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veloped contrariety, but not violently. Walter
Nichol is a Liberal, but the Vancouver Daily Pro-
vince is not obnoxiously Liberal. In one of the pro-
vincial elections about ten or eleven years ago the
triumph of McBride and Bowser was almost_wholly
credited to the fact that the Province led their fight.
As against this, however, must be taken the fact‘
that the Province fought hard against features of
their railroad policy. ;
The Vancouver Province is one of the four olr .hve
best paying newspapers in the whole Dornln_lon.
That is because Nichol learned to devote more time
to the business end of newspaper management than
to the editorial end, though he keeps a close eye on
that also. When Nichol worked in the east hp
fouad it difficult to suppress a certain love of versify-
ing which he had inherited from some ancestor—
not his father, for his father was a lawyer. He
mixed verse with prose and did it well, th01’1,gh‘ not
at any great profit. Under the famous “an bhe.p-
pard on the News he did some really capital writ-
ing and later, when Sheppard took ove.r‘ Saturday
Night he expanded the range of his writing fancy.
Once Nichol was sent to cover a ball at‘ the old
Pavilion. Instead of writing the usual society rub-
bish he described the whole affair from the stang-
point of a young girl debutante. Sheppard wag .not,
the type of man to understand that sort .of wrm.ng.
He tore up the copy and bade Nichols write nothing
more like it. Good critics knew, howeve.r, that
Nichol had probably done an excellent story, in spi%e
of Sheppard’s dislike. He had more scope on hig
new paper “Life.” It was better than fifteen dollars

ness I got into at the age of coming seventeen
under a new boss whose name was Ezra Bump,
which name he wholly deserved. Bump was a
potashmaker. He wags skinny, toad-eyed and with-
out intention as warped in his business dealings as
an elm board in a midsummer sun. He could taste
a barrel of hardwood ashes and tell the woman who
owned them how miserably weak they were, all the
wihile calculating that three hundred bushels of s‘uch
No. 1 ashes would make one barrel of potash, weigh-
ing without the barrel 700 pounds, saleable twenty
miles away at seven cents a pound in a barrel that
cost one dollar, :
“Sell'm er let'm leach out, mum,” was his ulti-
matum over the soapbox on the hickory spring seat
to many a soapless house-dame on his numerous
beats.  “This soap’s the clear whack, Makes
“ﬂ?;:ll;;%[) acould have written soap ads good enough
for any street-car. And he was a dogmatic m.xd in-
tuitive scoundrel who meant harm to nobo‘d‘y, put
never bought an honest bushel 01;’ 'asfhes in his life,
I never knew what lurking iniquities lay coiled up
in human nature till I knew this potashmaking Bump.
He always looked like a scarecrow in duds that weivre
eaten into holes by ashes and potash, boots as le}r(i
and hard as a pair of old bricks, and'a hm'lgc};?l? 1.(:;)1
on his lugubrious face t'h-zll-t made his voice like the
low string on a eracked v«ro‘l-on‘cell-o. i G
Bump’s nominal standard price for as }es wa\‘ -
cents a bushel. But I know from experience Eltb his
diéciple that he paid ten cents .each whohl»ei? ;ah er;);
the bars of his brown resin 802D; th'afheac res‘en~tix;g
bars he snicked into three calses, ee'w rep .
taliol: hat the basket in which he measur
B DHsNG S shel corn tasket made by the
ot i vi'ias a 'i)‘:,l’(t)’t:)lxl]wt}?e back of his own lot. So
i ians : P
:.)hjf«;:) V‘;;'W rI:‘ arithmetic BWzra Bump’s ultimate cash

I NOW shift my outlook to tell about a new busi-

(To be continued.)
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bscure sheet in the B. (.
asked him to take chargs
which though nominally
€en brought into the world

afe—who hag gone back to
Ireland. Nichol believed the Province would find itg

proper field in Vancouver, ang moved it across ac-

cordingly. He wag given a thirg interest in the
paper to begip with.
As evidence of the fa.

situation when he announceq to them that
tended to quit journalism.
he said, and went west to

Nichol wag running an o
hinterland, when Bostock
of the Weekly Province,
founded by Bostock, had b
by an Irishman named Sh

Ct that the paper thyg taken
over by the man who said of Journalism “there’s

nothing in it,” thig story may be cited. The Liberalg
who founded the Vancouver Sun recent]

overtures for the purchase of the Provi
vince being too independent-minded to serve ag a
party organ under Nichol’s proprietorship, Nichol
Wwas approached and asked to name a price. He
wished time to consider the matter, and then named

By

price for a stroke-meas
in any farmer’s half-b
three and a third cen
figure it ont with a o
side cof his waggon-box

[ told him S0—first
in his ashes from the

ure bushe] of ashes measured
ushel wag exactly one-half of
s, which ag near as I ecould
arpenter’s stuyp pencil on the
Was one cent ang three-fifthg,
morning he hireq me to haul
ends of two townships to that
ramshackile old log-sided ashery baok by the spindle-
leg pump in the old bull-frog pond.

“Durn your eyes, Skeesicks,” said he, rubbing the
hairy back of hig hand over one eye, as though he
had a tear to wipe, “if yon know so much ahoyt
‘rithmetic why don’t you go up fer g school teacher?
This ain’t vulgar fractions, Jacob,

Two years ago it was black salt
hundred. Congsarn yeh! it ain’t
want. It's soap. And looka here,”
me as he centipeded me on the left
git ashes that’s too dusty dry
inta the baskit when the ol’ Woman ain’t logkip’ out
the winder, If veh get'm more'n nicely damp they’'re
part leached already and you gota knock off on the
tottin’ up to break even,

“Mr. Bump,” | asked

arm, “when you
and light, you tromp’'m

him, With  businesslike
acumen, “what's a standard weight for g bushel’y

ashes? Potatoes are sixty pounds, apples are fifty,
oats thirty-four, barley forty-eight— »

“Keep y'r shirt awn,” he growled. “You ain’t
be'ng hired to ™n no flour an’ feeq store,
ain’t any avordupois fer ashes.
tell yeh that if they’re t
weight, and if they’re too wet y're payin’
g0od brown soap fer a hull 1ot 0’ water?”

I have always regarded
crimination of Ezra
applied mathematics, The pos

Ezra Bump,
“Awright,”
with the idea.

choir o’ bullfnogs.”

“Oh!” I queried iy “Ba'y 4 pardner? How?”

Bump didn’t answer me direct. He wanted tg im-
bress my imagination. So he conducted me on a
personal tour over the ashworks,

As I remember that ashery now it was one of the
queerest places I have ever seen. There were two
buildings. One was a log pen behind the other with
a driveway for the waggon between. It had a clap-

what seemed a colossal sum. The would-be venvt:“‘
Were aghast, and yet, when one of theimm’maed the
known Irish wholesaler in Vancouver, ex W
books of the Province, he found it was paymgcapi
Something like ten per cent. per annum on & hop-
9F $180,0001 Vet it ia harboured ina mes Ee lack

The curious thing about Walter NichOlr i alwayd
of any obvious reason for his success. It is 30
easier to grasp success when the man wears,m aré
Speak, a placard showing that his aChievemerlll car
due to this or that certain quality. No suc of his
abpears on Nichol’s face. The primary b prob-
Success is to be found in his offce. There Lsn RoY
ably no better news editor in the country thﬁ Bir
Brown, and for business management [Fran uld b
In kis little dug-out on the ground fioor ng wrote
hard to beat. For 4 long time Nichol hlmﬁe depute
the editorials, but he has since learned to jefly in
evein this work. His aggressiveness shows Ch.lhOI i8
businegs Dolicy along with that of Bird. Ni€ enel
impulsive, and to those who serve him we,l,l : iever-
Ous. He gives big rewards. He “drives’— them
He looks for goog men, and when he gets
treats them—it is said—better than well. ed the

S0 quiet is Nichol than many people torl.ner an
opinion that after all Nichol was only the hlrdue to
firer, and that the success of his paper was
bought talent. er,
Woild, Wwho used to be Nichol’s business II%a:::(;gr"»s
left the Province to start the World. The w‘sWor
said the Province was now to wane and theto pas
to wax, Everybody knows what really came :
in that case.

board roof, Bump himself had ‘dovetailed the lt‘;is
and had riven the red-oak clapboards with a en
they used to call a frow—now defunct. That 19g , i
held about 3,000 Bump bushels. When I jazvmm
that November morning it was clean empty
the summer’s run in the leaches.
“Have I got to fij] that?” says I.
“You hev,” he echoed.
“Jiminy jump! At sixty bushels to the full loads
that’il be—fifty loads. Glory halle 1od me
“Drop them figgers,” e abjured me, as he led * 2
into the next department of the factory, This wa(;e
8rey waste of heaped-up dead ashes that exten re.
out to the edge of the rotten logs in the bush pas<t;els
“Mrp. Bump,” | 8asped, “how many thousand bus
of ashes are there in that graveyard?” But
“Skeesicks,” he said unto me. “I don’t know. on
IUs tuk me fifteen years to put'm there. It you
suess the number’y bushels—you can have ’en. of
He led me along, this time to a. double ToW, d
curious wooden structures as high as his own het‘:wp
€ach of them the length of a man, as wide at the i
as 1 was long and tapering down to the width o‘ 5
man’s foot at the bottom. These were all 510h)lrt,
down to smaj Dole troughs that ran along the fpo, ey
“Them’s the leaches,” he said. “There’s six offhes
I built 'em myself, The i of'm holds enough as
fer a bateh of potash.” hat
He waved his hang at the spindle-leg pump t"clx
stood bropped up in the beer-coloured pond Wi
moss-green logs up the sides.
“Wa;erworks,” he said, tersely,
8rease,” s
There was a boot-leg hood over the pump .-mOa
and a series of smal slab troughs running from th
to all the leaches. o
After that Bump conducted me into the bml‘lni
house, which wag 5 frame building with no batt)enh
on the cracks, a clay floor, a large hollow-log ”'O'uie
in one corner for the lye to dribble into out of t h
leaches; a huge stone and clay fireplace, in Wmcr
hung two big potash kettles one behind 'tothgn’
backed up by ga higgledypiggﬂedy old chimney. ts
the top of the arch were two or three large iron PO
Which he saigq Were coolers; a grim iron spud, a IOH:Z‘
PeT, a lye bucket, and down at the fif
aXe with wire toggles on the handles.
“Now,” he said, grandiosely, “that’s the plant..
guess you’'ll learn how she Tuns in a little while:
And you're g bardner—this way. I'll pay you b
Per cent. o’ the tota] Droceeds o’ the potash for hauﬂ*"t
the ashes ang makin’ the potash: And if that iin
@ bargain—then iy 5 double-barreled saphead.

”

“Run by elhoW’
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