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ASSAYER'S SUPPLIES,

ln.;uuu-lu aml dealers fn As~av Sapplles, ‘The

8 Aprsay & Chemical Supply Co, L,

Peunder St, Vancouver, l.” B )
OFPICE FIXTURES BUILT.

We manufacture Ntore, Office, Bank, Church.

Barber s“'!{,’ and Hotel Bar Fixtures and

Furniture. T B. C. Novelty Waorks, 1002

Granville St, Vancouver, B. C.
MINING STOCKS.
Write for our week)y market report of Brmuh
Columbia Minkng Stocks. B BL Mighton &
Co., Brokers, Nelson, B. C. .

Mining Stocks bought and xodd on commissfon,
Liat your H. $lmreu with me. ¥
Thorne, Stock Broker, 26 Davis (.llilﬂ\h(’l‘h.
Vancouver,

TURRIERS.

Nouw's the tinwse have your
anping and mounting;
proof, prices right.
10 Granville St

furs genovated;
furs stored, moth
San Franciseo Fur Co.,
Vancouver.

HARNESS TOOLS.

For - Nale—Complete Sett of  Harness
Beat Ameriean (Oshorun)
new.  Apply PO, Rox

Toolx,
Inukl‘. and nearly
1243, Vaueouver,

GASOLINE MARINE ENGINES.
FPur Sale—d40 1, full eabin length, 25 hp.
$seyvete enpine,  eleetrie Hghts, stove and
Calecping accemmodations,  Prie $2.500.00.0 A,
%\; Je Prge, 687 nmn\'illo S, Vancouvey,
A A e

“¥ar. Snle--2h feet x 6
uimer Fagine deeyele,  Canopy top, search
Hght, side curudps, glass feant, and In per
ron runnitg oeder. A birgain, §6150,00, A,
ﬂ (LP Vake, mﬂ Gmn\me St Vancouver,

’ Xopaxsa.

Vocarry s the iur t. atack of Kidaks anid
Phnml:ramoh t\ va hu Reitisle Columina.
CWrtte . for - 15 Wil
v_Kmluk ‘llwl !! nm auver ¥ O

feet Jaunch: 5 YL P,

FARM LANDS.

We have a =elect Hst of IPrujt and Farr
Lands in the New  Westminster Distriel
ranging n price trom $10.00 per acre ug

Malion, Morarhind & Mahon, Ltd., Invest
moent Drokers, Vancouver,
Victorta Fruit and Farm Lands,.  Write fo

“Home list™

and information. R, S. Da)
44 Fort St

Victoria, B. C.

Kootenay Lake Fruit Lands. We have larg
and. smull tracts of good land at price
\\'llhig reach. 1L K, Croasdalle & Co., \'e]
son, B. C.

Ten-nere Farms on main Jine of C. P.- R, an
Fraser River, 20 miles east of Vancouvel
richest bottom land, largely natural:mes
dow, ready to cultivate. Delightful  situz
tion; most attractive place of residance
convenient to hest market on the continen
Prices, 300 and §$1,000, on easy term:
Write immediately for map and ynrtleu)ar
Montana Brokerage Co.. 336 Lumbic 81
Vancouver, B. C,

lrﬂlu.n} "M’j i{‘ 8

wettje Valley I10-acre Frait Pnrma “have
aofl, witer and ciimate to grow fruit at!
volit.  Write today for x-arllculurs.
Srekine, Smith & Co., Grand Forks, B

We are specialixts in Arrow L.aka l")‘u
Farm Lands, Kincald & Andcr#on‘
Extate Hrokers, Revelstoke, s.;c‘

Orehardl ‘I'racta in the Nunaimo Dlstr{
$170 per nerve. l.«my (e!‘ms :
Lad,, Napatmo, B.

For a"ia'l(-wl.m-nturs' rights ta"
quarter-section (160 m‘raﬂ)
Islamd. In close proximit

the I'acitic lerminuy 0(’ the r&n&
w%é{nlmm- stanley Bo,ya.
& k.. Vancouver, B <,
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TIMBER NOTICES ADVERTISED.

Timber Cruisers, Land Locators and Mill
Compantes will save time, worry and ex-
punse by having us place your legal adver-
tisements, P. F. Goodenrath & Lo Nuite
3, Old Safe Block, Vancouver, 1. o,

TIMBER LAND WANTED.
1 have capital to purchase timber. 1f peeded
will advance money to cruisers to pay for
advertising or lHeenses, K . Chandler,

;ulg‘v 1 and 2, Jones Bullding, Vancouver,
t RO

MODELS OF INVENTIONS.
PPatentees can have their models of inventions
designed, bullt or perfected by us, Van-
couver Model Machine and Cycle Warks,
us0 Granville St, Vancouver, B. C.

MAGAZINE CANVASSERS,

The Westward Ho! Magazine offers an excep-
tional up;}ul tunity for students to profitably
cmploy their vacation time in xolfciting for
subscribers.  For particulars address: Sub-
seription Manager, this \l.u.n?ml'

Ladies who have spare time cian utdize it by
vhtaining subscribers to the Westward Ho!
Masazine, Light employment: gool  pay.
Address. Subscription Manager, thisMaga-
zine.

-

REAL ESTATE. -
Vietoria Realty offers o Judivieus oy esUinent,
We have =omi partculariv fine resydence
sites on the sed front: wcrenge on the oife
SKItGs  and goud Inshle business pruperty,
The Pacific Coast Realty o, Vietorta, B L

Vancouver Rural and Urtan Bealty will pas
investigittion trar Bists are at vour disposal
by writing. York & Matchell, Beal Mstats
Biokers, Hastings St W, Vanconver,

Kamloopg, The Tnboad Capitad of British Col-
umbia, 18 advancing rapidty, Writa me for
m‘\mipli\u folder as ualse purticulars  of
“Sunnyside,” J. T. Lobinzon, Kamloeops, B.O,

AUCTIONELRS.

\We conduct aunections of  Housenold  Goods,
Real Estate and Live Stoclc anywhere in the
Province, Kingstord, \muh & Co., $60 Gran-
ville St., \~'||u(.u\':., .

CAMP OUTFKITS.
New RKider-down Sleeping  Comfarter,  §x8,
equal to two pairs of blankets, P 0. Box
1243, Vancouver, B, C

TIMBER LIMITS LOCATED.
Can supply Al Cruisers, knewing avaiiable
ttimber areas. Joc. Liubois, 533 Burrard St.,
Vancouver.

* Community Advertising.”

o

ANNOUNCEMENT.

The August issue of WESTWARD HO! will contain a special
illustrated article on the International Yacht Regatta by Mr. F. G. T. Lucas.
Mr. Maxwell Smith, Dominion Fruit Inspector, will contribute a story on
* Fruit Growing and the Fruit Districts of B. C.,” There will be an article
of special interest at this time on “The Alaska-Pacific-Yukon Exposition,”
by Mr. Frank Merrick, Chief of the Publicity Department. Mr. Freeman
Harding, whose " Bunch Grass” stories breathe the spirit of the plains, will
also contribute. These are in addition to the regular departments of the
(Magaz'ine,’ which next month will contain the first of a series on

PRIZE STORIES.

A ﬁnze of $20,00 will be given for the best original short story not
X eding ‘2,000 words, and a prize of $10.00 for the second best. Compeung‘
mannscripts to reach the Editor's office not later than July 1sth.

r-' AMATEUR PHOTOGRAPHERS

spemally for this contest. and to reach the office not
th. 'All competing photoguphs accepted to become the




Vacation Time

Is Coming

HERE IS AN OPPORTUNITY for bright boys and girls to obtain
useful articles during holiday time.

The WESTWARD HO! Magazine will give a prize of a Gold Mounted

Fountain Pen, complete with King Klip, value $2.50, to the boy or girl or
any other person sending in six annual subscriptions at $1.00 each.

We will also give 14k Gold Cuff Links, or a 14k Scarf Pin, or a Fine
Ename!l Flower Crescent Brooch, with Two Whole Pearls, or any other
article to the value of $s5.00 to the person sending in twelve subscriptions.

—AND—

to the person sending in twenty subscriptions we will give a very beautiful
WALTHAM WATCH in a Sterling Silver Case, value $8.00.

The above articles are not cheap trash jewellery, but first-class articles
chosen from the catalogue of 'Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd., Jewellers,
Vancouver. But the sender of such subscriptions may choose any other
article to the value mentioned from the same catalogue, which will be sent
by the firm on application.

MONEY ORDERS, CHEQUES, ETC., SHOULD BE SENT TO

PERCY F. GODENRATH

A Buliness Manager The Westward Ho! Magazine.

s
£,

' ;36 HASTINGS STREET, VANCOUVER.
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Salaam. for the following reasons:

Western' Canada does- not
possess a monthly magazine. It is the
conviction of the promoters that in any
community the cultivation of a taste for

‘literature, art and all studies which tend
to the production of a higher standard of
thought should proceed pari passu with
material development. British Columbia
is exceptionally situated in having a large
percentage of highly educated residents,
who have evinced their appreciation of
good literature. - -

The columns of a magazine furnish

the best, if not the only popular medium,’

for reaching the general public with high
class literature. o L

There is room for a magazine which
combines with . these features an abso-
lutely independent attitude on all public
questions and which is entirely free from
political tinge. There is also room for
a magazine which will make a special
feature -of exploiting the natural re-
sources and attractions of the Province,

solely in the public interest and for the -

purpose of giving reliable information.

British Columbia has reached a crisis
in its history, its vast potential wealth
is only beginning to be realized, it is the
last of the great undeveloped and un-
partitioned Provinces of the world. It
will . be ‘confronted with problems. of
great magnitude, to the solution of which

the soundest judgment must be brought.

- Westwarp Ho! will secure the opin-

CJULY, 1907

WEsTwarD Ho! is started -

‘during the next twenty years?

| No. I

ion of the.most compétent and influential

-writers who from time to time will dis-

cuss these problems. L
- Westwarp Ho! will be the joint pro-

“duction of a- British Columbian editor,

manager and staff of contributors, and

_therefore devoted to British. Columbia

interests. » L

WEsTwWARD- Ho! will stand first, last
and all the time for an Imperial policy,
for the Motherland, for the flag and for
the King. ' _

. An enthusiastic Westerner
~-writing on the City of

Vancouver in a recent
, ' magazine article spoke of it
as “ The Seaport: of-Canada,” and. al-
though at first sight one might feel in--
clined to think that he had been carried
away by his enthusiasm, on second
thoughts it may well be concluded that
he spoke more truly than he knew. To-
day Vancouver may not be able to boast
of a population exceeding 75,000 as com-
pared with 400,000 in Montreal and
300,000 in Toronto, but who can say
how the growth of the Western port
may compare with its Eastern fivats
t re-
quires no .stretch of the imagination to-
conceive that when the first quarter of
the twentieth century shall have elapsed,

Canada’s -
Seaport.

" Vancouver, the Commercial Capital of

the richest Province of Canada, may
have outstripped all Eastern ports, both
in population and in industrial expan-
sion. The growth of the. West is the
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one dominant feature'of Canadian devel-

opment. The wleat Jands of the prairie |

have laid the foundation for the indus-
trial activity which is rapidly converting

the Doiminion into a great manufacturing

country. The forests, mines-and fisheries
of British Columbia, sources of poten-.
tial wealth, of which the prairie pro-
vinces are devoid, have started this
Province on a career of commercial
prosperity, which, in the opinion of the
most competént - judges, will outstrip
anything hitherto experienced in the
Westérn world. But apart from the
natural resources within its own borders
the future of British Columbia-is largely
bound up with the civilisation of the
Orient, and by so much as the population
and ultimately the démands of these
slowly awakening peoples will exceed
those of Europe, so will the possibilities
of the development of Canada’s great
Western port, transcend the opportuni-
ties of the East. It is difficult to ap-
praise the extent, the influence and the
full significance of a movement in which
the observer is a unit. His-own personal
interests engross him and distract his
attention from the far-reaching influence
of passing events, but the keen observers
of older countries, where conditions are
settled and pioneer zeal extinguished,
looking out from their vantage points of
security and ease upon the New World
pronounce Canada the coming country
and British Columbia its greatest Pro-
vince. If they are right Vancouver will
beécome ** The Seaport of Canada.”

Prince Fushimi, cousin of
The All-Red H. I. H. The Mikado, and
Line. a possible successor of his

illustrious master has com-
pleted a tour along the “All-Red Line,”
which marks the territory over which
King Edward rules. As Westward Ho!
goes to press the Monmouth has just
lifted anchor and sailed for the Orient
with the Prince and his staff on board.
The visit is one of prime significance.
It is the outward and visible sign of the
amity which was established between
England and Japan when Lord Salis-
bury concluded an alliance which by
many of the quidnuncs was pronounced
a mesalliance. It has taken but few
years to justify his policy, and his con-

°cép£ion"bot‘h of the Japanese character

and of the importance of a - Japanese
alliance. Little did" he, or the. world

_think at that time that events would move

so rapidly, ‘and yet within the short
period of. six years we have seen Japan
emerge from . obscurity, demolish the
fleet and put to flight the armies of one
of the greatest world powers, and at a .
bound assume a position of equality in
International Councils. Tbe alliance was
effected in order to preserve peace in the
Pacific; today it stands for the preesrva-
tion ‘of the peace of the world. No
greater honour could have been shown,
to any princely visitor than has been ex-
tended to Prince Fushimi, both in Eng-
land and throughout the King’s domin-
ions; and the request preferred by the

- Imperial authorities that.loyal subjects

everywhere would urite in these greet-
ings carries a special significance in view
of circumstances which have recently oc-~
curred in the great Republic to'the South.
The historic question, “ What shall be
done with the man whom the king de-
lighteth to honour,” recurs vividly to the
mind. The answer is to be found in the
round of cheers which punctuated the
Prince’s progress over the All-Red Line,
and which in the most emphatic manner

sets the seal of equality upon England’s
ally. '

No measure of recent years

A Sign of  has aroused more interest,
The Times. and in certain quarters

‘more hostility, than that
which, fathered by the Postmaster-

General aims at extending the British
preference to literature. Tt is not a little
singular that amongst its bitterest critics
have been found Canadian publishers
who, like Demetrius of old, have cried
out for no other reason than because
“their gains were gone.” Mr. Lemieux
took a broad and statesmanlike view of
the situation and undoubtedly gave effect
to the wishes of the people, when he
raised the postage rates high enough to
exclude all but the highest class Ameri-
can magazines and newspapers. Every- -
one knows what the American press is,
and although it is improving, there is still
mich ground for complaint on the part
of the people who like a clean sheet. The
abortive productions of vulgarity, illiter-

N\
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‘acy and pruriency. which under the
designation of magazines have been
flooding Canada can no longer exert
their pernicious influence north of the
International Boundary Line, and it is
not too much to hope that a similar fate
will -befall the daily papers, subversive
of every insfinct of morality in human
conduct, which have already been tol-
erated far too long. There is another

hardly less important aspect of this ques--

tion, and orie which probably had more
wexght with our own Government, than
any other, the manner in which, almost
without exception, the American press
traduces the character, mis- -reports the
conduct and mis-represents the opinions
of every Englishman, especially if he be
a man of note. Our American friends
must . often” have smiled at the docility
with which we have submitted to this
invasion; they would long ago have
taken a similar course to that now
adopted by the Canadian Government, if
- the conditions had been reversed, and
there is little doubt that when they
realise the true reasons for the legisla-
tion they will appreciate the spirit Wthh
prompted it, and in their heart of hearts

will admire a people who are as deter”

mined as themselves to be loval, even in
their literature,

The resignation of Lord
Dropping Cromer from the practical
The Pilot.

hardly fail to recall Ten-
mel s historic cartoon, which depicted the
“diplomatic” resignation of Prince Bis-
marck under the title of “Dropping the
Pilot.” The Imperial Government has,
to say the least of it, been exceedmgly
unfortunate,in losing the services of two
such brilliant men as Lord Cromer and
Lord Milner. They were our two really
greai Pro-consuls. The reputation of

the former is based upon a long ‘period -

of service, and it has become a mere
truism that he has re-created the land
of the Pharoahs. Lord Milner’s career,
though briefer is hardly less splendid.
Probably no other man, except his great
master and mentor, could have taken hold
of South African affairs at the conclu-
sion of the Boer War, and in so short
a. time have dxsentangled every knotty
skein, produced order out of chaos, loy-

protectorate of Egypt can’

alty out of rebellion and established con-
stitutional government among a _people
who had barely sheathed their swords. -
The recent attendance of _General Botha

at the Colonial Conference and the atti-
tude he-assumed towards the Imperial
Government is the most conclusive com-
ment upon the sagacity and effectiveness
of Lord Milner’s policy. No adequate

- successor follows either of these states-
.men, and it will require all the genius

and devotion of Sir Edward Grey to
maintain .the administration in the North
and South of the Dark Continent upon
the high place to which it had attained.
L\dready public opinion is veering in the
direction of- Lord Milner’s attitude on
the subject which led to his resignation,
the labour ocuestion. Just why ILord
Cromer resigned is probably still a State
secret, although there can be little doubt
from ev1dences which have leaked out
that it was in consequence of actual or .
impending friction with the Home Gov- -
ernment. It 15 not to take a political
view of the situation, to surmise that a
Government which drops two such pilots
is heading for the rocks.

It is an admitted scientific

Sour ‘fact that the presence of

Grapes. discordant sounds is essen-
tial to the tuneful effect of

melody. An illustration is found in tlie

case of belfry chimes which in the still-
ness of the night-time are slightly out
of tune, lacking the vibration produced
by the discordant noises of the day-time.
Herein lies a profound truth, which may
be applied to many of the affairs of life.
It seems at the present to be especially

: apphcable to a few pérsons who are voic-

ing their dissatisfaction at the develop-
ment of British Columbia and the wave
of prosperity which is sweeping over the
Province. Their complaint is that “the
other fellow” is getting rich, is making
millions out of timber lands and pulp
limits, while they are eking out a miser-
able existence on $25 a week. - The ex-
planation is not far to seek—the grapes
are sour. It is true that the Province
is advancing by leaps and bounds, that
settlers are flocking in, -that lands are
being taken up, that capltahsts are se- .
curing, and paying for, hundreds of -
square miles of territory; it is also true
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that the revenues of the Province are equally impossible for t.he mo.dem
. thereby becoming -enriched to such an  Diogenes to discard the cynical habitude
extent that public works of necessity are ¢ phio Greek ancestor. He still snarls

’ i i ) s - A . ! s
ﬁveg)]rwherzbl‘); l.?ogr tci?g; ;egl og::etntoulst re- at the man whose energy ‘an.d intelligence
ardiy possii

sults to be achieved without somebody enable him to woo Fortune successfully,
making a few dollars; it also séems and he still dips his pen in gall.

Suggestion.

Were the whole gamut ours,
Had we perfected powers,
Were there no beauty, still unseen, to see,
Then might we ask for more
From those who seeking shore, »
Catch but the odour of some fragrant tree—

v

IF'rom those who swimming low.

Fancy faint outlines—know ,

For one brief moment from a billow’s crest
Vague glories—indistinct
Through rainbow spray—a hint ]

Of that fair land that lies beyond the West.

Or utterly alone
At midnight, from the throne
Snow draped that waits the coming of the Dawn,
Teel in the dizzy void
Barriers of flesh destroyed .
And shugdering know the curtain half with-
rawn,

Shuddering lest mortal ear
Immortal sounds should hear
Hear voices which the Silence hardly veils
Yet dreading, swooning, pray
For strength to kngw—till Day
Draws to the curtain and their effort fails.

Can you express in prose
The essence of the rose?

In song the mes: .ge of the singing Deep? .
Or waking paint your dream,
Such that its beauties seem 4
The supernatural splendours of your sleep?

Always articulate, °
A poet scarce were great.
Only the Known has symbols in our speech,
Yet may man’s faltering tongue
Striving for songs unsung
Suggest the mysteries he cannot reach.

—Clive Phillipps-Wolley,

BROKEN HEARTS—To a man, the disappointment of love may occasion
some bitter pangs; it wounds some feelings of tenderness—it blasts some
prospects of felicity; but he is an active being—he may dissipate his
thoughts in the whirl of varied occupation, or may plunge into the tide of
pleasure. But woman’s is comparatively a fixed, a secluded, and a

‘med.itative life. She is more the companion of her own thoughts and
feelings; and if they are turned to ministers of sorrow, where shall she

look for consolation? . Her lot is to be woed and won; and if unhappy in

her love, her heart is like some fortress that has been captured, and sacked,
and abandoned and left desolate, ‘

* * * % %

The world is governed by three things, wisdom,
ances. Wisdom is for thoughtful people, authority
appearances for the great mass of superficial people,

. the outside, and who judge only by external matters

authority, and appear-
for rough people, and
who can look only at
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Strange Scenes in a Naturahst s

Wlde Workshop

By Bonnycastle Dale.

UR walls are the forests; our
O ceiling the heaven; our floor the
shifting water of the lakes and

the “drowned lands.”

Many are the white man’s wiles—

_ aye, and he uses the wiles of the red man
too—to lure into his pictures the shy but
clever inhabitants of the far North.
wander afoot over the drifted snow; we
peer through deep holes cut in the thick
1ce, we bulld “hides” in the wild
rice beds; we drive poles here and erect
platforma on which to steady our cam-
eras; we float our machines down swift
currents into the midst of feeding flocks ;
we conceal them in heaps. -of aquatlc
vegetation, building these heaps carefully
an inch a day to allow tlie setting wild
bird whose picture we covet to become
accustomed to the changing pile; and
often with a taut line over her nest we
force her to take her own picture, since
she refuses to let us do it; we climb
far up into swaying trees, and with only
a treacherous hold point our lens at an
 egg-filled nest, while the great birds we
have disturbed circle and scream over
our heads. All this we do (and gladly)
in order that the ommniverous maw of
the illustrated press may be filled and
our -fellow man may see as we see—
the wonders of nature.

Our opening day this year found us

shovelling with great eagerness into a
drift of snow that had buried the lower
and middle branches of the cedars which
lined the banks of the ice-bound Otona-

bee, the “Crooked River” of the Missis-

“saugas. Hawk, our guide, pointed to
~ the tree roots with eloquent gestures.
“Beewun penay,” he grunted. “Part-
ridge, snowdrift!” we translated it, and
our shovels flew to the release of the
gamy grouse. Only a tiny airhole,
formed by the bird’s.frantic attempt to
tunnel upward and aided by the March
sun, told where the partridge was buried.
But.soon we came upon a perfect sub-

We

stain on the snow and a fey

way of tunnels, a tiny lme where the
stoat had run, a larger, more deeply

“trodden path- where “the weasel had

passed, and other roads, yet larger,
pressed down by the soft feet of the rab-

bits as they sped along to their cosy
burrow under the old “tamarack root.
Here a cross patch had been run through
by the lithe, cruel mink, and.a teddish

the ‘tragic end of. some poor ‘fuunuv

We found many a tunnel blssectmg'
the main ones, and these, we guessed,
had been made by the field-mice¢ and
moles, as they had left their marks on
the bark of the swamp maples. Again
we found a path where the slowly im-
planted foot-marks and the -groove of a
dragging . tail gave evidence that. the
heavy muskrat “had passed from some
“breathing-hole” on his way to a “div-
ing-hole” in the drowned lands. Some-
times we paused in our work and stand-
ing erect gazed at the drifted, solitary,
unbroken waste of snow, and then turned

~back with wondering admiration to the

thoroughfares made beneath by these
busy animals, -

At last, we came upon a short, wide
path, trodden by the spreading footmarks
of a large game bird. All along . its
course thie beaver grass had been torn
out and eaten.- I had my fat boy, Fritz,
with me, and with Fritz holding my feet
from above I hung like an acrobat and
peered into the tunnel. At the-far end
I saw the gleam of a pair of bright eyes.
Hastily setting the machine, we con-
cealed ourselves beneath a spreading fir.
Slowly and stiffly, cautiously at first as
if expecting danger, the handsome bird
—a male ruffled grouse—emerged. He
stood blinking in the sunshine and slowly
eating small mouthfulls of snow that
he picked up on either side. “Click!”
went the camera,'and the -grouse sped
back along his laborlously won path.

We plunged away through the deep
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snow, red man, fat boy, and camera, laden .

white. The leaping red flame of our
camp fire lighted up the gloomy aisles
- of the pine woods. The fragrant smoke
rolled and beckoned a welcome to our
mid-day meal. Later, as the Indian and
I sat drowsily smoking, the more
thoughtful Fritz gathered up the frag-
ments of our meal and struggled off
through the snow to feed the hungry
grouse. When we saw him again, plod-
ding back heavily through the drifts, he
carried a dark object in his hands. Tt

glass jar of live minnows was lowered
until it hung suspended just beneath the
lower surface of the ice, three feet below
the upper. Throwing myself on the furs
and pushing my head under the willow,
[ was soon completely covered by Hawk.
Robe after robe was thrown over me,
until every ray of light was excluded. At
first I could see nothing.” Then a gleam
of green water showed beneath me; next
the dark, ice-chiseled sides of the hole
were visible. Then a weed, drifted by-
the current, glided into the scene, and

Rough Grouse Under the Snow.

was the’ grouse—dead. Fritz has a ten-
der heart, and his trembling lip was so
near the danger line that we read the
bird’s story in silence. Its torn breast
spoke eloquently of the swift attack of
thel le;ilptmg mlink, its own vain struggle
-and, let us hope, its speedy 1
and P peedy, painless
We stood next morning around a hole
cut through the deep ice far up Rice
Lake. A red willow arch curved above
the jce shavings that surrounded the
opening. Robes were laid down. A big

at last I saw the inhabitants of the deep.

-As they came out of the warmer, shel-

tered depth into thé cool, gleaming shaft
of light they seemed mere yellowish
§11a(lows: But as they rose nearer the
Jar of minnows I saw that they were big
mouth bass. One large- fish,” his black
lustrous eyes set on the tempting bait,
charged the jar, and as it swung slowly
away, he followed. He and his mates
crowded together, nosing and bunting it.
Still the alluring minnows swam about.
Time after time the bass charged, .only
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.to meet the cold glass. Finally they set
it swinging in concentric circles, and
followed" it, curving and darting, rising
and falling, in a merry mad measure so
irresistibly comical-that I laughed aloud
The covering above me was distirbed.
A ray of light flashed in, and the scene
disappeared. :

‘Again the robes were adjusted, and
again I waited. Soon, far down in the
murky depths, I saw a long green shadow
swim slowly across the hole. In a few
minutes it came back, but higher up;

day the fish gathered about the mock
feast. The bass came:-in- couples; in
schools even, and gazed and poked at
those unapproachable minnows. It might -
truly be said that their mouths watered
as they hungrily circled around the jar,
fading away like shadows when the long,

.green, ‘shark-like nose of the maskin-

onge appeared. These big fishes swam
in many a curving line, solemnly encir-
cling .the imprisoned bait; but no matter
how great the number of the fish nor
how small the circle they did not once

13
4

Huge Female Maskinonge Spawning.

then again, still higher, until suddenly
the long, sharp nose and big, hollow-
looking eyes of a twenty-pound mas-
kinonge were within three feet of my
face. So sudden and so “alarming was
its appearance that I dodged involun-
tarily; but deceived by the reflection, I
dodged the wrong way and plumped my
face into the icy water. Whether the
great nsh was as startled as I had
been I don’t know, but it swept
out of the view circle instantly.
All throughthe cold, bright hours of the

touch one another. The Indian saw and
wondered. Thé fat boy shivered through
all his ponderous body until the furs
shook him. It was time to go home.
With nipped fingers we pulled up our
bait, our teeth chattering. A minute
afterwards we were speeding homeward
on our skates.

The wild ducks were the next to claim
the attention of our note-book and
camera. On the southern Canadian lakes
the great migration north passes, for here

‘are great celery beds, wild rice seed, the
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r-dock of the marshes and myriads
zlzatstl?ails. Here the ducks linger an(:.
feed. Hitherto, as the isotherm o
thirty-five degrees has moved north,
they have closely followed, but now they
wait, sure of food, until .t_he breeding-
grounds far over .the Height of Land,

" far up—almost to the Arctic Circle—

are ready to receive them. One great
bay held a fock numbering many thous-
ands ; in the evening, when the move-
ment northward is most pronounced. we
calculated that there were about ten

concealed our canoe a{lcl the platform.,
we had erected .on piles to hold our
camera. - We anchored a flock of de-
coys nearby and placed the camera so
that its bright lens could peer out at

them from its straw covering. From - .

ur hiding-place we could watch the
?vonderfulg Iv)vays of our webb-footed
friends. The golden-eyed drakes swam
past proudly with their necks .arched
and their glossy green feathers apd bril-
liant yellow eyes. glistening in the sun-
light.  They were following, several

Golden-'Eye Duck Fishing.

thousand of them, but in the morning,
augmented by great flocks of hungry
*birds from the South, there were at least
twenty-five thousand. We counted
twenty-two varieties of wild ducks, the
eider-duck and harlequin only, Dbein
missing. - There were small fiocks of
Canada geese and brant, solitary speci-
mens of pelicans and comorants, pairs
of loons and many varieties of griebe.
As the birds dotted the calm surface of
the lake we built out “hides.” The
rice beds lie sunken beneath the water,
the grain growing from a black liquid
mud. Into this'mud we drove our poles.
Then we placed cross-poles . in the
' crotches . and hung over them a great
quantity of wild rice straw. - The straw

drakes to each more soberly-clad
female. They dived. as she dived;
they rose from beneath the water and
with flying wings speeded after her as
ste leaped into the air. They followed
her every movement, settled where she
settled, swimming around ‘her as she
rested, ittering the spring love mote,
which sounds like nothing in the world

but the grating of a rusty hinge. “Creek,
~creek!” they called to her. This cry is

to be heard only in the spring time and
is utterly unlike the “quacks”. and
“myamphs” of the regular note. At last
the female hearkened to one of the
drakes, and she and her mate drove off
the rejected lovers. '

Hawk built us “bough-houses” on thé
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pomts of the 1slands, where we could
watch. the ducks unobserved by them.
These “bough-houses” are circular fort-
like structures of stone, from which the
cameras peered out like cannon watch-
ing for an enemy. But sometimes we
watched for our subjects from behind
great ice-covered boulders and pictured
- them with rapid, focal-plane shutters as
they leaped in many a strange play. One
game—for game it surely is—most close-

~ly resembles the “tag” of our boyhood.

A plain brown blue-bill would come
diving along the shore with her train
of drakes. Suddenly for no apparent
reason—except that it is evidently a part
of the game—she would leap from the
water, gracefully curving and spattering
over the surface. Al the male birds fol-
low in hot pursuit. Down the female
dives; she emerges in a cloud of spray.

The males have dived. too, and they now "
emerge, as the duck-does, popping out:

of the water like so many flying fish.

After the birds have played their game
for a hundred yards or so they settle

down again to the-more serious business
of feeding, gravelling or love- making. -
We were exceedlngly interested in the
mergansers. “Mergaser sirrator.” The
drake, with his dark green head and
chestnut breast, i a glorious creature.
His bright red eyes and bill make a dash
of color on the dark blue water.-
fellow. a~companied by his. more plainly
dressed mate, passed within six feet of
us. Both had their heads beneath water,
as far down as to the top of the trans-
parent film that-covers the eye and pro-
tects it from any injurious substance
that might float in. They were search-
ing the shallows for minnows. They
chased them almost ashore, and as thev
seized them in their serrated bills, throw-
ing their shining heads aloft to swallow
the wriggling fish, our camera elanged
out the news that another film had been
impressed.
~ Usually the maskinonge spawn in the
“drowned lands,” but this year there was
not enough water. Our canoe was held
lightly in the boggy -shore,” and. right
beneath there was a channel that lead
to a secluded spot containing just enough

water to cover one of these great. ﬁshes _

We lay with our hands almost meeting
_ under the canoe, our eyes, shaded by

~ the spawn.

-incubation.

One .

{for the decoys.

our caps peermg over the snde Tlme
aftér time maskmonge swam in and out
beneath us, so close that they touched i
our fingers.
an electric current had nipped him. Tn-
every case thé male was the smaller fishi<
a thirty-pound female with a ten-pound
escort seemed to be their usual propor-
tions. We watched a number of these
great females swimming around the shal-
low spawning-ground with fully half of
their long bodies exposed. We. have
photographed them in this position. An-
other picture which we managed to get
is that of the male fish in the peculiar’
act of pushing his head far out of the
water and shaking it as if to throw off
some parasite.” We have never been able
to find any reason for this strange antic,
although’ in summer théy may do it to
shake out some of the loosening teeth;
they have a new set each year.

The low water, alas, played havoc with
Much of it was laid out in .
the lake shaliows; and the heavy winds
dislodged. it and drove it ashore. Many
a time our canoe has slipped all to
easily -up the shore upon the shiniag
fringe of spawn that lined it. And here
the wild ducks found the tempting food,
each egg showing the first faint dot of
They had a. right royal
feast. As they were -eating we paddled
up to them, hastily concealed our cam-
eras in the willows that fringed the shore,

“connected the machine with long rubber
‘tubes and scrambled up the bank to await -

the ducks we had frightened away. The
ducks soon swung back, alighted and
swam ashore. In one spot, about a mass
of spawn as large as a man’s two hands,
had gathered four handsome bluebllls
American Scamp. They were rlght in
focus. I gave the bluebill call; “purr-it,”
and instantly they turned and looked at
me. A rapld pressing of the bulbs, a
“cling-clang” from the machines, and
two more excellent pictures were ours.
Often as the ducks -flew past we would
call them. The Indian excelled at this
imitation, his deep, natural calls making
the birds turn as if on a pivot, and sweep
At times the huge flocks
would rise from the surface of the lake
with a noise like thunder. When there
was no. more chance for picture-taking

‘that day we would carry our cameras

Fritz drew his out as if
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d with the
and decoys to the camp, an
camp fire leaping up into the dark trees

above and our canoes overturned on the

sand prepare for our next day’s hunt.
No duck hunter ever reloaded shells or
filled cartridgs box with more zeal than
we recharged our cameras. And we were
secure in the knowledge that our sport
would not cause a moment’s pain to any
animal, feathered, furred, or scaly.
Once again our paths were the paths
of the furbearers. We concealed our
cameras on floats in-the drowned lands
where the muskrats—most elusive of all
our subjects—came out for a very short

e

On the shelf thus left the muskrats we ..
were watching had  formed a dry nest
of straw, and here they reared the litter -
of “kittens,” keeping the nest very clean -
and pure. These sleek animals are very -
dainty in their habits and ma!ce the hun- .-
gry trapper a good meal—quite as good;
in fact, as when they are served on some
Southern hotel table under the name of
“Marsh rabbits.” We pictured the musk-
rats sitting erect as they nibbled the wild
onion or ate the succulent root of the
flag. We watched them swimming
amiably up the little marsh streams, male
closely following female. It was the

R R S

A Grand Old Male Heron,

period hefore sunset. They were buila-
ing their big circualr houses. We watched
them bringing the straw and flags, the
parrot grass and wild oats, the rushes
and reeds. They dragged these up on to
the heap already gathered, moving' back-
wards.  They trampled it down, patting
it here, smoothing it there, until the solid
piles were high enough above the water
for them to tear out the passage desired
beneath. Right in the center of the heap,
twelve or fifteen inches above the sur-
face, is a chamber. From this a pas-
3age was torn out, which forms a “diy-

ing-hole” into the water, - Down this
diving-hole the muskrats can plunge into-

safety the-instant the house is disturbed.

‘mating season. Often ‘when we were

watching a peaceful pair another brown
head and a pair of bright eyes would
emerge. A rival male had appeared.
Then the conflict would begin. ‘Tread-
ing water, standing erect and clutching
each other with the long,” strong claws
of the forefeet, whining and crying
meanwhile like two babies, they would
fight until one was discomfited. The
battle won, off would swim the victor
after the waiting female, the cause of
all the trouble. Every daring lover
would be fought off until he was chosen
for the mate. Then the house.would be
built, and soon the querulous cry of the
kittens” could be heard. . This year, un-;
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fortunately, the water rose, and all the
nests were drowned out.. We watched
with great concern the anxious mothers
carrying tenderly in their beaks, holding
them upsidedown, the pink-legged, grey-
coated silky little chaps, and laying them
on hastily formed “draw-ups.” Here the
babies lay on the dry straw and beaver
grass, their little blind eyes twitching in
the unaccustomed glare, and here we took
their pictures. The hours of exposure
were so late, however, that out of one
hundred and ‘twenty photographs taken
at this time only ten were good. As our
long ~white tubing lay. like a tempting
worm along the bog the great blue herons
descended and tried to eat it.. We were
enjoying a laugh at their expense when
the joke was suddenly turned on us, and
a great plunging maskinonge sent float,
machines and all, into the water.

A wvisit to the trapping camp of the
Mississiaugas was fruitful of many
things. We pictured them removing the
pelts, stretching the furs, cutting the red
willow boughs on . which the furs are
stretched, setting the. well-concealed

traps, driving willow branches in along

the streams, piling on these the flags ana
straw to form a draw-up where the water
was deep, a draw-up that held a cun-
ningly hidden trap. While we lingeied
a brave came paddling in and whooping
as only a red trapper can. “Ah-tuyah!”
‘he called. “Come and take them!” Got
~all the bad things in the mash.” “Take
it he said, as he threw out a trapped
blue heron. The camera clicked. “Take
it!” And out came a handsome. bluebill
drake, trapped and drowned. “Take
it!” he laughed, as a trapped and dead
crow fell near my feet. “Take them
all’  And crows, mice, marsh wrens, all
the unwished for prey that gets nipped
in the steel traps, piled up on the shore
before me. I pictured the spoils and
started off. “Take them!” he grunted.
“I did: thank you!” T replied. “Take
them!” he repeated. Then I saw, but
oh, so late, that he spoke not in a photo-
graphic sense. I gathered up the mis-
cellaneous pile, and as I paddled away
I heard the red man comment: “Wahbe-
enene pahkudwin!” “White man hun-
gr.\, !7’ . X .

There was a flock of feeding pintails -
that defied our most carefully hidden

STUDY.
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cameras, so wearranged a rait-like struc-
ture and lashed the camera firmly on,
We attached guiding-strings to the two.
back corners and another to the action.
Then we allowed the raft to be borie by
the current into the flock. But although
we got the pintails into correct focus and
made the exposure at just the right
moment, the swirl of the current tipped
the lens too high, and we_only secured
a picture of the clouds.

Many a time-we sat and watched the

big mount bass forming her nest in the

wild rice straw at the bottom of the
water. She would turn around as a
dog does before it lies down, pushing
and nosing the sunken straw until a
fairly circular nest was formed. Then

“after the spawn was laid we have seen

her on guard day after day, fighting off
all her enemies.. Once, while she was
absent a moment in: search of food, three
eels wriggled along the channel, slid into
the spawn-filled hollow and started to
eat up the whole bass family. The way
she broke up that function was a merry
sight. Like a cannon ball she entered,
scattering” her enemies right and left.
Once she and the tail of an eel came clear
out of the water in a cloud of spray.
When she had driven them off it was
pathetic to watch her gentle, maternal
instincts, how she smoothed down the
disturbed nest, nosed the precious spawn
into place—a deft touch here, a seem-
ing pat there—and finally hovered over
her repaired nest, a mother on guard -
again. '

The Great Northern Diver gave us a
handsome set of pictures, the gathering
of which held many moments of intense
interest. The nest was. formed on the
top of an old muskrat house, and day
after day we added to the pile of aquatic
weeds that would uiltimately conceal our
camera. At last it was hidden, and the
connections laid to a small island a hun-
dred yards off, behind which I was con-
cealed. The female bird came swimming
back very slowly, and she formed a beau-
tiful picture. Her collar was black -
striped: her back was magnificently
checquered black and white; her head
was glossy green, and her big eyes a
brilliant rva. With many a dive she
swam and circled nearer to the nest-on
the -bog edge. For fully two hours she
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searched for the enemy she knew lay
hidden somewhere. . At length I was
" forced to paddle out and get my assist-
-ant to sneak in behind the island in an-
other canoe. Then I doubled and joined
him, and Fritz paddled past the nest in
full sight. The manoeuver succeeded,
yet it took an hour, during which the
mosquitoes kept me close company, to
satisfy her. Finally she scrambled with
clambering wings and kicking feet right
up on to the nest, springing up like a
guilty thing when the camera sang out.
Four weeks later she led two black
billed, black footed, black eyed and black
clothed little fluffy pets into the water.
Here the male, glorious in his spring
apparel,, and similarly marked, took
charge. Once I saw him swimming off
with the two youngsters on his back.
With considerable trouble I caught the
little birds in'a net and took a picture
of them on the nest. When I returned,
the frantic parents were uttering loud,
eyrie calls. The father was the first to
hear the babies’ tiny “Peep.” Instantly
he came tearing over the water like a
great white stallion, reared on his feet
and tail.
out with rage. His wonderful red eyes
protruded from his head. A foaming-
wake of water followed him.
I pictured him as he circled my canoe.
great masses of foam showing in each

His shining head was swelled -

Busily

picture. Then I slid the dusky young-
sters into the lake, and his wild “A-loo-
loo” changed to the mildest entreating
“Loo-loo” as he swam ahead and gently
urged his precious ones away from the
monster with bobbing head, long arms
and long green shell. |

We have seen the “Shushuge”’—the
blue heron—fall from the Heavens, a

tangled, revolving mass of long legs,
great wings and twisting neck. We have
seen this great bird fall five hundred
yards, turning rapidly, and finally, the
migration over, sail into the Heronry
as if a quarter of a mile tumble were an
every-day event. We have watched the
bittern fill its windpouch with four gasp-
ing breaths, each drawn in and entering
the pouch with a metallic, reed-like
twang. The pouch swelled out to the size
of a tennis ball. Then the head was laid on
the back, a convulsive, acrobatic gesture
ensued ; the head shot out until the neck
was fully stretched, and the “A-ker-
plunk” of this odd bird sounded over the

lonely marshes once for each intaking of
-breath. TLater in the fall, when both
gun and camera are in use, I have shot

the bluebills over our decoys, and un-
assisted have photographed them as they
fell, shot, click and plash sounding al-
most simultaneously over the great
worlkshop. :

THE TRAGIC IDEAL—The poet can no more write without having

suffered and thought, than the bird can fly in an exhausted air-pump. He
must learn the chords of the everlasting harp, before he can draw sweet
mu§ic from it. But he.cannot play while he is learning—he cannot write
~while he is suffering—he cannot sing while his heart is bleeding. If he
attempts it, he will but utter incoherent sobs. He must wait until that
sqffcr}ng has passed into memory. There it will work, fortifying the soul
with its examples, not tearing it with thorns. He must wait till suffering
has become spiritualized, by losing every. portion of the sensuous pain
before he can transmute it into poetry. ‘ . - ’

* * * % *

Women make their advances as Time makes his,

the syva?n approaches to pay his devoirs,
languid indifference, “ Who is he?” - At thirty with a prudent look towards
the _ways aqd means, the question is, “ What is he?” At forty much
anxiety manifests itself to make the hymeneal selection and the -query -
changes into “ Which is he?” But at the ultima thule of i:‘xfty the an(:l{iouss'
expectant prepares to seize the prey, and exclaims, “ Where is’he?”

* * * * * '

‘his. At twenty, when
they exclaim, with an air of




Models I Have Known.

L.—Bibi la Puree.
By Mrs. Beanlands.

, HISTLER’S\ atelier was the
' \xi dernier cri among the Parisian
’ art students, so much so that
the coumerge ‘was stationed at
the head of the stairs to call Pas de
place Mesdames, pas de place to the
stream chiefly Amerlcans who flocked
there.

It was at his evening class that I first
saw Bibi la Puree as model a little old
man, smiling and eéstatics, his bright

. eyes half hidden under a dingy and
~ weather-beaten top hat; his clothes were
- green with age; his boots were the elas-
t1c-s1ded ones of the last centuly, and
under his arm was a sheaf of old um-
‘brellas, but while his clothes spoke of
misery his whole bearing had an inde-
scribable alertness and bonhomie, “a
dandy even in his rags.” I asked him
to pose and next day he appeared at my
studio and I decided to paint him for
my salon. He was never punctual and
his locuses were varied and original—
there was an incendie in the street—he
had to stop on the way to have a tooth
pulled out—the waiter had forgotten to
~call him—a friend of his had had a crise
de nerfs. But who is Bibi, one will ask?
In Paris student life the question was
not necessary. . Vagabond by profession,
an habitue of the celebrated Cafe Pro-
cope, the friend of Verlaine, the king of
- the 1899 carnival, whose real name was
. Andre de Sa'is, whose uncle was the
. Abbe de Salis of the Tichbourne case
| celebrity: everyone knew him; free
- drinks were given him: students saluted
him: no one was happier than he. Bibi
used to sav proudly: “T’etais I'ami de
" Verlaine et Verlaine etait mon ami,” and
when that ‘sad genius was dvmd in a
F.garret it was Blbl who was evelythmcr
to him, who sold his autographs or his
- poems and when all other things failed,
sold himseélf to a college of surgeons for
40 francs to give Ver]ame the necessary
- food and doctor’s care.

But sometimes the Fates were'unkind
in our quarter. Bibi was not known
and M. Julien, returning by the Boule-
vards, overheard an animated dialogue:
“Je suls Bibi la Puree, je ne paye ja--
mais.”  “Vous pouvez etre Bibi Ile
diable,” ‘said the infuriated waiter, but
you must pay your drink.” This was

"Bibi who assured me he only drank milk

and deplored Verlaine’s failing for ab-
sinthe. Bibi also had an irresistible
craving for other people¢’s umbrellas.
Mine dlsappeared He told me one of
the models had most probably taken it. -

“I will find her and say, ‘Give me back

rn

the umbrella of Mademoiselle Mees.
Everyday he reported on the chase ; once
he had vainly pursued her up the Boule-
vard Michel—until the subject dropped,
and it was not till some months later
that I heard of this strange passion of
his, and that at the anniversary of Ver-
laine’s death it was Bibi who wept the
most bitterly at his grave. After the cere-
mony when the llterary men were leaving

-the cemetery Bibi had disappeared
and with him’ their fifteen umbrellas.
But everyone forgave Bibi. As a model

he was always amusing, always obliging.
He wused to -say: “Tiens nons avons
oublie quelque chose,” and passed his
fingers as a comb through his few grisly
locks to make them stand out to his sat-
isfaction. Once he climbed a high stool
to open a window and fell, heels in air.
Never was there such a catastrophe. I
ran to him: “Are you hurt, Bibi?”’ “Not
in the least,” was the quick reply; “I
often do this for exercise.”

He was fond of flowers and always
had a bunch of violets to present to us
at Julien’s evening class. “Et la moitre
pour Mdme Julian,” he used to say.
Once when posing at this class he -léft
the model throne as he saw Mdme Ju-
lian come in with her mother. Go
back.” shouted Marie, the bonne who -
for " twenty-seven years had been the
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ragon of the atelier. But Bibi, paying
ﬂoagattention to Marie, prese_nted_ the
violets with the most courily of bows.
“Madame’ Julian will not be offended I
trust if I offer these flowers to Madame,
nother.” ‘

he%\;hen I was ill Bibi appeared at the
hotel with flowers and a medallion of
St. Genevieve, the patron saint of health,
purposely blessed for my recovery.

I finished my portrait. It was hung
on the line in the salon and was often
surrounded by the students, .who knew
Bibi. I never saw him again. He died
soon afterwards—alone and in misery.

But his memory will long live in the
Latin Quartier and let us hope that an
angel has pressed down the scale for -
his gentle and unknown deeds.

The Hat and the ,'Singi‘ng Girl.

By ]. Gordon Smith.

into the’ world I cannot remember,
but T have memories of being
crowded with old clothing on a

Iam a silk hat. Just when I came

huckster’s stall in Roman road, and

I recall that fourpence was given for
me to a Jew with long and greasy
beard, by a Japanese fireman of
the Awa Maru who put me away in
a cardboard box in the bowels of 3 vi-
brating Japanese-built steamer. He took
me out at times, when off watch, to
brush my glossy sides and top ere he slid
“down the oily iron ladders to the heated
fireroom, where things happened that
they in the smoking rooms and saloons
never dreamed of. Because of me there

was much talk when the naked firemen -

sat on heaps of lukewarm clinkers to dip
their chopsticks in a joint-bowl of rice
and fish. Then there was the matter of a
knife thrust between the ribs of Matsu-
moto San at the middle furnace, which
gave the ship’s doctor some anxious
hours, when the sticky humidity of the
Red Sea depressed the whole ship’s com-
pany.  This all happened, because of
things he said concerning me and Furuky
San, who owned me and was proud in
the possession. -

These things befell before we reached
Fusan, which is an old place, and silk
hats and its crenelated wall, that bounds
the city in a square of wide crumbline
stone thirty feet high, were never meant
to meet cheek by jowl. Perhaps thi;

.
*

was why the Korean, who was catching .
small birds with a falcon, as an esquire
might have done in the days of the Hen-
rys, ran with fright when he saw me
glistening with the pitiless sun of Korea
shining on my gioss as I rested on the
well-oiled head of Furuku San, now an
adventurer, who followed the course of
the war on the Hermit land.

I impressed all who saw me. But I
felt so strange. Imagine me, who had
graced the head of a member of parlia-
ment, before a butler cast me off to se-
cure pence forehis brats, displayed in
such crowds as Furuku " San jostled
among. No yangban of all Korea had
such headgear as the madcap fireman
of the Awa Maru who had run away with
Kimochi San, the singing girl, to make
his fortune in Korea.

Those yangbans of Korea I remember
well, with their loose white robes and
ridiculous horse-hair hats with broad
brims and ribbons under the chin. Such

-a hat would never have been tolerated

where I came from; in fact, I doubt if
anything that befell in this comic-opera
land would have occurred in the -place
where T first saw the light. These people
look like clowns in a- circus as they
saunter through the streets fanning
themselves or smoking long-stemmed
pipes: or with-dirty white cotton jackets
and baggy trousers dragging in the mud
they lie asleep on' the streets - with flies
crawling over their closed eyelids. And



. these houses! smgle-stoned huts. of mud
B :nd wattle, neglected and. forlorn-look-
ging, dirty as can be imagined, and with
foreat irregular spaces between them, as
jugly as the filthy streets with the sewage
treeking in sluggish stream in the middle.
3 | lived in a thatched two-roomed
38 house of bamboo, mud, wattle and paper,
REand had a place of honor on the kami-
B lana with the household gods of Furuku
BSan and Kimochi, the singing girl, and
Shecause of me the couple prospered.

. Men came from near and far to see
ime. A few Koreans burned 'incense

good come out of the west.

i One day I heard Kimochi San crying.
She was shaking from head to foot as
, she moaned out the bitterness of her
:

-4 " Then I saw some Japanese staggering
finto the place with a burden which they
laid down on the floor and covered with
a piece of matting. The burden was
Furuku San and he was dead, having
‘been shot while brawling in a tea house

Gate.

Tanaka San, who had brought home
the dead Furuku was comforting the
weeping singing girl. -

They talked so low that I could not
hear them and when she spread the fu-
tamis at nightfall, Kimochi had forgot-
ten to cry. She was singing an old
Japanese ballad.

I thought of her ﬁckleness half the

night.
i In the morning Tanaka and three
L others carried Furuku San out in a small
| box, his knees doubled as he sat up-
nght in the ‘coffin after the ortho-

dox Buddhistic manner, and Tanaka San

A wore me as he followed the funeral pro-
M cession with Kimochi shuffling along on
SH her teak-wood clogs behind him.
$BE 1 pondered over the situation night
N after night. I resolved to be revenged.
Furuku San had treated .me. well.
‘brushed me, shining me continually,
SUR While Tanaka threw me into' a corner
i and was all eairs when Kimochi began to
Echant her songs. He sat beside her
while she gracefully bound her black
hair, whitened her face and neck with
- powder paint and pomatum, carmined
l.er hps blacked her eye-brows and oxled

sticks before me, mistaking me for a

at the edge of the city, near-the North ~Seoul.

He

i
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her hair, holding the old Korean mirror
of; bulmshed metal while the singing girl
made her preparations for the entertain-
ment of those who came to the tea-house. -

I listeiied while they talked the crafty
rascals. So, they were going to get the-
two hundred yen that the dead Furuku
had loaned to the Korean farmer who
tilled_the paddy-fields just beyond the
city wall at the North Gate. :

‘Kimochi had a paper with the thumb
marks of Furuku and the farmer which
was also stamped with their seals in red,
this having been done before the ]apanese
Resident. :

That farmer had paid exorbltant inter-
est for the two hundred yen, even though
he had paid with counterfeit nickels, but
the couple now proposed to force the old
Korean to pay the principal despite the
fact that repayment Wwas not due for
many months.

“Kimi,” said Kimochi, “honorably
take the hat. The.Korean pig has never
seen such a hat unless he has been to
the Court where Marquis Ito rules at
If you wear the hat he will think
you are Marquis Ito and you can tell
him that unless he pays he must go to
prison—tell him he may be hanged.”

Oh! the wickedness of this world. I
was to be made use of to force payment.
from the poor old rice-grower, and I
was helpless to do anything. But was
I? Perbaps—well, T would see.

“Kimi,” said Kimochi, “Wanibi San,

~who is a flag-waver of the railway, has

an imposing uniform with shining but-
tons—he looks like the Marquis Oyama
It may be you can borrow that clothing,
and with it and the shining hat he may
think you are the Japanese Emperor.”

The singing girl had not stayed awake
all night thinking of the two hundred :
yen for nothing.

I listened carefully and worried over
this and resolved that the old Korean
should not be robbed, although I could'
not yet see how to ptevent it. :

“I will goto this pig of the Korean,”
said the geisha, betweeri mouthfuls of
daikon, as the silent Tanaka sat on the
opposite cushion wondering what might
happen - if  the mterfermg constabulary
heard. - “I. will.go to him and.demand
the money. He will refuse, seeing that
I'am a weak woman. I will scream and
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then you will come. Today he goes with
a cow to the city by the North Gate.
We will waylay him. But bring the
hat, and then he will think you are the
Marquis Ito himself.” ‘
While Kimochi was sitting before her
mirror Tanaka lifted me from the shelf

. and pressed me down on his head, the

cocoanut oil of his hair sticking greasily

 to my band. He tilted me to one side,

then he glared into a cheap mirror labelled
“made in Germany,” and admired him-
self. But, how out of place I seemed
with that old blue kimona and the low
neck, bare feet and teak-wood clogs.
‘Perhaps the uniform with brass buttons
which the flag-waver brought from the
railway would be better,

1 shall never forget the sight when
Tanaka looked into his mirror after he
put on the uniform. The trousers were
tight, clinging to the leg like those of a
Yokchama ricksha-puller, and they had
-a disinclination to reach down to the san-
dals by a foot at least, while the coat
fitted like that of a-bellboy who had stay-
-ed overlong in the pantry.

In the morning we went forth, Ki-
mochi leading, and Tanaka following
with me on the back of his head. Toward
the North Gate we met an unsophisti-
cated Korean with bovine stare, hanging
jaw and a loose tuft of hair like an An-
gora goat. He was leading a bullock
laden heavily with brushwood, anl look-
ing straight ahead of him. Suddenly Ki-
mochi sprang toward him and screamed.

Just then a gust of wind lifted me
over a compound wall, where I lay close
to a break in the rubble.

“Why do you not pay this woman her
money ?” asked Tanaka with all the auth-
ority he could assume, as he put his hand
-to his bare head. L ,

“The hat: where is the hat?” shouted
the angry Kimochi, shrilly. “He will
never pay unless you have the hat.”

From my hiding place behind the mud
wall I laughed.

“Why do you not pay this woman her
money ?” demanded Tanaka once more.
“Excellency. T go to get it.”” said the
farmer meekly, as though, like all his
countrymen he had become accustomed
to being robbed by the Japanese. “If
your Excellency will lionorably hold my
poor: cow for a few moments I wiil
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humbly go to my poor home just beyond.
the city gate and bring the honorable -
money to your Excellency.”

“Yoroshi!” said Tanaka tartly; he felt
that he must maintain an air of authority
despite the fact that I had lifted myself -
over the wall. ’

“And you must hurry,” shouted the
singing girl as the farmer shuffled away.
They watched the old Korean toddling
through the city gate and then both burst
into laughter. Between outbursts of
‘merriment they planned a trip back to
the Street of the Lantern-makers in Os-
aka, and the fickle singing girl vowed
eternal fealty to Tanaka.

Two Japanese policemen meanwhile
approached from a lane between the low
Korgan houses, and with them was the
unsophisticated owner of the cow.

“There he is,” said the farmer, poinf—
ing to Tanaka. “That’s the man who
stole my cow.”

Both constables laid hands on Tana-
ka's shoulder, and hustled him off, while
the Korean, chanting an old native song,
picked up the leading rope and started
homeward with his bullock.

“But—" Tanaka started to explain.
“l am ! , '

“Yes, of course,” said the fickle Ki-
mochi, “he tried to steal the poor man’s
cow,” and she smiled as her almond eyes
shone upon the policemen. ,

Meanwhile I lay perdu behind the
compound wall while the man with

tight-fitting . brass-bound uniform lan-

guished in jail making explanations, at
which everybody laughed. There is also
a singing girl carrying tea and cakes to
all who come to her tea-house and mak-
ing violent love to a policeman whom
she met while he was arresting a man
for cow-stealing at the North Gate.
Finally there is a flag-waver of the rail-
way line angrily demanding at the prison -
gate that his uniform be returned to him :
and a bull contentedly chewing the cud
In. a corner of his master’s house, while
an old farmer recites to all who will listen
what befell at the North Gate. He
scents his breath with garlic and sul at
mtervals ; these things being bought with
his surplus funds because he no longer

pays exorbitant interest on two hundred
yen. - -



Life and Love.

O NCE, in the long ago, when Life and Love
‘Walked ever hand in hand,
_They came to earth from some fair realm
above,
And wandered through the land.

Much they did find whereon their art to try,
For then the world was new.

They shook the sunbeams from the bended sky,
And steeped the ground with dew.

Upon the fields the emerald turf they spread,
And clad the hills in green;

They laid the meadows in the vales, and led
The glittering streams between.

Life_lifted up the flowers throughout the land
By woodland slope and fen;
Love stooped and touched them with her
glowing hangd,
And they have bloomed since then.

Life taught the birds to build within the brake,
- And clothed each fledging’s wing;

Love lifted up her voice but once to wake
. The songs which now they sing.

Thus ever hand in hand they journeyed on,
‘From sea to sunlit sea.

Their garments had the freshness of the dawn
Which wakes the flowering- lea.

And journeying thus, at length they found a
child

New risen from the sod.
Life frowned, and said, ‘“He is a beast.”
smiled,
And said, “He is a god.”

Love

Then were their hands disjoined, and from the
ground
Betwixt the twain arose
A dark and shadowy figure, sorrow-crowned,
And draped in sable woes.

Because that Nature's tenderest demands
Did seem of little worth,
From henceforth Life and Love their parted
hands :
Shall join no more on earth.

For this the flowers shall haste to fail and fade,
. The wood and field turn sere,

And all the songsters of the summer glade
Fly with the changing year.”

Life lifted up the child and gave him breath,
And he did walk between—

Love on the right, Life on the left—and Death
Did follow, all unseen.

“What wiﬁt thou give,” said Life, “and I will
show -

0
Thine eyes the vath of fame,
And lead thee there, that after-years shall know
And wonder. at thy name?”

“All,” saith the chilqd, “fha.f Fate shall bring

to me,
And all that Fame can give
To heart and mind—all will I give to thee,
If I shall always live.”

But Love stooped low and ‘gently drew his head
. Against her broad white breast. v
“What wilt thou give to me,” she softly said,
“And I will give thee rest?”

“Alas!” he answered, “I am now bereft
Of all I might control.

One gift remains—myself alone am left—
To thee I give my soul.”

Love put her sandals on his naked feet,
And in her tender care
Gave him her broidered garment,
sweet,
Such as a god might wear.

soft and

She girt his-body with the golden zone
T-00osed from her own warm breast;

And on his lips the imprint of her own
She passionately pressed.

And in his heart she lit the deathless fire
Which rests not ‘night nor day, .

But still doth turn the soul with fond desire
To Beauty’s path alway. -

So they did journey, and the land was fair;
Kach day was like a dream

In which the soul moves with the moving air

Along some crystal stream.

But T.ife began to weary of the way,
Such fickle heart hath she, :
And though Love plead with tears, she would
not stay,
But shook her fair hand free.

Then Death came swiftly up in silent might,
With arms outstretched and cold, .
And bare the child back to the land of Night,

To mingle mould with mould.

But Love still journeyed on from scene to scene,
To find some land of rest,

And ever at her side a soul did lean,
Close to her faithful breast.

Long ages have rolled by. Earth’s children

nd ol
T.ife false and fickle still; -
Her nromises are fair, but she, unkind,
Forsakes them all at will.

The vath is sweet and blooming still the same
As in that ancient day, :

And sable Death still follows hard, to claim .
The soul-forsaken clay.

And still she lives whose dear divine control
Nor Life nor Death can sever;

And journeying still the unimprisoned soul
Goes on with Love forever.

—R. B. W.

This I know—and this may by all men be known—that no good or
lovely thing exists in all the world without its correspondent darkness;
and that the universe presents itself continually to mankind under the stern
aspect of warning, or of choice, the good and the evil set on the right hand _

and the left.—John Ruskin.
* *

What we call illusions are often, in truth, a wider division of past and '
present realities—a willing movement of a inan’s soul with the larger sweep
of the world’s forces—a movement towards a more assured end than the
chances of a single life.—~George Eliot. - , : .



Men I Have Met,

By W. Blakemore.

Marion. Crawforci.

only in connection with many events
of life, but especially as to accidental
meetings. For twenty years I have
been an admirer of Marion Crawford.
Who that delights in chaste, elegant sén-
suous diction has not recreated in the
Italian sunshine, which suffuses his
work. No other living writer of fiction

IT is the unexpected that happens, not

so faithfully reproduces the atmosphere

in which Italian men and women, espe-
cially of high degree, live and move and
have their being. Little, however, did I
expect that my first meeting with the
celebrated author would be in the un-
romantic Western City of Great Falls.
It occurred in the winter of 1897, when
I found myself for the first time in the
now far-famed Montana Smelting centre.
I had been looking through the electroly-
tic works established there by the Boston.
and Montana Copper Co.,” a splendid
achievement of modern engineering,
which had successfully harnessed the

head waters of the Missouri to their
bidding.

Great was my surprise to see the
hoardings placarded with an announce-
ment that Marion Crawford, “the cele-
brated novelist,” would deliver a lecture
on Italian literature that evening. I have
not yet recovered from the shock to my
sense of the eternal fitness of things
that a man so cultured and accomplished
should have been secured to lecture in
a pioneer Western City, containing at
that time not more than two or three
thousand souls; but I was reckonin
without my host in the person of the
peeress entrepreneur Major Pond who
was managing the tour. The inimitable
skill of the Major in advertising and
arousing interest in his lecturers was
never better illustrated,
the uncongenial surroundings and incle-
ment weather some four or five hundred
people gathered in the Opera Houge, It

for in spite of -

may be a fitting tribute to the excellence
of the lecture, although I have always
preferred to believe that it was a mark
of interest in the lecturer, that the audi-
ence remained intact until the end.
Marion Crawford is a man who would
attract attention anywhere. There are
few men like him in the Western world,
although both in London and Rome one
may see his counterpart any day, except
that he is a blend of the best features of
the aristocrats of both cities. To the
finger tips he looked princely, Bohemian, .
dilletante. As he walked in one was
first of all impressed by his height, which

_is exaggerated by a somewhat spare built

frame. He is considerably over six feet,
well-knit, athletic looking, and bronzed.
He has dark brown hair, a keen, intel-
léctual face, and angles at the chin, the
jaw, the cheek-bones and the eyebrows.
His eyes are hazel and either glow,
gleam, or scintillate as the emotion moves
him, ' _

The second impression is of his grace-
fulness, every movement bespeaks the
artist. Tt would be impossible for him
to stand without appearing picturesque,

-and his occasional gestures were the very

poetry_of motion, :

One could not help feeling that he
was enveloped in an atmosphere of sang
froid amounting almost to nonchalance,
Essentially a man who had thought for
himself, who had solved the problems of
life to his own satisfaction, who had

.become by habit, if he were not by in-

stinct, a philosopher, and who looked out
on human life with the easy tolerance of
a thorough man of the world to whom
nothing mattered—very much.

As I listened to him and looked at him,
the conviction stole over me that in those

- stately, urbane, kindly dispositionéd, re-

served gentlenien who people the gal-
eries of Saracinesca and Sant Ilario, he
was painting the portrait of his ances-
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“tors; if not of himself. HIS voice
deepened the conviction, soft melodious
persuasive, with a touch of indolerice,
rising and falling with a regularity ind
an evenness whlch would have been
monotonous if it had not been so musi-
‘cal. In the course of a two hours’ lec-
ture, not once did he bécome animated,
not once did he appear to be moved by
any phase of his subject, and I could not
help saying to myself, “Why here is a
- .magnificent contrast, the living embodi-
ment of the antithesis to Gavazzi, who
~ was all fire and enthusiasm, and Who car-
ried his auchences away in a torrent of
. consuming passion, as he pleaded for the
freedom of Italy. ‘

Even if Marion Crawford had lived in
the days when Garibaldi and -Gavazzi, on
the platform, in the press or on the tented
field, were fighting to liberate their coun-
- try, he could have taken no part in the
contest, for he is essentially not a man
of -action. His to look out with lofty
intelligence and subtle appreciation on
those aspects of his native country and
those chapters of her history which ap-
peal to the reflective and artistic tem-
perament. Essentially a man to advance
the intellectual status and to raise the
standard of culture in times of peace,
rather than to sound the tocsin of war.

Hic lecture was a concise and logical
resume of the history of Italian liter-
dture, more suited for a Boston Literary
Somety than a great Falls public meet-
ing. But the man! He charmed and
charmed and his dulcet tones are lin-
gering still. His lecture was almost un-
relieved by humour, and yet at the con-
clusion he related one or two incidents

b

which suggested possibilities in this di-.

~to ' literary topics,

.men of letters.

AY

rection. A reverence for the rehglon of

“his country was discernible time and

again, he touched it at many points and
always with. sympathy and intelligence.

- After the lecture we, found ourselves
the only occupants of the smoking room

“reserved for guests on the upper floor .

of the hotel. There we smoked and
chatted until the night was half" gone.
Smoked cigarettes, a circumstance which

‘did not a little to confirm me in my own

weakness for the paper-rolled weed, and
yet who can imagine Marion Crawford
smoking anything but-a cigarette, the
apolocry for a real _smoke, the whiff of

‘Bohemia.

I found him the most genial and sym-
pathetic of entertainers. Once we got
his reserve melted
away. He spoke freely and.at times
with a touch of enthusiasm of the great
Naturally in his esti-
mation Dante held the first place, but
he was willing to concede that this was
rather a matter of preference than of
critical judginent.” He admitted that he
found his Italian novels the most con-

‘genial to his own taste, and that his in-

cursion into Western topics was the re-
sult of circumstances and not of inclina-

tion.

We parted and have never since met.
I have read every line which he has
written and since he has returned to his
first love, am more than ever convinced
that in his own sphere he is peerless,
and among the many literary giants
whom it has been my privilege to meet
there are few who have left so pleasant
an impression of their personality as the
author of “A Roman Singer.’

Not a tempest sWeeps through the earth that is not needful; not a
trouble breaks upon the human heart that is not necessary. If so let us .
take heart and rejoice that we are in the road that leads upward to heaven.

* #*

*

*

The beginning of all good law, and nearly the end of it, is that every .
man shall do good work for his bread, and that every man shall have good

bread for his work.—Ruskin.
% *

* .

" I seem to have spent my life ‘Watching idealists fight and go under.
The ideals remain: their defenders either perish or lose heart, make
compromises, and despis'e themselves.——John Oliver Hobbes.

* #*

* - *

Knowledge humbleth the great man, astomsheth the. common man, and

| puffeth up the httle man. —-Proverb



.

" The Man Decides.

" By M. Langton.

=YHE Honourable Jack Carrington
I was idly looking out of the

Pullman car window as the west-

bound train puffed into Banff
station. Thefe was the wusual hurry
and scurry up and down the platformm,
and the monotonous bump-bump of
trunks as tiey were being lifted in and
out of the haggage car.

One old gentleman who had just
landed was having a voluble dispute with
the porters about a well-worn handbag
which he earried. Finding, however, that
he made little or no impression on the
grinning darkies he was on the point of
stepping into a bus which bore the name
“Banft Hotel,” in bright letters when the
door opened from within and the old
gentleman narrowly "escaped a severe
bang on the head. He was about to
burst forth into angry exclamations,
when a beautiful face appeared above
him, and a slender, graceful young
woman, clad in brown, sprang ligitly to
the ground. She was followed by an
elderly lady whom she assisted to alight.

Jack was inte-ested in theze two as
they slowly made their way to the train.
The venerable old lady leaned upon the
arm of the girl by her side, occasionally
gazing up at her with a proud, happy
look as she ventured some remark. He
watched the expressions play on the girl’s
face as she answered, and caught the
glint of white teeth when she smiled.
As she turned her head he noticed the
thick coil of dark hair, the straight nose
and perfect chin.

“An  undeniably beautiful
thought Jack, “but what may the
of her eves be?” And then, suddenly,
he felt an almoest uncontrollable desire

~ to look into them and find out.

He began speculating as to whether
these two women were coming into his
car, or if they had engaged a drawing-
room, and later on it was all he could
do to sit quietly when he heard the rustle

face,”
colour

of skirts, and saw a neat, brown-clad
figure glide by and arrange pillows m
the compartment opposite. He could
not help feeling a semsation of delight,
and found himself wondering when she
would look up, that he might catch a
glimpse of her eyes. He supposed they
were brown—that colour uswally went
with dark hair. Then becoming impat-
ient, he adjourned to the smoking-room
for a quiet pipe.

fack Carrington was a man of means,
being the sole survivor of an old and
wealthy English family. He was about
thirty-two years of age, tall, dark, with
a strong rather than a good-looking face.
He had made a name in literature since
he left Oxford, by his well written
“Travels,” which appeared from time to
time in the popular periodicals.

He had a fair knowledge of men and
women, having passed through several
London seasons, wintered on the Riviera
and played with the usual luck at Monte
Carlo. It was rumored in the Smart
Set of London and the Continent that
no ladv had succeeded in finding her way
into Jack’s heart: and many a match-
making dowager had been known to
shake her head and sigh when the Hon-
ourable Jack Carrington was mentioned
as a possible catch for a protege. He
had travel'ed chiefly through India. Af-
rica, Asia Minor and was now seeing
America for the first time and had
planned a visit to an old school chum
who had settled in Victoria. From there

he intended to take the “Empress” to
China and Japan.

The West was a new world to Jack.
He travelled in the wild, desolate
scenerv of the Rockies. The mountains
seemed appalling in their towering rug-
gedness and grandeur. A sense of
overpowering awe gripped his soul and
he experienced a strange feeling of lone-

Iiness; as he looked up at them from the
smoking car window.
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Soon he went back to the Pu'lman with
his arms full of magazines. These he
turned over one by one, each in its turn,
to be discarded for another, until finally
he dropped them all and his eves strayed
to the compartment opposite. A drowsy
mood enchained his senses and he found
himself weaving strange stories, with
backgrounds of sloping mountain sides,
clothed in shaggy brush and stately pines.
He seemed to hear the sound of running
rivers, mingled with the cries of wild

birds, and the deep roar of unseen water-
falls.

There was always a patch of brown on
the landscape of these stories, at first
misty and indistinct, then as it gradually
became clearer and clearer, a head ap-
peared, then a face, and the rest slowly
took the shape of a slight brown-clad
womanly figure.

“Marjorie,” called a soft voice, and
~ Jack awoke suddenly to hear the lady
of his dreams answer, ‘“Yes, mother,”
she re-arranged the old lady’s pillows.
Then it happened that a book she was
reading slipped accidentally over the
back of the seat almost at Jack’s feet.
The next instant he was looking into a

pair of deep blue-grey eyes that played -

havoc with his senses.

She proffered a sweet “Thank you”
as she took the book and he sank back
on the velvet cushions, wondering what
had happened that he seemed suddenly
unable to speak, or even think.

About three o’clock that afternoon the
train came to a stop. The news spread
quickly that a bridge was washed away,
which ineant con51derably delay. There
was much excitement and the passengers
rushed out to see the wrecked bridge,
which, it was rumoured, would take ten
“hours to repair. To kill time Jack de-
cided on a ramble, and felt thankful for
an opportunity to try to get the “brown
girl” out of his thouahts

He ,ushed his way quickly throuorh
the thick undergrowth and then sank on
a mossy rock, fa1r1v enchanted with his
surroundings. After an hours rest he
started back.

“Just the setting for the stories T
weaved this morning,” he mused, gazing
around. “but without the patch of
brown.” )

Yes. there were the sloping mountain

R4
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sides, with little valleys and dark recesses
formed by trees and shaggy brushwood;
there were the pine tops and the peaks,
away- above him, where surely the sun
must lose himself.

All around were the wild,
'voices of nature, while the pungent moun-
tain herbs  vielded a grateful perfume.
Far and near were ragged juttings of
rich-coloured rock, wide caves and cre-
vices with mysterious purple depths.
Down amid jungles of dark green
undergrowth were blurred patchea of
deep blue made by clusters of wild
berries: and everywhere was the rough
background of crags piled one over the
other, with their fantastic shadows
and ever-changing mists—and there—
Jack stopped—Aves surely there was the
patch of brown after all.

At first he was not quite certain, but
after cautiously drawing nearer he saw
that it was really she, standing just as
he had pictured her, among the rocks
and trees.

Of course he could have gained the
railway without meeting her bv making
a detour, but somehow he could not
bring himself to do this, and walking
nofht on the inevitable rencontre followed
Soon after he found himself showing her
bits of strange coloured rock that he had
picked up b_v the way. Their eyes met
often, and Jack sometimes almost forgot
what -he was saying as he watched, ‘with
delight, the rich colour come and go in
her cheeks.

That night Marjorie tossed about in
her berth. It was impossible to sleep
with the strange new feeling of unfest
and she 'ay wondermcr what had come
over her. . She tried hard not to think of
the day that had just passed. How she
longed to sleep, then to wake up and find
herself safely home again in Victoria.

She had a weird feelmg that somehow
she was changed since yesterday, but it
was a sensation she dared not analyse,
and try as she would she could not pre-
vent that glow of pleasure stealing over
her senses as her thoughts flew back
again and again to the events of the day.
It had all happened so suddenly, this
meeting with a strange man who seemed
to have fascinated her from the first.
whose image refused to be dethroned,
and her heart was troubled.

allurmng - -



22

‘At three o’clock the following after-
noon they reached ,Vancouver, where
Jack was to stay a day to arrange about
his passage to Japan. He told Marjorie
of his intended visit to Victoria and
begged to be allowed to see her there.
She seemed uncertain what to say, but
assured him that they would meet again.

Two days later Jack Carrington was

comfortably seated in the cosy office of -

his friend Dick Hamilton, a prominent
barrister of Victoria. _
“You see, I'm a different chap now,”
Dick was saying. “You remember how
my old governor gave me up as a bad
lot, five years ago, and shipped me out
here.  You remember how -the mater
wept when I left home; she thought she
was seeing me for the last time’; and you
know of course the reason why Barbara
Manners broke off our engagement, and
what a scandal there was sometime after
when Vivian Leeds cut me loose, on ac-
count of that Tillv Truffles episode.
. “It was no use, Jack, they could do
nothing with me at home. I wanted to
- go the pace, and I did sow wild oats with
a vengeance. [ might be sowing them
still if it wasn’t for my wife. Wait till
you see-her, Jack, the girl to whom I
owe so much; the woman who saved me

from myself. You know, Jack, that I .

never really believed in love. I used to
scoff at it once, and say that it was all
very well to fill up novels with and that

sort of thing; but I didn’t know then.'

I had never loved or possessed the love
of such a woman, and I tell you now
my life would not be worth living with-
outsher. But, I say, I am tiring you
with al! this. . Now tell me, Jack, about
vourself. Are you still the same staid

old sage as ever, with never a thought
for a woman ?” :

Jack got out of his chair to hide a
blush and walked. quickly to the window.
His heart was filled with a shy longing
to grip Dick’s hand and tell him of the
‘new found love that had so lately come
into his life also. He remained there
looking down -into the street, thinking
how he should begin, when suddenly his
attention was attracted by a smart coupe.

“Dick,” he called. “Come over here
and ‘tell me who that girl is in brown,
driving with an elderly lady. See, they
are stopping just below your doorway.”
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- pride, “that’s Marjorie, my wife.

—

“Why, old chap,” Dick replied with
-She
must be coming up. I forgot to tell you,
by the way, that she only came over yes-
terday after a two weeks’ stay in Banff
with her mother. You will meet her.”

But Jack barely heard. His heart
seemed suddenly to drop back into its
old place with a heavy thud, and a sen-
sation of utter despair gripped his soul.
When he spoke his throat ached.

“No, Dick, no, I can’t wait now. You
know I must do a little shopping before
I dine with you tonight, so the pleasure
must be postponed till then.”

In bewilderment he walked out into
the street. What was this that had sud-
denly made everything dark? He must
give up Marjorie? She was Dick’s wife.

voice somewhere whispered “Fate.”

“Fate,” he cried in misery. “Well, he
would fool fate this time. Marjorie
must be his. He loved her, and she? .
—yes he felt sure that she loved him.

- What did he care about Dick now?
What did it matter about his life? Noth-
ing. He would take Marjorie away, and
they wou!d never be heard of again. He
could easily manage that.

Oh, the pity of it all! ‘

That day had been a trying one, too,
for Marjorie Hamilton. = There were
times when she felt that it was impos-
sible to live on as before. It surely
could not be right; it would be living a
lie to do so. After all, would it be fair
to Dick, to herself, to all concerned, to
pretend? Yes, that's what life would
be henceforth—a pretence. She revolted
at the very idea of pretending to love.
Her thoughts went back five years to
the time whn she became engaged to
Dick Hamilton, and she recalled how
her friends tried to persuade her to
have nothing to do with him. But she
would not listen to them, for she loved
him then, and he—had he not proved
his love for her? How proud she was
when he won his first law suit, and later
on when his name was connected with
greater triumphs, he had said to her, in
his love: “My wife, you have won, not
L If there had been no Marjorie Ham-
ilton God only. knows what ‘would have

become of Dick.” She had, indeed, beén

llqplg)r, and her love meant so much to
ick. : ‘
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But there was that other overpowering
.influence, drawing her away from all
this; an irresistible. “something” whis-
pering to her of happiness unknown, of

life, and love as she had never even

dreamed of them. -

Seven o’clock had just struck, and
Dick was awaiting his old chum Car-
. rington. Dinner was to be served at
seven-fifteen and all was in readiness.

Marjorie walked restlessly about from
Toorh to room, a prey to suppressed ex-
citement. LEvery time she heard a step
her heart jumped. '

The sudden violent ringing of the door
bell actually made her drop the vase of
flowers she was placing on the tab'e and
she tried hard to control herself when
Dick handed her a note brought in by a
messenger for him. She thought she
never found reading so difficult in her
life before. The words seemed to run
into one another. Finally she made out
the following: '

" Dear Old Chap,—I cannot tell you how sorry
I am, but the fact is I am unable to dine with

-~
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vou tonight for reasons I can only. explain in

the -much hackneyed, phrase that' something
unforseen has "happened which prevents me
accepting your kind hospitality. I am. off for
the Orient, Dick, the old, restless, roving spirit
possesses me stronger than ever. But I must
say, old Chap, that I .envy you your quaint
beautiful island, an ideal Utopia, where one
would gladly dream away one's life in peace
and love. Good-bye Dick; if you ever -want
to look me up a letter

to the Carlton .will
always find me. :

JACK.

‘The next night Jack Carrington paced
the broad deck of the outgoing Empress.
He could easily distinguish the outline
of the distant mountains. Gaunt shadows
they were to him in the moonlight, that
seemed with the motion of the boat, to
glide into the dark sea.

mountain

. “Sloping, rich-coloured
sides,” he mused, “once so full of
warmth, life . and promise, now ail

bleak and dreary; black ghosts of the
night; ‘slipping away in the dark:ess.
So my rich-coloured hopes of life
and love, once aglow with the bright
promise of happiness are now all dead
and like yonder phantoms slipping away
into the dark sea of memory.”

At The -Shack.

~

read in the newspapers that Mark
- Twain is shortly to have the honour
of dining with our King. If it is
so let us hope that he remembers to

profit by his experience with the German’

Emperor and to cut in at the after-dinner
talk when fleeting occasion offers.
William sent a friendly message to
Mark on the latter’s 7oth birthday, and
made tardy enquiry as to why he was
so silent at a. Royal dinner party some
ten years ago, to which Mark in demur
and rebuttal points out that there was
no sufficient gap or hiatus in the flow
of kingly speech to allow entry of ple-
beian phrases. '

Probably Mark was- bashful. - Any-
way he drawls when talking American
and miscues his verbs in German. Very
likely William tried to help him with an
occasional “Jah!” or “Nein?” and Mark

| By Percy Flage.

thought he was taking the count and so
went down and out. '

William is so
brusque. :

It will be different with Edward. For
one thing, he enjoys a good cigar (Mark
enjoys cigars too, but he won’t be allowed
to burn his favourite brand at Windsor,
not if Scotland Yard stands where she
did) and a cigar-smoking King gives
openings, ‘ . .

One wonders how they will play—
this Yankee at-the Court-of King Ed-
ward, and his wise old host.-

It might be a game of chess. worth
watching, or again, an idle exchange of
pieces with = stalemate ending. _

Can a king escape from his crown far

brisk—occasionally

enough to merge for an hour his own -

personality with his -very antipodes of
man formation? SR T

.
. t

Y
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Can Tom Sawyer plus sixty years of
roughing it and smoothing it as the fates
ordained, pilot his way through the un-
chanted soundings of a soul so different
—not a foreigner this, nor a stranger,
but a king?

It is doubtful.” They are both husked
with years and the barnacles of environ-
ment—both, although splendidly young

in intellectual human interest, over old

for a shifting of identities.
The usual formalities of informal af-
fability on the one part, and an artificial
ease of manner on the other, may be
followed more or less by the usual sigh
of relief from the escaping man, and
possibly a sigh of regret from the King,
who never escapes. v
But the meeting, howsoever dull-or
~brilliant it may be, will be remembered
by both with pleasure; for they surely
know each other already.

- The King has revelled enviously in
the wild American boyhood of Huckle-
* berry Finn; and Mark Twain, with the
prophetic instinct of genius has written
into his “Prince and Pauper” the very
plot and intricacy of pawn and bishop,
‘knight and castle, that should be played
between them, save for the perverse
dumbness of human tongues.

King Edward is a famous peacemaker

—I wonder if he knows that Mark
Twain and Sir Walter—well, -let us
imagine a slice of conversation :
Revr—Have I been misinformed, Mr.
~Clemens, in hearing that you entertain
an antipathy to Sir Walter Scott?
Mark—Ye-es, your Majesty’s infor-
mant was too generous to my reputation
as a host. T keep open house—in sum-
mer—to my friends and my wife’s poor
relations—and a few poets—and Austin,
when he comes over—but antipathies and
publishers and sinners are fed from the
‘back stoop and put to the wood pile.
But T don’t cotton to Sir Walter—if
vou'll excuse an Americanism.

Rex—Good -old, English, Clemens—I
have you there. Youw'll find it in Dic-
ken’s “Old Curiosity Shop.” But is it
true that you hold Scott responsible for
the American war of Secession ?

Mark—To a large extent, sir. It's a
tall order for one man. and there were
qf course manv operating causes, but I
hold his writings responsible for devel-
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oping that fungus of sham chivalry and
ginger-gilt gentility that spread over the
south along about 1830 to 1850, till every
nigger owning cross-roads plough pilot
thought he was a heaven-born. ca\faher
with the divine right of four pat kings!
I beg your Majesty’s pardon—I—
Rex—Never mind “Clemens. Cut it
out—if you’ll excuse an Americanism.
And Lincoln drew to three aces, and
caught the other, didn’t he? Well, well,
there were sore hearts in the south. Let
me see! Did you—were you in the war?
Mark—I was sir. 1 am a veteran. [
wrote a “History of a Campaign that
Failed” and Billy Crinkle, a pension
agent down our way, tried to get me a
pension when Scribner or Harper or
someone published it for me. He claimed
that putting me in the Historian class
was calculated to impugn my veracity
as araconteur and injured the sale of
the “Jumping Frog.” I didn’t get the
pension though—when they looked into
my papers there was some flaw or other
—I fought on the wrong side, I believe.
Rexr—Oh, you fought for the South?
Mark—Well, T didn’t fight enough to
hurt. Didn’t kill anyone, I'm sure. I
never was much of a slaughtist. Fon-
der of spectatoring than swash-buckling,
to use a modern Angloschism.
Rexr—Ah—yes. That schism was re-
canted from, I believe. No, you were

~not intended for a great warrior. A

Politician ?
sopher ?
Diviner!

Mark—A Diviner?

Rer—Yes. You know those chaps
who find water by means of witch hazel
and that sort of thing? Your metier is
the finding of Truth. At the bottom of
every well of public interest, beneath the
troubled waters of policy, discussion, ex-
pediency, is hidden a moral Truth. This
vou have dlways sought, and generally

found, with your wonder-working witch
hazel. '

No. A Statesman? Philo-
Humourist? I have it—a

Mark—A jester’s wand, your Majesty.
. Rex—No! a sounding rod—a plumb
line—“Bv the deep, Mark Twain!”
That’s your slogan. A jester?  Were
your ours, Mark, the so-called jester

would occupy our most sacred council
chamber. ’ '

Mark—TI thank your Majesty for that;
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Rex—Thank your -stars and stripes, .

rather, that your duty lies in pleasanter
places. So the night grows easily late!
I had intended, Mark to - discuss with
you at some length the striking resemb-
lances of Scott’s life to yours. HIS great
work as a successful and much loved
-author, his excursion into the publishing
field, his financial disasters, his taking
up of arduous labours at a time of life
when well-deserved rest was due, to clear
off debts of another’s making. All this
you have duplicated. But the parallel
‘goes farther, Mark. He, too, was a
philosopher of Truth, a Diviner for his
people. “One,” to quote from a friend
who knew him well, “who would have
gathered humanity under his wing, and
while amused at its follies, would have
saved it from folly and sheltered it from
pain.” A philosopher - such as- you,
Mark, and one who had not his British
training, toughened his hide to the pin
pricks of humamty s folly and the stabs
of its pain, would have armoured his
sensitive spirit with the cloak of a jester.
No teacher of sham chivalry to. his
people, but a saviour of their birthright
—a belief in and a reverence for the past,
without which, hope for the future dies.
Our England—from a dry rot of prose
and progress and poverty of belief, was
stimulated by his popular tales of kmght
and crusades, Moss Trooper and Monk
to-a study and grasp of .our great heri-
tage from by-gone days.
Our cathedrals and ~castles, our town
walls and country highways were there

(producing cigar case).

-an Ameri 1can
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always, but we saw thiem not until, “by
taking thought he added cubits to 'their
stature” and. taught us to understand.

He taught Trith to England Do not
blame him if Ivanhoe made a poor seed-,
ling for Tennessee.

It's uncertain work, Jud'gmg' Truth
from a foreign point of view. T know
an upright Scotsman who will not allow
your books toenter his house, since he
read half way through Tom Sawyer and
found a certain herorc fib of Tom’s
classed morally with George Washmcr-
ton’s hatchet.

Mark-—The cawny deevil ! Well well ;|
that’s where Walter gets back at me
through his brother Scot. Possibly T am
wrong. Yes—I misjudged him—I mis-
judged the race—not allow Tom Sawyer.
Well, I forgive them both. Did he de-
stroy the book sir? or did he sell it to
some Sassenach whose morals were
tougher or whose sou] was of lessim-
portance?

- Rex—H’m! He presented me with the

 hook. And now, since you are recon-

ciled ‘to Sir Walter, allow me to offer
you this little gift as though from him
The .. leather
case is new, but the inlaid work is from
Scott’s favourite snuff box. The minia-
ture inside is-a copy by your old friend
Abbey of the famous Scott portrait .by
Leslie—whose father, by the way, was
The c1gar—I think—

Mark
Edward, you 're a Prmce'

When some pitiless fate has grasped with iron hand the fortune of a
whole life, a heroic will stands up in -a man’s breast, and cries in calm
defiance, “ Take it, then; I can live my life without it,” and then a noble

~ self-respect over-masters the pain of bereavement, and we stand firmly and

proudly among the ruins of our hopes.

* *

Adversrty exasperates fools dejects cowards, draws out the facultxes
of the wise, puts the modest to the necessity of trymg their skill, awes the

opulent, and rnakes the idle-industrious.

"Much may be said ‘in favour of

adversity, but the worst of it is, it has no friends.

* *

* N

Life, according to the Arabic proverb is composed of two parts: that
which is past, a dream; and that which is to come, a w1sh

* *

Great men lose somewhat of their greatness by being near us; ordmary _

men gam much.

| BN
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All. W_7]J. Cavanagh, Vancouver.




-ville, Ontario.
at the age of twenty-five, Mr, Cavanagh A

ESTERN Canada contains many
Nx/‘ instances of men, who by
their indomitable energy and
perseverance, have carved out
careers of wonderful success.
cuss for the benefit and inspiration of
its readers, marked instances of indi-
vidual achievement. In this article we
present a. short biography of the life of
Ald. W. J. Cavanagh, of Vancouver.
Mr. Cavanagh was born and raised on
a farm in Leeds County, near Brock-
Some twenty years ago,

accepted  Horace. Greeley s advrce to
young men and “went west.” Upon
arriving at Winnipeg; Man., he secured
a ])OSItIOI‘l as trave]lmg rep\‘esentative

of one of the ‘eading - wholesale shoe.

houses of that city. For. eight years

“pneumonia his. physicians recommended.

Mr. Cavanagh was a knight of the grip,

covering the territory from Wmmpecr to

Victoria, and familiarising himself with
the geography of Western.
knowledge that has proven so -helpful
to him during the past few years. Leav-

ing the road. he first became bookkeeper

for The. Ryan Shoe Co., of Winnipeg.

Shortly after he met with an accident -
which placed him out of active commis- -
. Five years ago
Cavanacrh entered -
the vocation for which he is so emmently.

sion.for many months..
last February, Mr..

fitted, ‘openinig. up a: real estate - office in
Crystal City; Manitoba."

$150.00 in debt. His success was re-
markable from the start, but his health
failed” him. After a heavy attack of

that he go South, which he did, spend-
ing ten months recuperatmg in Southern
California.

It is
the purpose of this magazine to dis--

Canada, -

At this time
Mr. Cavanach was still on.crutches and -

v -’
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From his frequent visits to the Coast
cities he was well acquainted with Van-

_couver, and had ‘singled out this city

as the apple of his eye. - Mr.. Cavanagh
recognized Vancouver as Canada’s West—
ern port and ‘the -most promising city
in. this fair Frovince, Upon finally de-

_ciding to enter the real -estate field here,

he took a position: as traveller for The

- Baker, Leeson Co., that- he 1mght per-
fect lns knowledge of the city and pro-
‘vince.

After teh -months on the road; he
opened a real estate office on. Cordova
street,. oppomte the Grand Theatre, be-
coming senior partner in. the firm of
Cavanagh & Baket, and afterwards of
Cavanagh, Baker & Leeson. .He was
back to his life work again. Being opti-
mistic regarding the c1ty and its. future,

_he enthused all with whom he. came: in
contact and

gathered around him. -an
ever wide'nmg clientele -and circle of
friends. Tt was a time when personality
counted for much and Mr. Cavanagh’s.
ability placed -him in touch with men
who.figured prominently in large affairs.
He made money for himself and - his
clients. One achievement lead to an-
other and in, the brief space of. time since
he has accomplished wonders. - .~ -
Mr Cavanagh himself attributes his
great success to -having the courage: of
his convictions..- He . has speculated  in
inside properties most : profitably. . Dis~

- solving partnership with his first. Van-

couver real estate business associates six
months ago, Mr. Cavanagh- opened the
office now occupled by the firm of Cav-

anagh & Holden:

This firm whose business for the past
half year has amounted to many millions,
1s among the largeat property owners:
in the city, owning blocks on Water,
Hastings, Pender and Granville streets,.
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also on Westminster avenue. 'J.ts.repu-
tation for honesty and integrity 15 un-
impeachable and its financial rating 1s
over $250,000. v
[n January of the present year, Mr.
Cavanagh was clected by acclariation to
represent Ward 3 in the city council. He
is a member of the DBoard of Works,

Board of Water Works, Board of Health,

Library Board and Art Historical So-
cietv and a tireless worker in the city’s
interests. Mr. Cavanagh’s faith in the
future of the city has grown with his
success and he predicts that within the
present generation, \ancouver will be
one of the first citics of the Dominion.

“A Man Trap.”

From the Russian of Leo Dorophavitch.

By Clive Phillips-Wolley.

i UNNING  goes  further than
force,” savs a Russian proverb,
and we Jews, who hate the
Russians, find them right in

this at least.  1f vou care to listen T will

tell vou a story to illustrate the proverb.
Fam a money lender, and | always was

a money lender sinee the time 1 had any

money to lend, but lending is an anxious

business and makes a man grow old
quickly.
Some  Christians tell me  that  they

worry when they are in debt. These, 1
thimk, must bhe fools, :

When T owe a man something T do
not worry, That is his business. Tt is
his money. But when anvone owes me
anvthing then it i« my business and I
worry.  Ach Gott! how T worry until T
have my roubles back with interest.

Wello T was a money lender in a town
- Southern Russia twenty  vears ago.
They ook me from Poland with many
ol my co-religionists and tried to make
me farm in the Crimea.

[t is true that the black land is good
tnd, but who but a fool would farm,
when he can make others farm for him
and can take all their profits and their
farms to hoot for a litt'e vodka, At first
s given, then sold “on tick™ as vou
English sav. until harvest time  comes
and those debtors who cannot reap thetr
own corn; (hecause the vodka  seller
makes them work out their debt at hars
vest) must sell their crops for what he
will give.

Do vou think that I will “do a little
work to get a little food, to gain a little
strength, to do a httle more work. to
get a little more food, to gain a little
more strength,” ctc.. as the story savs?
Oh, no. that s not a Jew's idea of busi-
ness.  That is the strong man's game
and we fews are not strong, we are cun-
ning.

So before long T slipped into a town
again and when my story begins T had
made more money than all the peasant
farmers in the Crimea put together. I
could have had half their farms if I
had wanted them.

The worst of it was that men knew
that I was rich. Tt was no good to go
about in old clothes. Tt was no good to
live in a big house with no furniture, all
hare and all cold except in the little
back room, where T kept the windows
shut, and the good stuff under the boards
above which T slept or sat writing and
counting.

There were no banks T would trust
in the town and the Russians—oh Iord
—they would rob Satan,

So T kept a man at last. T called him
my nephew and T paid him to look like
one, but he was only gipsy bred, T think,
and a fool. ' )

There was in our town a great talk of
my wealth, and just about that tiime
someone began to rob with violence.

T had known the Russian chief of po-
lice take a woman’s last silver spoon to
identify cleven other spoons- found in
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her servant’s chest, and keep the dozen.

This was pretty smart for a Russian,
but now men began to rob as they do
it in England ; to ble’lk houses and men’s
heads and commit all manner of coarse-
nesses.

One day they found a sea captain on
the hill above the town with his head
split open. There was nothing in it,
and there was nothing in his pockets, but
the English consul swore that in the
mans 'pockets there had been something.

Then the robbers went to the port
captain, an old man with a young wife,
who spent his money on French furnish-
ings. and they took away not only what
he had in his chest of drawers but the
drawers too. They thought the gild-
ings were worth money.

One night after this my nephew woke
all at once and heard men on the roof.
He knew that they were trying to come
through the trap door into the little
waiting room outside our parlor, and be-
ing a sort of a Christian and a fool, he
crept softly out of hed. Then, taking a
big cavalry sabre, that I had in pawn
from a Russian officer, he stole under the
trap door and waited.

If T had known that he would have
been such a brave man I would not have
done it, but I had thought of that trap
door and shot the bolt on the inside, so
that my nephew waited in vain.

So far he had not done badly, but
hearing the men slide off the roof, he
must needs dash to the front door and
unbarring it run out. He was in his
nightshirt, and with sabre in hand pur-
sued the two thieves down several streets.
though there must have been a foot of
snow in the streets and he barefooted.

Of course he did not catch the thieves,
but next morning when the story got
about, everyone said that he was a very
brave fellow, and old M must be
very rich to keep so courageous a man
to guard his wealth.

That was bad enough, but when my
nephew came to me for a present because
of this thing, and T remembered that he
had left the door open all the time he
was running like a fool down those
streets T nearly ate him. It was onlv
because the thieves were bigger fools
than that nephew of mine that T was
not robbed that night.

What? Of course I kicked him out.
[ could not afford to keep so brave a
man. I could not keep heroes or fools,
so I-got an old crone to sweep out the
rooms I never used, and to light my one
fire, and her T sent home somewhat oS-
tentatiously at nightfall and had the
house to myself.

Even so I could not make everyone be-
lieve that I had no money. They knew
I lent money, and probably there were
ci-devant bank clerks among the thieves,
men who had handled other people’s
money so long that they had grown hun-
gryv to handle some of their own, and
these gentrv would have known that I
never trusted the banks.

At any rate this is what happened:

The house T lived in was built on the
side of a hill, so that the upper story
was on a level with the street. The
lower story was below that level and
looked out from the hill face.

On the upper story was my hest par-
lour where T used to receive my richer
clients. Old M 's web they called
it. A great corridor lead from the street
through this upper story, past “the web”
and helow was my own room and the
kitchen.

The street door of the corridor was a
massive one, very dilapidated as to pamt
but solid as Russian oak could make it,
and across the centre of it was a great
heam, which fitted into iron sockets.
Unless a man could move or break this
beam it would he useless to pick the lock
and T need not say that T put up the
beam everv night with my own hands.

T had told my rosary as'T used to call
it, counting up the money T had out and
the monev T had in. and was sleeping
lightlv as myv wont was, when [ woke
at the gnawing of a rat.

Now rats only come where there is
waste, and there were no scraps unused
about mv place. Scraps were the main
part of my old crone’s pay. They were
worth quite twentyv-five kopeks a week
with the rouble at ten to the pound ster-
ling.

T did not believe that it was a rat and
T soon knew that T was right.

Rats don’t have steel teeth and T could
hear the little ring of those teeth in the
frosty stillness.

Quietly T stole upstairs.in my list slip-
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pers. The corridor, of which one sjde
was of glass, where it was inaccessible
from below, was bright with moonlight,
and the first glance showed me a little
- steel tongue flickering backwards and
forwards below my wooden bar.

For a moment that gave me a quaking
fit. T could see that it was a circular
saw and that if the villain who used it
should succeed in sawing out a piece
large enough to admit his arm, he would
lift my bar and have me and my gold
at his mercy.

But the next minute I grinned with
delight. An idea had occurred to me,
and [ crept back to my den afraid only
that T might be heard or might not he
quick enough.

T was in luck. The saw was still at
work when T got back with what T want-
ed. T stole up to the door and flattened
myself against it so that I could not
only hear the thieves whispering, but
could hear them breathing on the other
side.

And onc of them was my nephew ; my
discharged hero!

Well that did not surprise me. neither
was [ surprised at the deft wayv in which
the pancl was withdrawn from outside
as soon as the saw had done its work.

These were no tyros to let the piece
come crashing on my polished floor in
the stillness of the night.

But T think sonichody was surprised
a little later.

Tor a minute there was silence. Thev
were looking past me down the corridor.

Curiosity has destroyed more wom
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“All right the old weasel is asleep,”
said a wvoice | knew, and then a hand
came through to the elbow and bent up-
wards to lift the beam.

It was delicate work then. T had the
loose end of my rope already round the
iron staple, but I had to adjust my noose
round those nervous clutching fingers.

If T had touched them ever so lightly
I should have lost the game. A young
man might have been nervous, his hand
might have shaken, but mine was cold
and steady as the winter skv outside.

Then T bore on the loose end of the
rope with all my might. The good hemp
drew taut like the folds of a serpent, un-
till the blue veins in the hand almost
burst and T vanked and hauled until the
arm was strained from wrist to elbow to
the very utmost, so T made all fast.

If you will think for a minute, a man
with his arm in that position would he
helpless to use his other arm, and T sup-
pose the fool who holted, took the saw.

Tf they did not come hack in force and
burst in my door, T was safe and so was
my captive safe, as a rat in a gin. T
hardly thought thev would risk the
noise that a violent entrv might entail.

“Good-night nephew " T must bhack to
bed. Tt is cold in this corridor and my
blood is not as warm as thine.” With
that T shuffled off to bed, and slept
soundly until some busyhodies woke me,
to tell me that a man had frozen to death
on-my doorstep.

His blood must have cooled in the
night.

en than love.—~Madame de Pinzieux.
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The Challenge of the Mountains.

By C. J. Lee Warner.

O country in the world can equal
British  Columbia either for
magnificent scenery or wild life.
The opportunities for mountain

climbing are unlimited, and the scenery
on all sides m the various mountain
chains and their sub-ranges far outstrips
in grandeur and 1ucrged beauty any-
thmcr of its kind in other parts of
the worl,cl. The glamour of the wild i3
throughout the Irar West, and the lure
ot the beetling crags is intensificd by the
conquest of some rock girt fastness. To
the aspiring mountdlme' they hold out
the most alluring of all prospects, the
achievement of a “first ascent.”

There is such a wide variety of moun-
tain climbing to be had, both in point of

A Mountain Lake.

altitude and in the nature of the ascent,
that no traveller, paving even a bricf
visit to the Canadian KRockies, leaves
them with feelings of disappointment.
So evenly distributed are the points of
interest that at the favourite summer re-
sorts, Banff, Laggan, Field, Golden and
Glacier, they are casily accessible.

In fine weather and amid such inspir-
mg scenery few outdoor pleasures rival
that of mountaineering. The allure-
ments of the interior are enhanced by
the scope afforded to the big game
hunter.  The territory is so vast in this
wonderland that a great part of it must
always remain wild, The enormous
mountain areas preclude the possibility
of anything more than the settling of

° v

“and skirting round cliffs soon to

the valleys and lower slopes; though the
southern portion of the I’rovince is gra-
dually assuming the appearance of a huoe
fruit garden. "So extensive are Cana-
dian areas that the primeval will be left
for generations, although the tide of
Lmpire is continually advancing further
and further west. It is certain, however,
that with additional transportation faci-
lities in the northland (as yet untouched)
and an ever wider knowledge of the pos-
sibilities of DBritish Columbia, visitors
and settlers will rapidly increase in num-
bers. There is no fear of the mountain
districts of the Pacific Province ever be-
ing overrun in the same sense as Swit-
zerland is today, for. as Mr. Whymper
has said, “here are fifty or sixty Swit-
zerlands rolled into one.”

The best time of year to start climbh-
ing in British Columbia is in Junc: ex-
cellent ascents. however, can be made as
carly as April, since in that month the
davs are of fair length, and the ice
slopes and bergschrunds are filled solid
with packed snow. Starting carly, be-
fore the sun has risen, the party begins
the ascent through the forest which
clothes the mountain’s base.  Then up in
the brilliant sunshine, past great boulders
“rope
up.” and with complete confidence in the
guide, pursue one’s way, suimounting
difficult angles, hand over hand, up the
sheer face of the precipice: stepping
warily along the arete. for on the right
hand is a sharp drop of a thousand feet
on the left a long steep snow slope
stretching awav into a vallev where as
vet man haq never trod, and the arcte is
only a foot wide.

At last the summit is reached. where
the wind blows keenly and sets the
pulses throbbing. All hearts are filled
with wonder at the glorious panorama.
Great white neves and sparkling cas-

cades form a silver network down the
abv%smal depths of green vallevs. leaving
the senses ovelpowcxed and bewildered.
So great hevond comprehension is the
astistry of Nature. . .
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The Rocky Mountains reveal some re-
markably fine scenic effects such as the
great Victoria Glacier overshadowing
beautiful Lake Louise, a sight never to
be forgotten. Higher up are the Lakes
in the Clouds, Lake Mirror and Lake
Agnes. Ten miles from Lake Louise
chalet is Moraine Lake in the Valley of
the Ten Peaks; and not far distant is
another amphitheatre of scenic glory, the
frosted battlements of Paradise Valley.
Language is inadequate to describe the
bold and rugged beauty of these wonder-
ful mountains ; mediaeval glaciers, snow-
capped bastions, dashing cataracts,
yawning canons, lakes of crystal clear-
ness with dark, solemn pine-clothed
shores—a continuous display in which
the purest, the wildest and the grandest
forms of nature are displayed.

Field stands at the gateway of a re-
gion more exquisite than any yet dis-
covered, superior throughout in majesty,
and in beauty of detail even to the far-
famed Yoscmite. Once some hunters,
keen in the pursuit of mountain goat,
after crossing a high divide to the
north-west of TField, came to an
unknown valley of such surprising gran-
deur and loveliness that theye were lost
in amazement. “Yoho!” exclaimed the
foremost Tndian, who rode with them,
and by this name the valley has since
been called.

The Yoho Valley is rich in waterfalls,
the mightiest of which Takakkaw,
bursts from a lip of the Yoho glacier.
It is full of deep fissures and rocky
spurs, level lawns of rich green sward,
clothed with stately trees, and pictur-
esque upland tarns and cataracts innu-
merable.  High up against the sky line

] wave of snow-topped

runs a jagged
sierras of new  colours and fantastic

forms. A deep, richly wooded vallev in-

tervenes, along which swirls and plunges
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the Columbia.
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up into the glistening regions of perpe-
tual snow and ice.

The LEmerald, the Witch’s Crown, the
Wapta, and the tongues which protrude

from the Waputek Glacier all rank
among the greatest ice fields in the
world.

Among the marvels on this, the west
side of the Rocky Mountains, is the great
Asulkan Glacier in the Valley of the
Asulkan Creck. Tt is a gem of moun-
tain beauty, where a series of white cas-
cades foam through vistas of dark spruce
and fir, where tumbling cataracts of fly-

Asulkan Valley and Creek.

Ing spray leap from ledges above, and
open meadow lands ¢
list for

Angular
rection, Afton w
Rampart
rounded rock
Castor and Pollux
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Crest, the western promontory of the
[Mecillewact Glacier, which is banked on
the further side by the lower slopes of
Sir Donald.

Among the ascents which may most
readily be made by mountaincers, are
Mounts Hungabee, Lefrov and Temple,
near [ake louise: Mounts Goodsir,
Stephen. Collie, Habel, Baltour and Gor-
don near IField: and Sir Donald, Fox
and Dawson near Glacier, all more than
10,000 feet high. Here the [Hecillewaet
and Asulkan Glaciers effer splendid op-
portunities to those who delight in cross-
ing vast snow fields.  But the real mon-
archs of the western mountains lie fur-
ther north and though much more diffi-
cult of access are the goal of the enthu-
siast. The highest are \'[ount Columbia,
Mount For bcs, Mount Lyell, The Twins,

The Takakaw Falls.

Mount Bryce, Mount Athabasca and
Mount Saskatchewan. It is a subject of
great satisfaction that the Canadian Al-
pine Club was reorganized last year un-
der the able (hrectlon of Mr. Arthur O.
Wheeler, F.R.G. S., chief topographer
of the Dominion, to forward the interests
of mountain climbing
all those who are devoted adherents of
this exhilarating pastime.

For the big game hunter British Col-
umbia plcsents an unequalled field. The
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hunting grounds extend over an area of
four hunchul miles by seven hundred,
the whole teeming with wild life. The
Selkirks have been very little hunted and
consequently the sportsman who selects
this chain as his preserve will not find
that his sport has been spoiled: he must
be prepared, however, to tackle one of
the wildest regions. At all the principal
starting points, outside the confines of
the Canadian National Dar k. where the
game is strictly preserved, guides are in
readiness to accompany those who re-
quire their services. They are thorough-
Iy acquainted with the localitics in whlch
they reside. :

Big-horn is quite unknown in the Sel-
kirks, though fairly plentiful in the
Rockies: white goat, caribou and bears
are abundant. The moose and the elk
find their habitat in the Province in large
numbers, although bands of wapiti are
decreasing and units rarely penetrate to
the haunts of man.

‘Among wild birds which inhabit the
crags are the golden eagle, raven and
scveral kinds of owls, an(l the white-
tailed sea eagle is an occasional inland
visitor. (Jamo bird shooting and fishing
is unequalled hoth on Vancouver Island
and on the Mainland.

Of the former pheasants, partridge,
capercailzie, ptarmigan, black and wil-
low grouse : duck and geese are plentiful ;
while the immense maze of rivers and
lakes furnish the finest angling.

So varied and prolific are the fisheries
of British Columbia that they may be
said to stand alone. Everyone has heard
of the commercial fishing of the TFraser.
The salmon “run” is a sight which once
witnessed is never forgotten.

Splendid sport is to be obtained by
trolling. The “rainbow” or Rocky
Mountain trout is the gamiest for his-
inches in the trout family and is the
equal of the salmon for sport. This fish
is very palatable. The finest recorded
specimen was that caught by Mr. W,
Langley; it weighed 22 Ibs. 4 oz., and
measured 37 1- mches long with glrth
20 inches. Sportsmen who have wan-
dered over the world and have tried
sport under all conditions and in many
climes, still award the. palm to British
Columbia.



Starting In Lite.

By Amicus.

111 s a strange journey up a stecp

hill, always steepest at the start.

J.ike starting a boat, a ship, or a
locomotive, the dead line comes at

the beginning. It takes less steam when
the wheels are in motion.  Thousands
of merchants.  lawyers, doctors and
thinkers, have struggled for a lifetime

without the accident of success, for suc--

cess seems more accidental than com-
mon.  But in the world at large, cases
are rare of real merit long unrewarded
where all the means at hand arc care-
fully utilized.

Starting in life, like starting in a race
is not a sure ndex of winning. Trained
muscles and iron endurance are equally
essential. - So i the race of men and
animals:  the best trained are usually
the more successful.  So in the business
world the careful thinker mav rest cer-
tam of a safer vovage than a reckless
navigator.  Here. at the very threshold,
must be brought knowledge. trained and
mastered, and ready for the real work
before us.

The dream of youth is never forgotien,
and the child should be fed upon fact,
and reared upon reason, instead of the
fancies and fictions of expected great-
nesstothe truer teachings of  reality
should carly be enforeed. The dream of
childhood should be true to nature—a
tather’s hest legacy to his child is a cul-
tivated hrain. It is more than millions
—it lasts for ever.

Fed on the faney that fortune is easy
O acquiring i some far-off country,
L)(:\]\(‘\l:](l(lft(} tt::l :qll)r"}n](’lon. home sociei}’

o o e ! L '1‘184\ or venture, with-
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home : and “\“”ﬁdcn(ce e _flcqt.med. at
“is a4 capital on which S'a}h nichelieu.
safely draw.”™ \What 2 \\\:\(36-1 ({allf Uhare
is wasted every vear 1;\' ro ing i

> Maar by roving men and

women who follow the delusion that for-
tunc is always in a far-off country!
What a waste of force is expended in
hunting after happiness! As well look
for prunes on peach trees, or beauty in
an alligator. Happiness 1s always at
home and in reach, .

IFor the most part. life 15 a struggle;
success and defeat follow cach other in
quick succession: sorrow treads closely
on the heels of jov. To fAind a man or
woman who has passed a lifetime of hap-
piness 18 to sec a rare specimen in na-
ture. It is a great deal more likely
that thev have had their ups and downs
—some of them many times—bhefore thev
cained a foothold. But their secret has
been to forget trouble—to let 1t go—to
pass on, take a new course, and succeed
in something clse. THave thev started
wrong? So have thousands—so will
thousands for ages to come. Dut to
scorn trouble. to correct errors. to right
wrongs and keep moving, that is the
seeret of true independence.

The mind grows on the food it con-
sumes, and the downcast look sees little
of the sun. To start right one must
look inward. Self-respect is onc of the
surest evidences of culture; we must pre-
pare for success, to be successful. To
the man who said that he likened an idcal
woman to an angel, the witty woman re-
plied. “And how would vou look by the
side of an angel, vou brute, you!” *There
is an argument in that reply. It teaches
us to conform to what we hope to he—
to liken ourselves to what we would he
like. -Character and self-respect are at-
tainable by all : they are fortunes in them-
selves, which the world may safely trust.

There was a time, among the ancients
w.hen the strongest men were chosen for
kings and rulers, and weaker ones were
killed.  To bhe noted then was to be cruel.
to be noted now is to he good.

When the friends of Confucius, that
greatest of all heathen philosophers.
qsked for one rule to govern a whole
life. he said: “What vou would not have
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others do to vou, do not do to them.”
There is a god-like manhood in the senti-
ment: it 1s a fit rule for a lifetime. An-
other sentiment of Confucius was to “'so
preserve the purity of vour person that
you may return it at last to its Maker
as spotless as vou received it.”  Health
of bhody is essential to a beginning in
the world. Health first. manner m:\t.
money last, for with the first we may
get the others, but without health all
happiness is destroved.

There have lived men—their numbers
are not few of late—who by schemes of
villany have rushed on to fortune by a
ready road: but the examples of their
failure, their mmprisonment, their death

and defeat, offer little mducement for
others to follow. "The world is looking
for better men and truer women. A

start in life today means something more
than knavery and force: it means intelli-
gence: it means honest work well done.
Tn whatever place we occupy, the highest
success is in perfect workmanship. He
is the noblest who lives the best. and
does a lasting good to all his race.
Search where vou will, vou cannot
find a more companionable person than
vourself, if proper attention be paid to
the individual. Yourself will go with
vou wherever vou like, and come away
whenever vou plca%c—apprmc vour pro-
positions, and, in short, be in every way
agreeable, if vou only learn and practise
the true art of being on good terms with
vourself. This, howcvcn 1s not so easy
as some imagine who do not often trv
the experiment.  Yourself., when it
catches vou in company with no other
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person, i3 apt to be a severe critic of
vour faults and foibles, and when you
arc censured by vourself, it is gencrally
the sweetest and most intolerable spe-
cies of reproof. It is on this account
that vou are afraid of voursclf, and seek
any associates, no matter how nferior,
whose bold chat may keep vourself irom
plaving the censor. [, then, you would
find true happiness, study to be on good
terms with vourself.

But ideas crowd upon us as our space
orows less, and we close with the thought
that starting in life 1s a problem cach
should think out for himscl.  Hints arc
all that we can give: changes will come
soon enough, at best.  The battle is vour
own: hegin early to respect vourself.
Choose an honest calling, with prospec-
tive promotion, if possible: then stick to
it.  Read up, study hard, think carefully,
keep account of both income and ex-
penses.  KNeep out of debt. Do vour
work well. The little difference between
common work and fine work is well paid
for.  Remember. the world will be vour
friend or vour cnemy as vou choose to
make it.  Be friendly if vou would have
friends.  Men go out of their way to
do husiness with good houses. Deal with
the Tucky, but help the unfortunate. For-
tune's favourites are the best skilled, best

cultured, best hearted, best mannered
men and women.  Such are first pro-
moted, hest paid, and last discharged.

Tt pavs to cultivate these gifts carly in
life.  Men pay for them. They are at a
premium in trade.  “Keep with the good,
and vou will be onc of them.”

The string that knows nothing of tension can never know much of

music.

It is the strain that is put upon it that makes it give forth its

sweetness in the master’s hand. The heart that has never known the
meamng of anxiety or unrest can know but little of the rhapsody of true

praise.
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Men still “learn in squermg what they teach in song.’
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The ‘great moments of life are but moments hke the others. Your
A single look from the eyes, a mere

pressure of the hand, may decide it; or of the lips, though they cannot

doom is spoken in a word or two.

speak.—Thackeray.
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It isn’t so much that a woman wouldn’t, but she hates you to think

she would.
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Love is an extreme—to love less is to love no more.



The Labour Unions in Relation
to Mining.

By G. Sheldon Williams.

T is not an easy thing, in the limits
of a magazine article, to do justice
to a matter so involved as that of the
relation of what is called labour-

unionism to the mining industry. The
subject has—partly for this reason and
partly because a fair discussion of it is
considered likely to give offence in many
iquarters—not hitherto been auequately
dealt with by either press or platform.
In saying this, it is not intended to be
conveyed that the question has not been
deal with at all. Far from it.. But it has
always heen handled either purely from

the miner’s standpoint, or purely from:
the employer’s standpoint, or from the

standpoint of that most excellent hwnan
jelly-fish, bred to perfection in all demo-
cratic countries, whose principal aim in
life is to achieve the impossible by simul-
taneously running with the hare and
hunting with the hounds. The discus-
sion from these three standpoints has
naturally done little to increase the sum
of human knowledge, or to benefit the
community as a whole.

Now, this brief attempt to discuss a
question in which every citizen of Brit-
ish Columbia is more or less directly
nterested may well be commenced with

the statement that the miner’s union’

differs from every other kind of labour
union. This is because of the nature
of the miner’s work, and the surround-
ings amid which it is carried on. For
it is of all human employments the most
hazardous, the least relieved in its ever-
present péril by the distraction of agree-
able surroundings,” and the least com-
prehended by those mnot immediately
concerned in it. )

For the information of the last men-
tioned, for the instruction of those whose
lives are cast in pleasant places, whose
work is above ground in the fresh ajr
and sunlight. it may be well to pause
here and Dbriefly revigw some of the

more prominent features of the miner’s
occupation. .

In the first place, there is in practically
every man’s heart a natural fear of the
dark and the underground—born, 30
some scientists tell us, of hereditary im-
pressions resulting from great geologi-
cal catastrophies and attendant terrible
conditions which afflicted the human race
before the dawn of authentic history.
The habit and custom of their daily toil
dull this sentiment in most miners, the
lack of education and its accompanying
curse of a too vivid imagination deaden
it in many others; but, though not.con-
sciously felt all the time, the fear is
always present, and lends a peculiar
horror to even the most trifling accident
in a mine. The writer knows whereof
he speaks, having on more than one oc-
casion had to wriggle through a caved-
in tunnel, where there was not even
room to crawl on your hands and knees,
where the long splinters projecting from
massive roof-timbers, which had been
cracked like match-wood that very day
under the weight of the hundreds of
thousands of tons of rock above them,
caught in your clothes as you lay; where
no man dared to speak above the light-
est whisper, lest the vibration of the air
should bring about the final collapse of
those crushed and shattered timbers. A
few experiences of that sort give a better
idea of the hardships and perils of a
miner’s life than all the newspaper
articles and political speeches in the
country put together.

It is only justice to the miner to re-
mark here that the manly overcoming
of this fear in the hour of trial and dan-
ger lends an additional glory to the
numerous acts of self-sacrificing heroism
in the face of death which are so often
to be noted in mining accidents. It is
not on record that there has ever heen
any lack of volunteers for a rescue party
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at a mine catastrophe, no matter how
great the danger. _

Then there is, in addition to the danger
of large catastrophies, and the depressing
gloom in which the work is carried on,
a large number of lesser, because indi-
vidual, hardships and perils. A careless
comrade, an insecurely fastened ladder,
a fall of rock, a flaw in this or that piece
of machinery, a fuse that hangs or a fuse
that runs, a missed hole after a blast,
a slip on the edge of stope or winze—
these and a score of other accidents dog
the footsteps of the underground toiler
through every hour of his working day.
Then, no matter how perfect the system
of ventilation—and it is -oftentimes very
far - from perfect—the depth below the
surface and the fumes of powder make
the atmosphere very trying; while in a
dry mine there is dust and in a wet mine
there is damp, water under your feet,
water dripping from the tunnel-roof,
water rfunning down the walls. And
when the shift is over and the miner
emerges from the shaft, heated and
exhausted with his work and drenched
with perspiration, he may find a biting
wind, a driving rain, or a raging snow-
storm waiting for him outside, with the
bunk-house and dry clothes anything
from a hundred yards to half a mile
away. And the shorter distance often
provides quite enough exposure to bring
on the dreaded pneumonia.

Now, mining in one shapc or another
has been going on ever since man dis-
covered the uses of the metals and fuel
stored in the bowels of the earth; and
for many centuries the miner was a per-
son whose work was rough, hard and
dangerous and therefore—odd as it may
seem—rvery poorly paid. He was not, in
most countries, very far removed from
a savage in regard to culture and edu-
cation, and, except when he went on a
spree, or had a - grievance against his
employers and sought to express his feel-
ings by a riot, the world of fresh air and
sunshine knew very little about him, ex-
cept that it burnt the coal or forged
the metals which he extracted from the
depths. But, in modern times, came edu-
cation—free education. And several
things -resulted from that. -

Many very excellent, but very foolish,
people think that free education makes
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men happy. It does nothing of the kind ;
but it makes them think. And when
free education got down to the miner,
he thought a good deal. He learnt that
people above ground did pretty well with
the rough stuff which he tore, with toil
and danger, from tunnel and shaft. He
learnt that many.people, whose work was
nowhere near as hard and unpleasant
and dangerous as his, got much bigger
wages than he did. He learnt that,
while one man by himself can seldom
get what he wants, a number of people
holding together and determined to ob-
tain their desires, generally do obtain
them, because they are so numerous a
body of men that people have a delicacy
about refusing them. And having learnt
all this and a good deal besides, he
thought some more. And then came the
Miner’s Union.

Was it—is it—a good thing or a bad
thing? Well, like most human efforts
and productions, it was a mixture of
both, and remains so today. In so far
as it has been used to improve the con-
ditions among which the underground
toiler works,- and has given him a fair
wage and shorter hours of labour, it is
a good thing; for it is not well for any
country that any section of its workers
should be kept in the condition of
brutes and slaves. Taken all in all,
though subject to many abuses by cor-
rupt and unscrupulous men, the Miners’
Union has been in the main a good thing.
The miner asked for a square deal. Un-
der an ideal system of government—
that “benevolent and intelligent system
of despotism” of which the late Prince
Bismarck thought so highly—he would
have got that square deal without asking
for it. Under existing conditions, how-
ever, his only chance was to organize
and, by united effort, secure what the
government of the country would not
order his employers to give him as an
individual.

Let us look now at the mining com-
pany which employs the miners and with-
out which—be it remembered—there
would be no mines, and no employment
for miners. On a very large proportion
of this North American continent the
earth contains a variety of metals and
non-metallic minerals of industrial value.
The mining of these substances is an
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importunt industry, as a natural conse-
quence. In some sections, qotz}bly m
British Columbia, it is the prmapal n-
dustry. .

Unfortunately, with the rare exception
of some of the richer placer gold fields,
this mineral wealth is neither easily nor
quickly obtained. It is not at all the
sort of thing that a poor man can go
in for with the expectation of acquiring
a fortune, a competency or even a modest
livelihood, by the unaided strength of
his own muscles. You do not handle
a rich ore-field with the same ease that
vou do a potato plot—digging up its con-
tents and carrying them to market on
vour own back. It requires an immense
expenditure of money for wages, for
machinery, for supplies—an expenditure,
too, continued over several years—before
even the richest mine will begin to put
figures on the profit side of the ledger.
The term varies with local., metallurgi-
cal and geological conditions, but a
rough average may be safely struck by
saying that it takes five years to make
a mine.

. This is where the mining company
comes in. The mineral, or satisfactory
indications thereof, having been discov-
ered, competent men pronounce on the
probability of the property turning out
a rich ore, and estimate the cost, hoth
in disbursements of cash and expendi-
ture of time, which will be necessary to
make it a productive and profitable con-
cern. .\ companyv is then formed and
duly incorporated, its various members
and sharcholders putting up a sufficient
sum to employ men at the current rate
of wages. to purchase machinery and
supplics, and meet such other expenses
as may be necessary. The sum required
is certain to be large, and is at times
enormous, but it is necessary to secure
it if the property is to he developed
mto a productive mine.

. Tt is to be remembered in this connec-
tion thflt not merely a large sum of
money s required, but that the said sum
will return no profits to those investing
it for—as shown previouslv—an aver.
age period of five years. Moreover,
there is always the chance—though
modern scientific knowledge and imprc;v_

ed methods of ore treatment 1

l 1ave greatly
reduced the danger— that the mineral
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may either disappear altogether with
depth, or may so materially change for
the worse in quality and quantity as to
render the property no longer profitable
to work. And the burden of this uncer-
tainty is not the least among those which
the mining company must shoulder, for,
if such a misfortune happens, they have
spent their money to no purpose. Their
minets will have received their wage
every pay-day, the company’s liabilities
for supplies and machinery will have
been promptly met: and vet, after two,
three or four years of steady develop-
ment work, the company may find that
all its money has been put into a hole in
the ground which will never yield hack
one cent of it. It will thus be seen that,
if the miner runs risks of one kind. the
mining company runs risks of another,
and it is well to remember this fact when
reflecting upon the high profits made by
some few of the more successful.

Let it be granted, however, that the
mine 1s finally upon its feet, with plenty
of fair-grade ore in sight and every-
thing running smoothly. Then the min-
ing company takes the amount which the
ore i1s worth after treatment. Is this
clear profit? No, though lots of people
talk as if it were. There is the 1imme-
diate cost of the labour and machinery
used in extracting the ore: also the cost
of the labour and machinery emploved,
it may be for years, in bringing the mine
to the point where it would produce this
ore: also the fact that people who have
waited five vears before seeing any re-
turn on their money are entitled to a
pretty handsome profit when returns do
come in. Add all these things together,
and you will soon see that the real profits
of a successful mining company are not
so very great after all—nowhere near as
large in proportion as the profits of a
big dry-goods firm or departmental store,
where they have nothing like the same
expenses for labour or material. And it
1s easv to comprehend that any marked
reduction in the quantity or quality of
the ore, or any marked “increase in the
cost of its treatment or of its extraction
from the mine, may readily bring the
concern to the point where éxpensés-ex-
ceed returns, and operations must of
necessity cease.

Now, in fair justice to the miners’
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union and the mining company, it must
be said that, in very many cases, both
of the parties have shown a clear com-

prehension of each other's positions.

There are plenty of mining companies—
it is unnecessary to mention names—who
have been working for vears without
ever having had any friction with their
nien. More than this, in not a few cases
wages have been voluntarily raised by
the companies. All over this continent
mines are to be found where employer
and employee work together in perfect
harmony. And the question mav well be
asked—why should it not be so in every
case’?

There are two principal answers to
this question. One fault lies with the
Miners’ union, the other one with the
mining company. Taking the case of the
union first, it must be remembered that
every such organization—even as also
-every mining company—is composed of
human beings, necessarily imperfect and
possessed of human failings. There are
black sheep in every flock, and the fact
that a man belongs to a miners’ union
does not of necessity imply that he is
either honest or industrious. Of course,
it is not fashionable to make such a
statement as this now-a-days. but as this
article is not written for the purpose of
catching votes, the luxury of truth may
for once be indulged in.

Thus, then, it is no matter of surprise
to the man who knows himself and his
fellowmen to be told that, while the prin-
cipal cause of the formation of the mi-
ners’ union was the just and natural de-
sire of honest and industrious men to
secure fair dealing by the only means left
to them, there were among their ranks
those who saw in the movement a chance
to make “‘easy money,” to secure a lux-
urious livelihood at the expense of their
fellowmen—in a word, to “exploit”
their brother workmen even as those
workmen had hitherto bheen “exploited”
by their employers. And they also clear-
ly perceived, as time went by and the
new era of things came to be accepted,
. that, if the miner’s union and the mining
company were to be allowed to dwell to-
gether in harmony, the profits of the said
“exploiting” would be very small indeed.

Then arose the class which. under the
various names of “organizer,” “walking

delegate,” “labour member,” and a host
of similar disguises, has done, and is
still doing, for the sake of their own
sordid gain, so much to embitter the re-
lations between the mining company and
the miners’ union. Glib of tongue, soft
of hand, well-fed and well-dressed, ever
ready with the specious stock arguments
which idleness and knavery have invent-
ed as an excuse for the low hatred of
another’s man’s success which lurks in
many human hearts they travel in lux-
ury from point to point, stirring up strife
and ill-feeling between Labour and Capi-
tal—the two classes who, of all classes
in the world, are most dependent each
upon the other and have most reason to
work together peaceably. These men are
always talking of “graft”: but what graft
is like unto their graft? They are ready
to shout about the rights of the work-
mgmen. but have never a word about
the duties of the workingman. And the
genuine miner, the man who is really
doing his work and his duty. puts his
hand in his pocket and pays out money
to keep these human vampires in idle-
ness and luxury, under the impression
that they are “protecting his interests.”

Turn now to the other reason why the
miners’ union and the mining company
do not always live in harmony—where
it is the fault of the mining company.
Tts members are also human beings. and
quite as likely to want more than they
are entitled to as are the members of the
miners’ union. Moreover, on this con-
tinent, the man with moneyv has less con-
sideration for the man without it than
in any other part of the civilized world.
This is because, owing to the great op-
portunities for the speedy acquisition of
wealth which are offered by the rapid
development of this country’s natural re-
sources, the vast majority of the men of
money today began life without a cent,
being labourers themselves. Now, it is
a well-known fact that no man is so
cruel to the poor as a poor man grown
rich. The old proverh regarding the
beggar on horse-back is as true today as
it everv was. And, while some men of
wealth have learned wisdom and consid-
eration in dealing with those who work
for them. there aie manv who have not
the capacity to learn.® This may seem
a curious thing to say of a rich man, but
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the fact is that the ability to acquire
wealth is by no means a proof of any
very general intelligence.

Now, men who understand the ques-
tion strongly discourage the placing of
individuals of this sort in any position of
authority upon the board of a mining
company. But, in many cases, this pre-
caution is not exercised. The result is
that a man of grasping, arrogant, vul-
garly tyrannical nature is put in a posi-
tion where all his bad qualities can rage
unchecked. And then trouble comes, and
not merely the mining company, but the
whole community suffers.

A marked-instance of placing a man
wholly unfitted by nature and training in
the position of manager of a mining
company has recentlv been afforded dur-
ing some labour troubles very fresh in
the public’s memory. And it would
seem to be a question for a Federal sta-
tute. The argument that because a man
is a good lawyer and well-to-do, he is
therefore, fitted to be a good mine man-
ager, 13 too childish to be discussed. Tt
is typically the viewpoint of a country
which is the Paradise of the “Jack of all
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trades and master of none”; but it is
neither common sense nor business. Great
Britain handles her mines considerably
better than any other country in the
world. Please to consider the howl of
derision which would greet the appoint-
ment of a London barrister as manager
of a Cardiff colliery.

The manager of a mining company
should be a trained and skilled miner
himself. He needs to be other things
besides, but the law should see to it that
he has at least that qualification. He
should know the men’s needs, understand
from practical experience their point of
view, and be a man of sufficient sense
and personal pride to be above that ridi-
culous snobbery and indifference to the
wants, feelings and comforts of others
which the possession of a few dollars—
often how ridiculously few-—seems to
have a trick of breeding in the self-
raised “man of the people.”

It has not been possible in this brief
sketch to give more than what, it is
hoped, is a fair outline of the different
sides of a difficult and complex sub-
ject.
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Both Mistaken.

An iron hoop bounced through the area railings of a suburban
lady’s house recently, and played havoc with the kitchen window. The
lady waited, anger in her heart, and a fighting light in her eye, for
the appearance of the hoop’s owner. Presently he came.

“Please, I've broken your winder, ma’am,” he said, “and ’ere’s
father to mend it.” And, sure enough, he was followed by a stolid
looking- gentleman, who at once started work, while the small boy ran
off. ‘

“That’ll be two-and-threepence, ma’am,” announced the glazier,
when the window was whole once more.

“Two-and-threepence,” gasped the lady. “But your little hoy.

broke it. The little fellow with the hoop, you know. Youw’re his
father, aren’t you?”

The stolid man shook his head.

“Don’t know him from Adam,” he said. “He came round to my
place, and told me his mother wanted her winder mended. You’re his
mother, ain’t you?”

And the lady shook her head also.

Collected.

“ Fare.”

The passenger gave no heed.

“ Fare, please.”

Still was the passenger oblivious.

“ By the ejaculatory term ‘fare,’ said the conductor, “I imply no
reference to the state of the weather, the complexion of the dmirable
blonde you observe in the contiguous seat, nor even to the quality of
service vouchsafed by this philanthropic corporation. I merely allude
in a manner perhaps lacking in delicacy, but not in conciseness, to the
monetary obligation set up by your presence in this car, and suggest
that, without contemplating your celerity with punctuation, you
liquidate.

At this point the passenger emerged from his trance.

Mrs. Clybel—*“ The boy grows more like his father every day.”
The Caller—* Poor dear! And have you tried everything?”’

“e

<
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What Would You Expect? ‘

“ The Scotch,” said Secretary Wilson of the Department (?f. Agr.i-
culture, “ are certainly a witty people. Now, there was a visitor in
the little town of Bowdoin who, on looking about, saw no children,
buo only grown men and women. He won'dere.d at 'Ehls and finally,
meeting a weazened old man on the street, inquired: ‘How often are
children born in this town?” . 5

“‘Only once,’ the man replied, as he proceeded on his way.

The Fortune-Teller’'s Mistake.

Fortune-Teller—* Beware of a short, dark woman with a fierce
cve. She is waiting to give you a cheque.” N
"~ Male Visitor (despairingly)—"No she ain’t. She’s waiting to
get one from me. That's my wife.”

N

, Answered.
“ Begad, Mrs. Smart, where do you keep your complexion?”
“Where vou lost yours, Major—in a bottle!”

“Any Wife to A'ny Husband.”

“Hang it all, my cigar's gone out,” he said. “It spoils a cigar,
no matter how good it may be, if you let it go out.”

“ A cigar.” she observed, “is, in that matter, not unlike a man.”

Poor Henry.

There have been many strange things in our country’s history.
One of the most curious was recently mentioned by a little schoolgirl.
“The hydra,” said this much-informed young person, ‘“‘was

married to Henry the Eighth. When he cut her head off another one
sprang right up.”

Of Course Not.

A man accompanied by his wife visited a merchant to order a suit
of clothes.  The couple differed as to the material and cut of the suit,
and the wife lost her temper. “QOh, well,”
“please vourself. ‘
clothes.™

she said, turning away,
| ‘ I suppose you are the one who will wear the
“Well” observed the husband meekly, “I didn’t suppose
vow'd want to wear the coat and the waistcoat.”

Worse to Follow. )
(XS - ".1 N " ) o . . y R
All these stories the Papers are printing about you are lies,” said

the lp;)‘l‘iticial.l’s friend. “Why don’t you make them stop it?” “I
would, 1@|3h0d the politician, *‘but 'm afraid they’d begin printing the
truth then. :

“Ah, vour language.
count?  “Tirst, zis novel
(X34 :

Zen it say he was cowed.”

Eet ees so difficult.”—“ What's the matter,
eet say ze man was unhorsed.”—* Yeg ?”

. Mrs. Newwed—« Bridget, T ¢
Sure, mum, an’
would vez mum?”

» 4 saw you kiss that man.” Bridget—
yez wouldn’t have me resist an officer av the law,

®



HELPS TO SMILE

Speak the truth, and—shock everybody you comie near.

A miss is as good as—another miss, and often very much better.

The nearer the church the—more convenient in rainy weather.

The Better day the—Derby day.

If wishes were horses—what a number of broken necks there
would be!

Has it ever struck you what on amazing;quantity of the “reformed”
actress runs to waist?

One man may steal a horse—but if he does, two men will probably
hale him hefore a magistrate.

One who knows how it is herself says: “ The man who is awfully
urbane to his wife before strangers is also her bane behind their backs !”

An elderly maiden purchased an Egyptian mummy the other day
for a parlour ornament. She said it would seem better to have a man
about, even if he was advanced in life and withered.

One of the great attractions of an Indian travelling circus is thus
advertised :—

“During acts of familiarity with the lion.”

“ When men break their hearts,” remarks a cynical female writer,
“it is the same as when a lobster breaks one of its claws—another
sprouts immediately and grows in its place.”

It is said that a dog on a wrecked vessel did not show any
solicitude about getting a place in any of the boats in which the pas-
sengers escaped. That was probably because he had a bark of his own.

A lady in Grosvenor Square is reported to have given *‘a little
dance after a big dinner ” this week. A big dance after a little dinner
would have been more conducive to health. -

An Indian came to a certain agent in the northern part of Iowa to
procure some whisky for a young warrior who had been bitten by a
rattlesnake. “ Four quarts!” repeated the agent, with surprise. “As

much as that?” “Yes,” replied the Indian, “ four quarts—snake very

big.”

A good story of Lord Cardigan is told. Shortly before his death
he reviewed a famous Hussar regiment, and, on making the usual
speech, said, with more emotion than he usually showed, “ I am getting
old, gentlemen, and, in all probability, I shall never again review this
magnificent regiment this side the grave.” :

43
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Not Her Husband.

A well-gowned, well-groomed woman with a Vere de.: Ver.e f'fwe
and a shabby man who had reached the drowsy age of intoxication
were the occupanis of one of the side seats in a car the other day. All
the other seats in the car were full, so the woman could not change,
but she sat as far as possible from her unpleasant fellow-passenger,
and the scat, which accommodates three people comfortably, and four
in a pinch, was sufficient for these two onl}i. By.and by another
woman got on the car. She looked around a little \Vlstfully, and then
reached for a strap. She was tired. It is tiresome, sometimes, to go
around and just look at cats. But she hung on to the strap heroically
until the conductor came along and saw the situation.

“Madame,” he said to the woman with the Vere de Vere face,
“would you mind moving up a little?”

The woman paid no attention.

“Madame,” he repeated a little louder, and with traces of slowly
rising vexation, “ would you mind moving up a little?”

The woman gazed indifferently at the houses that were sliding by
on the horizon, and made no sign.

“ Madame,” said the conductor again, this time in a voice that
carried to far corner of the car, “ would you mind asking your husband

" to move up?”’

The woman came back to earth with a violence that would have
put to shame any ten cats. ‘““Husband!” she shrieked, as she poked
the hutton to stop the car. “ Husband! He’s no husband of mine.”

And as she flounced off the car six or seven blocks from whence
she had intended to go the woman who had been to the cat show

slipped wearily into the vacant seat. And the man who had brought on
all the trouble slept peacefully on.

A celebrated French preacher, in a sermon on the duties of wives,
N N . .
said, “1 see in this congregation a woman who has been guilty of
disobedience to her husband, and in order to point her out I will fling

my breviary at her head.” He lifted his book and every female
instantly ducked.

A young lady became so much dissatisfied with a person to whom
she was engaged to be married, that she dismissed him. In revenge,
he threatened to publish her letters to him. Very well,” replied the

43
lady, “ T have no reason to be ashamed of any part of my letters except
the address.”

It was a menage a trois, L
friend. |

Alphonse looked ver
what was the matter.

“Mon cher ami,”
tears, “ J'ai fait une tr

ucien Lucille his wife, and Alphonse his
v dejected one day, and Lucien asked him

. said Alphonse with his eyes moistened with
iste decouverte; Lucille n’est pas fidele a nous.”
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WE BEG TO ANNOUNCE

the opening of our Vancouver Office

and Warehouse, and that we are now

prepared to supply the trade. We are
Sole Agents in Canada for:

+ Moet & Chandon White Seal & Brut Imperial.

Feuarheerds Port and Sherry.

Denis Mounie Cognac.

Only Brandy House Holding
Royal Warrant King
Edward VII

" Riébéféson’s London Dry, Old Tom, Jamaica Rum
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« Golden West," is the Monarch of Soaps :
I'hev crowned it not long ago

On a throne of rocks, in a robe of clouds
With a diadem of snow.

@’

Strength - Purity = Excellence
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SIANDARD  Soap Co.LTD

CALGARY. ATA. < VANCOUVER B.C.
STANDARD BROWERAGE Co.LIMITED.
~ BRITSH (OLUNBIA FREPRESENTATIVES ~

144 WATER ST VANCOUVER
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il A LIBRARY IN ONE BOOK.

President Eliot of Harvard fit-
tingly says: ‘*The Internationalis
awonderfully compact storehouse
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Read
The Week

¢ . ! - -
. ‘{.): Q&\(;' . ¢
O G
oy .\\

Independent, fearless, virile, The
Week makes a feature of editorial
comment upon the important topics
of the day, especially those affecting-
the interests of British Columbia. The
Week has an expert staff of writers
who deal with literature, lounging and
fashions. The Week devotes three
columns of every issue to sporting
comment which is written by a|
veteran athlete, The Week is the o
only- society journal published in B C..|

The Week circulates in every town | . ..

and district in the Province. -, |-

Sﬁﬁscription $ ayeya’rv. ?

SINGLE COPIES Sc.

Published by-
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CThe Torld

VANCOUVER, B. C.

THE EVENING WORLD

goes into 80 per cent. of the homes of Vancouver,
also the greater percentage of the homes in the
Province.

THE EVENING WORLD

has the largest street sales in British Columbia.

s THE EVENING WORLD
: carnes more real live news than any other paper
publlshed in British Colu:bia.

THE EVEN ING WORLD

s recogmsed as the best advertising medium in
, Britlsh Columbia. The proof of this statement is
: hown by the merchants and others who patronise
its 'columns to such an extent that THE WORLD
"CARRIES MORE ADVERTISING MATTER THAN
ANY; OTHER PAPER-IN.BRITISH COLUMBIA.

'-'ENING WORLD
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ot o0 TIMBER LANDS n //WZJ?ME/VTJ
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Do you know that seventy-tive cents out of every
dollar you deposit with the local banks at 3 per cent.
is being used to ease the money stringency in New

York and the cast, thus drawing away from your city
the very food necessary for its commercaiad and indus-
trial development? Invest your savings in Vancouver
real cstate. If $1,000 invested is not worth maore than
an advance of $30 in twelve months, then our advice
is “Do not touch it.” If you can see through this advt,,
then cither come and consult our large lists of pro
perties on which we will guarantee you better results,
or write us for particulars of same.
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SUBSCRIBED CAPITAL
$500,000.00

RESERVE FUND

1& @ EY s $50,000.00

it Lo

| Dominion Trust €o., Ltd.
li‘ ABSOLUTE SECURITY ASSURED

Four Per Cent. Allowed on Deposits».,__,;,

ADVISORY BOARD.

J. B. Mathers, Manager. Robert Martin.
W. D. Brydone-Jack, M.D. John R. Gray.
T. T. Langlois. J. A. Thomson, Treasurer.

DIRECTORS
Wm. Henderson. Geo. Martin,

James Stark, E. W, Keenleyside,
James Ramsay, H. W. Riggs, M. D,

W. H. P, Clubb. David Spencer, Victoria,
F. R. Stewart. W. D. Wilson, M. D.
" Geo. .E. Drew, T. R. Pearson, ‘
+ New Westminster, Mgr. New Westminster Branch.
EXECUTORS. TRUSTEES. LIQUIDATORS.
- REAL ESTATE. INSURANCE. LOANS.
SAVINGS BANK. VALUATORS.

BUSINESS OPENINGS.
BOND ISSUES GUARAN_TEED.
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LTI [ Consider the ’
IS Reasons

why you should invest in the PREPAID
STOCK of the BRITISH COLUMBIA
PERMANENT LOAN AND SAVINGS
COMPANY and get 7 PER CENT.
DIVIDENDS.

BECAUSE

(a) THE INVESTMENT POSSESSES FIRST CLASS SECURITY.

There is no better security than first mortgages on improved residence
property—on homes.

(b) THE INVESTMENT HAS PERMANENCY.,

(¢) THE INVESTMENT IS LIQUID. It can be transferred at any time.
It has a liberal loan value.

(d) THE INVESTMENT HAS NO LIABILITY.
(e) THE DIVIDENDS ARE SECURED AND GUARANTEED.

: ,‘F.;z;.

HESE’ REASONS ALSO APPLY TO THE COMPANY'S 6 PER
EN’I"; DEBENTURES.

OFFICERS AND DIRECTORS: .

LANGLOIS, President, D. H. WILSON, M.D. Vice- President.
'ELFER, Ass't Manager. R. H. DUKE, Secretary. R
. H MALKIN DAVID SPENCER, GEO. MARTIN, GEO. WARD."

— e —— ———

TRUSTEES'

“McBRIDE M. L.A. . 'RALPH SMITH, M. P.
" . LAWRENCE GOODACRE

“VICTORIA, B. C. *
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P
REAL HAND MADE
SOUTH AMLERICAN

Panamas

We import these direct from the
makers and therefire ~oae cur cus-
tomers the mnddieman’s profit. Prices

range from $300 v S130.00
Our $7 50 Panama equals anythnnyg
v can buy in the ity for S
We  have a special Unbleached

Panvunn Tor ladies o0 S5 00,

E. CHAPMAN

Davis Chambers
615 HASTINGS ST., WEST,
VANCOUVER.

British Columbia Agent for

R. ATKINSON'S ROYAL IRISH
POPLIN TIES.

WESTWARD

EXCLUSIVENESS

HOT MAGAZINTE

IN

MILLIKERY

PRETTY HATS
FOR $5

LIKE THE CUT

\~ U" -

"'"P»-- -

Send simple of dress worn, give color of

harr and say if fair or dark. We design
hats  cquial 1o any imported model and
better,

CHAS W. HILLS AND CO,,

Ladies Outfitters and Milliners by Mail. "
940 Granville St. Vancouver. ‘i)

THE

British Columbia
Book Co., Ltd.

makes

BRITISH PERIODICALS
and
BRITISH STATIONERY
A SPECIAL STUDY.
Seottish papéﬂ o sade

New ?\-u\t.h frum London twice a
week. '

ssa- GRANV{LLE STKEET,
VANCOUVER B. C.

New Books |

A Victor of Salamis, W,

Davis
The Saint, \nmmo Fogazzaro..,
The Patriod,

Stern

Sx.§
Antonio Fogazzaro.$1.8§- |-

The Second Generation, David ]
Graham Plillips .......... N LR
The Captiin of the Kausas, Louis’
Tracy

Little Esson, S R. Crockett., Sx.cs
The Lone Furrow, W, A. Fraser.sms

The Port of Missing Men, \[efG-a
dith Nicholson ... ... iuas

For New Books by best authors,
lowest prices, try

Irvine & rJOx'syth'”

Booksel!ers and Statioky

441 Hastings St.  Vancouver, B
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VANCOUVER

British Columbia
Whore there is practically no winter.
vestor umi n» man whe

1f you bave any (des
A€
"Rmdb%
BUSINESS

of *'going W est” And are
interested in Keul Befate
ROYAL BUSINE¢S EXCNANGE LTD.
HASTINGS STREET, VANCOUVER.

Acteage, Tismter Lande
or Busitess bxterprines
come [u \ancinver ».ud
aee us. Or write
mphtet wit
orniating conpil «
Geverniment stutitics
Our produeta af the ~oa,
Mine, Forvet etnd Fann
offer preat vhatices fur
the larges amd smaull in

B. W: Carlyle C. R. Hickman

Public Notice

We have @ complete st of City anpd
Suburban Propertios ut great bargains.,
It will pay you to see s before buying.
If you have property for siale situated
anywhere in B Coodrap ue o line with
full particalars. We o may Loave eoiients
looking for Jjust wiit you have,

THE CARLYLE, HICKMAN
COMMISSION CO.

Real Estate,
Insurance, (ieneral Commission,
Rents Cotlected.

. Room 9
o pPender Street,

Vancouver, B. C.

S SIS S S USRS 1 31k R EHE oz
’/'s

i

d

"w

Angell

.

12 300 3

bl
3

The Canadian Bank
of Commerce

Head Office, -~ TORONTO, ONT.

Capital (paid up)...8$10,000,000
Rest ........0... ....3 5,000,000

B. E. Walkar, Esqg., Alex. l.aird, Fsq.,
President. General Manager

Branches West of Rocky Mountains

British Columbia—

Atlin Cranbrook hrme, Greenwood,
foop Misslon City, Nanatmo,
Nelaon. New  \Westminster, Penties
ton, Prince Rupert, Princcton, van-
couver, Vancouver Iinst, Vancouver ..
South, Victoria. ‘

Yu*ou Territory—
~99wson, White Horse,

United- Btates—
Portland, San
Skagway

Franciaco, Seattle, ;;

luw York Agency— :
Wm. Gray anda H. B, Walker, As'cuu,

l'aondog.ﬁ nn(h.nd, OMmce—
. . ‘6@ ;lombard Street.
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Are yvast troubled wite o aandrutd o X
fatling hair, 1 o .
. TRY MORROW'S :
Tovaomotable Hatr Invigoritor T destroys .
Lt miterobe that eanwes dandraff and
o Calltner hale, and poorishes the hadr-
v oot back to health,  We guarantoe it )
N PRICE 75c¢. .
N .
i .
: J W. HORROW :
. '
* .
K THE PILL BOX DRUG STORE .
3 600 and 602 Xastings St.,, Vancouver, B.C. *
e ST et
».' WA WS W WA W
1% | i

S lver Mounted g
Guaranteed g

Briar Pipes

5(c. %

at

: PADMORE'S

ARCADE
CIOAR STORE

Vancouver, B. C.
Wa@m’nﬂﬂmamamm

T
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WESTWARD

HO! MAGAZINE®

Expensive Dental
Work

tas 4 elaim for your cone
Our work is the best known
profession,

nOe  lonie:
stderation
to the

READ OUR PRICES—THEY NEVER Ii

CHANGE.
¥ull Set of Teeth.... ... ... $5.00 and up
Gold Crowms ...... ............ .$5.00
Bridgeworkx (per tooth)........ .. .86.00
Gold Fillngs .. ........ ... $1.00 and up
Silver Fillings ....... ......... ...500
Extracting ....... . ...... ... ..., ...50¢

The Boston Dentists

LIMITED . l
DR. A. R. BAKER, Consulting Dentist.

407 Hastings St., West.,, Vancouver.

e

——
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The Goddess
of Fashion

never dreamed of a man nlttrod lu
more perfoct fitting suit or 9
than the ones we are making at’

$15. 00

price. Write for samples and m
ment forms,

Scotland Woolen,

nuunn Stroet

-
.

RETTTPQE a0 00 €0 W00



climate IN THE WORKLD.

over 1904,

'otal Premiums received

receipts .........

670 GRANVILLE STREET it

The Mutual Life of Canada

I8 a thoroughly SOUND AND PROGRESSIVE Company, vonfininy its business
to the Dominion of Canada nnd Newfoundland, noted for the maoxt  healthy

Its Expense rate Is the
TLLOWEST OF ALL CANADIAN COMPANIES,

bolng _only 16.21 per cent. of total income for 1906, a reduction of 1.46 pec cent,

“wOne of the very best Companies that we have examined, The Mutual
Company, and the one that showed fewer shortcomings than any of the othors.”
-—Mr. Kent, of the Insurance Commlssion, verbatim report, page 2004,

37 YEARS' RECORD

RESULTS SPEAK LOUDER THAN WORDS.

‘Total Payments for Death Claims, Matured Fndowments, Surren-
dered DPolicies, etc. ... v

......................... $ 7,476,529.26
Add present Asszets ........ i

Amount paid to policyholders and held for them................ !‘:lT‘S“.‘.‘."'BS).N
.......................... 17.335,715.05

Excess of Assats and puymenu to puncyho]dtrs over Premium

For Agency, Circulars or Information,
WILLIAM J. TWIBS, MANAGER.

write

10,385,539.84

$523,354.05

b s I VANCOUVER, B. O,

Write
for our new
free circular:

W'mu

”um -mm knowled
n ®e.

obmn a salaried po-
esaion, ude or
llwmb le-ming
pucn

Vancouver
% College of
Music

NG EN LR
AN ANELN

3

JAS. H SMITH.

(MUSICRL, DIRECTOR.)

RS LS:

N 2Oz DG oo

POORS

COMPETENT Staff

All Branches of Music Taught

Address:

VAL T
\(' AN /.\



A Model Music Store

is that of the

MONTELIUS

PIANO HOUSE, LIMITED

In Its New Warerocoms at

[

_..__.._..<

44| Hastu)gs Street Vancouver

To sce these beautiful wiarerooms and parlors, is to appreciate what the
youngest, yet most up-to-date itrm las done in Vancouver and British Columbia
in the uphuilding of the music business.  Everything in music in stock, from the

hest pianos made i the world, to the little Jews Harp. .

Al makes of TALKING MACHINES and records. A very neat sales-"

room 18 devoted 10 this department exclusively. R4

Oune parlor is devoted exclusively to the NEW ART BELL PIAN‘OS,“\-
anather one te the old rediable and stmdard HAINES BROS. PIANOS,”S?IJ 1
other tv the KNABE GRANDS and UPRIGHTS. And last but not leas.*
one devoted entirely to the POPULAR AUTONOLA, the best and most hqman
Vlayer Pinae that is made, and also ELECTRIC PIANOS of various makes.‘{b

lhc ])uhltc are cordinlly invited to eall at this modern Palace of Music,
‘hchuc every citizen of Vingouver will appreciate the efforts that are bei A
tir adgm_lgt_;_t\zr masic conditions in British Colwmbia by this yonng®
cergetic; H:nusc‘ k




“If the Piano Came From Montelius’
It Is All Right,”

Is a trite saying and almost & houschold word in Briusli Columbia.
Some of the splendid Pianos we are carrying in farge assorunents of styles,

The “NEW ART” BELL, popular with all musical people wherever the
British Flag floats. A strictly Canadian piano.

The old Standard HAINES BROS, PATTI'S FAVORITE HOME UP-
RIGHT PIANO, established in New York in 1831

THE MARSHALL and WENDELL, established in 18353, so popular in
Eastern Canada and throughout the United States
* THESE LAST TWO MAKES ARE NOW ALSO BUILT IN CANADA.

THE ARMSTRONG, built by the largest and wealthicst Piano Makers in
the world.

L$

All of the above Pianos have FULL METAL PLATES and BUSHED
TUNING PINS, which keep the Piano in tune much longer and better than
the ordinary old fashioned way, and prolong the life of the instrument.

Just to demonstrate one of our ariginal plans, and so that no home need be

without a good Piano, we arc sclling splendid LARGE FULL SCALE UP-
RIGHT GRAND PIANOS for

. $300, $325, $365 and $385

. These are well built Pianos that will meet all the requirements of the
. mns:cal home.

Easy terms are given and prices that will not require a life mortgage to
laquidate,

“‘TO HAVE BEEN FIRST MEANS ANTIQUITY, BUT TO HAVE.

plendxd succcss our up-to-date Business methods have brought to our House. :

VANCO VER AI.MOST OPPOSITE OUR OLD LOCATION.

‘.MONTELIUS PlANO ﬂOUSE LIMITED

o BECOME FIRST MEANS' MERIT." We know that we MERIT all of the . -

" REMEMBER OUR NEW STORE IS AT 4 HASTINGS STREET, |
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M. W. WAITT & @

LIMITED
358 GRANVILLE ST+, VANCOUVER, B. C.

AL GOVERNMENT ST, VICTORIA, B. C.

The Oldest Music House
in British Columbia.

Pianos, Organs and
Musical Merchandise

b C. Whelesale Jobbers und Retail Dealers for Columbia Graphophones °
and Records; Ediscn Phonographs and Supplies. ‘

DEALERS WANTED IN EVERY TOWN,

WRITE FOR TERMS.

STEINWAY PIANOS
pd- NEW SCALE WILLIAMS pqu
NORDHEIMER PIANOS |
DOMINION PIANOS

PALMER RIANOS

> o Y , o 14 i .
YIN GOOD Sold on Easy Monthly Terms. of



Henry Birks
Sons, Ltd.

Jewellers and
Silversmiths.

GEO. E. TROREY,
Managing Director

VANCOUVER, B. C.
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CCeCee

The latest novelties, also such lines
______ as clccks and art goods where the

European manufacturers excell are
daily arriving.

We aim to carry an exclusive stock
zzwhich will prevent all chances of
> duplication, ' Our great experience and
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7 KODAKS, §5 te $100

665 Granvmc St., Vancouver.

WILL MARSDEN

=)

&

BROWRNIES, $1 o &9

THE KODAK

the penple amd
VIO

SobHU fdaes

e woidents from peoit
vou <aw thetn
Al

Toadak

KERALES

tor {t)l"

Liediding

e o oeass Slory rl:c:\iﬂ‘.

works at the

pearee, There o durlor

v lodsk work, s ol auap !v.. Prc_
Cottcneda the restoear leave it to anpthe
jastoas yea please

The Wodak catabare tells the detatls,
sengd wour nmme and addree

froe

for e oy
wr ot mal oot oo

:: THE KODAK SPEC




