yellow, the crimson, the
Moorish greens showed up against the
background of the stately white houses.
For a truth, we seemed, alive with the
livid faces of those who had forgotten
all else but the bloodlust.

“A wonderiui thing, Ingersoll,” said
Mr. Cavanagh as we went, “that this
can be after nineteen hundred years
of Christianity. But, rémember, the
same desire lies at ‘the heart of all
the Celts. ‘If civilization keeps it un-
der for the most part, it is by brute
force and not by teaching. These
Spaniards at least are honest. They
do not prate of the Millennium and
then cut off twenty thousand heads by
way of illustration. Judge them by
the light of the facts—not with your
English eyes.”

“Exactly what I would have said,”
chimed in Dr. James, “in Shaikawati,
they used to cut off your head to pre-
vent your catching the fever. But
they meant well, sir—they meant devil-
ish well. Look at that fellow down
there beatingg the girl with the whip.
Ee means well, and will go to Mass
on Sunday. Who are we to judge
him? In England we should like to
punch his head—in Spain we remem-

an-

Dr.

ber than he carries a knife and that

His hands, I |

we have ho antiseptics at hand. Let
us be cosmopolitan and discreet.”

1 looked down at his words, and
there, sure enough, a doughty young
Spaniard had just finished lashing a
little Spanish girl with a heavy whip.
No one interfered; no one remarked the
circumstance. This multicolored crowd
pressed on headlong as though the
very moments were precious. Com=-
mingled in one panting democracy of
lust were rich and poor, soldiers and
civilian, priest and layman. Those who
fell were trodden upon -and spurned.
The dust rose in blinding clouds; the
sun shone intolerably as though to
search out the mad passions of men
and to inflame them. In truth, it re-
mained a miracle that so many argiv-
ed at the amphi-theatre at all, and
“when we three climbed at last to the
security of our own box, I seemed to
have escaped from a dreadful rout and
to have left a pursuing army at the
gates.

This bull-ring at Madrid is a muni-
cipal affair, and does not possess, they
tell me, the splendor of the amphi-
theatres of the south, especially those
of Seville and Granada. Knowing but
the one, I am unable to pronounce an
opinion. The ring which I visited ap-
peared to be of great size, and the
seats and boxes round about, built up
in the manner of our circuses, would
accommodate some fourteen thousand
people. We ourselves had a little box
near to that reservéd fdr the Royal
party, and our Boletin de Sombra de-~
clared it to be as much in the shade
as the building permitted. For that
matter we had a most excellent view
of the whole ring, and I readily confess
that the brilliancy of the scene both
surprised and delighted me. These are
not the days of the mantilla in Spain,
and yet the old picturesque national
dress was by no means lacking to the
arena; and I beheld swarms of haunty
rufians who seemed to have stepped
out of the picture books of a hundred
years ago. These were all crowded
upon the lower benches, while above
them in the boxes were the noblest wo-
men in Spain, dressed as Vienna or
Paris had taught them to dress, and
accompanied by those puny cavaliers
in blue and silver, who are never tired
of telling you that they are the salt
ot the earth. When I add that there
were priests and even monks among
the number of spectators, and that pre-
cisely at two ‘o’clock the Royal box
alone remafned untenanted, you will
have some idea of the picture as I be-
held it upon that intolerable day in
Madrid.

“Will the King be here?”’ Dr. James
asked me as we sat down and unstrap-
ped our glasses.

I told him that I had not the re-
motest idea and, turned to Mr. Cavan-
agh for an opinion.

“Do they expect the King, Mr. Ca~
vanagh?"

“They did expect him, Ingersoll, but
he is not coming, The Marquis of Mer-
cia is the/President for the day.”

“But I know that the King is in Ma-
drid,” persisted the doctor.

Then a smile crossed Mr. Cavan-
agh’s face, and he merely shrugged
his shoulders. For me a look was suffi-
cient. I knew-that he himself had pre-
vented the King coming. ¢

“Keep your eyes on the Royal box
when | the Marquis enters,” he whis-
pered to'me presently, “you will see
a girl dressed all in white with a great
pink feather in her straw hat. Some-
where below, a man will make a signal
to her. Tell me if you see them, Inger-
soll—but it won’t be just yet.”

The mob below was all expectancy.
by ‘this time, chatting, perspiring,
jaughing, and even shouting. Over in
the sun the thieves and wastrels of
Madrid sang filty songs, or exchanged
raucous witticisms with their com-
rades who were at play in the sandy

d ring. Presently a trumpet sounded from

the Campos Elisees out-side, and the
Marquis of Mercia, accompanied by a
suite of gaily-dressed officers and
smiliing women, entered the box, and
instantly made a signal to the alguaci-
les below to clear the ring. If you have
seen ‘the police of London trying to
keep the peace In Piccadilly Circus
upon a night of public ripting, or the
park-keepers chasing roughs from the
frozen Serpentine when the parks are
to be closed, this business which the
Spaniards 4 the despejo will he
readily underStood. What shouting,
oaths, and horse-play attended the me-
lee, it would be waste of time to chron-
icle. I remember only that the ring at
length zzas cleared and that moynted
police stantly heralded the Proces-
sion,: which, surely, was one of the
gayest things a man may ever live to
see.

And first a scene of dazzling color as
the picadores on their sorry Rosinantes
come ambling into the ring and show
their tawdry silken jackets to the mul-
titude. Lances, with pennants stream-
ing, are lifted as they ride; their legs
are swathed in Jleather and iron as
though they were to play upon an Am-
erican football field; their nags would
perhaps fetch £3 apiece, and even
that would be an extravagant price.
But you do not look at the horses when
there is so much else to see; and the
chulos, who contribute not a little to
the glory of the spectacle, demand their
share of your attention. These fellows
have gay cloaks and the silk stockings
our grandfathers used to admire when
Figaro took them to the opera; they
will fling their cloaks in the face of the
bull just now when our friends, the
picadores, are hard pressed. And upcn
their heels tread the banderillerog with
their wicked darts to be had by the bull
for the asking when the right time
comes, Last of all is that very flower
of Spain, the ‘matador—the killer; my
lord of the people’s creed, who stalks
proudly at the head of a team of mules
and will be a hero or a forgotten mar-
tyr when half an hour is gone.

The mules trotted out of the arena to
the jingling of many bells, and the
President in the Royal box immediately
threw down a key into the hat of one
of the aiguaciles. Then a trumpet
sounded loudly, and that mighty au-
dience, settled down as to a banquet
long awaited. Far away across the
amphitheatre a gate had been opened
in the wooden wall and a dark aper-
ture revealed. The players in this tra-
gic and cruel game ranged themselves
about the ring as fielders upon a cric-
ket pitch—the pijcardores nearest to
the barrier and the oncoming bull, the
chulos at the back awaiting their turn.
Then, for the briefest instant, a hush

fell, and upon that the splendid horns

. and the noble head of a Jamara bull
, appearéed above the sand; and the su-

rerb creature, deflant, perplexed, and
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half biinded by the glare, stood await-
ing his aggressors. '

We should have called him a small
bull in England, I suppose; but the
power of neck and limbs none could
deny. By what means they forced him
into the arena I could not say; but out
he came presently, trotting for a few
steps and then halting again as though
to spy out the scene. Fierce cries from
the benches, the rattling of sticks and
the cat-calls of the rabble were needed
to awake him to any overt act; but
when he did awake it was instantan-
eously as though a lance had already
pricked him. In truth, he charged so
swift at the nearest picador that both
the assault and the escape were done
with almost before I realized what was
happening.

Just a wild rush, the flash of a lance
in the sunlight, a horse adroitly wheel-
ed about upon a tight rein, a crash of
good horns against the barrier, and
there stood my lord the bull, pawing
the sand restlessly, and there rode the
picador, bowing to the multitude.
Henceforth I kept my eyes so closely
upon the scene that nothing could es-
cape me, The bull, enraged by the
prick of the steel, charged with amaz-
ing speed at a second cavalier who
had halted upon the sand immediately
below our box. I saw the blade flash as
before, and then, in a twinkling, man
and bull and horse rolled on the ground
together—and such a roar of delight
arose as must have been heard at the
other side of the city.

(To be continued.)

SENATOR TILLMAN'S ILLNESS.

Trenton, S. C., March 25.—U. S. Senator
Tillman, who has been ill at his home
here for several days, will not-be able to
return to Washington during the present
session of congress, according to his
physicians.

BRITISH IMMIGRANTS.

Ottawa, March 26.—Owing to restrictive
regulations made by the department of
immigration, British immigration to Can-
ada decreased by 2,18 during the months
of January and February this year.

The Czar has a single estate covering
over 100,000,000 acres—that is, about three
times the entire area of England.
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COAST LAND DISTRICT.

Take notice that E. N. Brynildsen, of
Bella Coola, oeccupation, farmer, intends
to apply for permission to purchase the
following described lands: Commencing at
a post planted at northwest corner of Lot
261, thence west 17 chains 42 links ta shore
line, thence in an easterly direction to the
west line of Lot 251, thence north 3 chains
to point of commencement.

E. N. BRYNILDSEN.

February 29th, 1908.

7

DOMINION HOTEL, Victorla, B. C.
Maintained on the highest standard;
rates $1.50 to %2.50 per day. Free ’bus

COAST LAND DISTRICT.
DISTRICT OF BELLA COOLA.
Take notice that I, T. H. Thorsen, of
Bella Coola, B. C.. by oceupation a farm-
er, intend to apply for permissicn to pur-
chase the following described land: Com-
mencing at a post plantee at the S. E.
corner of H. Thorsen’s pre-emption. Sec-
tion 30, Township 1, tnence S. 20 chains,
W. 20 chains, N. 20 chains, thence E. 20
chains along H. Thorsen’s south bound-
ary to post of commencement, containing

40 acres more or less. .
T. H. THORSEN,
Jan. 20th, 1908.

VAR R R e

Topshirts

Made in B. C. by White Labor in the PNIOEER SHIRT FACTORY IN
THE WEST.

ASK FOR
IRONCLAD BRAND

& Overalls

J. Piercy & Co.

MANUFACTURERS & WHOLESALE DRY GOODS

=POULTRY

SUPPLIES =

WE SELL WHAT THE PUOULTRYMAN NEEDS JUST NOW,

POULTRY FENCE, (Kokomo), 3 Inch Mesh
POULTRY NETTING, All Sizes
INCUBATORS, BROODERS

PHONE OR WRITE US, WE GIVE ALL ORDERS PROMPT ATTEN-
TION AND QUICK DELIVERY,

B. C. HARDWARE. CO.

Phone 82. COR. YATES and,BROAD STS. P.0. Box 683

Giving BUTTER Barg'ains
IS MY SPECIALTY

ALDERGROVE CREAMERY BUTTER, per lb..........35¢
ALBERTA DAIRY BUTTER, per lb...
SEED POTATOES

. EARLY ROSE, peridb ............c.........2%¢
ST PATRIOI "per dh' o 100 il iniini. 208

Out of sight does not mean out of the store.
thing you do not see. Doubtless it is here and at just your price.

. S0

Ask for any-

Phone 312

NOTICE.

Pursuant to the by-laws of the said
Company, notice is kereby given, that
the Annual General Meeting of the Vie-
toria Lumber  and Manufacturing Com-

918 Government street, in the City of Vie-
toria, on Monday, the 6th day of April,
1908, at 2 p. m. for the purpose of electing
Directors and transacting any other busi-
ness that may be brought before the said
meeting.
E. J. PALMER,
Local Secretary,
February 26th, 1908.

Licence to an Extr-Provingial
Company.

COMPANIES ACT, 1807."

Canada, Province of British Columbia.
This is to certify that “The Pioneers

and licensed to carry on business within
the Province of British Columbia, and to
carry out or effect all or any of the ob-
Jects of the Company .0 ~hich the legis-
lative authority of the Legislature of Bri-
tish Columbia excrends.

The head office of the Company is sit-
uate at the City or Brandon in the Pro-
vince of Manitoba.

The amount of the capital of the Com-

pany ‘is Five hundred thousand dollars,
_divided into five thousana shares of One

pany, Limited, will be held at their office .

Fire Insurance Company” is au:hocrised |

W. 0. WALLACE

Corner Yates and Douglas Streets.
The Family Cash Grocery

Phone 312

.

hundred dollars each. 1
The head office of the Company in this
Province is situate at the City of Vic-
toria, and John Anthony Turrer, Insur-
ance Broker, whose address is Victoria,
British Columbza, is the attorney for the
Company. :
Given under my hand and seal of office
at Victoria, Province of British Colum-~
bia, this Fourteenth day of February,
one thousand nine hundred and eight.
S. Y. WOOTTON,
Registrar of Joint Stock Companles.
The objects for whrich this Company
has been established and licensed are:
For effecting insurance again losses by
fire, lightning, windstorms, ac ents and
casualties, cyclones and torn oes; and
transact inland marine insurance, Jnlanﬂ.
transportation insurance and plate glass
insurance and to insure livestock.

MAIL CONTRACT.

SEALED TENDERS, addressed to the
Postmaster General, will be received at
Ouiawa until noon, on Friday, thg latvh
May, for the conveyance of His Majesty's
Maiis, on a proposed Contract for. two
wyears, twelve timts per week each way,
between Esquimalt and Victoria, from the
1st July next. 4§ .

Printed notices containing further in-
formation as to conditions of proposed
Contract may be seen and blank fm"nj
of Tender may be obtained at the 1575[,
Offices of Esquimalt, Beaumont and Vie-
toria, and at the office of the under=

signed.
e E. H. FLETCHER,
Post Office Inspector.
Post Office Inspector’s Office,
Victoria, B. C.. 20th March, 1908.
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