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Holeproof
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SIX PAIRS FOR $2.00
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lightened the labors of the seanRiress, so NEVERDARN Holeproot Heostery will
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You Sce NEVERDARN Holeproof Hosiery is not the kKinil of lLastery vou
have been used to wearing., 1t is better made—of hetter yarn and is

Guaranteed Holeproof for Six Months
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for six months,

We use specially prepared maco and loung fibre Bgyptian dsle yarn.  Qur six
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Our new process makes the Holeproof fabric as clean, soft and Stronui ax niplyed
hostery. The colors of Holeproof are absolutely fast.

You do not know what real foot comfort s until you bhave worn Holeproof
Hostery—it §s so soft and cary on the feet,

Huoleproof Hosiery s the most cleanly nand  sanitary

hoslery tn existence and costs you no more than the ordinary
kind,
You buy them 6 palrs $2.00, with the following gwirautee We also muke Boys' and
in cach box: R Girls” atockings In same
Read this guarantee—If any or all of uality.
“It's the name Lehind the thix sfx pairs of hosiery require darn- N vottaining § pair, §$1,00,
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amd forwand with cl‘msmgml hostery direct to nx.

State slze, and whether biack or tam. Onle one size in el box of six
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HOSIERY Do it now,

CHIPMAN-HOLTON KNITTING CO., LIMITED

Mary snd Kelly Streets, HATHLTON, CANADA 02
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“Known the World Over”

The chief reason is that the “GILLETTE” wmects the
requirements of every shaver the world over for a quick—
simple—easy—comfortable shave.

The best proof that the “GILLETTE” is the highest type
of perfection in razors is, that the men of all eivilized lands now
demand the “GILLETTE” Razor and the “New DProcess’
Blades.

The men of Cuanada are espeeially well pleased with the
“GILLETTE,” and take not a lit!le pride in the fact that it
is made by Canadians in the Canadian factory at Montreal.

You can examine the “Gillette” at vour Jewelers or
Druggists—at Cutlery or Hardware dealers—ar at any
Sportung Goods or Departmental Store. Standard sets 35
-—for sale everywhere.

THE GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO. OF CANADA, LIMITED.
Office and Factory, 63 St. Alexander St., Montreal.
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ARE YOU GOING TO PRINCE RUPERT

Then travel on the

“RUPERT CITY”

b The largest and best appointed steamer on the Northern British Columbia run.
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GENUINE HAND IVIADI':'—“-“_-l
PANAMA HATS J
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Marguerite’s Hill

By Lilla E. Norman

¢ ‘T HEY call this ‘Marguerite’s
Hill, a queer name, you say!
Well, it is named after an old
squaw—you will see the cabin
when we get to the top. No, I don’t
think she is alive now, the last I heard
of her she was blind and had been taken
away by some of the tribe. Whoa!
Prince, we’ll rest here awhile, old fel-
low. My, it’s hot, ’aint it”? The
freighter mopped his damp brow and
sunburned face with a questionable red
bandana and looked at his companion
seated beside him in the freight wagon.
She was a young woman, plainly but
neatly dressed, with little of the pioneer
about her save the courage in her large
gray eyes, and it was with doubtful in-
terest that she gazed up the steep as-
cent. To her the old Cariboo road was
a dream of past happy days when she
travelled up its wooded aisles together
with her husband in search of recreation,
test and incidentally—wealth. Now she
was leaving him behind, and journeying
down again, going back to the States for
a few weeks, and had taken passage with
the good-natured, big hearted freighter

known everywhere along the road as
“Bill.”

“Get along, now, Prince; ginger up,
boys,” and the swish of the whip set the
six horses in motion, toiling labouriously
up the hill.

“Why is the hill named for the old
squaw ?” asked the woman, seeing that
she was expected to take up the thread
of conversation. “Tell me all about it.”

“Well, you see this is an old, old road ;
for fifty years the Cariboo gold mines
have been worked, and this has been the
trail over which supplies were freighted
in and the gold was carried out. Many
a man has gone in and made his stake
but has never reached civilization again.
I could point out a dozen places where it
is claimed victims have been rudely
buried by their captors, and it wasn’t
always the Indians, either; but being a
wild new country and no proof of any-
thing no enquiries except a few from the
far interior were ever made. The men
were strangers and there was little travel
on the road, but you want to know where
Marguerite comes in? Well, I'm com-
ing to that. As I told you before, the
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old squaw is blind and if alive is now

a hundred years old. There’s the cabin,

now. Whoa, Prince, you can breathe

again, old fellows, for a few minutes.”

~ “Why, they look quite dilapidated, no
one living here now?”

“No, they are deserted now, but she
used to put up strangers and travellers,
and her place was quite a tavern in early
days. That is how the hill got its name,
and there is a story connected with this
place that might interest you.

“It is claimed that somewhere in this
location there is a big lot of gold hidden.
It seems a man coming down from the
gold fields with a hig stake packed on a
mule, was waylaid here. Why the rob-
bers did not take the gold out with them
after killing the miner to get it, is not
known, but the story is, they buried it
in an iron pot and went away, never re-
turning to their treasure. As old Mar-
guerite grew older she whispered parts
and bits of this story to travellers, but
said she dared mnot tell where it was
buried, always declaring: “White man
kili me, tell.” No amount of coaxing
nor gaudy gifts could get her secret,
though many have tried, telling her the
white man would never come back and
would never know. With the usual su-
perstition of her race, however, she re-
fused always for fear *‘white man would
kill if she told.” All that was ever got
out of her was that “it was in an iron
pot between two trees, not very far"—
she would tell no more; many searched,
but no pot of gold has been found.

"You'd better come back and look
around!” he added, “we stop only a mile
away and you might find the gold.”

“I believe I will,” she answered light-
ly, as they moved on again; the cabin
was slowly receding from sight.

A few minutes more and the freighter
fll'e\\r up at the road-house ; after alight-
g with difficulty from her lofty seat, the
woman went indoors, the covered wagons
hitched tandem fashion, were drawn to
one side and the teams stabled for the
night.

The travellers were ravenously hungry
and each laughed slyly at the other as
they ate heartily of the steaming viands
set before them. “Angels could do no

more,” said Bill solemnly, as they rose
from the table. The tired woman early
sought her own room, where without un-
dressing: she threw herself wearily on the
bed.

The moon was at its full, its white
light streaming through the windows
filled the room with mystic shadows, the
trees rustled their leaves complacently,
and the birds twittered a goodnight, a
peaceful silence settied over the isolated
farmhouse.

Suddenly the woman raised herself on
her elbow, a look of resolve on her face.
“I'll do it,” she muttered, “only a mile,
and I'm not afraid. I’ll take the shovel
out of the freight wagon, and I'm al-
most sure [ saw the very trees. They
are not conspicuous, but they looked to
me as if they held a secret between them.

Rising softly, she drew her cloak from
the chair where it had been tossed, and
hatless she stepped quietly through the
hall, where she easily slipped the bolt that
locked the door. She was outside imme-
diately and in haste possessed herself of
the shovel from the rear wagon, then
sped away up the road.

It was not late, possibly eleven, and the
spring blossoms filled the air with a
heavy fragrance. How strange and
solemn it all seemed as she walked hur-
riedly along the quiet moonlit road. Not
a sound save now and then a pine needle
would thread its way downward through
the pine boughs, and its rustle would die
away in the grasses and needless which
carpeted the ground.

“It seems a very short mile,” said she
aloud, as the cabins came in view on the
top of the hill, “but the clearing is not
so large as I thought. I wonder if I can
find my trees?” she mused, and unac-
countably she shivered. “They were on
this side of the road, just after we passed
@he cabin, and a blackened stump stood
Just in front of them.” ‘

few minutes investigation located
the trees, and truly they did not look as if
for many years they had whispered of
secret things, leaning lovingly toward
each other until the upper branches were

intertwined, and ‘the tops.were almost
touching,
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Without hesitation she began to dig,
but the earth was filled with stones and
roots, making it a difficult task for arms
unused to heavy work. “At least there
are no large roots so far—and what is
thisP—as she unearthed something with
the last shovelful of stones and soil. She
laid the shovel down and examined the
object which had given forth a grating
sound but was not a stone. An old iron
spoon thickly coated with rust, but stiil
entire, came to view.

“I've found it, I'm sure,” she cried
exultantly, “'for this spoon has not grown
here.”

She dug feverishly now, her back and
arms ached while the perspiration was
oozing out. Her cloak had long ago
been cast aside, and she had forgotten
her surroundings in her excitement.

“What will John think?” she wonder-
ed excitedly; “he can’t he very cross at
me, especially if there is really a treasure
here.”

The earth was looser now and the
roots seemed to have been removed or to
have grown in another direction, so with
little by little the excavation was grow-
ing fast. ‘“‘Ha!” the ring of metal.” A
few more hasty shovelfuls, and then—
she literaliy sprang into the hole and be-
gan to tear away the earth with her
hands. Sure enough, the treasure in the
iron pot, and hurriedly brushing away
the remaining earth, she lifted the close-
fitting lid and inserted her hand. A thrill
of disappointment surged over her, for
she expected gold coins of course, but
only a fine gravel sifted through her
fingers. She held a handful up to the

-
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moonlight and it glinted in the pale rays.
She laughed aloud at her foolish notion,
for how could it be other than nuggets.

Her mind filled with visions of her
husband’s face when she told him the
news; the most beautiful home, wonder-
ful trips, clothes, everything that money
could buy would be theirs now, and she
laughed again in her exuberance of joy.
Her laugh was answered by a hoarse
chuckle from the roadway, and she turn-
ed in affright to see a hideous Indian hag
whose sightless eyes stared at her
through the moonlight ; -behind, but tow-
ering above her, stood a thin gaunt man,
whose wild eyes peered mockingly
through shaggy eyebrows. His unkempt
hair and beard were matted and half hid
the gnaried and knotted throat, from
vhich the leathern hunting shirt was
curned back. She started in frightened
wonder, still holding firmly to the treas-
ure at her feet, but as she moved slightly,
his whole attitude changed with an un-
earthly look of malice, then to such an
expression of unsatisfied longing and
greed, the despair of a soul who must
forever guard the ill-got gains which he
himself could never enjoy.

Slowly he raised his arm, and again
came the gutteral cackle from the old
hag. In the lights and shadows the wo-
man caught the gleam of a shining
barrel ; vainly she tried to cry aloud, but
her tongue refused to obey ; now she felt
the eyes burning her through the steely
rifle sights, and, grasping frantically at
the gold at her feet—Bang! Bill noisily
slammed the hall door on his way to
bed, and she fell back trembling and
perspiring but wide awake now.




The Cajolery of Man |

By Marion Ward

ful. The great old chestnut tree cast
a cool, refreshing shade, and the
liquid notes of its feathered denizens
filled the air. Aunt Cynthia sat with a
slight smile on her placid old counten-
ance, knitting busily with the intermin-
able grey and pink wool. Barbara let
her book lie idly in her lap, and gazed
rather wistfully on the sunny landscape.
“I wonder”—she broke the silence sud-
denly—“I wonder what Tom is doing
now ?” '
Aunt Cynthia stopped smiling.  She
knitted fast and in silence.
Barbara stole a quick glance at her.
“I may talk about my own brother!”
she expostulated rebelliously.
The aunt’s lips were compressed.
“My dear, I would rather you did
not,” she remarked gently.

IT was very still and sunny and peace-

Barbara pushed up her hair im-
patiently.  “Oh, dear,” she sighed
audibly.,

Aunt Cynthia glanced at the pretty,
disconsolate face. “I am sorry, dear,”
she murmured apologetically, “but you
know my views.”

“But Tom isn’t
argued the girl.

) The aunt regarded her with reproach.

All men,” she reminded her, setting her

soft lips grimly, “are snares and delu-
sions.”

“Not all?” begged Barbara.
. “Yes, all,” maintained the aunt firmly.
They are snares and delusions, and a
bitterness of the spirit. There is not a
man living but makes some poor woman,
or women, miserable or unhappy.”
Barbara sighed. “I haven’t got a man

to make me unhappy,” she remarked
rather mournfully.

“1 h?’pe you are truly grateful for that
mercy,” said Aunt Cynthia, solemnly,

wicked or horrid!”’

b2 .
—Yes,” ~assented ~ Barbara * rather -

doubtfully.

“Yes,” continued the little spinster
proudly, “you are safe here with me
from the wicked wiles of man as though
you were immersed in the depths of a
cloister. That was why, when it was
arranged that you should come to me
after the completion of your education,
I stipulated that even Mr. Tom should
not come here to visit you. We want
no disturbing element of Man in our
snug little retreat.”

Barbara sighed again. ‘“But, aunt,”
she suggested slowly, “how am I to un-
derstand and guard against their wicked
wiles if I never have any experience of
them ?”

The aunt compressed her lips again.
“I will guard you,” she replied firmly.
A shadow feli over her faded old face
and her eyes grew sad and reminiscent.
“Thirty years ago,” she mused, “thirty
years since I vowed, with God’s help,
never to see or speak to living man again
as long as I had life. And I have kept
my vow. From that day to this,” tri-
umphantly, “not a male being have I
set eyes on.”

_ They returned to their respective knit-
ting and book again, and for a little
while silence reigned.

They were seated on a grassy, tree-
shaded terrace that sloped steeply down.
to a stone wall at the bottom, beyond
which was a drop of some feet to the
high road without. From where they sat.
that same road was plainly visible for a.
long distance, a white and winding rib-
bon now flooded with yellow sunshine,

. and then retreating into grateful shade,

till skirting a dense wood on its right it:
took a sudden turn and disappeared be-
hind it. '

Barbara gazed rather forlornly up the
sunny road. She felt lonely, and just a
little aggrieved. . She was very fond of
Aunt Cynthiay and possessed “a ‘happy,
contented disposition, but sometimes, es-
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pecially on a brilliant afternoon .such as
this, she could not help feeling that it
was hard she should be doomed to spend
such a solitary, dull and monotonous life
just because of the dim and distant love
troubles of an eccentric aunt. She
thought of all her schoolfellows, and
wondered, enviously, what they were do-
inging—longing with a desperate long-
ing for one of them—any one, it did not
matter which—to have a chat with. . She
pictured them at garden and tennis par-
ties, picnicing up the Thames, on the sea;
and here was she doomed to pass the
rest of her existence in solitary confine-
ment with not a soul to talk to but her
aunt, the village tradespeople, and some
one or two frumpish gossips who occas-
ionally paid them visits.

She sighed -from the very depths of her
heart in self-pity. Of course, if men
were so unprincipled and wicked as her
aunt portrayed, she would not have any-
thing to do with them; but surely it
would only be right to let her know one
or two to find out their iniquity for her-
self so that she might despise them pro-
perly?

Her thoughts broke off suddenly The
black speck she had absently been watch-
ing crawling along the whiteness of the
road was drawing rapidly nearer, and be-
fore her astonished eyes resolved itself
into——

“Aunt!”’ she exclaimed suddenly in
tragic accents, “here comes a MAN.”

The pink ball of wool leapt into the
air, and danced rakishly away over the
lawn. “Where?” cried Aunt Cynthia
with agitation. “Which way?” and she
shut her eyes tightly.

“Coming down the High Road—this
way,” enlarged Barbara excitedly.

“We had better go in,” said the aunt
hurriedly, gathermcr together her wools.

Barbara set her pretty lips mutinously.
“I shall stay here,” she announced
firmly.

“Barbara"’ the shut lids were turned
on her in shocked amazement.

She coloured a little, then laughed.
“I want to see what he is like,” she pro-
tested frankly. “A stranger is such an
event here. Do sit down, aunt, and go
on knitting ; he is sure to go stralght by
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without seieng us; besides, you needn’t
look at him.”

“Barbara, I command you to come in-
to the house,” said her aunt sternly. “I
am hurt and surprised at your conduct
this afternoon. - After all my teaching,
too——"

Barbara sat absolutely still. “He’s get-

ting quite close now,” she remarked
cheerfully. “He’s looking straight up at
us——"
- The valiant defender of her girlish in-
experience turned and fled incontinently.
Barbara sat upright and gazed gravely
into a pair of honest grey eyes set in a
plain tanned face. She could see also a
pair of broad shoulders clad in Norfolk
tweed. The wall was fairly high, and
of most pedestrians showed no more than
a hat above it; therefore the stranger was
more than commonly tall.

“I beg your pardon,” he tendered apol-

ogetically, “but—can you tell me if this -~

3 'H

is a house named ‘Seclusion

Barbara wondered why he essayed the
impossible in trying to part such rough
hair in the middle,

“It is,” she replied gravely.

“Oh—thank you,” he said, then he
looked up the road, and he looked down
the road before his glance rested per-
plexedly upon her face.  “I am Garth
Melville,” he announced tentatively.

She elevated her pretty brows.

“Miss Silverton’s nephew,” he explain-
ed. He waved a comprehensive hand up
and down the blank length of wall.

“Is there no entrance to ‘Seclusion’?”’
he inquired.

“Not for men,
ly.

A sudden smile irradiated the sun-
burned face. “That isn’t all true?”’ he
protested incredulously.

She nodded solemnly.
true.”

“But my aunt If you told her—"
he paused, plainly at a loss.

“I did tell her,” she murmured. She
waved one hand in the direction of the
house at the top of the green slope.
“There she is,” she finished apologetical-
ly. He was just in time to see the last
of a grey skirt disappearing round the
door-lintel. Then his eyes came back to

b

replied Barbara sober-

“Perfectly
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the girl’s grave eyes.
subdue his amusement.

“May I come up where you are?” he
asked, boyishly. )

But he did not wait for her uncertain
permission. Placing both hands on the
rough top of the wall, he vaulted lightly
up, swinging his legs over so that his
feet rested on the sacred sward of “Se-
clusion.”

Barbara noted with satisfaction that
the man was clad in faultless fashion. It
did not enter her head to be self-con-
scious or ill at ease. She was young,
and her manners were those of a self-
possessed child. There was something
direct and child-like in her gaze, too, that
the man evidently found interesting.

“I don’t bite,” he said suddenly.

Barbara flushed scarlet, becoming con-
scious of her age and rudeness. “I beg
your pardon,” she said with the air of a
small queen. She rose hastily. “I will
see 1f aunt ”

“She must,” he
vinced.

Barbara shook her head.
not—I am sure not.”

The corners of his mouth went down.
"Is she—is my aunt mad?" he suggested,
with bated breath.

Barbara drew herself up. “Certain-
Iy not,” she replied stifffy. “Aunt Cyn-
thia had a very dreadful trouble years
ago all through a cruel, wicked man, S0,
naturally, she is prejudiced ”

“But her own nephey " he depre-
cated.

"She cannot break her vow,” argued
the girl loyaily.

“lf vou put it to her——"

Barbara still shook her head, but she
turned and moved swiftly up the green
slope to the house.

.Thq man watched the slender figure
\\'1'th mtereste(l. eyes, noticing  the red
glint of the hair, the small, regal head,
and the graceful, easy motion of her
walk. -

She was back again almost jmme-
diately, flushed and discomfited.

w\7 . . b
You are to go at once, please,” she
reported shamedly. ‘

A gleam came into his eves,
o o '
L refuse?” he suggested.

maintained uncon-

“I am afraid

“And if

He struggled to
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The blue eyes regarded him with
scared awe. “You couidn’t; oh, you
couldn’t?” she pleaded.

“I don’t see why 1 should,” he
grumbled argumentatively. “I am her
own nephew ; it is only respectful as |
am in this part of the earth to come and
pay my respects to my mother’s sister,”

Barbara had recovered her self-pos-
session. ‘‘She refuses to see you,” she
replied firmly. “She is very much upset.
I am to go in at once.”

His eyebrows went up and almost met
his rough hair. “What have I done?”
he expostulated. v

A demon of mischief lurked in the blue
eyes. “You are a man,” she proclaimed
tragically.

“But I can’t help that,” he objected.

She shook her head wisely. “The fact
remains,” she said. “And I am in dire
disgrace for my impropriety in speaking
to you.”

"But you couldn’t help it. I spoke
first. And in common politeness one
must reply to a poor lost wayfarer, even
though he be an abominable man.”

“Besides, you said you were her
nephew,” she added accusingly.

“So I am. It's all nonsense,” he de-
clared strenuously. “Why, I'm your own
cousin!”

Barbara opened her eyes very wide at
this. “Why, so you are!” she cried in
unaffected delight. “How nice.”

He coloured slightly, “Thanks awful-
ly,” he said boyishly. He held out his
hand. *I introduced myself. Wili you
do the same?”

She shook hands frankly. *“I'm Bar-.
bara Singleton,” she complied. She
looked at him regretfully. *“And now,
I must say good-bye.”

“Oh, T say——"

“Aunt Cynthia is very cross already.
and I daren’t stay a moment longer.”

“But,” he said, “you don’t think I'm
going to find a cousin and lose her all in
a moment? Mayn't I call properly at the
front entrance ?”

She gasped at his lack of realisation of
.the facts. “Oh, you mustn’t think of
it,” she cried dismayed. ;

“Oh, but—you know ” his whole
face protested the inadequacy of words:
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“It cannot be heiped,” she said re-
gretfully.

“It must be helped,” he said, and set
his square jaw doggedly. “You go out
sometimes ?”’

She looked dubious. ‘““‘Aunt Cynthia
wouldn’t hear of my meeting you,” she
demurred.

“But ”  Then he looked at the
frank, child-like eyes and stopped in per-
plexity.

She half read the pause. “Of course,
I should be obliged to tell aunt,” she re-
marked a little stiffly.

“Can’t you—cant you coax her?” he
suggested brilliantly. “I am sure you
could.”

She laughed, and flushed a little. “I
can sometimes,” she confessed, quite
unembarrassed. “But I am afraid in this
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case—-
“Try,” he besought.

“Very well, I'll try. But—you are my
own cousin,” she argued.

“Of course I am. And you are not
tied by any absurd vow. You couldn’t
be so rude as to disown me,” he urged
craftily.

“No—o,” she argued doubtfully. Then
she awoke to her delinquency in tarrying
there talking. “Oh!” she cried, “what
will Aunt Cynthia say! I must go this
instant. Good-bye,” and she turned hur-
riedly away.

“I say!” he cailed urgently.

She came back impatiently.

“You haven't shaken hands,” he said.
She laughed and held out her hand.
He held it fast. “You won’t cast me
off ?” he asked anxiously. “Promise to

do your best to persuade her?”

“I’ll do my best,” she promised frank-
ly.

He let her go reluctantly. “I’ll come
tonight at seven to learn the result.”

“Oh ’ She paused in doubt, but he
had grown suddenly deaf, and before she
had made up her mind to forbid him he
was striding rapidly away without glanc-
ing back.

“Oh, well,” she reflected, soothing her
conscience, “he’s my cousin.”

4h7
CHAPTER I

Evil times had fallen upon the erst-
while peaceful house of seclusion. Aunt
Cynthia was nervous, ruffled, and shock-
ed. Barbara was perplexed, disturbed in
mind and a trifle injured. Even old
Martha, who had dandled Miss Cynthia
on her knee, showed her sympathy with
her mistress’s perturbation by a display
of grumpiness and ill-humour unparal-
leled. The only one of the four inmates
who truly appreciated and even revelied
in the state of circumstances was Polly,
the kitchen-maid. Her small mind was
in a chaos of excitement, mingled with
delight, at the prospect of a real “love
affair,” and envy of Miss Barbara’s tall,
handsome young man.

And all the disturbance was caused by
the advent of a Man. Barbara half be-
gun to believe all her aunt’s tales of
their depravity. If the mere appearance
of one caused sucli an upheaval, what
might not be the result of any real inter-
course?

Still, he seemed quite harmless, and she
was so lonely, and, after all, he was her
cousin. She sighed at the cares and com-
plexity of life.

Her aunt refused to alter her views.
Neither would she discuss the matter.
She set her lips in that obstinate way so
often peculiar to very gentle people.

“I am grieved and disappointed more
than [ can say,” she said movedly. “I
had thought by my tender care and sur-
veiliance to guard you from the slight-
est contact with the opposite sex. And
now, at the very first word from one of
their only too persuasive tongues, you
are ready to fling all my teachings to
the winds. Child, child, I thought bet-
ter of you.”

“But, aunt,” sighed poor Barbara, torn
in two, “‘surely there can be no harm in
just speaking to one’s own cousin? How
could I be so ill-bred as to refuse to ac-
knowledge him?”

“We will leave personalities alone, if
you please,” returned Aunt Cynthia firm-
ly. “I was talking in the abstract.”

“I call tongues purely personal,” re-
plied Barbara, stung to retort.

The aunt said nothing.
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“And how can I help meeting him?”
went on the girl distressedly. “Wher-

ever I go he seems to appear. Of course
" it is pure accident, but you don’t know
how hard I try to find fresh places for
my walks, yet whichever way I turn,
sooner or later I am surk to meet him.”

Aunt Cynthia knitted fast. “There is
no measure to gauge the depth and
height and breadth of man’s artfulness,”
she observed, with deep solemnity.

“It can’t be art——unless he watches
the gate with field-glasses,” objected Bar-
bara mischievously.

“I dare say that is precisely what he
does do,” said Aunt Cynthia grimly.

Barbara laughed in spite of herself
at the very thought of taking such an
idea au serieux, but, as a matter of fact,
for once the aunt was right. It was pre-
cisely what he did. Such is the duplicity
of man. .

“But what am I to do?” insisted the
girl, returning to the attack, “I ac-
knowledge that I like him very much,
and although I try hard not to meet him,
I can never quite succeed in being sorry
when T fail. Still, because of what you
say, I do try, truly, so what more can
I do?”

“You can stay at home,” pronounced
the other uncompromisingly.

“Aunt Cynthia!” .

“You could get quite sufficient exercise
i the grounds,” she went on firmly.
“Nothing would give me greater pleasure
than to see you emulating my example
and displaying a proper spirit.”

Barbara’s face was a study.

“I couldn’t!” she decided at length
with a deep breath. “I should die.” She
looked appealingly at the aunt’s unyield-
ing face. “Aunt Cynthia, you know how
I love to ramble in the woods,” she
pleaded. “I should be wretched cooped
up from day’s end to day’s end just in
the grounds.”

"I suffer no discomfort therefrom,” re-
plied Aunt Cynthia primly. Then she
looked up at the pretty, girlish, dis-
turbed face and softened suddenly. “My
dear, my dear, it is for your own good
I speak,” she said earnestly. “I love
you, child, more than I ever thought to
love anyone again, and it tears. my heart
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in pieces to see your feet set upon that
same path of destruction wherein I trod
and suffered. Pause in-time, dear, and
spare yourself a life of misery and re-
gret,” and rising in genuine agitation, she
hurriedly left the room.

Barbara was awed, and touched su-
premely.

That afternoon she decided to go down
to a certain ‘overgrown little lane that
she was convinced no chance passer
could possibly-discover. Even as she en-
tered ‘it, however, happening to glance
behind her, she perceived the disturbing
Man following her.

“How it is we always meet wherever
I go?” she demanded perplexedly.

“Kind intervention of Fate,” he re-
sponded lightly.

But the impression of the morning’s
scene still lay heavy on the young girl’s
soul. “Garth,” she said impulsively, “I
wish—" = =

He sighed.” “So do I,” he agreed.

She glanced at him quickly. “Then
why don’t you?”

“Why don’t I what?”

“Go away.”

He turned on her startled and indig-
nant. “You don’t wish that?”

She sighed perturbedly. “I do. At
least”—with a twinge of conscience—
“I'think I do. Oh, dear! why are things
so vexing?”’

“Sit down and tell me all about it,”
he suggested quietly.

So they sat down, in a green nook
looking on to a corn-field, doubly golden
with sunlight and its own blaze of
colour. The larks sang high in the
cloudless blue.

She sighed again. “Aunt Cynthia is
such a dear,” she murmured.

“I don’t think so,” he disagreed.

“She is. But—-"

“Can’t you convince her of my re-
spectability ?”

_ She shook her head. There was a
little silence. The sunshine was dispell-
ng the mists of her woe.

“I hate respectable ‘people,” she ut-
tered inconsequently. “It is so middle-

class. The very word breathes Sunday
clothes and soap-shining faces——"
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He rubbed his cheek thoughtfully.
“Have I left any on?” he queried
meekly.

She laughed. “Oh, dear, why did she
~ver make that vow?” she sighed.

“But I don’t see why a crotchety old
woman’s vow should affect you,” he
disputed.

“How can I help it? She is so good
and sweet in other ways—it is only on
that one point she is violent. She hates
the very mention of a man.” She re-
garded him with thoughtful, searching
eyes. “I wonder if you are secretly
wicked ?” she murmured.

He flung back his head, and roared
aloud. “Oh! Oh!’ he cried; “Your
naivete is delicious, you bewitching little
cousin !”

She joined in the laugh, but coloured
sensitively. “Well,” she argued, “how
am I to tell? Aunt says you are.”

He stopped laughing and looked at her
with sudden gravity. “But you don’t
believe her?” he said. ‘

She met his eyes frankly. “No,” she
confessed. '

He smiled relief.
said softly.

“But, to return to our starting-point,”
she began again; “although I like you
very much, and shall miss you dread-
fully, I think—TI think I should be glad
if you went. When is your furlough
up #”

“Not for another six months,” he re-
plied cheerfully. “They thought I was
done for, you know, so ‘my people stipu-
lated for twelve months full to recoup
thoroughly.
was as right as a trivet. That was Eng-
lish air, you know,” quoth young Lieut-
enant Melville proudly.

. “But you are not going to spend the
whole six months here?” she exclaimed
in dismay.

He looked crestfallen. “Not if you
don’t want me,” he replied humbly.

Her cheeks went faintly pink. I
don’t see what that has to do with it,”
she returned with a shade of stiffness.

“Well, you see,” he explained, men-
daciously, ‘“Mater told me particularly
to cultivate Aunt Cynthia, but, of course,
if you give me up——"

“Thank you,” he

And in less than three I
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“What can I do?’ she asked help-
lessly.

“Couldn’t you possibly persuade her
to see me just once? I'll do the rest.”

“Impossible. Why, her greatest boast
1s, that in strict accordance with her
vow, she has never, from that day to
this, set eyes on a masculine being.”

He sighed profoundly. Suddenly a
gleam came into his eyes. ‘“‘Suppose

'”

“Suppose ?” she questioned expectant-
ly.
He changed his mind. “Nothing.”
“Oh! Oh!”’ she cried out indignantly.
“Tell me.”

‘He laughed teasingly. “T’ll tell you
two things,”“ he conceded, with mock
gravity: ‘‘ ‘Patience is a virtue,’ and
‘Where there’s a will there’s a way.””
And not another word could commands,
beseechings, or blandishments win from
him.

——

CHAPTER IIIL

Nevertheless, the shadow on the house
of seclusion deepened, and grew more
apparent day by day.

Barbara made no secret of the fact that
she met the author of the discord daily,
and in despair had even given up the at-
tempt to evade him. And except in the
intervals when her aunt’s severe silence
smote her tender heart, she was happier
than she had ever been in her life before.

But the cousin was growing restless.
He was determined to end the farce or
tragedy, he added grimly. And once
Garth Melville made up his mind he was
not the sort of man to weigh the pros
and cons of the thing he had undertaken
to do. '

He told Barbara of his determination
one brilliant summer’s afternoon, when a
blue haze lay in the wood’s deep
shadows, and the air was like incense.

Barbara’s hands were full of fragile

harebells, which were less blue than the
wide eyes she turned on him in expos-
tulation. “What can you do?” she de-
manded for the fiftieth time,.

He squared his jaw. “Don’t ask toc
many questions,” he said only.

She pouted. “I want to know.”



470

He turned from the spell of her eyes
“Wait and see,” he temporised.

She shook her ruddy head. “Nothing
would alter her opinion. I really think,’
speculatively, “she hates you worse every
day.”

“Oh,” he observed.
dangerous.

“But of course that is only because
she doesn’t know you,” she went on
hurriedly, reading the danger signals.
“Look at my flowers; aren’t they deli-
cate, beautiful little angels?”

He stared straight at her, ignoring her
question absolutely. *“What will she
say,” he questioned slowly, “‘when I take
you away altogether?”

She sprang up hastily. “Don't talk
nonsense. It's awfully late. I must fly.”

He got up too, and planted himself
straight in front of her, his mouth set
and his eyes compelling. “What,” he
repeated distinctly, “will she say when
I take you away altogether?”

The blue eyes gazed up at him fas-
cinated, almost frightened, and the pink
colour forsook her cheeks drop by drop.
She shook herself together suddenly, and
the colour came back in a scorching
flood. The blue eyes flashed mischievous
defiance. With a swift little movement
she was round him.

His eyes were

“How can I tell till you try?” she

cried daringly over her shoulder, and
sped fleetly away through the wood.

It was two hours later. Miss Silver-
ton and her niece had just concluded a
soitary and rather silent tea. The aunt
was sitting with her back to the French
window, the interminable knitting on her
lap.

Barbara sat a little way inside the
room facing the long green sward. Sud-
denly, abruptly, she sat bolt upright, her
(hl‘z}tmg eyesﬂﬁxed on that same slope.

G—arth!” she gasped beneath her
breath.

“Did you speak, my dear ?” questioned
the aunt quietly, without looking up.

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

Barbara stared in fascinated silence at
the calmly advancing figure.

Aunt Cynthia looked up at her.

“My dear,” she exclaimed nervous-
ly, “at what are you looking so strange-

])7 ?” .

“Garth,” replied” Barbara desperately,
truthful even in her horror.

“Garth?” echoed the little lady faint-
ly. She sat rigid, not daring to glance
on either side, and not quite certain even
now of what she was terrified.

“Yes, aunt, it is I,” came a quiet, man-
ly voice at the open window,

Aunt Cynthia screamed, absolutely and
loudly screamed, for the first time in
her gentle, quiet life.

“"Go away—go away!’ she gasped,
clasping her hands frantically over her
eyes. ' -

Garth calmiy and deliberately stepped
into the room. *“Not till I have confessed
and obtained absolution,” he announced
firmly.

“I—I command you to go!” said the
faint voice desperately.

Garth stooped down, put both hands
gently on the thin, quivering shoulders,
and deliberately kissed the bit of faded
cheek left exposed by the inadequate
hands.

Barbara basely got up and fled out of
the room.
* 2

How he prevailed is a mystery to this
day. Barbara shakes her pretty head
and murmurs dark sayings anent the
powerful and dangerous cajolery of Man.

Aunt Cynthia herself at first was over-
come with grief and shame at the break-
ing of her vow. But Garth comforted
her gravely by insisting that it was not
she who had broken it at all, but he who
had forced her to destroy it. And when
once she had grown accustomed to the
strange newness of circumstances, she
allowed herself to be radiantly and
openly delighted—subjugated completely
by the wiliness of her nephew.
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By Frank Gassaway

HE Yosemite stage, still glistening
with its early morning washing,
stood beside the half-platiorm,
half-veranda of the Carmelito

road house awaiting the issuance from
the lunch room of its passengers, who
lingered over their fruit and coffee, ex-
changing condolences anent the limb-
cramping, dust-stifling, sixty miles al-
ready accomplished, and rejoicing at the

assurance that another half-hour of al--

kali would bring them to the edge of
the tall timber. From there to their all-
night stop at Wawona, and even beyond
that to the wonderful valley itself, their
path would be through the longed-for
shade of the great woods.

The fresh team—six wiry, gaunt, steel-
muscled horses—stood almost motionless
in their harness. The recurrent twitching
of their ears back toward their equally
impassive driver showed that silent,
bow-strung eagerness peculiar to the
half-broncho, half-American breed.

The driver, a great, loose-jointed
round-shouldered six-footer, with the
aquiline nose and the strong high-boned
face of the typical New Englander, sat
with his right heel hooked into the crotch
of the hard-jammed brake. One huge

hand filled with reins rested on his knee,
while with the other he meditatively fin-
ger-combed his curly beard, bronze,
where shaded by the turned-down hat
brim, but bleached by sun and dust be-
low the line of protection.

Now and then he gave a difident but
naively admiring side glance at the most
prompt of his passengers, a young lady
whose expeditious meal enabled her to
secure the coveted front-seat beside him,
the possession of which usually causes its
occupant to become singularly unpopular
with the neck-craning insiders.

This forehanded young woman was
well worth iooking at. She was incon-
testibly handsome in face and figure,
from both the masculine and feminine
viewpoint; self-poised, yet blithesome
and enthusiastic. TFrom the top of her
expensively-simple Alpine hat to the tip
of the little, buff walking-boot that
peeped from the hem of her grey silk
dust-coat, she made a picture that Gib-
son himself would have regarded as a
direct personal compliment.

“Do hurry, auntie,” she pleaded, as her
maid set about the arduous task of as-
sisting a rather portly and deliberate cha-
peron into the interior of the vehicle; and



472

she darted a glance of petulent impati-
ence at the English tourist, who, as usual
at each station, had forgotten his bino-
culars, and had to go back for them.

But at last the stage door gave a final

slam, and the bronchos, responsive to the -

jar of the released brake—to which the
pistol-like crack of the twenty-foot lash
was a ;plirely ornamental accessory—
sprang forward to the sharp lope that
the traditions of the “high grade” re-
quire when approaching or leaving
a stopping-place.

Half-a-dozen miles, and they fronted
what seemed a great green cliff of foli-
age, and which, even as they drew near,
seemed to change the dry, thin, unsatis-
fying air to the cooler, moister, balm-
laden atmosphere of giant yellow pines
and Douglas spruce that towered on
either side of the tunnel-like opening in-
to which they plunged. As if uncon-
sciously checked by the sudden hush and
shadow of the forest, the horses slack-
ened their pace to a slow walk. It would
have seemed as if a noonday twilight had
fallen, were it not that here and there
a stray beam from the barred-out sun fil-
tered through and lay upon the road
ahead like a streak of spilled gold dust.

Craning her neck, the front-seat pas-
senger gazed straight up to where, a hun-
dred and fifty feet above her head, she
could see the brilliant blue line of sky,
sometimes narrowing to a shining thread,
and again shut out altogether by the in-
termingling branches.

Finally, dropping her awe-filled eyes
to the strong patient face of the driver,
she said, with something of the brood-
ing hush of the forest in her voice:

“It must be delightful to drive through
this country every day. Don’t you think
you are lucky, Mr, —— Mr. Copper,”
giving him the name by which she had

heard him addressed by his acquaintances
along the road.

“I guess it’s all right fur them kodaker
parties,” he replied gravely, answering
her questions in due order, and in the
semi-self-communing manner peculiar to
pilots plying either on land or sea. “I
dunno’ ’bout the lucky side of it, though
lady. Can’t do much saving on forty peri
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‘Copper ?” That’s only a josh name, miss,
My born signatoor is Hiram Eaton.”

“But why ‘Copper,’ then?”

“You kin search me, lady. Some says
it’s because I was on the Copperopolis
run afore I kem onto the, high grade.
Then agin,” he added with amused bash-
fulness, “some o’ the wimmin folks—
them waiter giris over ter thet.valley—
says it’s along o, myrhair.” @

“Your hair—and a  very jbeautiful
shade it is—quite Titian;” promiptly add-
ed the fair passenger, who, when at home
in Boston, was,; in both a material and
a mental sense, a zealous member of the
“Lend-a-Hand” Society. “La Pompa-
dour had Titian hair, you know.”

“Don’t place the party,” said the
driver, after a moment’s earnest retro-
spection. “O’ course, all us road men
gits some kind ’er nick-name. There’s
‘—well, there’s Cat Eye Rogers: lets on
he kin see better arter sundown; Sage-
Brush Dick: used ter stage down Ari-
zony way; an’ Manzanita Jim.”

“What a quaint name.”

“Oh!" It's a shorely greaser-like. But
I wish I'd won mine drawin’ er royal
flush ter a deuce high, like he did, lady.”

“Won his name at cards; how odd!”

“That’s only a perlite sayin’ miss,” said
the big whip, gravely. “It’s all on ac-
count o’ them manzanita bushes there”;
and wrapping the long lash around his
whip stock with an easy twist of his
wrist, he pointed to where one of the
occasional spaces between the trees was
flled with the dense low growth of a
creeper - bush, its barkless, dull-red
branches laced and tangled into a net-
work of distorted crookedness.

“Tell me about it, please.”

“It was like this, miss. But fustly, I
must let on as how this here Jim—Jim
Munroe is his born name—is ’er nigger,
er full black one, too. An’ mebbe,” with
a suspicious glance at his fair listener,
“mebbe you draws the colour line same
as them prize-fighters down to Frisco
does, eh?”

“Not at all,” exclaimed the young lady,
with a demure twitch at the corners of
her mouth. “My cousin—he was a col-
onel in the Philippines—told us that his
command always felt quite comfortable



STEVE

when there was a coloured regiment in
front of them on the firing line. Then
they could turn in and take a good
night’s rest. Now, about Manzanita.”

“Well, miss, Jim was on the pitch one
mornin'—" :

“The what?”

“The pitch. You see, we are on the
high grade now. Arter we leaves the
Point—In-spi-ration they calls it—the
road pitches down hill to the valley floor.
We drop about a mile in four, so yer
kin see the grade, even in the easy spots,
takes fine reinin’ an’ sharp brake-work.
This time Jim had a squeezetight load—
—sixteen passengers an’ er half ton o’
baggage. Well, jest at one er the wust
pints—nuthin’ on the off side but a two
thousand foot drop—the brake busted.”

“And was that dangerous?”

“Dang’rous? It wus—well, you see,
the leaders are away down hill, under-
neath you. The wheelers—well, their
backs are jest on a level with the fore
axle. The minute the grip of the brakes
is off, the coach jumps right for-ard on
top o’ the wheelers. Them two rears to-
gether, and the stage—well, the hull out-
fit goes over the edge, pullin’ the front
four horses arter them. The hull thing
gits to the valley ahead o’ time—but by
the air line. See?” .

“And what did your friend do?” gasp-
ed the beauty, her little hand unconsci-
ous- gripping the big man’s muscle-cord-
ed arm. For a moment the driver gazed
down upon the parted lips and great
startled eyes of his companion. Then,
with a sudden abashed realisation of the
masculine admiration of his look, he has-
tily continued :

“The very second the crack kem—he
must a done it quicker nor an eye-wink
—Jim let out the ‘fast lope’ yell, and
nips a piece outer the off-leader’s ear
with his lash. They was a spry team,
an’ they just flew down that grade
twenty foot to the jump. Them race
horses down at Frisco was snails to ’em.
You see, Jim’s only chanst was to keep
the critters clear o’ the stage, to run ‘em
faster nor it did. Or course, it were
only puttin’ off the grand drop fur a few
minutes, fur a thousand foot further
along ther was a sharp bend. Even if
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the hosses managed to hug round the
turn the ‘swedge-off’ o’ the stage ’'ud
jerk the nigh wheels outer the inside rut
—and then——"

“Go on! Go on!” cried the girl, half
rising from her seat, her whole fgure
quivering with excitement.

“Jest afore the turn kem ther wus a
sort o’ hollow, or washed-out place, 'bout
fifty foot beside the road, and on the in-
side. There was a thick growth of man-
zanita there. Jim says he must a had
it in his mind all the time, somehow,
though he ain’t dead shore. Well, he
seed this patch a flyin’ up tor’d him, an’
he knowed that right there were the last
turn outen the box. He squats over on-
to the footboard, shortens up his grip
easy, but yellin’ like er Piute all the time.
Then, jest at the right jump, he straight-
ens up, gathers them leaders right into
the air and twirls the hull outfit plumb
offen the road an’ atop o’ that manzan-
ita patch.”

“And they were saved?”

“They shorely was. Them bushes is
like springy steel rods. Course the stage
upset, but the tough branches let her
over easy. It took a couple o’ hours to
chop away the brush an’ get the hosses
out onto the road, an’ to up-end the
stage an’ rope it out. But arter that
Jim lashed the hind wheels to the fore,
hitched up, an’ they skidded down to the
valley as slick as you please. Not a
scratch on a tourist; not even a skinned
fetlock on any o’ the cattle.”

“It was superb! Something worth
living—yes, worth dying for!” she ex-
claimed.

“I’'m shorely glad you don’t bar colour
none,” continued the driver, meditative-
ly. “I figgered it all out since, that if
there’s a real man inside—all wool an’
a yard wide—the colour o’ the hide don’t
signify none. I kin drive jest a little
myself,” he went on diffidently, “but I
takes off my hat ter Manzy. I shore
wish I'd knowed ’bout them nigger regi-
ments the time I hed an argumint with
Sage Brush, because I allowed that Jim
suttenly was ‘high whip’ on this here
grade, nigger or no nigger.”

“I trust you convinced him,” said the
listener, demurely. ' :
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“Well, lady,” and a faintly humourous
twinkle came into the grave eyes, ”
bleeve he laid off a coupie o’ runs ’bout
then. An’ [ don’t hear tell he’s statin’
contrary views since. But you musnt
run away with the icee that I' ma trouble
hunter, miss,” continued the driver, as
an atter-thougit. "l ain't settin’ up fur
no scrapper. Lhat gin'rally comes o
drink an’ | got too hg a load to carry
fur that kina o foolishness.”

She studied his set care-iined face,
with siae-long sympathy.

“"Will you do me a reai favour?” she
said at length, with sudden resoluteness.

He turned towards her with a good-
naturedly deprecative expression.

"] s’pose you want to drive a spell.
Most uv the towerist ladies as sits up
in the front does. Well them middle pair
pulls kinder strong, but—mebbe when
the road gits wider :

“Oh! 1 don’t mean that” she smiled.
Only 1 want you to promise, for [ feel,
somehow, that you never break your
word, Mr. Copper.”

His face flushed under its weather tan,
and then, having for a moment’s grave
deliberation chewed a leaf plucked from
a passing bough, he said :

“Ef there’s any way [ kin favour you,
lady, let ‘er roll. I'm bankin’ that yer
allers deals from the top o' the pack,
anyway.”

“"Mind, that's a promise”; and then
very gravely and gently: I want you to
tell me what the load is that you are
carrying, and why it troubles you so.”

“You—you like yarns don’t you,
miss?” he stammered, with a palpably
lame attempt to speak jestingly.

“"Well, 1 always try to keep my ears
as well as my eyes open when traveiling.
I want you to tell me for another, a bet-
ter reason. Come now, I-live far east
but even if I did not I would never re-
peat a word that you told me. I promise
vou that.” And then, as he hesitated
“Let us see if I can help you out. You
wish to get married, and you are not—
not quite rich enough yet. Honestly
now, isn't that it?”

“You.’re wrong, pard—I' mean, miss,”
he replied slowly, “leastways, there's a
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lot—a hull lot—to be done ’fore I calk'-
lates on that sort o’ thing.” ,

“Then,” and the passenger raised her
smail forefinger with judicial authority,
“you've got to tell me what it is you
wish so much to do. You can’t help
yourself now, you see. You know you
promised.”

"1 s'pose it's up to me, an’ I'll have to
make good,” said the driver at last with
a submissive shrug of his great shoul-
ders, “though it's not a yarn to amuse
a high stepper like you. Well, it’s like
this, miss.

“Him an’ me was raised over in New

lingland, jest back o’ Cape Cod. I

mean Steve, miss, my younger brother.
1 here was jest four of us; the old man,
mother, me, an’ Steve. We lived on one
o’ them small stony, sour-land farms they
has up that way, an’ it was 'bout all we
three men could do ter keep the flour
bar’l full, with the old lady doing all
the dairy an’ house work, too. What
made it wuss wus the old man a-bein’ so
stern and hard-like.

“"Him and Steve couldn’t get on no-
how, an’ the worry of it almost broke
mother’s heart, fur she loved Steve mor'n
anybody; an’ nat’ral enough, too. He
were ten year younger nor me—a well
set-up lad. He were weli-favoured an’
smart besides. Steve was always lettin’
on he’d run away, an’ mother was al-
ways worrymn’ fur fear he would. One
day Steve an’ the old man had it hotter
'n ever down in the hay-field, and if it
hadn’t been fur me—well, there’d been
a mix-up, shure. ‘That night, arter Steve
had saddled old Whiteface to go fur the
cows, he kissed the old lady an’ shaked
hands with me. The old hoss an’ the
cows didn’t come home that night, an’
Steve never did.

“"Well, we couldn’t find no trace o
where he went, try as we might, an’ when
m ‘bout two years the old man died,
mother was jest wore down to a shadder.
Every day she’d watch fru the post-
man’s hoss comin’ over the hill, hopin’
to git a letter from Steve, but she never
did.  And then regular, she’d start down
to the village to talk to Ellen Ann—she
were an orphan, an’ worked in the big
store—'bout Steve. She’d tell Ellen Ann
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as how Steve would shurely write soon,
an’ Ellen Ann would let on the same
thing to her. Then mother would come
home agin an’ cry, an’ I calk’iate Ellen
Ann would be adoin’ the same herself.”

“Why, of course. Steve's sweet-
heart,” said the young lady, decisively.

“You're a keen guesser,” said the
driver, admiringly. “They were a keep-
in" cump'ny mor’n a year afore he went
away.”

“Go on, Mr. Copper,” said the listener,
impatiently.

“Well, afore long mother sold the
farm; she wanted me to take the money
an’ hunt fer Steve, while she went to
live with Ellen Ann. ’Course I couldn’t
do that. I made her put her little piie
into the bank, and then I started out on
Steve’s trail. It was pretty hard mostly,
for I couldn’t work steady, stayin’ no
time in one place; I had to keep movin’,
you see. I didn’t git news o  Steve,
but, though it made my heart sore, I
wrote home wunst a week jest ter keep
them two’s sperrits up. I went most over
the hull east, an’ arter while I remem-
bered that Steve wus allers talkin’ ’hout
Californy, gold diggin’, cowboyin’, an’
that sort o’ thing, an’ I ’spicioned he
might a headed this-away. So [ fin'ly
worked out to this coast myself. An’
shore nuff, I cut his trail down at Iris-
co three years ago.”

“But you didn’t find him,” she said,
as one who states an evident fact.

“No, miss,” assented the elder brother
with renewed wonder at her understand-
ing. “A man down there recognized
havin’ seed him by a picture I carried.
So I put a ’vertissmint in the papers
down there, an’ shure ‘nuff I got a let-
ter from Steven. It said he didn’t calk’-
late ter show up never no more. He'd
bin wanderin’ ’bout tryin’ ter git suthin’
steady, but he’d plum failed, an he wus
clean wore out an’ discouraged. He said
he had lived a hard tramp life, an’ kep’

bad comp’ny, an’ he were desprit, an’.

were shure bound to do suthin’ recklis,
he’d changed his name. He wus no good,
an’ ’shamed ter have we folks ever see
him again.”
“But you——'

’
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“I kep' on huntin’ him jest the same.
I wrote back home that I had seen him,
an’ that he’d gone up Klondike way.
That he wus doin’ good an’ would come
back in a year. S’pose you think I'm a
liar, miss,” he added, with pathetic hu-
mility.

“Not at all. You did perfectly right,”
was the vehement response.

"It shure is good to hear you say
that,” said the big fellow, gratefully.
“Weil, I had ter git a job stagin’ up here.
There was some gov'mint land along the
road then, so I filled a homestead be-
tween Wawona, where we lays up ter-
night, an’ the Yo. There's no grazin’ to
speak of in the valley, an’ my idee wus
that ef I could git the ground cleared on
my hundred an’ sixty acres, and make a
start with a few head o’ cattle, I might
arter-whiles work up a good business a-
sellin’ milk an’ butter to the hotels an’
stations. An’ in course o’ time mebbe
[ might have a job fur Steve if I got
my grip on him. IHe could boss the herd
while t'other two ran the dairy, don’t yer
see?” :

“Exactly. A splendid idea!”

“Well, the old lady’s pile had ’bout
petered out, an’ in course it set me back
a hull lot ter bring her an’ Ellen Ann
out here. They’re livin’ in er little shack
I built on my place durin’ my lay-offs.
But we only got two cows, so fur. You
can’t grub stake three an’ git ahead very
spry on forty a month. Not even when
yuo cuts out terbacca an’ booze, too.”

“And I’ve got two millions,” muttered
the girl, her little hands clenched, her
eyes shining like moist stars into the
gathering dusk of the approaching twi-
light.

“I told you the yarn wasn’t worth a-
tellin’, lady,” said the driver, as if in apol-
ogy. “However, it’s done me good to
shift the load. Specially,” and here his
voice grew softer and more wistful, “as
I ben kind o’ strung up along o’ suthin’
I hear a piece back on the road. There’s
a timber cutter, as lives ’bout two miles
ahead o’ here, as let on he seed a young
feller yesterday as favoured me s’prisin’
strong. He met him on the road some-
where, but didn’t state nuthin’ ’bout
which way the stranger wus headin’.
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This here wood-chopper won't likely
have got home when we pass his cabin,
so I wrote a card to stick inter his door
latch as we go by. Tll give it to you,
miss,” he continued, pulling his team to
a standstill, and wrapping the reins about
the brake, “an’ while I git down an’ light
them lamps would yer kindly read what
I wrote, an’ see if it’s all clar an’ plain.”

Even in the semi-darkness the girl
could easily make out the large, labor-
iously-formed, half-printed letters.

“deer fren

please cum over ter Wawona toonite
I lays over thare it would be a kine faver.
Hiram Eaton the wun they calls cop-
per”

“Is it all O.K.?” said the driver anxi-
ously, as he regained his seat. “Them
timber choppers ain’t eddicated much.
Hold it till we git thar, please.”

“It’s just right,” said the girl grave-
ly, as the stage moved on again, the
darkness in which they sat accentuated
by the twin lights that illuminated each
wheel rut for fifty feet ahead of the
leaders.

“And now, Mr. Copper, I want to have
a few words with you,” said the Boston
beauty, resolutely. “Please listen to me
for a—"

“What's that!” And as she started and
stared the brake sharply gripped, and the
horses, that were walking up a slight
rise in the road, suddenly halted. She
saw that the driver, rigid and motion-
less, was peering intently down at some-
thing on the road directly beneath him
and out of her own line of vision. Bend-
ing sideways across his knees she be-
came conscious of two silvery rings with-
in a foot of her face. Following down
a dull-blue rod that seemed to support
these, her gaze rested upon the upturned
face of a slouch-hatted figure whose
forehead and nose were covered by a
black cloth. Through two holes in this
she caught the resolute glimmer of a pair
of ambushed eyes,

It was a long breath before the mean-
ing of this tableau became clear to her,
They were “held up.”

Transﬁxgd, every nerve quivering with
Fhe dramatic tensity of the situation and
its thrill in no wise lessened by the in-
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ward assurance—she stared, fascinated,
at the composed highwayman,

“Throw down that box; that’s all I
want,” came from the man below, in
tones as distinct as the click of a gun-
lock, and yet inaudible to the drowsy
inside passengers, to whom the occas-
ional halt of the stage on rising ground

" was an accustomed detail.

The driver nodded, as one who wastes
no words quarrelling with destiny backed
by two loads of buckshot. Shifting his
reins to his left hand, with his right he
reached down and grasped the handle of
the battered, blue, iron-strapped Wells-
Fargo treasure box that lay beneath the
seat. |

As he did this, the “road-agent” mov-
ed closer to the lamp, so as to make room
for the box to drop beside the wheel
This caused the light to shine more clear-
ly into the eye-holes of the robber’s mask,
and the girl became conscious that the
driver had suddenly paused in his task
and was peering into the black slits with
even more eager scrutiny than herself.

For a dozen heart-beats the three
seemed petrified—a weird canvas from
the brush of Van Dyke. Then, with
a curious duplication of the robber’s
steady, low-pitched voice, the leaning
man said: L

“Better hurry home with them cows,
Steve. Mother’s a-waitin’ fur the milk.”

Another tense pause, and, as one who
watches in a trance, she saw the lifted
gun slowly sink out of the light radius;
the highwayman’s chin dropped to his
breast, and then in a husky whisper
came: o

“Drive on, Hiram.”

The brake loosened with the steal-
thiest of clicks, and the stage moved
forward. :

As the girl sank back into her seat, her
brain dazed by the terrific climax of the
elder brother’s long search, her eyes fell
upon the card she still held in her hand.
Springing to her feet, and facing back-
ward to where the dark figure of the
highwayman was vaguely outlined
against the trees, she held aloft the little
square, and then skimmed it rearwards
over the stage. Still watching as they
rounded the turn she descried a dim



STEVE

figure kneel and raise the glimmering
speck of white.

For a space they creeked on in silence,
both driver and passenger alert to catch
any sound that might come from those
below. At length, a long breath of re-
lief from both certified that the incident
had escaped the notice of the other pas-
sengers.

And then, with lips that trembled
with a divine pity, she turned and met
the haggard face that leaned towards her
with such pitious eagerness.

“I say, miss—yer won’t never—you've
got a mother, mebbe—I kin trust you
—can’t I?”

“Listen to me,” she said, in choking
instalments, as the words struggled past
a great lump in her throat. “Now, at-
tend strictly to what I say. In the first
place he got the card.”

“The card, miss?” ‘

“Yes, the card you gave me to hold;
I threw it back on the stage, and he
picked it up. So it’s quite possible he
may come over to——" :

“Great Scot!” gasped the driver, with
shining eyes.

“Exactly. Now you want me to—well
—not to say a word about—things? Very
good, I will do so, but on one condition
only, mind you. It's merely a small
money matter.”

“Money, miss,” he replied simply, and
with a patient misery in his voice that
went to her heart like a knife, “I'm 'most
down to the last now, I only got a few

“Oh, hush, hush!” said the girl, bro-
kenly, “It’s my money I'm speaking
about. You see I’'m one of those silly
things—an heiress. I've two millions,
and more, all my own. DBut, listen,
please. I'm a shrewd business woman,
too,” and the white forehead wrinkled
with imposing gravity, “and I've decided
to make a small investment in—in butter,
milk, and—things. Now at the next stop
I will write you a cheque on my Boston
bankers for five thousand dollars, and—
don’t speak, please—and you can have’it
collected by the bank at the other end of
the road. With that I want you to buy
ever so many cows. Those mouse-col-
oured ones with the tiny horns are the
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nicest, I'm sure. And you must build a
barn, and an addition to that little house
that you spoke of. Then you will have
room for a partner to look after the
stock. Perhaps the young man back
there might be looking for a job. Then,
when Steve does turn up, what with his
mother, his sweetheart, and you—and
with plenty for all to do—why, don’t you
see—"

“I've fell asleep while drivin’ afore
this,” said the driver, in an awe-hushed
voice, “an’ I s’pose I'm jest a-dreamin’
now.”

“Well, 'm not,” replied the young
lady financier, firmly. “This is a plain
business proposition. You can pay the
money back, you know. I'm going
abroad next month, and when I return—
that will be in three or four years—I’ll
let you know and you can begin paying
back, say, ten dollars a month, if your
business is good, then. Now, no trifling,
Mr. Copper. Will you do just as I say?”

“No,” muttered the driver, half to
himself, as if he had wrestled with and
overthrown a heart-breaking suspicion.
“No, it ain’t no hot-air josh! Well, miss,
seein’ as you've got the drop on me, I'll
stand in, pervidin’ I don’t wake up when
we strike the station.”

A solemnly binding hand-shake fin-
ished the subject until the hotel lights
twinkled ahead. Then the driver, with a
sort of defiant bashfulness, said:

“I been tryin’ ter frame up how to ask
you fur suthin’, miss. It ain’t no cheeky
play—it ain’t, honest. But kin yer send
us your photygraf when you git t’other
side? One ’bout eight by ten inches,
miss ?”’

“Are you particular about the size?”
she replied, with a smile.

“Well, yer see, miss, over our fireplace
there’s a picter mother brought out from
the east; Steve give it her. It’s an angel
a-givin’ manna, miss, to some Isrelite
parties as wus up agin it. It’s shurely a
real han’some frame, and—and I'm calk’-
latin’ it’s 'bout time for that other angel
to step down.”

“What a wonderfully beautiful world
it is,” murmured the Boston beauty, as
that night she sat at her window watch-
ing the vivid moonlight flooding the open
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space in front of the station, and slowly
making still more gigantic the shadow of
the great round-shouldered figure seated
upon the horse-block, and fixedly watch-
ing the point where the road plunged into
the inky forest.

“Ah !’ she exclaimed, when at last the
rigid watcher below suddenly rose and
answered a long inquiring whistle that
came from the black beyond. Five
minutes passed, and then two stalwart
men, their arms about each other’s shoui-
ders, appeared before the house. Where
the moonlight shone the brightest they
halted and bent their heads together over
a slim strip of paper that the larger of
the two drew reverently from his breast.
The girl turned away, for the moonhght
became blurred, somehow.

When she looked again the larger
man was alone, his shadow making a
gigantic finger post as he still stood with
outstretched arm pointing the way his
companion had- taken.

There must be an occasional exception
to the ancient beauty-sleep formula, to
account for the radiant beauty of our
Gibson prototype as she climbed to her
acustomed perch the next morning, and
which point of vantage was also occupied
by the Engiish tourist, greatly to the in-
ternal, if unexpressed, irritation of the
driver.

And so the two men, one sleepily, the
other mutely, listened to the young lady’s
inconsequent chatter as the stage rattied
sharply along, until it at length spun
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round a turn and passed in front of g
fenced-in clearing.

In the middle of this, facing the road,
was a small house, and before its open
door a group of three stood watching
the coming vehicle. The centre of this
trio was a tall, rugged, bronze-haired
young man, his arm about the showders
of an old and a young woman who stood
on either side. The eyes of all three
were riveted upon the great, long-lashed
ones that smiled at them from the
driver’s seat. Not a word was spoken;
none could have added a feather’s weight
of meaning to that wireless message ol
the soul.

“Them’s um,” said the driver behind
his hand, and in what he imagined to
be a stealthy and conspirator-like aside.

“Eh?” said the English tourist, yawn-
ing, “what did the driver say?”
g Y

“Something about its being a nice
morning,” said the Boston belle, staring
straight ahead, her face alight with the
exultant joy that only the angels are
supposed to know, “wasn’t that it, Mr.
Copper?”

“Nice?” growled the driver, contemp-
tuously. “I'm rising forty year, and ef
this ain’t the finest mornin’ I ever see,
I'm damned! ’Scuse me, lady.”

But, to the horror of the tourist,
Beauty-on-the-Box not only smiled un-
reprovingly, but actually added in the
strange American vernacular :

“Same here.”

W



The Ruse of Countess Friede

By Muriel C. Lindsay

O Count Sholto von Adlersburg,

A heedlessly galloping through the

clear autumn air in pursuit of

the heron flushed from its haunt
by the lonely pool, there came no warn-
ing voice to bid him turn and retrace his
steps with all commendable speed if he
would escape what fate had in store for
him. Instead, destiny, and his own lusty,
headstrong spirits urged him forward
until the good bay, his foot in an un-
seen hole, stumbled and fell, throwing
his rider with considerable force to the
ground. ‘

“Holy Virgin!” exclaimed the startled
count, then, stricken into sudden silence
by his fall, he lay senseless, oblivious of
the passing hours and increasing dangers
of his position,

Voices and the rough touch of aiien
hands roused him into consciousness once
more, and raising himself with some dif-
ficulty, he gazed dazedly at the ring of
fierce, unfriendly faces surrounding
him,

“It would seem I have fallen, as did
another, among thieves;” he observed,
with a hand to his aching pate, recog-
nising the hostile livery of a well-known
robber, the Baron von Kratzenfelz; “who
amongst you will play the good Samari-
tan and bind up this broken crown of
mine ?” _

“Why, as to that,” remarked a stal-
wart rascal, seemingly the leader, in the
Baron’s absence, of the marauding band,
“twould be clearly a waste of time to
mend what my lord will most certainly
destroy. To horse, sir, the day draws
down and we must be within the castle
walls by sunset.”

Count Sholto, with a smothered curse
for the chase which had led him so far
from home, and into the dangerous lands
of that arch-fiend the Baron von Krat-
zenfelz, followed the line of least resist-

ance, and clambered stifly into the
saddle. He cast an anxious glance to
the heavens, but the peregrine, whose
flight he had so heediessly followed, was
out of sight, and with a sigh of 'resigna-
tion to his freedom, he rode to the castle
between his captors.

.The building was in a state of some
confusion; varlets and maids, rushing to
and fro amongst the noisy crew, half
pushed, half led Sholto, still closely
guarded, until he was brought to the
great hall.

The place was in darkness, save for the
light cast by the leaping flames from the
piled-up logs in the wide fire-place. The
sudden glare confused the prisoner, and
he stumbled towards a group clustered
round a seated figure in the act of rais-
ing a mighty tankard to his lips.

At the bustle of entry, the giant turn-
ed, and in a hoarse bass voice, roared
out a succession of sonorous oaths, rat-
ing the men for noisy, clamorous fools,
and making more to-do than the whole
muster together. Then, his eyes falling
on the unfamiliar Agure, he stopped sud-
denly and peered curiously in his face.

“Hey!” said he curtly. “Whom have
we here? This is no merchant, fellows.
What piece of carrion have you picked

?”
up

“May it please you, my lord,” replied
the spokesman hurriedly, “you bade us
bring whatever we found on your lands,

2

and seeing this——

“Peace,” growled the Baron,
bring hither more light.”

A couple of torches thrust into rough
scones seemed but to accentuate the flick-
ering shadows, and were of little aid in
distinguishing the prisoner’s features.
Bidding the men bring him nearer, the
baron surveyed the stalwart form before
him with no friendly air.

»

“and
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“H’m,” he grunted, “your name, fair
sir, and state?”

Sholto hesitated. And yet of what
avail would be denial? There must be
those in the castle who knew him, and
of them the baron would learn his rank.

“I have the honour to be Sholto von
Adlersburg,” said he politely. “We have
some knowledge of each other—at a dis-
tance,” he added.

At his answer a gleam of vindictive
satisfaction stole across the other’s
rugged features.

“Send for Father Aloysius,” he com-
manded, “and you, young sir, prepare
your soul for a—h’m—possibly warmer
clime.” '

If he thought to see Count Sholto
+ blench he was deprived of such enter-
tainment.

“You would suggest——?"" queried the
young man, unmoved.

“A mere trifle,” chuckled the other
blandly, “a little walk in the air at the
end of a rope.”

“Surely a hasty decision?” commented
the Count, with uplifted brows of mild
surprise.

“Hasty? Not so, my young cockerel!
I swore, the last time you and your men
delivered-the fat burgesses from my just
levies, to hang the first who came into
my hands.”

“And how grateful you must be for
this opportunity,” returned the Count,
“and far be it from me to dissnade you,
but life is sweet to most of us, and if
some other arrangement could be
made—?” he paused suggestively.

“Let me counsel you to make your last
arrangements,” advised the baron with
grim significance. “Delays are danger-
ous; so come, shrive your penitent,
Father,” turning to the meek, pale-faced
priest at his side.

“Nay, my son, take not this terrible
crime upon your soul,”” the priest
burst forth in agitated pleading. “Be-
think you of the result if this noble
youth dies at your hands? ’Twill rajse
such a hornet’s nest about your ears as
can never be settled. This is no simple

merchant, my lord, but one of far-reach-
ing influence,” ‘

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

“The castle walls are thick enough to
defy such influence!” growled the baron
angrily. “Shrive him, Father, as I bid
you, and cease from meddling in mat-
ters which concern you not.”

Father Aloysius drew his thin form
to its full height, his mild eyes glowing
as he squarely faced the angry man.

“Nay, my son,” he said firmly, “Holy
Church cannot sanction so drastic an act.
Pause ere it be too late, and you imperil
your immortal soul; else, by the Rood!
you shall become utterly accurst.”

There was silence in the hall at these
bold words. The serving men held their
breath and waited for the wrath which
must surely follow. But the baron, taken
aback at such unlooked-for resistance on
the part of one he regarded as too
crushed to rebel, was at heart afraid of
what the priest might do, so he glared
furiously, and pondered awhile, uneasily
aware that Father Aloysius spoke the
truth. - He looked doubtfully upon the
prisoner, who returned ‘his glance with
frank unconcern, and in spite of himself,
was impressed with the young man’s
easy, careless bearing.

“You are un-wed?” he burst out at
length.

“The saints be praised,” said Count
Sholto, piously, “I am un-wed.”

“Then there is opportunity for you to
amend your state,” grinned the baron
sardonically. “I have a daughter. Marry
her and you are a free man.”

“Heaven forbid!” exclaimed the young
man dismayed. “I’d liever hang. I
have heard of your daughter, baron, who
has not? A curst red-haired, squint-
eyed shrew.”

As the scornful, unflattering descrip-
tion of his daughter rang through the
hall, a stifled cry, followed by a sudden
movement, stirred a little group stand-
ing in the darkness behind the baron’s
chair; and as she hurried to her own
chamber, from whence curiosity to see
her father’s latest victim had lured her,
the baron’s daughter sobbed wildly, “He
shall pay for this—he shall hang. I care
not—a squint-eyed shrew—I hate him!”

“Better a shrew than a shroud,”
snarled the baron, on whom the commo-
tion passed unnoticed, {'you have your

[}
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choice. A quiet cell with bread and
water will doubtless change your mind.
On tie fourth morning from now, you
sha.l either hang or wed. Begone!”
*On the fourth morning from now, 1
shall neither hang nor wed,” cried Sholto
defiantly, as they dragged him away.

The cold, ill-lighted cell, and unappe-
tising fare set before him served but to
fan the flame of Sholto’s wrath, aud le
again cursed the heedlessness that had
brought him into this trap. Raging, he
paced to and fro like an angry lion, until
the aching of his broken head subdued
him, when, spent and dizzy he collapsed
upon his rude pallet.

For some time, stupefied with pain, he
lay motionless, until the harsh rattle of
grinding bolts and clamour of loosening
chains roused him, and languidly raising
his head he peered into the gloom.

There was a subdued murmur of
voices, then a serving-man, torch in hand,
silently advanced and thrust it into a
bracket on the wall, while another laid
a trencher on the rough table, then re-
treated without word or backword g.ance
to the safe shelter of the heavy door.

Sholto rose uncertainly and moved
slowly forward. The mouldy bread and
brackish water placed for him by the
baron's orders had been removed, and
in their place was half a meat pasty and
a flagon of wine. He paused doubtfully,
fearing some new trick on the baron’s
part, but curiosity and thirst combined
overpowered him, and seizing the flagon
he drank deeply.

With a satisfied sigh he replaced it,
and was about to fall on the pasty, when
a tiny breath, the ghost it would almost

eem of his own gusty exhaltation,
caught his quick ear, and he turned
sharply to the corner from whence it
came.

In the shadowy recesses of this cell,
he saw a dark substance lurk.

“Who hides here?” he
sternly, “come forward
honest.”

The shadow moved slowly, resolving
itself into a slim masculine shape.

““Tis I, my lord,” said a soft clear
voice, “Fridolin, the page.”

demanded
an’ you are
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“Your pleasure?” asked the Count
curtly, “"Art come to gloat over a fool
whose foolishness has brought him into
the power of the rascal you cali master?”

“Nay, lord, it was my mistress sent
me,” replied the boy. “Heaven knows
siie has little cause to love you—a red-
headed squint-eyed shrew, you said?—
Still, she would have you meet your end
lustily, as a man should, not cringing up-
on an empty belly, and so—"

“My end!” interrupted Sholto, scorn-
fully, “you speak too confidently, page.
What prevents me squeezing that reedy
guilet of yours, and escaping ere they
come for you again?”

Laying his sinewy fingers about the
slender throat, with a little cruel smile on
his lips, he pressed firmly, and looked
to see the boy whiten and blench. But
there was no fear in the small pert face,
nor in the insolent half-closed eyes gaz-
ing mockingly into his; no quiver of the
mobile mouth so freshly red.

“My lady Friede,” the page said com-
posedly, “shrewdly foresaw your thought

and placed two guards without. They
are very big men, my lord.”
Sholto dropped his hands with a

laugh and turned again to the table.

“Your lady’s hatred takes a curious
form,” he observed when his hunger was
satisfied, “and now I mind me, I have
wronged the noble maid.”

“You wronged her, my lord?” Frido-
lin leaned forward eagerly, his face
aglow, his eyes wide and shining. -

“Ay, for now I remember, ’tis not
only that she squints, but her eyes are
not fellow to each other.”

The page’s lids drooped suddenly, per-
haps to hide the anger flaming within,
and his voice was cold as he replied.

“True it is that her eyes vary some-
what in hue, but that she squints, ’tis a
lie, a most foul lie.”

“Now, by the Rood!” Count Sholto
sprang to his feet and advanced threat-
eningly upon the boy, “he who calls me
liar must prove his words. I—oh! my
cursed head,” he broke off, groaning, as
a thrili like a red-hot needle crossed his
n.ow; “Good Fridolin, can’st ease mc of
this torment?”
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“My lady heard you had taken some
hurt, sir, and bade me bring this healmg
salve; she is skilled in the preparation
of soothing balms despite her eyes,” he
added daringly.

With slim deft fingers he cut away the
matted hair about the wound, washing
it clear of blood and dirt, and with the
touch of the sweet-scented ointment the
pain and fever slowly withdrew from
Sholto’s head, and a pleasant drowsiness
stole upon him. ‘

Fridolin lingered over his task, seem-
ingly in no hurry to be gone, his thin,
impish face strangely soft and wistful
in the dim light. Once his chest heaved
with a sigh almost too heavy for its frail
sheath, and in his dulled hearing Sholto
caught the laboured breath, and murmur-
ed sleepily :—

“You seem in trouble, page.
love that you sigh so deep?”

“I sigh to think so gallant a lord
must hang before the week is out,” re-
plied the page in silken tones, the soft-
ness flown from voice and face, his eyes
dancing mischievously.

Count Sholto frowned, ill-pleased, and
drew his head from beneath the minis-
tering fingers.

“You take too much for granted,” he
said, proceeding to administer a snub.

“"Why, as to that,” said the page dri-
ly, “who can tell what may happen ?”

“You go too fast in your conclusions,
good Fridolin. We have four days—
three is it?—before us, so why this de-
spair? I do not wed, friend page,
neither do I hang. So much I know.
Now get you gone, I am a-weary, and
would sleep. My humble thanks to the
shrew you call mistress for her bounty.
Heaven send it may continue,” he ended
piously.

The page’s eyes flashed again, and his
hands clenched at the careless, contemp-
tuous words; then, with a laugh and
shrug for his folly, he unloosed the cloak
he wore, to throw it over the tired man,
and passed silently from the cell, '

Nightly came Fridolin the page to the
cell, bearing a generous measure of wine
and meat, presented, he was careful to
impart to the captive, by the Cotintess

Art m
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Friede so he might make a fitting end
when his time came.

At first it was difficult to tell whether
it was the page or his pasties Sholto
welcomed most, but presently he grew
to look for the impish face, and shrewd
though biting comments, and determine
to carry the lad with him when he should
make his escape.

And now the eve of the fourth day
arrived, to find the Count’s defiant atti-
tude still unchanged, and escape seem-
ingly no nearer than before.

His last interview with the baron had
but served to increase the anger against
him, which no offer of ransom or hon-
ourable treaty, from the Count could
now appease, and the next morning he
would hang from the battlements.

Opposite him, chin in hand, sat Fri-
dolin the page, his grey-green eyes so
curiously at variance with his dusky
curls, intently watching the captive’s
careless, smiling face, his own grave and
worried.

“You are monstrous gay tonight,
friend page,” quoth Sholto gaily, “there
is a positive draught from your sighs.
Methinks hanging will not be my death,
an’ you sit there much longer.”

Fridolin sprang to his feet with a petu-
lant gesture, his thin face flushing an-
grily. :

“Will you never be serious?”’ he cried
peevishly. “Can you not realise that
it is no jesting matter with the baron?
Your imprudent refusal to see the Lady

Friede today may cost you dearer than
you wot.”

“Bah!” said Sholto scornfully, ‘“does
he think the sight of his red-headed
shrew will lure me from the rope?”

“And well may she be a shrew,” burst
in Fridolin, his eyes ablaze with anger,
“and her heart like to break under the
insults she has to endure; with long-
ing for the freedom which can never
be hers. Mewed in a prison ail her days,
bullied and cursed, her sole fault in be-
ing the daughter of her father, who gave
her the red hair which you despise.”

“And his temper also, it would seem

from all accounts,” laughed Sholto irre-
pressibly,
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“But for that same temper she had
been dead by now, or wedded, maybe
in desperation, to the first likely offer,
and her last state worse than her first.
Oh, you may laugh, it is all vastly amus-
ing to you, who are but a man, and can-
not see the shame and pity of it. But
[—1I attend her and I know—and wowd
pray you pardon my heat in this mat-
ter.”

Stricken into amazed silence by this
passionate outbreak, Sholto eyed him for
some minutes, his- lips pursed in an in-
audible whistle; then; laying a hand up-
on the boy’s heaving shoulders, he said
kindly enough :—

“Nay, lad, I spoke idly, and crave
your lady’s pardon She may be the
most buxom wench in Christendom, but
I wed no woman on compulsion, be she
fair as the morn, or gentle as the dove.
Neither, good Fridolin, do I hang, an’
you can help me, as I believe you can.”

Fridolin’s slender shouiders slipped
from under the friendly grasp, and he
moved a few paces before replying. The
sparkle and heat had passed from his
face leaving it wistful and a little pale.

“Perhaps I can,” he said slowly, and
rather breathless, “the risk is great, but
——" Unlacing his doublet, he dis-
plaved a length of strong fine rope
wound round and round his middle.
“See, I stole this tonight, ’tis the rope
to hang you at daybreak.

The irony of the deed made Sholto
smile, but his eyes glistened.

“What of the guards?” he hazarded,
“that your lady so thoughtfully provides
for vour safety ?”

For answer the page stole softly to the
door, and listened intently, then slowly
and cautiously opening it, he peered out;
presently, with finger on lip, he beckon-
ed the Count to advance, and showed him
the two inaminate forms whose heavy
breathing filled the echoing passage.

“We planned it for tonight,” he said
eagerly, “it was easy enough to drug
their liquor; and now, my lord—"

“We?” interrupted Sholto, with an in-
(lUll‘lno cock of his bushy brows, “and
who is your fellow conspirator, boy?
Canst trust him?”

- sake,”
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Fridolin coloured and bit his lip, vi-
sibly disturbed at this slip.

“My lady has too tender a heart, and
would not that any man suffered for her
‘he said, striving to seem indif-
felent thouoh it matters but little to
her whether you go, or hang.”

"I have yet to learn that a woman's
interest in a man is gone because he
flouts her,” ‘replied Shoito grinning,
“such is not my experience, and I flat-
ter myself it is fairly extensive.”

An angry retort rose to the boy’s lips,
but checking his scornful words he curt-
ly bade the Count help him to lay the
guards’ snoring figures within the cell.
Then locking 1t they sped silently
through the empty passages, and up the
stairs until the great hal,, dimly hghted
by the dying fire, was reached. Still
following his nimble guide, Sholto
passed into a fair-sized room furnished
with certain touches of feminity, fitfully
revealed by the flickering beams from a
lantern hanging on the wall.

From his girdle Fridolin took a key,
and pulling aside the arras, reveaied a
small door set deep in the masonry.

“This,” said he, “is my lady’s private
stair to the gardens below. Irom thence
’tis but a small matter to gain the moat,
and once on the other side, half way
through the woods you will find a hut
where a man awaits you, with a horse.
Now, farewell, get you gone quickly;
here is the rope, wind it abhout you, so.
I will keep the door lest any should
come.”

Shoito made no movement to go, but
eyed him in some amusement.

“Why, does the little cock-sparrow,”
quoth he, “think to beard the lion’s jac-
kals. Nay, boy, I do not leave you be-
hind to suffer their fury. Little com-
rade, we go together, or not at all.”

“Together?” stammered Iridolin, his
cheeks whitening, his eyes round with
terror. “No—oh no—I—I cannot come
—’tis impossible—you must go alone.”

“Together, I say, or I stay here,” said
Sholto firmly, watching with a whimsi-
cal smile and genial light in his blue eyes,
the small trembling figure, seemingly
distressed out of all measure at his de-
cision. :
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“Lord, lord,” cried the page wringing
his hands in a frenzy, “will you not go?
You do not understand—I st stay—
Go, time passes, and we may be heard!”

Distracted, he exerted his puny
strength to move Sholto’s stalwart
figure, but he might as well have tried
to upheave the castle, and at last, find-
ing his efforts of no avail, he had his
face, his shoulders heaving with ili-re-
pressed sobs.

Sholto leaned forward and drew the
shrinking form to his side.

“You think I will leave you to scourg-
ing, nay, perhaps to suffer in my placer”
he said gently. *“Little comrade, I
thought you had known me better. You
will come?”

“You leave me no choice,” replied the
boy sobbing, with averted face, “if 1
would not be your death. You—jyou will
suffer me to go whither I please when
we are outside?” he said eagerly and
hopefully.

“Not I,” came the damping retort. “I
need you, good Fridolin, and I like you
too well to part thus lightly. Now lead
on, boy.”

With a resigned sigh, Fridolin opened
the door; revealing a narrow stair lead-
ing downwards, to end in the Countess
Iriede’s gardens overhanging the moat.
There was a ring in the low wall, to
which Sholto attached the rope, then
bidding the boy clasp him firmly about
the neck, he began the descent.

Hand over hand, without undue haste,
Sholto drew gradually to the water's
cdge, then, just as he inwardly congra-
tulated himself upon a successful escape,
the rope, strong enough for one, but
scarcely equal to the strain imposed up-
on it, gave suddenly, precipitating them
with considerable force into the turgid,
slimy moat.

Sholto came to the surface, breathing
hard, and somewhat dazed: the water
was deeper than he supposed. W iping
the slime from his eyes, he gazed about
for the page, who as they fell uttered
a faint cry and unclasped his hands. But
nothing disturbed the placid surface save
the ripples caused by his constant move-
ments, and divining that the boy must be
Iving senseless at the bottom, he fetched
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a deep breath, and dived. TFor some
moments he groped in vain, then, as, al-
most spent, he was about to rise, his
hand touched the page’s head. Gripping
him firmly by the curis, Sholto struck
out for the surface, to shoot up more
swiftly than he expected, his hand full
of short, dark hair, nothing else. With
an exclamation of horror, he dived again,
and this time seized the unhappy Fri-
dolin by the collar, and exerting his re-
maining strength, with a few vigorous
strokes reached the opposite shore.
There, flinging himself with his sense-
less burden on the ground he lay pant-
ing and exhausted for a while; then he
attempted, with ill success, to wring his
sodden garments, and rid them of the
scum with which they were encrusted.

Desisting at last, he turned to his com-
panion who showed little signs of recov-
ering consciousness, and in whom he
noticed a wonderful and astounding
change.

A 1ate moon, rising ruddy and full,
shone brightly on the deathlike and
strangely altered face; for where he had
last seen a mass of short dark curls,
hung ,tangled and dark, a thick cable of
long hair about the slender shoulders.

Sholto, confounded, sat back on his
heels, then peering again more closely,
lifted a strand of hair, examining it
carefully. Even in that illusive light he
could see its colour was of a vivid, un-
compromising red, and with this discov-
ery the truth dawned upon his bewilder-
ed mind. As he gazed, a smile of won-
derful pity softened his bold features,
and lifting one of the cold inert hands,
he kissed it gently; then, reflecting that
the increasing light would betray their
whereabouts to any inquisitive eyes, he
raised the slight figure and strode for-
ward into the safer shelter of the wood.

The sudden movement brought Fri-
dolin to himself, and with a gasp and
sigh he awoke to feel his head spinning
from concussion with the water, and to
wonder vaguely what had happened.

“What is it?” he began, confusedly.
(€4

Ah, yes, T remember—the rope - broke
—the cold, evil-smelling moat—Nay, I

am well now, put me down again I pray
b
you, -
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’

“Bide where you are,
Sholto curtly, “my arms
enough, I trow.”

“Nay, lord,” said the boy, struggling,
panic-stricken, “it is not meet—indeed
I am recovered—indeed——"

“Will you not keep still, or must I
make you—Countess?” came the unex-
pected reply; and as the words left his
lips, Sholto feit her gasp, her form
stiffen, then quiver and collapse upon
his shoulder. He marched on in grim,
uncomifortable silence, until a sudden sob
gave him pause. HHe hesitated, stopped,
then finally lowered the trembling girl,
who slid through his arms to sink in a
weeping heap at his feet.

“Lady—Countess—I pray you—nay,
I would not have you weep so, all dan-
ger is past,” he stammered, distracted
by the turn affairs had taken.

“Oh, what shall I do?” moaned the
Countess Friede, “you would have me
come, and now am I utterly shamed. I
never meant that you should know==in
the wood I thought to escape and return,
and now ?

“But,” said Sholto, a sudden happy in-
spiration coming to his aid, “I knew you
all the time,” and if he blushed for this
stupendous lie, the kindly, sheltering
trees hid it in their dim protecting light.

‘The sobs ceased as by magic, and lift-
ing a tear-drenched face, the Countess
gazed at him with wondering, incredu-
lous eyes.

“What?” she breathed, “you knew me
all the time? Oh! Impossible!”

Sholto nodded gaily.

“Ay, from the very first night,” he lied
again, with what would seem practised
ease, rejoicing to have found a way out
of the difficulty, yet with a wary eye for
possible traps.

“But—but,” faltered the girl, “you had
never seen me, and my disguise was
such that my own waiting-woman did
not know me.”

“You cannot change your eyes,”
Sholto said gravely, inwardly blessing
heaven for the timely thought.

And now he dropped on his knees be-
side her. But she turned away and rose
swiftly to her feet.

commanded
are strong
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“There is no reason now why you
should not go forward alone.”

“Why, yes there is,” cried Sholto eag-
erly, “the reason that I want you, and
what I want I take,” he added master-
fully.

The hot blood flooded
brow, then died down.

“I thank you sir,” she said, her voice
trembling with the effort to repress her
anger, for it was not for nothing she had
been named shrew, “but the women of
my house, be they gentle or curst, are
not so lightly won; they prefer death to
dishonour. Rather will I return and
brave my tather’s anger even though he
kill me.”

Sholto’s voice was serious and very
winning, as he said,

“You do me an iniustice. ’'Tis as
my honoured wife I would bid you wel-
come to Adlersburg.”

He had moved nearer to her, but she
slipped aside mto a broad band of light,
which fell upon the impish face and

cheeks  and

parti-coloured eyes, showing them
a-gleam with unbelief.
Then came a delicious ripple of

laughter, whose silvery mockery caused
Sholto to tingle from head to foot.

“Nay, but 'l wed no woman on com-
pulsion,”” she gibed. ‘I will rather
hang than wed a red-haired, squinting
shrew.””

“Ladv—lady—I beseech you,” cried
poor Sholto, writhing under the merci-
less laughter, “nay, cruel, to cast my
hasty words in my teeth. I had not
known you then. DBut now v

“And yet you knew me from the first,”
she said with sudden suspicion, “how
now, my lord?” :

“Of a surety,” said Sholto stoutly,
“but that I might not frighten you away,
I pretended.”

“But now you swear you love me
well ?’ she mocked, “oh, fie, my lord.”

“Ay, and ’tis true: as true as it is that
you love me,” he answered boldly, “else
why did you ease my prison, and deliver
me from the hangman?”

“It was pity,” she flashed, “nothing
more,” but she turned her face from his
eager gaze.
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“Nothing more?" he queried soft-
ly, “nothing more, sweetheart?” He
had caught her waist now, and was draw-
ing her resisting fgure to him with
gentle yet compelling force.

“If you must return, why then, so
must I, and hang willingly, an’ you do
not love me,” he whispered.

There was a short silence while he
waited, anxious a little, but confident of
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the answer. Then low and cleai', with
half averted face, she said: “As 1
would not that any man should hang
for my sake, it seems I must consent,
yielding her lips in happy surrender to
his. ‘

Then, hand in hand, like happy chil-

dren, they journeyed forward into the
peaceful night.

Smiles

A TERRIBLE LOSS.

As is the case with all occurences where tragedy is uppermost, the
collision between the Republic and the Florida brought out some

amusing incidents. Here is one:

‘When the Republic passengers were taken on board the Baltic

many of them had saved practically none of their belongings.

One

lady, arrayed in a nightgown and fur coat, all she had brought with
her from the sinking ship, climbed over the side of the Baltic and spied
a sort of bulletin board on which notices of interest to the passengers
were posted. The following caught that lady’s eye:

“Lost-—One gold button.

Finder please return to"—

The possessor of one nightgown and one fur coat looked long and

solemnly at that notice.

“Lost, one gold button,” she murmured dreamily. *“Think of it

—one button lost!”

Then she went into hysterics.

DON’T NEED TO!

.“Does the baby talk yet?” asked a friend of the family. “No,”
replied the baby's disgusted little brother, “the baby doesn’t need to

talk.” “"Doesn't need to talk.”

“No.

All the baby has to do is to

vell, and it gets anything there is in the house that’s worth having.”

HIS INVESTMENT.

Old Lady (who had given the tramp a nickel)—“Now, what will

you do with it?”

Hungry Hol?o—“W aal, ye see, mum, ef I buy an auto, there ain't
enough left to hire a shofer. So I guess I'll git a schooner. I kin

handle that meself.”



The Traveller Who Returned

By John Haslette

beneath the hot sun that brooded

over the pampas, cursing imparti-

ally the heat and his own foolish-
ness in coming to such a barbarous coun-
try, suddenly put spurs to his jaded
beast as his wandering eye fell upon a
solitary estancia that stood on the verge
of the sun-baked plain.

A coffee-planter of Santos—as he said
—he was making a journey southward,
partly on business bent, partly for the
pleasure and profit to be derived from
such desultory dealing in horse-flesh as
might come his way.

A, cigar between his white teeth sent
back fragrant wreaths of smoke as he
rode, and one sinewy hand, resting light-
ly upon his hip, displayed upon the in-
dex finger a diamond ring of surpassing
size and worth. To carry such in these
wilds must be accounted a foolhardy pro-
ceeding, but Senor Zapato was a strong
man and a brave one, and.felt quite ca-
pable of taking care of his property.

“Bueno dia, Senor,” he said, showing
his teeth in a flashing smile.

Senor Jose Zapato bowed gravely in
return, and looking down at him, said:
“The Senor will permit me to dismount
and rest awhile?”

Chico Llanos howed even more deep-
ly: “You are very welconre, Senor,
you may dismount and take your siesta
in the shade. Consider pray, that every-
thing of mine is your own. In the mean-
while the peon shall take your horse to
the corral. Pedro!”

A peon appeared at the call, and tak-
ing the horse’s rein led it off, while
Chico and his guest strolled on to the
verandah.

As they walked Chico covertly studied
the diamond ring upon his companion’s
finger: his quick eyes had caught sight
of it the moment the latter dismounted

SENOR Jose Zapato, riding sullenly

and it was all he could do to suppress
the cry of delight which rose to his lips
as the magnificent single stone, catching
the vivid sun-rays,. sparkled in a myriad
points of light. Here was indeed a fish
worth the netting, a fool who might be
considered a lawful and easy prey.

“Sit here in the shade, Senor; be wel-
come and at ease,” he said, indicating a
cane chair on the verandah with a polite
gesture. “‘Pedro will presently bring you
a cup of mate.”

Senor Jose replied with exaggerated
courtesy that Chico surpassed the good
Samaritan in kindness, took the seat in-
dicated, threw away his half-smoked
cigar, and accepting a cigarillo, lighted
it at Chico’s, touching little fingers, as is
the custom.

“The Senor has travelled far today?”
asked Chico.

“Ten leagues, perhaps.”

“Ah, such a distance fatigues in the
morning sun,” Chico said again, “as-

suredly the Senor will remain over-
night.”

“If it is permitted, I will gladly ac-
cept of your hospitality,” Zapato re-
joined.

Pedro appeared with mate as they

talked, and Zapato, taking a cup, drank
thirstily.

“You travel for pleasure?” Chico
asked when Pedro had retired. His tone
expressed merely ephemeral curiosity.

*“Si, Senor ; and it is now three months
since I left Santos.”

“You are interested in horses?”" Chico
ventured.

Zapato looked at him eagerly.
guess aright. But how?”

“A chance shot, Senor. I remarked
that your horse was of uncommon
strength and breeding. Here, I say to
myself, is one who knows horseflesh as
a bird the air.”

“You
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“It is so,” Zapato replied, flattered, for
he prided himself upon his knowledge
of the subject, and not without cause.

“If the Senor wishes he may see two
horses which a king might envy. Im-
ported from England hy me. Of speed
matching the eagle—of the best blood,”
Chico said.

The horses of which he spoke had in-
‘deed been imported at great expense, but
by a distant ranchero who had wasted a
fruitless month in search of them, and
still wondered how his valuable property
had disappeared so suddenly.

"You have them here,” Zapato asked
eagerly.

“In the corral near by. If the Senor
will follow me he may see them now.”

“Bueno! Come then!”

They rose and made their way to the
corral, where they found Zapato’s horse
tethered, and also two other horses, at
sight of which the Zrazillian’s eyes lit
up with delighted interest. Pedro, who
had come out to them, brought forward
one for closer inspection.

“It is a horse of matchless worth,
Senor,” Chico® cried enthusiastically,
“such an animal as one rarely sees. Mark
the muscle here and here,” running his
hand over the beast’s quarters, “see the
hocks, the pasterns, slim and yet strong.
When one has mounted it one becomes
not a man but a bird—an eagle, Senor.”

"Not so bad,” Zapato commented
carelessly, “though one could wish for
more signs of breeding.”

"Breeding?” Chico almost shrieked.
"1t cost me a small fortune, and has the
greatest pedigree.”

"One is sometimes deceived in these
matters. I myself have known it Za-
pato replied airily, '

“As the Senor is now,” returned Chi-
€o; “one has but to look at this horse to
know that its qualities are the most ex-
cellent.  Pedro. bring nearer the other
horse.™

“As T sav, it is not so bad,” said Za-
pato, as the other was led up. He looked
at it for a moment with the keen eye of
a connoisseur, turned away again,
shrugged his shoulders, and ciamugd it

with faint praise to Chico, while his un-
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spoken comment was: “Two magnif-
cent animals which I shall buy.”

After this preliminary fencing they re-
turned to the verandah, and Zapato seat-
ed himself on a chair, resting one hand
ostentatiously on his knee that the other
might see the diamond ring in the best
light. An unwise act, one might think,
but Zapato thought otherwise.

“The horses are worth three hundred
gold pieces,” said Chico presently, loung-
ing in his hammock, and commencing to
roll a fresh cigarillo.

Zapato laughed softly, “You seli to
millionaires. Dut why speak of it? I
travel alone, and if I would buy the
horses—at a reasonable price, it is un-
derstood—yet I could not take them with
me.”  Chico smiled calmly. He knew
that the price he quoted had been that
paid by their unfortunate importer; but
with the diamond ring in his mind, and
also a half formed plan for its acquisi-
tion, kept silence on that point. Under
the circumstances, it was as well to set
his guest’s mind at ease by playing the
part of an honest, if somewhat dull-
witted ranchero. ‘

"My partner, Senor Heller, will ac-
company you a little on your way,” he
said.

"Not so, Senor,” Zapato replied, "I
would not trespass upon his kindness.”

“Is it not a pleasure, Senor, to assist
the traveller who passes?’ asked Chico.

“Truly; nevertheless, I cannot buy
the horses.”

“They are cheap at two hundred and
fifty pieces, Senor.”

“At two hundred, perhaps, though as
I say they lack breeding.”

“The Senor is in error, they are of the
purest blood, and I rob myself by sell-
ing them at two hundred and fifty.’

Zapato smiled tolerantly : “I offer two
hundred for the horses.”

At this moment Ludwig Heller ap-
peared on the verandah, and bowed
n return.

"You speak of horses, Semor?” he
questioned, after an exchange of com-
pliments.

“It is so,” replied Chico. “For the
two the Senor has offered two hundred
and twenty pieces.”
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“Two hundred,”
mildly.

“Ah, pardon.”

Ludwig threw out his hands in a hor-
rified gesture “Cuidado, Chico, take
care!” he cried. “The price is beyond all
expression low.”

He was going to enlarge on this theme
when Chico touched his foot so he turn-
ed it off with: “Truly, Senor, you have
a bargain, but since it is to your gain
it would be impolite to protest.”

Zapato looked carelessly from one to
the other, but did not reply. To him-
self he commented: “Excellently done,
if not a little overdone, amigo.”

“These superb-horses are yours then,
Senor,” Chico added. *“Be assured that
they would not have been sold at such a
price had I other means of disposing of
them.” Which was true as far as it
went. ,

“Is it so? Well, I shall pay you now
for them.” _
~ “Not so,” replied Chico, anxious to
put his guest at ease. “The Senor shall
sleep on his bargain, and if in the morn-
ing he does not rue it—well—!” Hec
finished with a careless shrug.

“You exceed the Cid in magnanimity,”
said Zapato.

That night he retired early to the
room prepared for him, and Ludwig
Heller, joining Chico, who sat smoking
on the verandah, laid a heavy hand on
his shoulder. ,

“Verdammte Eselkopf! you have sold
the horses foolishly.”

“Not so0,” said Chico, with imperturb-
able good humour, “I had a purpose.”

“A purpose?” sneered Ludwig. “Tell
it me then.” .

“Ciertaimente, T wished to let him
think me a man of little wit.”

“That is not so hard,” Ludwig chuck-
led coarsely.

Chico’s brow darkened, but he went
on equably: “He has a diamond ring
worth perhaps three hundred pieces. If
I take 1t we have value for a large sum,
together with the price of the horses
which, although sold below their value,
vet cost us nothing.”

“Ach, the ring, I hav’ seen it not,”
said Ludwig suspiciously.

Zapato corrected
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“One can understand that since the
Senor slipped it into his belt before you
came out. But it is worth much, and
as for the horses we should not find
them easy to sell.”

“True, but why make their price so
little

“Because it will render the stranger
less suspicious. He will be anxious in
the morning to ride off quickly with his
bargain. If he discovers the loss of the
ring we will charge the peon with the
theft; .I shall see that he leaves the es-
tancia early as if in flight.”

“Very good, I see your plan now.
Ah, listen!”

Ludwig broke off shortly as the sound
of a snore came from within.

“He sleeps!” whispered Chico.

“We shall make sure—if it is a ruse
he suspects something,” Ludwig said,
and knocked over a chair which fell with
a crash. “Good, he does sleep; a man
who pretended to snore would pause at
the sound,” he added, as the regular
snoring still proceeded. “Go now,
Chico!”

But even as he spoke Chico was .on
his way to Zapato’s room, gliding like
a serpent, treading without noise, breath
hard held, and one sinewy hand upon his
knife haft.

Ludwig sat down to wait. Five long
minutes passed, then Chico reappeared,
holding out in the palm of his hand the
ring which sparkled even in the thin
mMoon-rays.

“Die lieber Himmel!” Ludwig whis-
pered. “Let me see it.”

Chico protested.

“No, Ludwig, tomorrow. If we stay
here longer we make a noise, perhaps dis-
turh the Senor—manana.”

“To bed then,” Ludwig assented, and
led the way indoors.

On the following morning, as they
were enjoying their morning cigarillo,
Zapato came out to them, a wildly gesti-
culating figure, with staring eyes and
hands that grasped at nothing.

“Oh! Senores, my ring is gone! Some
ladrones (thieves) have been here. A
diamond worth a king’s ransom, Sen-
ores!” Both men started to their feet
with cries of anger. '
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“Ladrones, Senor? Impossible!”

“It is so, ojala! that I had not come
here.”

“You have made a thorough search,
Senor ?" asked Chico.

“Yes, and the ring is gone without
doubt.”

Ludw1g clapped his palms suddenly to-
gether: “The peon, where is he?”

Zapato looked at Ludwig, Chico in
turns at both his companions. Three
more consummate actors never graced
the stage—doubt, surprise, anger, flitted
in shades over their expressive features.

“Caramba! It is an everlasting dis-
grace—a guest robbed beneath our roof,”
cried Chico, hands in the air.

“Ach! the rascal peon!”
Ludwig.

. They ran simultaneously to the back of
the estancia; no trace of Pedro; cailed
aloud, but heard no answering voice;
finally they looked in the corral and dis-
covered that Chico’s horse was gone.
The situation was serious; the peon had
fled by night, the stranger’s ring had been
stolen, who could fail to connect the two
events in concluding that the wretch Pe-
dro had committed this black act of in-
gratitude and inhospitality. Chico called
Heaven to witness that his heart’s core
bled; Ludwig vowed summary venge-
ance on the culprit when he should catch
him, while Zapato listened sulienly at
their self-reproaches and protested his
unwillingness to remain longer in a place
where he had suffered such a serious loss.

“Here is the price of the horses,” he
said at last, holding out to Chico a leather
bag of gold pieces. "Give me the ani-
mals, and let me set out.”

Chico grasped the bag greedily. “I[t
is as you please, Senor,” he said slowly.

“It will be to me an everlasting grief
that a stranger was robbed by my ser-
vant. The horses I shall bring now; and
Senor Heller will ride with you a few
leagues.”

J ueno,” Zapato said, and turned away
sulkily, while CthO m'lde his way to the
corral.

He reappeared soon after, riding Za-
pato’s horse, and leadmg the othels dis-

mounte qulckl\ and, giving the reins to
the latter, turned smllmo

ejaculated
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“I have saddled your horse, Lud\v1

and left it in the corral.”

“So. Then I will fetch it.”

Zapata was already mounted when
Ludwig rode round to the front of the
estancia. “I am ready now,” he said
quickly. **Vamos, senor, let us go.”

Chico swept off his sombrero.

“Adios, senor. A good journey to
you,” he cried, and Zapato bowing con-
strainedly in reply, returned to the ver-
andah to watch the horsemen, as they set
out at a quick gallop across the pampas.

Their figures disappeared slowly into
the golden morning haze, the thud of
hoofs died down and went out of hear-
ing, and Chico, flinging himself with a
self-satisfied smile on a hammock, jingled
the bag of gold, and watched the thin
wreaths of smoke curl up from his cigar-
ilio, well content with his morning’s
work.

“Such fools come but seldom to the
pampas,” he was thinking; “were there
many such I should be a rich man.”

He felt in his waistbelt in a secret
pocket and pulled out the ring, admired
the play of light on its admirably cut fa-
cets, turned it this way and that, exam-
ined the setting, and finally returned it to
his belt with a triumphant chuckle.

“I should have shown it to Ludwig
this morning,” he mused. “He is no
mean judge and could have attested its
true worth, where I can only guess near-
ly by its size.’

The morning wore away, the sun, ever
mounting higher in the vivid blue sky.
glared down upon the plain, and the
shadows drew in as the rays pierced more
perpendicularly down. Two long hours
had passed before Ludwig returned, and
spring from his horse, left it standlm
and crossed over to the verandah. “The
ring, show it me!” he cried at once, and
Chico, taking it out, placed it in his
outstretched palm

Ludwig looked at it, aclmnmgly at
first, then with some uneasiness looked
up at Chico suspiciously, and dashed w1t1
it into the estancia.

“Come back,” Chico screamed, imagin-
ing that his partner meditated - instani
ﬂlo'ht

‘And presently Ludwig came.
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His face worked convulsively and step-
ping to the front of the verandah, he
screamed a bitter curse across the pam-
pas.
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“He has gone, and it is too late to pur-
sue. Your diamond—Verfluchte Spitz-

bube '—is paste!”

~ His Dreadful Errand

By E. R.

Whig,” cried old Sir Maurice

de Bracy, his ruddy cheeks pale

at then news, “I know not

how he dare venture his vile carcase
about here, where all of us be honest.”

Indeed, the news that young Roger
Rodet, a major in the Foot Guards, and
weil known as an active supporter of
the Hanoverian Government, had sud-
denly appeared and taken up his quar-
ters in this quiet and remote village had
sent a flutter of apprehension and dismay
through all the neighbourhood, where,
as old Sir Maurice had just said, every-
one was ‘“honest” in the sense of being
an adherent of the dethroned Stuarts.
Even at this time, when their cause
seemed finally lost, and adherents were
falling away on every side, this one lit-
tle district remained fervently devoted
to the exiled royal family. And as none
was more ardently Jacobite than old Sir
Maurice, so none was more disturbed at
the news of young Major Rodet’s ar-
rival.

“If report speak true,” observed Mis-
tress Dorothy, Sir Maurice’s fair young
daughter, looking up from her needle-
work, “this Major Rodet is not one to
care over much where he goes.”

“Pray, young mistress, what dost thou
know of Roger Rodet?” demanded Sir
Maurice angrily, glad of a chance to
give some vent to his fear and disturb-
ance of mind. “My father would have
soundly chastised any maid that even
knew such a fellow’s name.”

“That would have shown small jus-
tice on my grandsire’s part,” retorted the
young lady, undismayed, “had he himself
presented the said fellow to the said

&4 ﬁ MOST pestilent and avowed

Punshon

maid of his, as my father presented Ma-
jor Rodet to me.”

“Eh, what do you say ?” exclaimed Sir
Maurice. “When did I that?”

“At Bath, no longer gone than last
summer, when we went thither to take
the waters,” returned Dorothy composed-
ly. .

“But then I knew not he was a Whig,”
retorted Sir Maurice, “and so soon as
I heard how high in Court favour he
was, I gave thee very different orders,
madame.”

“Yes,” agreed the maid, rising, “and
made me show discourtesy to one who
had shown none to me”; and so, having
secured the last word, she left the room.

‘But, in truth, the news of Major Ro-
det’s appearance in the village had dis-
turbed fair Dorothy scarcely less than
her father, though for very different rea-
sons, and she suddenly remembered that
old Grammer Dickon was ill of an ague,
and had been promised a visit. If old
Grammer Dickon lived in the village and
knew all that was going on there—well,
after all, that was merely coincidence,
and none of Dorothy’s making. Although
she had certain tender memories of the
handsome, blue-eyed young officer she
had met at Bath, Dorothy was also well
enough informed of how deeply her .
father was involved in the ceaseless and
futile intrigues of the Jacobites to share,
to some extent, his fears at the open
appearance, so near them, of one so high
in the confidence of the Government as
Major Rodet was reported to be.

The girl’s thoughts went back to the
gay assembly rooms at Bath; how kind
he had been, how eagerly courteous. She
had even found it hard to believe he
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was a Whig at all, for she had been
taught to believe that all Whigs were
rogues. Besides, he had not been in the
least like the country squires she was
accustomed to meet. He could, for ex-
ample, discuss with her the merits of
Mr. Pope’s translation of Homer, then
recently published, and he had even been
at the little house in Twickenham, where
the crippled poet reigned as king. Mis-
tress Dorothy awoke from her meditation
with a violent start as she saw standing
before her, bowing profoundly, Major
Rodet himself, blue-eyed, and smiling,
and yet with a touch of agitation in his
manner that the girl at once discerned.

“Lord!” she exclaimed, in genuine
surprise, “*Major Rodet!”

“*Madame, your most humble servant,”
he protested, with a yet deeper bow.

“How wvastly you startled me,” she
said. “Who would have thought to see
you, Major Rodet, in this quiet spot, so
- far from the great world?”

“Perhaps it is the better for being
so far removed from the great world,”
he answered. “But, indeed, I will not
deny I have a special reason for having
ridden here.”

She gave him a quick glance, as she
remembered her father’s expressed fear
that this particular Whig might have
some hidden and sinister purpose of his
own for coming hither. It crossed her
mind that possibly he meant to convey
to her some hint of a hidden danger he
did not wish to warn her of too openiy.

“Pray, sir, what reason?” she asked
bluntly.

“Nay,” he answered, “you shall know
in time—but not yet. Only this I will
confess, that I, who have served in the
Low Countries, and seen some hot work
there, have lheaded a forlorn hope with
more confidence and a lighter heart than
I started on this enterprise—which, yet,
I must needs attempt or beconie a lost
man.”

Dorothy went pale. What else could
he mean save that he had been sent to
arrest her father? Surely only such an
enterprise could weigh on him more
heavily than the heading of a forlorn
hope; yet, of course, he would have to
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undertake it if so ordered, or become a
ruined man.

In her distress, Dorothy turned quick-
ly, meaning to hurry back to the Hall
to alarm her father. Asking a permis-
sion Dorothy dared not refuse, Major
Rodet walked with her, passing the
somewhat affected and high-flown com-
pliments -of the period, to which poor
Dorothy was too agitated to reply. Even
when they reached a small side gate ad-
mitting into the grounds, the Major still
lingered, and Dorothy understood that
he was hoping to accompany her to the
Hall itself. But that she had no mind
for, and yet was fearful of offending
one 1n whose hands such power lay. At
last, ‘as if despairing of so great a fa-
vour, as permission to accompany her
further ,he bade her farewei, and in
doing so, asked for a flower from those
growing in profusion near this little
side entrance.

His manner, during these last few
minutes, inad somewhat reassured Dor-
othy, and this request further composed
her; for she could not think a man with
a warrant in his pocket for the arrest
of the father would pay so mauny com-
pliments to the daughter. Aud yet the
young man’s manner was certainly
strange.

"Why surely, sir,” she said, in answer
to his request, and then an idea flashed
into her mind, and moving a step or
two, she plucked a white rose—emblem
of the facobite cause—that grew on a
bush near by, and handed it to him.

To her this was a kind of test. If
he accepted it and wore it, she would
take it as proof that he was here on no
Government business; if he rejected it,
she would understand that her father’s
fears were only too well founded.

He held out his hand, and took the
flower with a low bow.

“l shall wear it next my heart,” he

saiq, and slipped it within his em-
broidered waistcoat.

113 . .
’ You have a pretty wit, sir,” she
said, flushing with embarrassment and
vexation, “yet I should esteem the com-

pliment more highly if you wore my
flower more openly.”
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“An’ that I would,” he answered,
“meant it no more than allegiance to
my lady; as it is, I wear it where my
heart knows the favour it is. Yet, if
I dare crave the honour, and the bliss
of a flower of another hue—?”

“Nay, sir,” she answered, dropping
him a low curtsey, “I give no double
gifts.”

She returned to the Hall, somewhat
relieved by her encounter and interview,
but on reporting it to her father she was
dismayed to iearn that he took a gloomy
view of the situation.

“An errand that you shall know in
time, say you?’ he stammered, pale as
death; “what should that mean but my
arrest? An errand he must accomplish
with reluctance, yet must attempt or be-
come a ruined man? I know that
smooth, fair talk. Not a tipstaff but is
full of such phrases. I fear me I am
lost—that letter I subscribed has surely
reached the knowledge of the Govern-
ment.” . A

He had but recently signed some let-
ter whose terms might easily be con-
strued as treason, and seeing her father's
fear, Dorothy began again to share his
alarms,

“He said it was his purpose to wait
on vou today,”” she explained. “I see
not how there can be instant peril, else
he would not come alone, staying thus
openly at the inn. Should he come to-
morrow e must discover what this se-
cret errand of his may be, for it is
possible it hath no concern with us.”

“I dare not so hope,” replied Sir
Maurice. “I am a lost man,” he
groaned. ‘ ‘

Jut Dorothy heartened her father as
best she could, and when Major Rodet
appeared at the Hall on the following
day, he received a courteous though con-
strained welcome that highly delighted
him, for the young man had - feared he
might gain no admittance there at all.

And of the opening thus offered Major
Ro“et took advantage to the full, till
hardly a day passed without his presence
at the Hall. He made no further re-
ference to the mysterious errand of
which he had spoken to Dorothy, and
gave no sign of making the move they
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dreaded, but expected. Indeed, he made
himself so agreeable to the girl as well
as to her father that in spite of the
fears they entertained of his ultimate
purpose, they grew to welcome his ap-
pearance as a relief to the monotony
of their uneventful country life.

“And, indeed,” Sir Maurice confessed
to Dorothy, “he is a most civil, weil-
instructed young man; nor is he so lack-
ing in respect and reverence for his
elders as most young folk are in these
modern days. Moreover, he playeth an
excellent game of backgammon, though
it is perchance more by fortune than
skill I generally come oft the victor.”

Things seemed going so smoothly that
Dorothy almost lost her fears, and she
became shyly sub-conscious of another
possible explanation of Major Rodet's
presence and protracted stay, which ex-
planation she would sooner have died
than admitted the possibiity of—even to
herself.

And then came the climax. One af-
ternoon, coming in to her father, Dor-
othy found him almost palsied with fear.

“It is over!” he said dismally. “He
hath told me as plainly as possible that
to-morrow he must arrest me, unless I
escape. Child, we must fly, we must
fly!”

“Oh, father!” Dorothy gasped, grow-
ing white, “what is it he hath said?
Sure, he can mean no harm to us; it
must be some other he alludes to.”

“Hold thy tongue, Doll!” Sir Maurice
bade her roughly, “and set to work,
unless thou hast a mind to see me on
Tower Hill. Some other, indeed ! Where
else hath he been save here? Who else
hath he watched save me? No, ’tis plain
he hath been sent to watch and guard
me till they gathered sufficient evidence
to proceed. Yes, Doll, ride tonight. Per-
chance we may find a packet sailing for
France—only there shall we be safe. 1
protest the young man hath an affection
for me, and spoke but to warn me. ‘To-
morrow, Sir Maurice,” quoth’a, ‘thou
shalt know my errand here—more dread-
ful to me than heading a forlorn hope
on a beleaguered town. Once let me
be safe out of this, and I'll meddle no
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more with Whig and Tory. They shall
be one to me.”

That night they slept at an inn twenty
miles from the sea, and Dorothy lay
. awake in her strange bed-chamber and
listened to the clatter of some belated
arrival, and wept nearly all the night
through—and told herself her tears were
for her father’s peril. Yet, when now
and then she dozed, it was not of him
or of the danger threatening him she
dreamed, but of a tall, blue-eyed young
officer with a kind smile and strong, pro-
tecting arms.

Late as it was when they retired, she
rose early and descended to the inn’s
great parlour, which the better ciass
guests shared in common, the poorer eat-
ing, and sometimes sleeping, in the
kitchen. :

She had but entered the room when
her eyes fell on a figure familiar to her,
a figure that sprang up at her entrance.

“Major Rodet,” she cried in terror;
“have you followed us already?”

“Fair Mistress Dorothy,” he said, “I
could no longer endure the uncertainty
of my fate, and have come hither to
learn it from your——"

“Your fate!” she stammered.

“My fate,” he answered, “I was never
coward before, but these last days, I
swear, have been dreadful to me, swing-
ing between hope and fear Dorothy, I
have little hope—for I know how great
a thing I ask—but I do love thee well.”

She made no answer, but a delicious
warmth stole into her heart. Then a
kind of dizziness seized her, and she
put out a hand to support herself, rest-
ing it on the fine old carved oak dresser.
Encouraged by her silence, the Major
took her other hand; then the door
opened and Sir Maurice stood on the
threshold, amazed, indeed, and question-
ing, and yet no longer afraid, since his
daughter’s downcast, blushing face, and
Major Rodet’s half-defiant, half-nervous
attitude, told plainly as words there was
no danger such as he had feared.

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINL

“Sir, I crave your pardon,” the Major
said quickly, “I am aware I have shown
ill-manners in thus following you, but
I could endure no further delay, and the
news of your unexpected departure
plunged me into such despair that I was
forced to follow and learn my fate.”

“You told me,” interrupted Sir Mau-
rice, “about an errand, rather than per-
form which you would have headed a
forlorn hope.”

“And so in truth I would,” returned
the young man, “for then I risk only
my life, but in this—how much more;”
he said, and he bent and kissed Dorothy's
hand.  “I know,” he continued, “I have
the ill-fortune to differ from you in
politics——""

“Nay,” said Sir Maurice in a great
hurry, *“I care not a rush for that. Whig
or Tory, ’tis all one with me.”

Major Rodet looked surprised, but
intensely relieved.

“Then may I hope——?" he asked,

almost trembling with eagerness; “may
I dare [

“Let’s get home at once,” said Sir
Maurice, “where we may discuss other
things. As for hoping, thou must e’en
ask Dorothy about that.”

“But your journey?’ asked the Ma-
jor, hesitating, and still doubtful of this
sudden transition from despair to the
heights of hope; for never had he dared
to suppose his suit would . receive such
friendly reception from so staunch a
Tory as Sir Maurice was reputed to be.

“Oh, the journey!” muttered Sir Mau-
rice, for a moment looking embarrassed,
“I think, perchance, we may abandon
the journey—eh, Doll; what sayest
thou?” '

And Dorothy thought so too. And
thus it came about that one more step
was taken in the long path that brought
together Whig and Jacobite in enthu-

siastic devotion to the established thronc
of Britain: .
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A Sensible, Low-Cost Modern Home

$6T‘O own yourself,” says a modern
philosopher, “You must own
your home.”

Such a doctrine will be
scorned and ridiculed, doubtless, by the
shallow minded and unobservant, unable
to see below the surface of things; who
mistake effects for causes, and fail to
recognize the influence of material things
on character and mental and moral
growth,

The man who owns his home is in-
dependent and self-reliant, and to be in-
dependent and self-reliant is to be well
on the high road to health, wealth and
happiness. :

Flats, tenements, and apartments have
their conveniences. It is very soothing
and pleasant to feel, on a cold winter’s
morning, that you do not need to worry
about the furnace, nor split wood, nor
carry in coal. It is nice to know that
vou can ride up and down stairs on the
clevator whenever you wish, and have
the halis swept out and kept clean by a
trusty Hibernian janitor. But few people
will admit that these minor joys furnish
adequate compensation for the lack gf
privacy and breathing space inevitable
buildings of this kind, erected usually for
the profit of selfish and grasping cor-
porations and individuals.

Ownership of a home makes it possible
to have a garden or lawn and enjoy sen-
sible and worth while pleasures, and re-
create after the labours of the day. Just
think of the delight of smoking your pipe
neath the shelter of the home peristyle,
while your children are playing on the
lawn, bathed in the last golden rays of
the setting sun. Can the enjoyments of
an apartment house, or a flat, compen-
sate in any degree for that? :

It will not be necessary for me to say
anything about the pleasure of having a
garden. If you are a home loving man
you will delight in pottering around
among the flowers and plants, and take
great pleasure in watching the wondrous
transformations which nature works un-
der our very eyes.

Is not that nostalgia, to which we all
succumb at intervais, due to the fact that

-we are herded together in office build-

ings, public places, boarding houses, and
tenements like cattle? Are not those
feelings and moods of profound depres-
sion which seize us at times, due to a
weariness of the society of others, and
a longing for solitary communion with
nature, reflection and meditation? Man
was not meant to live alone, the Scrip-
tures tell us, and that is true, but a cer-
tain amount of solitude, and "isolation
from the busy, sordid, huckstering world
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is essential to true happiness. The man
who owns his home, and a little garden
and lawn, enjoys a certain amount of
privacy and can withdraw, for a season,
from the dusty and strenuous battle of
life. S '

-Not so many years ago, little thought
was given by artists and architects to the
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building of moderate price houses, with
the result that the idea gained ground
that it was impossible to secure an at-
tractive and conveniently arranged home
at a low cost. It is time that idea was
obliterated from the minds of every per-
son. It is possible. It is being done.
You have only to look around you, on
any of our suburban streets to see that
many builders have realized this desir-
able combination in the Canadian West.

The once popular fallacy that it was
necessary to have a big house in order

to be comfortable and happy, has alsc:
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been at last exploded. The old notion
that one was obliged to have’ a nun:b_er
of superfluous rooms, including a “sit-
ting-room,” or parlour, has been rele-
gated to oblivion, together with the anti-
macassars and horsehair furniture which
once decorated it.

Wise people now build to meet their

needs, and no more. They have no time
to spend in dusting unnecessary furni-

ture, and caring for rooms that are not
required.

All life is an evolution. The houses
of today evolved from the vast caverns
of the past, and the enormous halls in
which the Egyptians held their revels.
Our existing architecture offers few
points for comparison with those vast
edifices whose very ruins resemble the
crumbling of mountains rather than the
remains of buildings. It needed all the
exaggeration of that antique life to ani-
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mate and fill those prodigious palaces,
whose halls were too lofty and vast to
allow of any ceiling save the sky itself—
a magnificent ceiling ,and well worthy of
such mighty architecture.
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But modern life is simpler. We have
cut loose from the galling chains of the
superfluous and unnecessary.

The two principal requirements of
every home, no matter how' reasonable
the cost, are (1) A beautiful and attrac-
tive exterior, (2) A convenient and logi-
cal arrangement of the interior.

Some houses seem to have been de-
signed for the express purpose of mak-
ing trouble and labour for their occu-
pants. In many we see the dining-room
separated from the kitchen by an awk-
ward hall, or another room. Everywhere
we see narrow halls, waste space. This
doubles the labours of the housekeeper
without adding to the pleasure of living
therein.

Before building study your plan care-
fully, and see that the location of the
rooms, their size, shape and methods of
access commend themselves to your best
judgment. Don’t do this in a superficial
and careless manner, but carefully and
thoroughly.

At the request of a number of West-
ward Ho! readers, I furnish a design for
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a moderate priced home which has met
with considerable laudatory comment
from those who have seen it.

The exterior is a distinct departure
from that of the average cottage of this
size, and while unique and charming has
nothing of the freakish or bizarre to
grate upon the senses of the most con-
servative. The quaint gabled roof, and
leaded windows give an old world effect
to the dwelling which is fetching and
charming. The chimney is on the out-
side of the house, and there is a snug
little verandah.

The convenience and economy of the
interior arrangement will commend it-
self to all who study the plans which ac-
company this article. On the ground
floor is the dining-room, and the draw-
ing-room, a large den, a good sized
kitchen, with pantry, and a small hall.
All these rooms are well ventilated, airy
and sunny. Fresh air and sunlight are
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important factors in the

health of the household.

The chamber plan shows three bed-
rooms of exceptional size, all of them
provided with good closets. There is
also a large bathroom.

The cost to build this beautiful home
as illustrated, will be in the neighbour-
hood of $3,500 complete.

conserving




The Pacific War of 1910

By Chas H. Stuart Wade

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

The @ nce made by the Japanese nation in the paths of civjlizgtiox}, as well as th'e
1)1'0Wlel;(s3 ;l(llg\%n by her a1'¥nies during the wars with Chjna and Russia, 1ns?1red the. Mlkadp s
advisors with a just pride, but also an unworthy ambition for conquest. The ever-increasing
growth of population, and the comparatively limited area of cu}tlvateable land in the Island
Kingdom served as pretext for a policy of expansion. Korea did not offer sufficient induce-
ments to the newly-enlightened minds of the more educaped classes, and eyes of longing
were cast southward, and eastward to the American Continent. T!le keen-sighted Japanese
statesmen, fully realizing the great mineral, agricultural, z}nd timber wealth oi;‘ Canada
—particularly that portion of it Known as the Provipce ot: British Colllmbia—sancthned the
emigration of scores of thousands to that Land of Desire! N(_) longer could white men
obtain employment and the Anti-Asiatic League, in 1907, publicly agitated fpr the total
exclusion of the Oriental interlopers: a serious riot followed and much bitter feeling
¥ 1ted.
1esuTh(l story opens with a succession of disasters which followed one another on the 17th
and 18th December, 1910, along the entire route of the Trans-Continental Railway lines in
Western Canada; telegraphic communication was destroyed on every hand, and the sudden
cessation of “wireless” messages with vessels of the Empress line apparently aroused sus-
picion on the part of the Provincial Government. Shortly after midnight on the 17th
December it became evident that fully equipped fleets had secretly left Japanese ports, and
defensive preparations were immediately ordered. The Mayor of Vancouver in making the
announcement to the citizens was cheered to the echo when he said: “The Boys of British
Columbia will win such a name in history as will make the city of Vancouver a synonym
for all that is manly, noble and heroic.” It was subsequently learned that the IEmpress
of India had been fired upon on the 16th by two Japanese cruisers who chased her during
a running fight until noon of the 19th, wnen, crippled by the fire of the Kurama, she would
have been captured but for the timely arrival of the Liverpool steamship Titan; which had
herself narrowly escaped capture in the harbour of Nagasaki Japan. By skilful gunnery
the Japanese vessel was herself captured, anu a number of officers and lady tourists who
had bheen taken prisoners by the Japanese were found on board: from two of the latter
information was derived which proved that a far-reaching conspiracy had long heen organ-
izing by which Japanese soldiers had heen introduced into the Dominion in order to co-
operate with an invading force which had already started upon its piratical enterprize; its
object being to obtain commercial control and maritime supremacy of the Pacific Ocean, a3
well as the establishment of a naval base on the Coast of North America.

CHAPTER V. December 18th, will live long in the

PRITISH T M - - memory of each of them, for the Pre-
SRITISH EMPIRE IN PERIL. mier has just telephoned an official mes-

Sing us a song of Empire! sage intimating that two British steamers
First, let us praise the home of the “Empress” line have been cap-
Stirred by the northern breezes, tured by a force of Japanese war vessels
Ringed by the tossing foam: n the Pacific Ocean,—evidently a “fly-
Here is the joy of living. Ing-squadron” detached from an invad-
Here are the mine and mart, mg force,—and commanding them to no-
Here, forest and furrow, giving tify the citizens, and to take all neces-
Strength to a Nation's heart: sary steps for the protection of life and
With sons and daughters waiting property.

The call to play their part!

\’\].tl BoAY 3 34
—(Countess of Jersev) ith all the energy that inspired the

early pioneers they rose to the occasion:
for, as one alderman said,—quoting the
words of Addison: “It were better to
die ten thousand deaths than slavishly
submit to wounded honour,” and so keen-

. ‘ Y ly did they appreciate the need of an
Hall preparing for the defence of the energetic policy that the following mani-

F;l.npl’re by command of the Emperor- festo was printed and issued shortly after
King’s representative.  Black Sundav, 4 p.m.: '

HE Civic Authorities of Victoria,
no longer simply City Fathers
charged with mere local affairs,
are now convened in the City
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PROCLAMATION.

The Government having learned
through reliable sources that a large
fleet, recently leaving the Japanese
coast, has treacherously attacked and
captured vessels carrying the Canadian
flag, has ordered every precautionary
measure to be taken in view of a pos-
sible invasion of this country.

No Declaration of War has been
promulgated, but the circumstances
leave little doubt that hostilities against
the British Empire have been com-
menced by Japan. The Government
therefore, calls upon every male ca-
pable of bearing arms, to attend at
the Armoury upon receipt of this Or-
der without delay, to assist in prepar-
ing the lines of defence.

Arrangements have been already
made for "the transportation of non-
combatants by rail, (together with
portable valuables), to points whence
they may be readily transferred to
the mainiand where temporary accom-
modation will be provided.

Timely warning will be given should
it become necessary to proceed to such
an extreme measure, and the Commit-
tee of Defence rely upon the patriot-
ism of every individual resident, both
male and female, to guard against any
undue excitement which would delay
the arduous work of the officers spe-
cially selected to supervise the evacua-
tion of the city, and the transportation
of its many thousands of citizens to
Vancouver and New Westminster.

Military law wili be enforced, and
every person will be conveyed to a
place of safety in a very short time,
provided they are amenable to reason,
and obedient to the instructions given
them by those appointed to arrange for
their departure from the city. Be calm,
patient, and courageous! It 1s your
country that calls, and may the God
who protects the weak against the
strong guard, guide, and support us all
in the approaching hour of trial. All
military officers will attend at the
Council Chamber at 6 p.m.

By Government Command,
THE MAYOR,
(President, Committee of Defence)
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Copies of the foregoing were delivered
by messengers at every house, and im-
mediately allayed the suspense by openly
stating the broad facts; also proving that
the authorities were boldly facing the
situation, and prepared for the removal
and protection of the citizens. Shortly
after five o’clock, the United Wireless
Company furnished information which
conclusively proved that war was an ac-
tual fact: the official in charge of the
“wireless” reporting arrival of a message
as follows:

S.S. “Empress of India,”
18th December.

Two cruisers flying Japanese flag
fired on us Friday last. Seven killed,
many injured. Wireless only just re-
paired; large fleet were sighted. Warn
Canadian Government, evidently hos-
tile. We are under full steam return-
ing. Enemy’s cruisers close in chase.
Has war been declared?

The United Wireless also reported that
ali attempts to reply had failed, and pro-
bably the “Empress” was captured. Im-
mediately on receiving this definite infor-
mation the Provincial records and other
important documents were removed on
board the magnificent private yacht the
Dolphin, (a seagoing palace which had
cost its owner some $200,000, and won
for itself an enviable reputation when
visiting Europe some years previously),
for transportation to New Westminster
as soon as the Japanese fleet should he
sighted.

Captains Corbould, Preece, Mahon, and
Hunter, the mlitary officers who had
been specially selected for the work as-
sumed control of all the means of trans-
portation, and at 6.10 p.m., the first train
conveying the military commandants ap-
pointed for service at Vancouver, as also
a number of invalids from the hospitals
with medical officers and nurses in at-
tendance left for Nanaimo: from which
place a large supply of powder, dynamite,
fuses, etc., was to be furnished—Dbeing
forwarded to Victoria on the return trip
of the train. A

Shortly after 6 p.m. a fast moving
steamer emitting great volumes of smoke
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and flame was noticed approaching from
the south; evidently under forced-
draught, she attracted the immediate at-
tention of those on the Outer Wharf, but
the United States flag prevented any
alarm being felt; she headed straight for
the wharf and three gentlemen jumped
ashore almost before the vessel had made
fast to the pier. They were evidently
expected, for, as they landed the Lieut-
enant-Governor’s auto car dashed to the
pier-head and they were greeted by his
private secretary, with whom they imme-
diately departed ; not, however, unrecog-
nized, for the single word uttered by an
old soldier employed upon the wharf,
“McDonald,” told that a very famous
general and strategist had arrived to as-
sist us; whilst personal baggage shewed
“his friends to be Colonel Chas. Williams
of the Hon. Artillery Company of Lon-
don, and Capt. F. Keary, a very famous
Mexican scout, guide, and hero of the
Spanish-American war.

Within the hour it was known that
"General Lord McDonald had been en-
trusted with the supreme command, with
Major-Gen. Williams as his chief, and
Colonel Keary and Major Hunt as head-
quarter staff officers.

By seven o’clock military discipline is
ordered and the volunteer forces patrol
the streets; officers have been appointed
to gather food, supplies, ammunition, and
arms; every vehicle has been requisi-
tioned and trains loaded with women and
children are leaving under the supervis-
ion of the civic and military authorities.
Not a hitch occurs, nor is a murmur
heard, as rich and poor alike throng rail-
way cars, trucks, and even horse-hoxes
fitted up with seats obtained from the
churches and schools around. In the
course of the evening the steamships
‘:Pnncgs Royal,” “Victoria,” “May,”
“Beatrice,” “Charmer,” “Manuka,” “Ma-
rama,” “Amur,” “Joan,” “Queen City,”

Lees,” “Camosun,” “Vadso,” “Ven-
ture,” “Babine,” “Belcarra,” “Britannia,”
“Defiance,” and a number of others ar-
rive in the harbour, having been placed
at the disposal of the Government by the
C. P R., the Union S. S. Co., the Bos-
covitz, the Sechelt, the Terminal, and
other lines; whilst later on the “Skeena"
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from Prince Rupert, and several more
of Foley, Welch & Stewart’s river fleet,
under Commodore Standon with Cap-
tains Gardiner and Mahar, arrive from
the North, together with the “Iroquois,”
“Chippewa,” and a number of United
States steamers sent for the purpose of
transporting any refugees to American
territory.

The tugs Shamrock, Erin, Boyden and
Sea-Lion, have been sent along the west-
ern coast of the island with a warning
message, whilst all the larger vessels
have been ordered to Esquimalt where
every artificer and artilleryman 1s also
being transported as rapidly as the B. C.
Electric cars can convey them. The
outer wharf is one blaze of light, for
hundreds of men are unloading war
stores, electrical apparatus, and wire ob-
tained from the south, most of which is
being trans-shipped to steam and motor
launches, upon each of which is an ex-
pert electrician. This little flotilla is
under the command of several uniformed
military engineer officers, whose duty is
to lay submarine mines in the Juan de
Fuca Strait; for which purpose power-
ful tugboats have been ordered to take
them as far as Providence Cove, whence,
if time permits, it is intended to lay a
network for a distance of thirty or forty
miles.

The tugs “Edith,” “Bermuda,” and
“Sydney” have been placed at the dis-
posal of General McDonald, and the R.
M. S. “Manuka,” Commander Geo.
Ronsby, is commissioned to go south-
ward as rapidly as possible and warn all
vessels flying the British flag ; whilst the
blue funnel liner “Oanfa” has sailed with
orders to remove all buoys, and other
marks, or lights placed in British waters
for the guidance of shipping, she is also
to scout for the enemy—having been rap-
idly armed for that purpose.

In the absence of a War Declaration,
there has been no difficulty, in procuring
weapons from the United States, and it
1s understood ' that ‘a number of 6-inch
guns have been also secured, which will
materially aid in the defence ; whilst the
Grand Trunk Pacific has placed at the
disposal of the authorities their immense
store of dynamite, black powder, and
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other varieties of explosives. Later ar-
rivals are the Argyie, Lonsdale, Flamin-
go, Thyro, and Hecate.

At the Armoury the citizens are being
‘rapidly enrolled and armed with the New
Mark 2 Ross rifle, but it is doubtful
whether there will be sufficient notwith-
stancding that the New Westminster Ci-
vilian Rifle Association are sending down
a quantity which were issued to them.

‘The men who have uniforms are be-
ing appointed to act as drill instructors,
and non-commissioned officers temporar-
ily, also being entrusted with the power
of assuming control over civilians in
cases of emergency; those enrolled for
the first time are being placed in charge
of the best availabie instructors for a
brief training in discipline and organized
action ; together with a modified system
that will enable them to learn and under-
stand, necessary orders regarding simple
evolutions.

“The scheme makes uniformed men
act as a skeleton force for the guidance
of the uninstructed, and is working so
smoothly that the volunteers are them-
selves surprised, and are shewing a con-
fidence in their own ability that has in-
fused a military spirit into this undrilled
force both astonishing and gratifying.”—
(Extract from report of James Jones,
Adjutant).

Throughout Sunday night the work of
organization proceeded, and by daybreak
of the 19th every apparent contingency
had been provided for. No further com-
munication had been received from the
“Empress of India” and all hope of her
escape had been given up. Wireiess mes-
sages had been sent northward to Daw-
son, and Nome, and southward to Ku-
huku, one of the Hawaiian islands, stat-
ing how DBritish Columbia had been cut
oft from Canadian help and a message
had been returned from Iort Gibbon
(Alaska) that the operator there had
succeeded in communicating the news to
Ottawa whilst the U. S. battleship

“West V irginia,” in mid-Pacific, report-
ed having transmxtted a message to Hong
Kong. By evening military Tines were
formed, earth-works were being pre-
pared, and a net-work of mines was es-
tablished in the strait of Juan de IFuca,
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whilst the buoys and floating lights had
been removed from the channel.

The extraordinary interruption of
communication with British Columbia
was not generally known in the city of
Ottawa and Atlantic provinces, previous
to the arrival of the wireless message
from the interior Asaskan station of Fort
Gibbon; and the consternation caused
by the news can only be appreciated by
reference to the newspapers bearing
dates December 19 and 20. ‘Lhe (l(.tall.s
were immediately transmitted to Great
Britain; and at last it was realized there
how greatly the people of the Pacific
sea-hoard had been misunderstood whilst
opposing the Asiatic incursions into Ca-
nada.

The English populace was at boiling
point; the streets impassable in London ;
and warlike demonstrations threatened
the very existence of the British Gov-
ernment, which had so wantonly left the
Western Gateway of the Empire at the
mercy of a foe provided with every wea-
pon of attack known to modern science ;
helpless and defenceless, its peopie faced
a fleet capable of conquering the Domin-
ion of Canada (the brightest star of the
British Crown) without even the long
talked of protection of a PPacific Cruiser
fleet. The King presided at a Cabinet
Council ; Parliament was summoned, and
ere twenty-four hours had elapsed the
British Lion had arisen from his slum-
ber, and all the power of the Empire was
put forth to avenge the insult to the
British IFlag.

Shortly after daybreak of the 2oth De-
cémber a rumour spread that the LEm-
press of India had escaped the foe, and
wien, soon after 9 am., the fog lifted
and she was discovered approaching the
Outer Wharf every man who was able
to do so hurried thither; and when it
was seen that one of the vessels accom-
panying her bore the Canadian fag float-
ing above the Mikado's embiem, such a

“shout arose as had never bheen heard in

the city previously. No longer the mag-
nificent vessel of a week earlier, but a
war-scarred cruiser, she was welcomed as
the victor in Canada’s first sea fight!
Speeding onward she reached the pier,
whence a staft officer, already awaiting
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her arrival, immediately conveyed the
captains of the “Empress,” the T ital},"
and the captured “Kurama,” to Parlia-
ment Buildings in the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor’s auto car. Within the hour it re-
turned to the steamer, and two English
ladies entering it they also were driven
to the Premier’s office; for, having been
captured by the Japanese fleet they were
in possession of valuable information.
Another gentleman who had just arrived
from Bellingham accompanied this party,
and the news soon spread that Rear Ad-
miral Geo. Kingston, C.B., had arrived
to organize and conduct the naval de-
fence.

The effect of the information given by
these two ladies, was the immediate de-
parture of the Chief of Staff to Van-
couver ; it being found necessary to fore-
stall a conspiracy which threatened the
destruction of that city by the treacher-
ous subjects of the Mikado, who for
years previously had been maturing plans
with that object in view.

CHAPTER VL
LOVE AND WAR!,

Two shall be born the whole wide world
apart,;
Shall speak in different tongues, and
have no thought
Each of the other’s being, and no heed!
Yet these, o’er unknown seas to un-
known lands
Shall cross; escaping wreck, defying
death,
And all unconscious, shape every act,
And guide each wandering step unto
such end;
That one day, out of darkness they
shall meet, -
And read life’s meaning in each other’s
eyes!

In the opening chapter two lady tour-
ists were introduced to our readers at a
time when the Anti-Asiatic riot of Sep-
tember, 1907, was at its height, and these
same ladies were amongst those rescued
from the Kurama when captured by the
Empress: of India. From their lips the
Lieut.-Governor and his Government
learned the only information obtainable
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regarding the plans and objects of the
Japanese Government ; a story so fraught
with interest, that no apology is needed
for its introduction at this point.

The Hon. Ernestine Hilliard said :—-
“My father was an attache at the Chinese
court; as a girl I learned a smattering
of that language and took a keen interest
in Oriental life—particulariy its religious
side. At his death I determined on a
lengthy tour with a view to studying the
Buddhist religion in China and Japan,
and prevailed upon my Girton chum here
to accompany me; we accordingly pro-
vided ourselves with letters of credit and
started, having previously spent a year
in learning the Japanese language so that
we could understand and speak it fairly
well. We travelled by way of Suez
Canal and Bombay to Australia. We
next visited Hong Kong, Shanghai, and
Pekin, where we were granted audience
by the Empress Mother; inspected the
Temple “Heaven,” the ancient Observa-
tory, Confucian Temple, and National
University ; we even ventured to travel
the forty-five dangerous miles between
Pekin and the Great Wall of China
which stretches 1,500 miles across the
country,” said Miss Hilliard, “and have
spent the last year principally in Japan
studying the native religion at Kamakura
with its bronze statue of Buddha (Dai
Butsu), so renowned for its adornments
of precious stones and eyes of gold;
next, we followed the footsteps of that
famous poet Sir Edwin Arnold, to Nikko,
satisfying ourseives of the truth of the
Japanese proverb. ‘The man who has
not seen Nikko knows not the beautiful’!

Even ‘Fuji Yama’ had not daunted
them, for leaving the rail at Gotemba
they had started afoot, with only one

-guide, as early as three in the morning to

ascend the ‘Maidens Pass.” Sunrise, in
splendour inconceivable to ordinary
minds, had found them well up on the
mountain slope ; whilst at sunset the sum-
mit (12,365 ft.) was reached, and their
camp was mace far above the clouds, and
near the centre of the old volcano.
Their guide, proved to be a man of
superior class and friendly-disposed to
the Engiish race ; of the ancient Samauri
lineage, (and a former student of Mc-
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Gill University) he was both scholar and
soldier, proudly informing them that he
belonged to the Shizoku or military class;
of which every member professed the
religion of Confucius, although he him-
self was a Protestant. Weary though the
girls were from their arduous climb it
was almost midnight ere they sought re-
pose; their guide entertaining them with
weird legends, keen wit, and a knowledge
of the world which kept them speibound.
The following day they descended, but
finding him (Harnichi Kosaki) well ac-
quainted with Tokio, Beatrice Everitt
suggested that they engage him as
courier—an offer which he readily ac-
cepted.

No longer dependent on themselves,
day after day passed in a study of life
and customs which the guide interesting-
ly explained in every detail. The Im-
perial Library, Fine Arts Museum and
Loological Gardens were visited; the
Buddhist Temples of Shiba Park:—
Sojaji, recently destroyed by fire, and
Sengakuji with its wonderfuliy delicate
and artistic carving were explored; the
tombs of the Shoguns at Wyeno Park
were inspected, and a prolonged stay was
proposed. Miss Everitt noticed, and re-
marked on several occasions to her friend
that their courier, whilst doing every-
thing possible for their comfort, had re-
cently seemed anxious and preoccupied;
eventually he very urgently pressed them
to leave Tokio and visit Yokohama; re-
turning if they wished, for the great
spring festival of the “Cherry Blossom”
and the “Misaki Boat Festival,” which
they were most anxious to see. Accord-
ingly they travelled the eighteen miles of
rait separating the capital from the great
commercial and social city of Yokohama,
which they reached in the first week of
December. The following day, Harnichi
begged an interview with the two ladies;
and, after warning them that he was
about to place his life at their disposal
should they, by word or sign, disclose
what he was about to impart, he in-
formed them that war was to be de-
clared: he intimated that the Japanese
fleet was fully equipped, even if sections
of it had not already left the various
ports, to attack the Canadian shores; he

‘the squadron to which

WAR OF 1910 503

further told them, that it was imperative
for them to leave the country the same
night, and in secret, for which purpose
he had engaged their passage on a vessel
leaving immediately for Honolulu.
Instead of visiting the theatre as they
expressly announced their intention of
doing, they joined the courier who es-
corted them on board; where, greatly to
their surprise, they found their travelling
impedimenta awaiting them. Before

midnight they had left the shores of Ja-

pan behind, after a grateful farewell
which partook rather of the nature of a
parting between friends of long standing.
After Harnichi had left the vessel a let-
ter was handed to Miss Beatrice Everitt
which was found to contain the entire
amount of remuneration paid to him;
as also two valuable rings, curiously en-
graved, which he begged them to “wear
continuously”™! The young ladies in giv-
ing this sketch of their travels, added
that the vessel upon which they found
themselves was the “Ning Chow,” a blue
funnel liner bound for Victoria, and all
went well for two days, when they sud-
denly found the steamer in the midst of
a fleet of Japanese cruisers. In obedi-
ence to a signal the vessel was stopped,
and a launch from the nearest of the fleet
put off; a Japanese officer from the
cruiser then came on board and stated
that Japan was at war with Canada, and
he therefore seized the vessel. The of-
ficers and passengers were then trans-
ferred—five of the ladies being sent on
board the “Kurama’—to various vessels
of the Japanese squadron.

Entirely unaware that her friend and
herself thoroughly understood their lan-
guage, the plans of the Japanese were
freely spoken of in their presence; and
they learned, that, with the plea of a
series of naval manoeuvres a number of
small fleets had been fitted out under the
supreme command of Admirals Ito and
Togo. Vice-Admiral Ijuin commanded
the “Kurama”
was attached, consisting of ten battle-
ships, nineteen.cruisers, two submarines,
seven despatch boats, and twenty-two de-
stroyers; some four or five other squa-
drons were also being mobilized they
learned with the object of destroying
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British power on the Pacific, and con-
trolling the commerce between the Orient
and America. Fearing also the grow-
ing naval power of the United States,
- the Mikado’s Government sought speciai-
ly to obtain possession of the island of
Vancouver ; whither it would be able to
transport its surplus of population and so
maintain possession of a naval seaport
in the district of Prince Rupert, it also
desired the arsenal and dockyard at Es-

quimalt to the south, which it was pro-

posed to render impregnable without de-
lay.

The Japanese officers were fully alive
also to the great timber resources anu
mineral wealth of the province; these
they considered as aiready secured ; inas-
much as the trained warriors who had
fought against both China and Russia
had been settling in the country for years
past; and, following the subtle advice of
a Japanese daily (published in Vancou-
ver), which said: “We earnestly hope
that our able young men will push out
beyond the Rockies, into the prairies and
tewns, and so lax the foundation of a
success which will enable them to do
noble service to our Mother Country i-:
the future.”

At a time already appointed the rail-
ways, telegraphs, and electric works were
to be destroyed by the pseudo-merchants
whilst selected Japanese immigrants con-
centrated their forces (thoroughly equip-
ped) to prevent any assistance being ren-
dered from the south or east. Although
the ladies were uncertain as to the speci-
fic date, they were satisfied that one had
been fixed, and that skilled officers were
scattered throughout the country; the
impression on board being that an army

of some 100,000 men would be found al-
ready concentrated.

Their narrative being ended, the Lieut-
enant-Governor requested our heroines to
become his guests on board his steam
yacht “The Dolphin,” to which they were
accordingly conveyed, whilst the Council
considered the extraordinary duplicity
and machinations which had so success-
fully ostracized the Province, and

brought it to the brink of subjugation
to the foe.
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Practicaliy alone on the beautiful
yacht, the two girls, for the eldest was
only twenty-three, naturally fell into dis-
cussion of the stirring scenes through
which they had so recently passed; as
also of the reason for their guide Har-
nichi so befriending them, also the mean-
ing of his earnest injunction that they
should “never allow the ancient rings
which he enclosed to leave their fingers.”
*T wonder what became of his letter,” said
Ernestine, looking with some surprise at
her friend as, biushing scarlet, she pro-
duced it from the bosom of her dress!'
Glancing over its contents, she said:
“"Had I not known it were impossible,
for Harnichi never visited Europe, and
we have never been to the States,—I
should have said that we had met on
some occasion previous to our engaging
him as our guide in Japan. The blush
again rose to the very roots of her dark
hair, as Deatrice said: “You are right!
we hawve met him before, though I did
not recognize him for certain; and yet,
like vourself, I felt assured that he was
not a complete stranger. You have many
times remarked that his manners were
those of a perfect gentleman, although
acting the part of a guide to perfection;
I say acting! for, on receiving this letter
and the ring marked with my name, I im-
mediately recalled the peculiar ring worn
by the Japanese gentleman who so oppor-
tunely rescued us from the midst of the
mob at Vancouver.” “True!” said Er-
nestine with conviction, as, for the first
time, she carefully studied the ring worn
by Beatrice, and smiling archly: “I
rather fancy, that my dear chum is fully
aware of the significance of this present,
inasmuch as she is wearing it on the
third finger of her left hand.”

“Indeed, no!” was the hasty reply, “for
he has never breathed a word of affection
for me.” “That may be,” said Beatrice,
“but this is a ‘Satsuma’ betrothal ring,
and bespeaks the giver to belong to one
of the two great clans which were in-
strumental in developing the Japanese
character, and in raising the nation to its
present rank as a world power. There.
15 no doubt in my mind, from his being
the.possessor of two such valuable and
ancient rings, that he is of noble birth
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and assumed the humble position of our
servant, in order that he might serve and
protect the one to whom his heart was
given!”

Long into the night the two giris
taiked, and ere her eyes closed in slumber
the Hon. Ernestine had satisfied herself
that the fateful time had dawned upon
her friend, and that enshrined within her
heart was the image of one now ranked
amongst her country’s foes.

CHAPTER VIL
A GREAT VICTORY.
A NATIONAL HYMN,

From our Dominion, never
Take thy protecting hand.
United, Lord, forever,
Keep thou our fathers’ land!
From where Atlantic terrors,
Our hardy seamen train,
To where the salt sea, mirrors
The vast Pacific chain.

Our sires, when times were sorest,
Asked none but aid divine;
They cleared the tangled forest,
And wrought the buried mine; -
The pioneers of nations,
They showed the world the way;
"Tis ours to keep their stations,
And lead the van today!
—(Marquis of Lorne),
Ex-Gov.-General Canada.
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Immediately the Government was in-
formed of the peculiar and critical con-
uitions, a “wireless apparatus” had been
established within the central dome of
the Parliament Builaings at Victoria, and
here was received the first intimation of
the enemy's approach: Pachena and LEs-
tavan, on the west coast of Vancouver
Island, reporting almost simultaneously,
whilst the station at Prince Rupert also
notified having picked up a message in
German, which had been locally trans-
lated and showed a blockading fleet ad-
vancing on that point; later, the “Oan-
fa” and the Pacific mail steamer *“China”
signalled the submarine cable station on
Barciay Sound, to report the enemy in-
sight, whilst the tug “Shamrock,” which
had Dbeen despatched to warn isolated
settlements narrowly escaped capture;
her consorts only succeeding in return-
ing to Vancouver, via Queen Charlotte
Sound, some days later.

Military preparations in Victoria had
meanwhile been rapidly pressed forward,
and the coast line was protected by rifle-
pits and earth-works which were held in
force. Lieut.-Col. McMillan was given
command of the lines from Otter Point
to Pedder Bay; as also of the submarine
mines cstablished hetween those points.
Lieut.-Col. Shieids commanded between
Victoria and Esquimalt Harbour ; Lieut.-
Col. Todd as far as Albert Head; Major
Brock to Pedder Bay, and Lieut.-Col.
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Brownlow from Gonzales Point to Gor-
don Head. Major Farrell was in charge
of the Intelligence (local) corps, to
which was attached the Cadet Corps;
whilst Major Carmichael was in com-
mand from the Outer Whart to Gonzales
Point. Captains Munro and Swinford
were in control of the Esquimalt and
Nanaimo railway; Captains Corbould
and Griffiths being in similar position
on the Victoria and Sidney line; whilst
Captains Markham, Shannon, and Mas-
sey were in charge respectively of the
commissariat, ordnance, and ambulance
corps, to which were attached the auto-
mobile corps. _

A specially important duty was en-
trusted to the “Boys’ Brigades,” and they
were eventually found to do very valu-
able work in connection with a “motor
car transportation,” by conveying provis-
ions, hospital necessaries, and ammuni-
tion from headquarters to the advance
posts; whilst a number of the lads were
specially selected to lay electric wires,
under expert supervision, thus connect-

ing the various points inaccessible by
motor and bringing every detachment
into communication with the headquar-
ters staff. These wires were also later
on used in operating a new description
of electric lamp for signalling purposes;
this was made of filaments enclosed in
a straight tube about nine inches long
behind which was a reflector marked
with angle lines, representing a newly
devised code impossible of interpretation
by a foreign spy. In case of failure of
electricity a further new device was pre-
pared and issued to each company and all
section commanders, it included a small
double-cylinder of oxygen gas and acety-
line which produced a signal light visible

in daylight for five miles, and fifteen at

night,—a recent redetermination of light
velocity having enabled this brilliant
beam to be so reflected by mirrors, that,
under satisfactory conditions its message
may be read at a distance of even fifty
miles, :
Major-Geireral Frewin, who was. for-
merly engineer in command at Esqui-
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malt, again assumed control at that
point where he erected the first important
fortifications by mounting batteries at
Brothers’ Island, I'imayson, Macaulay,
and Clover Points at a period when war
between England and Russia was immin-
ent; his second in command at that cri-
tical period—Major Higginbotham—be-
ing again associated with him.

1 he capturéd Kurama immediately af-
ter her arrival was sent to Esqumalt
for repair and became the flagship of
Admiral Kingston; the “Titan” (Capt.
Nicholls) and “Empress of India” (Capt.
Bertram), also going there to report
Over eight hundred men were employed
in rapidly arming, and protecting them
with wire torpedo nets; also transterring
warlike stores found in large quantities
on the captured cruiser which was re-
named ‘“The Dominion.” 7The short
time at the disposal of the authorities
previously had been employed in trans-
torming the most powerful of the mer-
cantile fleet, viz. . —“Empress of China,”
“Marama” and “Aorangi,” into armed
cruisers.

A number of ocean and Fraser river
shippers having offered their services to
Admiral Kingston, he was enabled to ap-
point two qualified sailing masters to
each of his little flotilla, leaving the
fighting command to the regular captain,
whilst the best rifle shots obtainable were
placed on board each vessel under mili-
tary command, respectively, of Captains
Perry, Hamilton, Irving, Chapman, Mc-
Culley, Lyon, Laurie and Matthews. The
day was far advanced when information
was wired :

“Japanese fleet of seven cruisers ap-
proaching Juan de Fuca Strait under
full steam.”

Later messages reported them to be
the JTkumo, Akito, Yamada, Tenyo, Na-
gova, Nikko, and Chiyo, whilst a fleet
of three others visible on the distant
horizon proved to be the 23-knot cruiser
Suvo, the Hong Kong Maru, and Nip-
pon Maru ; the two latter were up to date
and built at Nagasaki, having a speed
of 20 knots and 14,000 tons’ displace-
ment, their length being 570 ft. The ma-
jority of the Japanese cruisers were built
in the shipyards of Great Britain and
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none of these developed a less speed than
18 knots an hour, derived from triple
screw turbines—most of them using only
oil tuel thougn adapted also for coal.

Immediately on receipt of this news,
the littie British squadron started on its
apparently hope.ess enterprise; but tnc
picked men on board were determined to
offer battle to the ecnemy in defence of
their native land, and nignt fcund tne
Canadian fieet oft Sherrmgham Poinut
reaay, and eager, to meet the invader.
The line of battle was in crescent for-
mation, for well knowing that his ves-
sels were unable to follow modern tac-
tics in the face of the powerful arma-
ments and speed of his antagonists, the
Admiral’s order to his sailing masters
was the traditiona] one of Britain’s hero
—Nelson, “You will lay us a.ongside of
the enemy Quartermaster, and we’ll soon
capture her!”

Darkness was on the face of the waters
as the Yamada, steaming boldly ahcad
of her consorts, fired the first shot in
the campaign which was to devastate
British Columbia.

The British vessels had been so placed
across the channel that the main batteries
of each could be concentrated on the
enemy, and the “Yamada” was permit-
ted to advance unopposed and within
close range before the Marama and Dom-
inion poured on her the full weight of
their metal; scarcely had she recovered
from the shock than she received the
batteries of the Empress of India and
Titan, whilst the Empress of China and
Aorangi reserving their fire, pressed foi-
ward under full steam, and ranging to
port and starboard succeeded in throw-
ing hundreds of sailors and volunteers
on her decks; who, after a sanguinary
conflict effected her capture, and trained
her four 10-inch and eight 7.5 guns upon
the Akita (14,000 tons) in her wake.

The Titan advanced upon the Nagoya
(9,000) on the north wing, whilst the
Empress of India attacked Nikko (9,600)
on the south, leaving Admiral Kingston
to engage the Ikumo—armed with ten
7.5 and six 9.2 guns.

The battle now raged on every hand,
the “Marama” and “Tenyo” being en-
gaged in a bitter duel on our right which
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ended in an e\plosion evidently caused
by a shot entering her magazine and
blowing her to pieces, leavmg the Mar-
ama free to join in the Titan’s attack on
the Nagoya which was eventually cap-
tured by boarding.

The Empress of China, having trans-
ferred a large body of men to the Ya-
mada after her capture, steamed to the
assistance of the Empress of India which
was considerably overmatched by the
Nikko. A prize crew being placed on the
Nagoya her guns were then turned on
the Akito, and the victorious Titan’s has-
tened to the assistance of the Aorangi
which still battled with the Chiyo, al-
though flying a signal for help. Ad-
miral Kingston’s Dominion had, how-
ever, been unable to come to close quar-
ters, but by his strategical tactics he had
inveigled the Ikumo so close to Ameri-
can waters, that she was hampered in
her gun fire by the danger she was in
of involving Japan with the fleet of Am-
erican war vessels (under Admirals
Sperry and Marsh), who were watching
the battle with jealous care.

The captured Yamada and Nagoya
had already taken possession of the Akito
when signals were noticed from the shore
reporting three more cruisers approach-
ing: and Captain Nicholls of the Titan,
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pouring in a broadside between wind
and water, which sank the Chiyo, -obey-
ed a command from the flagship and
steamed west with the captured Jap-
panese cruisers (under Captains Young,
Pearce, and McDougal), to oppose the
reinforcements.

The fight stiil raged between the two
“Empress” cruisers and the “Nikko,”
when the Marama steamed ahead of the
Aorangi to join in the Admiral’s attack
on the Ikuma; so skilfully was the Ma-
rama handled that she was able, in pass-
ing the Nikko, to rake her fore and
aft, thereby enabling the Empress ves-
sels to come to close quarters and effect
her capture, after which the combined
guns hauled down her flag, and was
taken possession of by the Admiral al-
most at the instant that heavy firing pro-
claimed the approach of the Japanese re-
inforcements. Transferring his flag to
the newly captured cruiser, the Admiral
steamed to the west with the ITkumo,
Nikko, India, and China, to support the
fleet which had been sent under com-
mand of Captain Nicholls,—the prison-
ers having been rapidly transferred to
the Dominion and Aorangi for transport
to Victoria, (they having been severely
handled durmg the battle) under the
guns of the Marama.
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Captain Nicholls meanwhile had been
forced to retreat by the cruisers Nippon
Maru and Hong Kong Maru, but the
arrival of the Admiral turned the tide of
battle, and the swift steaming “Suvo”
was captured by Captain McDougall of
the Akito, whilst the Nippon Maru—
unaware of danger—traversed the field
of a submarine installation and afforded
an opportunity to Colonel Chas. McMil-
lan, who controiled the mines from the
shore, to complete a circuit sinking her
with the loss of all hands; after which
her consort, the Hong Kong Maru
(14,000 tons) surrendered, and Canada
had won her first naval battle at a cost
of nearly a thousand men killed and
wounded !

Meanwhile at Victoria the excitement
was intense, for the wires laid by the
Boys’ Brigade had enabled the progress
of the fight to be telephoned in detail;
thus on the arrival of the fleet and prizes,
several thousand mechanics and experts
were in readiness at Esquimalt to repair

damages, and reful the magazines with-
out delay; enabling the entire squadron
of thirteen vessels—heavily manned—to
again assume the ‘defensive shortly after
daybreak on the 22nd December.

‘The captured cruisers were renamed
as follows: Revenge, Dauntless, Earl
Grey, Dunsmuir, Defence, Resistance,
and Sea Wolf. The orders now issued
by Admiral Kingston, who had appoint-
ed Captain Bertram as Commodore, and
second in command, bemg similar to
those of the previous day :—

“Attack to capture; concentrate fire
to disable. Rush, and come to closc
quarters. Canada needs vessels.”
The line of battle was again in crescent

formation when, off Otter Point, signals
being received that three battieships and
ten cruisers were advancing, positions
were taken up: Commander Bertram on
the ‘Dauntless,” taking the north horn of
the crescent, astern of him being Em-
press of China (Capt. Burns), Defence
(Capt. Newcombe), Titan (Capt,



510

rearce), Dunsmuir (Capt. Nicholls) ;
the southern division was led by Admiral
Kingston, C.B., in the Revenge (Capt.
Stuart), followed by the Empress of In-
dia (Capt. McDougall), Resistance
. (Capt. Roberts), Dominion (Capt.
Young), Aorangi (Capt. Marsden), Eari
Grey (Capt. Carmichael), Sea Wolf
(Capt. Wright), Marama (Capt. Phil-
lips).

The sailing masters were Capts. Mc-
Innis, Welford, Richardson, Martin, An-
derson, Morrison, Fietclier, Mackenzie,
Gray, Fox, Carr, Chapman, and Tait.
The Admiral being signalled from the
shore that the Japanese fleet was ad-
vancing in three divisions, with the evi-
dent intention of driving a wedge
through the Brtish fleet, ordered a slow
retreat in the direction of Beechey Head;
and a reversing movement was com-
menced Dby which the crescent was
changed, and two divisions formed.
This effected, with celerity and wonder-
ful skill, Admiral Kingston advanced to
the attack without allowing the enemy
time to change his plans.

In three divisions the Japanese fleet
steamed eastward in battle formation,
which was, however, suddenly broken
and the southern line thrown into con-
fusion; for the electricians on shore
who were anxiously watching their fieid,
noted the position of the Tanaka Maruy,
and, with the pressure of an electric but-
ton destroyed the leading vessel of the
southern division. The panic recurred a
few seconds later as the Sakata of the
northern division, met with a similar fate

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

at the touch of Lieut.-Col. MacMillan
and his electrical

apparatus on shore.
‘Lhe psychological moment had arrived,
and the aavance being ordered, the Re-
venge, Resistance, India, Dominion, and
Aorangi, belching shot and shell to port

“and starboard boldly steamed between

the southern and central divisions ; whiist
the Dauntless, Defence, Titan and Em-
press of China, headed fearlessly between
the central and northern divisions; the
Earl Grey and Sea Wolf being signalled
“to capture the Osama (20,000 tons),
leading the centre division”; whilst the
Dunsmuir and Marama ranged on the
southern side of the Oiwake, which was
in the van of the northern line, thus ren-
dering her northern broadside useless.
Acting on a pre-arranged plan, the sail-
ing masters of each vessel steered their
course for the Japanese main division,
the command being that—*the central di-
vision must be boarded at all hazards
in the first attack.” The Dauntless and
Revenge, after receiving a heavy fire
each, threw their boarders on the Soya
—leaving them to effect a capture, whilst
the Defence and Resistance treated the
Osak in a similar manner; the China
and Aorangi laying themselves alongside
the Nanao, all of which were eventual-
ly captured. Captain Carr was the first
to succeed, and immediately turned the
guns of the Nanao on the battleship
Oiwake; Capt. Chapman (Osak), steam-
ing between the Otaru and Shimoo, de-
livered a raking broadside to each, en-
abling the Titan and China to carry the
Otaru by the board under the leadership
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THE PACIFIC WAR OF 1910

will pay for itself
in a little while in

the great amount
of fuel it saves.

The
Monarch
Range

will cook a meal quicker and
more evenly than any other
Range manufactured.

51

THE
Monarch Ranges

-are in use in every

“nook and corner in
our fair Province
and all are giving
satisfaction.

The

Monarch

Range
booklet will be mailed to you

on request. Read it—it will
pay you.

Sole Agents

HODGSON & STEARIMAN

HARDWARE MERCHANTS,

546 GRANVILLE STREET

- VANCOUVER, B.C.

of Captain Fox; Capt. Chapman next
joined the “Defence” in attacking and
coming to a hand conflict with the Shi-
moo which failed, for she sank before
either vessel couid board her.

The southern division, howevr, had
not been so successful; both the Aorangi
and India were damaged in their steering
gear, and the flagship was far outmatch-
ed by the guns of the Otsu; Commodore
Bertram accordingly ordered the Osak,
Otaru, and Soya, to hasten to their as-
sistance whilst the Titan and China, join-
ed him in subjugating the Kobe which,
being placed in command of Captain
McKenzie, subsequently assisted in the
Admiral’s attack on the battleship Otsu,
whose strenuous defence won the highest
praise of the British admiral.

The Earl Grey and Sea Wolf had like-
wise failed in their attack on the Osama,

although the contest had raged without
intermission for nearly six hours; the
fleets had now arrived off Parry Bay,
and the decisive moment was approach-
ing, for the Otsu, having been manned
by the Revenge and Dauntless, steamed
ahead and brought her 12-inch guns to
bear on her sister-ship the Osama, leav-
ing the two British captains free to as-
sist their less fortunate comrades by
training their guns on the Nugata and
Kushiro, which had held at bay the Re-
sistance, India, Dominion and Aorangi,
but hauled down their flags upon the ar-
rival of further assistance.

So fierce and continuous was the fire
poured upon the Osama that even the
bravery of the Japanese commanded by
Rear Admiral Kabyuma failed, and her
flag was lowered in token of surrender
to the British Admiral.



470 VancouverlIsland Devel’m’t League ($23% Towns U

} Ro ,B.C. “f“~

Wakley & Bodie

BROKERS

Real Estate -- Financial -- Insurance

SUNSET
HEIGHTS
TRACT

NORTH VANCOUVER

Quarter Acres, $100, $125 each.

Nothing down—$5 per month,
No Interest—no Taxes.

444 Pender $t., Vancouver, B.C.
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The last survivor of the enemy’s fleet
—QOiwake—neither surrendered nor was
captured, for, refusing to receive a flag
of truce, she was sunk by torpedoes fired
from her late consort the Otsu; thus
Admiral Kingston’s last signal, previous
to starting the conflict, had been obeyed
to the letter—"“No Japanese vessel must
escape.” :
(To be continued)

FORESTRY TOPICS.

Tree planting and growing on the
prairies will be oné of the chief topics
for discussion at the special meeting of
the Canadian Forestry Association in
Regina, Sask., on September 3rd and
4th next. Other topics which will have
a prominent place on the programme
which is being prepared will be the man-
agement of the forest reserves and the
question of their use as game preserves.

This will be the first time that a meet-
ing of the Canadian Forestry Association
has been held in the prairie provinces. It
will be conducted under the auspices of
the City Council and the Board of Trade
of the city, in response to whose invita-
tion the Association decided to hold its
meeting in Saskatchewan’s capital.

The railways have promised a single
fare rate to delegates for the round trip.
and on the second day of the meeting an
excursion wiil be held to Indian Head to
inspect the Dominion Government's for-
est nursery and plantations there.

The Forestry Branch of the Depart-
ment of the Interior has recently issued
the first sheets of a new “forest atlas,”
which will include plans of the Dominion
Forest Reserves, of which the surveys
are now being carried on. The “legend”
is now being sent out; this designates
the marks used to denote natural feat-
ures, the different species of trees and
the amounts of timber that can be ob-
tained per acre from timbered areas, en-
tries of various kinds (such as home-
steads, mineral lands, etc.), burns or
brules, cuttings and sales, roads, trails.
railways, canals, flumes, telegraph and
telephone lines, buildings, etc.

ke
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B. G, DETECTIVE SERVIGCE
QOperatives for every class of
Civil, Criminal and Commercial
Investigations,

R. 8. BARON, Supt.

Hexd Office: 207 and 208 Crown Bldg.,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

* Bloodhounds Kept.,”

Brown Bro-. Co. Ltd.

FIL.ORISTS

Fruit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and
Flowering Plants

Write for 1009 Catalogue—its free.

59 Hastings St., E., Vancouver, B.C.

PATENTS

AND TRADE MARKS
Obtained in all Courtries,
ROWLAND BRITTAIN.
Registered Patent Attorney and Mechani-
cal Engineer. Call or write for full lafor-
mation. Room 2, Fairfield Block, Granvilie
Street, Vancouver, B.C.

PLANNING TO BUILD

Send two Zo. stamps, post-
age, for & copy of my beau-
- u’n’lly ustratesd beoklet,
S Couniry and Rubtirbay
W Homes,” full of interest.
ing, valuabls and practi-
cal Informasion for bome
builders.

E. STANLEY MITTON, ARCHITECT, VANCOUYER, 8, C,

MOUNT PLEASANT MILLINERY
2234 Westminster Road,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

THE $5
HAT SHOP

Special Designs in Modish Styles.
MRS. M. SINCLAIR, Proprietress.

v Lo

Madame
Humphreys

Has just received the finest stock of ¢
Hair Goods in B. C. for you to choose
from. Wavy Switches from

$3.50 up to $15.00 and $30.00,
Size, colour, price and quality to suit
everyone. Call and see for yourself,

Use Mary T. Goldman's Halr Restorer
if your hair is faded and turning grey,
one of the finest articles of its kind on
the market today. J¥f your hair is fall-
ing out and lifeless, try AMadame
Humphrey's Halr Grower-—it ig spigndid
te strengthen the halr and make it grow,
and to restore its lustre,

Facial Muassage, Scualp Treatments,
Manlcure, and Shampoolng and
Halrdressing,

Mall Orders given careful attentlon at

58% GRANVILLE STREET,

iA VANCOUVER. z

Rubber Stamps

Most romplete factory west of
Toronto.  Mail orders flled same
day  ay  received. Nutary  and
Corporute  Seals,  Stencils, ete,

A. G. Bagley and Sons

3511 Xome)r Street, Vancouver, B.C.

Bagley Makes Good Rubber Stamps

WE are fully equipped for big

business, and solicit orders
for fresh meats from Contractors,
Logging Camps, Mills and Retail
Butchers.

Vancouver=Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.

Head Oflice and Cold Stornge Plant:

ERa W Yancouver, B. C.

L
AND THE POOR OX DIED

This is to certify that 1 have this
date received from the British Ameri-
can Live Stock Association, Limited,
of Vancouver, B.C., the sum of $50.00
for insurance on an ox.

Yours very truly,

{Sgdr R P SINKINSON,

Davcd st Moose Juw, Susk . this
toth day of j\(h(, FOHH ).

L
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Japanese, French and Holland

BULBS

FOR FALL PLANTING

To Arrive in September and
October.

Full Hoe of Frait and Oroue
mental Troes, grown in the
oly section of the American
Contipent {rev from San Jose
Seale. dlee supplies,  Spray
pumps and  spraying  marerial,
Jron Age ol Planet Jr. goods,

Catalogue Free.

M. J. HENRY

Henry's Nurseries
3010 Westminster Rd.,Vancouver
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A LIBRARY IN TEN VOLUMES

SPECIAL CANADIAN EUITION

THE PAMOUS

Harmsworth
Encyclopedia

The most up-to-date of a1l
Books of Referencs, contain-
ing 50,000 articles profussly
illustrated. Bound in  Half
Leather. The best Encyclopedia
ever published.

Only Five Sets — No More

$25.00

The Thomson Stationery Co.

Limited Liability
325 Hastings St. West - VANCOUVER, B.C,

While they fast
PRICE - . .

PADMORES
NEW

CIGAR STORE

THE SWELLEST PLACE
IN THE CITY.

642 Granville Street
VANCOUVER

Look for the Electric Sign.
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Cut Out and
Return This Ad

It will save you Ten Per Cent.
On All. Mall Qrder Purchascs

Gilmour's. Corn Remover. .. 25¢

Gilmour’s Cough Emulsion.. 50¢
Gilmour's  Headache = and

Neuralgia Powders.......23¢

Gilmour's Toothache Drops.ase

By mail postpaid--less 10 per
cent. if this ad. is returned.

LESLIE G. HENDERSON,
Cor, Georgia and Granville Sts.,

an
2419 Westminster Ave.,
VANCOUVER, B. C.

LOCK CO., Ltd. ¢

FIRE AND BURGLAR.PROOF
SAFES.

VAULT DOOR TIME LOCKS.

s JAIL AND PRISON WORK, ETC.

Western Agents:
HALL SAFE CQ., Cincinatti, O. é

ELY NORRIS MANGANEESE
BANK SAFE.

[Em———

5]

Frank G. Benson

) P.0. Box s42.  VANCOUVER, B.C.

OO )

LOOLLON L -

Fishing Tackle

Our stock of fishing tackle is most complete.  Everything in
reels, cluding Malloch Casting Reels from 3800 to $to.oo,
and Automatic Reels from $3.00 to $7.30.

Rods in ail grades of Spht Bambon, Lancewood, Greenhearc
and Steel,

Split Bamboeo, from ............ $1.50 to $13.50
Lancewood, from ............... $2.50 “ § 7.50
Greenheard, from ............... $3.50 * $15.00
Steel Rods, from ................ $3.00 * $§ 8.00

Our 7-ft. Luckie Bait Rod at $3.30 is a2 beautyv. Just a few
left of Genuwine Dristol rods, as cut, 10%; ft., 3 lengths and handle,
to sell, regular $12.00; while they last $8.00. Everything in
Spoon Baits—~Wilson's, Olimpia, Colorado Spinners, Emeric
Pearl Spoons, Imperial Spoons, Tacoma Spoons-—in all sizes.

Sitk Liues, from 30¢ to $1.50; go-vd. Taper Lines, Sq00; also
Landing Netws, Gafl, m plain and automatic, baskets and straps,
Flvbogks, Casts,

We have in stock a few Baby Marlin Repeating Rifles, 1o
shot, for 22 short cartridges, at $9.00,

J. A. FLETT, Ltd.

111 Hastinas St. West: .« . VANCOUVER, B.€.




Say, Do You Know

That xon cam get an Easthope engine made in Vaneonver ond
fully guarmaeed for dess than yon pay for an baported engine !
Onr engines are it for corviee aml will st ap 1o ony
sraommt of the taodest Bl
We build engines fvamn 310 60 JLP, SO LD S115.00,
SIRPsIss oo, s L P 250000 canplete with aecessories,

EASTHOPE BROS.

Manufacturers of Marine Gasocline Engines. Builders Complete Launches.
Office agd FPactory: 1708 GEORGIA: STREET,, .FPhons L 3658, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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Palmer Motors

HAVE SATISFIED THEIR
USERS FOR PAST FIF-
TEEN YEARS.

THEY DEVELOP THEIR
RATED HORSEPOWER

and are reasonable in price.
Pailt in 27 different sizes
from 1': to 30 hop, @ and
4-oxvcle types.
CAR.LOAD OF THESE
MOTORS JUST
RECEIVED.

Call and see them or write
for Catalogue.

V. M. DAFQE,
Western Canadian
Representative,

1600 Powe!l St., Vancouver.

o ’ Down-town Showrooms,
- 28 Powell Street.

ADAMS

Marine Gasoline Engines

Now is the time for you to get an engine for
that boat of yours. 1f you want a good engine
at a very reasonable cost, you should write in
to us or come and see what we offer you.

Best Engine. Best Prices.
Write for our free catalog.

Sole B. C. Agents for Gilson Farm Engines,
for running spraying machines, cream separa-
tors, pumps, saws, feed choppers and all

Double Cylinder. stationary work. Catalog Free.

The Adams Launch and Engine
Mig. Company

108 Water Street Vancouver, B. C.
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& Dlickensderfers ............... ... $15.06  $20.00 3
e Visible OHVers .................... 30.60 35.00 px
o Remington Na. 0 L e innrinarnn. e 25.00 20.00 :‘.:
P Drensmore, No. % . l......i...... . DD 25,00 30,00 b
4 Hemington, No. 7 ...o.cva..s . . 55.60 65,00 2
" Smith Premier, No. ¢ and 4. e 50.60 60,09 e
4 Empires ,........ e 36,60 45.00 w
& Rem-8ho ... ..., ....., e 35.04 44,69 gf%
- Visible Monarch (Wide Carr) e e 435,64 56,04 o
[ Vigible Underwoods, No, 4 and 5. . ... .0 nnnnnennn 75,60 £5.00 »
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::: The above machines have been taken in part payment for the VISIBLE ;:f
g FTANDARD UNDERWOOD typewriter, and are fully gnaranteed. We have cheaper E‘;
&2 machines of good  quudity at lower prices, n
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:; ALL KINDS OF OFFPICE PURNITURE. fé
«ﬁ Catalogues on Request. &
P o
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The Purest
of all Spirits in
the Best of all Forms.

WOLFE'S
iwus SCHNAPPS
Schiedam
A beverage for all tmes and all weathers, for men and !

woenen, the healthy o the athing,

I the BEVERAGE dar BENEFITS. Not simply a
thirst e u(‘ht,r not merely o stivulbarg, bug y.hl the purest,
niost inspiriting, ansd wusst hesdth i fusing spivst that has ever
een produced. It prevents the tormanen of wric acid, and
therefore secures innnunity trom Gout, Rhumnusm, and
shseases of the Kidnevs, Dlidder and Urirary organs,

Wolfe's Schnapps not only combines happily wn.h Soda
orather adrated waters, but is admirable as a Pick-me-up,
Tonte, or Digestive,

Ev er), Home should keep this splendid Domestic
Safepuard.

A Glass in the Morning, another at Night,
Braces the system. and keeps the heart light.

Agents for Wolfe’s Schnapps o
J- Collcutt @ Co., "§mlian e, Vancouver, B.C.

- Homer Street,




)

INVESTMENTS: SECURITIES

> LANDS BoNDSs, STocKks Erc. e

{

B.C. Government Land in Necuaco

Can be purchased at $2.50 per aere. Weselect and stake this Iand
for the nominal sun of 25¢, per acre. - - For particalmes nddress

The Nechaco Settlers’ Association - Box 191 + Vancouver, B.@.

THE SOUTH-WEST ALBERTA LAND CO., Limited

(INCORPORATED IN PROVINCE OF ALBERTA),

inveats funds on first mortgages on Albertan Wheat Farms at Elght to Ten per Cent.
per annum. The Large margins and the upward trend of values make these {ands the
best secured Investments at the highest interest for both home and British Capital,

ARTHUR C. KEMMIS, PINCHER CREEK, ALBERTA, CAN.

Refer to UNION BANK OF CANADA Solicitor for 5. w. Alberta Land Co, Ltd.

HAROLD MAYNE DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

STOCKS, LOANS AND INSURANCE
103 Crown Building 615 Pender St., VANCOUVER, B. C.

money JOHN J. BANFIELD Estp
T

© REAL ESTATE, IN

LOAN INSURANCE, INVESTMENTS. 1891
607 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C.

1. K. JOHNSON & CO., Limited
Real Estate and Insurance.

Now that Prince Rupert Townsite Is
being placed on the market, the last
week in May 18 the time for prospective
purchasers of Town Lotg to use de-
spatch and correspond with this ploneer
firm for full Information regarding
prices, terms, and locations of any de-
ajred 1ot, We will act as buyers’ agent
for any outsider requiring our services;
we will also furnish a sketch plan of
the portion of the townsite now being
offered tor sale, on receipt of fifty cents.
We have had a year's residence in Prince
Rupert and are thoroughly famillar
with all local conditions.

1. K. JOHNSON & COMPANY, LTD.
Box 100
PRINCE RUPERT, B. C.

THE PRINCE RUPERT REALTY &
COMMERCIAL COMPANY, LTD.

is organized for the purpose of buying
for its stockholders I’rince Rupert
real estate when it is put on the mar-
ket, and affords to the investing public
a medivm  through which to make
Prince Rupert investments,

Authorized capital $400.000.

For Prospectus and particulars of
plan address

HARRY A. JOHNSTON CO,,
430 Richard 8t
YVYANCOUVER, B. C.
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A Choice
Investment

12 Per Cent

DIVIDENDS LAST YEBAR,
The stock of the

PRUDENTIAL INVESTMENT
COMPANY, LIMITED,

is now offered to the public on easy
terma of payment.

Subscribed Capital .......... 3155,000.00
Pald-up Capital ............ 68,000.00
Reserve and Surplus ... . ... § 39246487

THOS. T. LANGLOIS,
President and Manager,

JAS. RAMSAY,
Yice.President,

OMce: Cor. Pender and Homer Streots,
YANCOUVER, B.C.

Write for literature,

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

o 1

VANCOUVER
BRITISH COLUMBIA

Offers better induee-
ments for successful
spreeutation in

REAL ESTATE

than any other city
o the Awetican cog-
Linent,

Lembke & Gill

Real state and
General Brokers

439 Richards St.,Vancouver

E. H. Heaps, President.

R. P. McLennan, Vice-Pres dent,

C. E. Berg, Manager.

Columbia Fire Insurance Co., Ltd.

VANCOUVER, CANADA

Head Ofhce:
541 Hastings Street. W,

Reliable Insurance

AGENTS WANTED.

RESTAURANTS.

The Granville Cafe—3500 meal
34.60. Four course dinner,
breakfast, 16c. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sent ocui. 762 Granville 31, oppostte Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. W. . Winters.

tickets for
$5¢. Bpecial

OLD BOOKS,

WANTED TO BUY, ALL XINDS OF BOOKS.
Edwin J. Galloway, «1d Book Store, 782 Gran-

vith =1, Viapeoaver,

BRITISHE COLUMBIA TIMBER

We are exclusive dealers in British Columbia
Timber Lands. No better time to buy than
now, for investment or immediats logging.
Write us for any sized tract. E. R. Chandier,
407 Hastings S5t., Vancouver, B.C.

AWNINGS.
For Yacht or House; Hammocks, Cushlons,
Deck Chairs, ete. Langridge

& Co. 1039
vranvitle St Phone BliG9), .
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OVER TEN MILLIONS

Despite the fact that the Manufacturers Life Inswrmmce Company has ounly
recently emered on itz zond year in business, its Asscts on Decomber 310 1900,
zmounted to $10,361,585.32,

This is an increase during the your of §902,358.63.

Of these Asszets there s beldl as @ linbility, for the protection of policyliobklers
$9,428,591.00.

Al classes of Securitics were valued upon the most cotservative buse The
pebilished quotatias were takan for all listed Securities,  In the case of Muwcrpal
Trebentures, Bonds. and other unlisted Securities, the valie determiped by the
Lest advice obtainable wis used.

THE MANUFACTURERS LIFE

INSURANCE COMPANY

Head Office. TORONTO, CANADA

Major W. B. Barwis, District Manager, Molson's Bank Building, Vancouver, B.C.
H. D'A. Birmingham, Cashier,

LOANS. INSURANCE. RENTS.

PROCTER & WALSH

Real Estate
2435 GRANVILLE STREET, VANCOUVER. B.C.
FAIRVIEW PROPERTY A SPECIALTY.

PALEY PROCTER Phone 3315. OSCAR WALSH
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% In the Southern Interior of British Columbia. The Kamloops district stands
$  unrivalled for Climate, Soil, Water and Transportation facilities. I have for W

Y, » v . N ’l’
$  Euxclusive Sale acreage in small and large lots, suitable for settlers and investors, X

@t and back by 24 years of practical experience in the district can advise you of the &
& best opportunities to engage in poultry raising, fruit growing, mixed farming 3

.9,
(3

- »e
v and ranching. b
»

”

e

. W. U. HOMFRAY

£ P. 0. Box 235 KAMLOOPS, B. C.
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OPPORTUNITIES—

TIMBER, MILLS, LAND

E. AUGUST BRADLEY, Broker

REVELSTOKE, B, C.
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. FRUIT FARMS |
: in the Glorious Kootenay. %
:
:

3 e i S Ol
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20 I'he soil is excellent
S and the finest apples
r and small fruits can
be raised without
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Grand Scenery, Fishing, Hunting and Boating. Most Equable and Health-Giving
Climate in the Glorious Lake District of Southern British Columbia,

You Are Welcome to a Free Map

Which we have published showing the Fruit and Lake Districts with photographs of
orchard and fruit scenes; fishing and hunting scenes; statistics in regard to weather,
rainfall, prices of product, markets and general information.

We are the largest owners of first class fruit Jands on direct existing lines of
transportation in British Columbia. We will be glad to send you one of these maps
free of charge and give you all of the information in our power whether you buy land
from us or not. rite today.

The NATURAL RESOURCES SECURITY €O.
Whoral: Biocks. NAKUSP, B.C.

v

31,000 and More Profit Per Acre Annually is Being Made Growing Fruit, Especially
Apples, in the Glorious Lake District of Southern British Columbia,
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North Coast Lcm/d/
Company, Limited

s wpimpansrmns

If von want to buy or ~ell good agricubinrad wr fenir Jands
located in Brivish Columbia, write or eall on us.

We offer for sale chotee business wind vesidence lors in the

" TELKWA

The Commercial Centre of the Bulkley Ualley

This town is doeared ine the very heart of the Balk! v
Valles, wt the condhue e of the Bratkwa and Telkwa Rivers, and
kl o the surveyed Tine of the Grand Tronk Pacifie Railwae,

1= now the disteibuting point for the Bulkleyv and Telkwa
Vialleve and i destined 1o be ane of the most Huportant cities
i Novthern British Colmabia, There i alvendy g wood hotel,
telegraph othee and ulhur bziness houses, bt e are -till
i areat openings for all Hnes of business.

Tothose desiving 1o purehase property in Telkwa with the
hutention o entering business and Bving there, special induee-
neeads witl beoonteped,

North Coast Land Company

LIMITED

Jones Block, Vancouver, B.C.
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02: Cents Per Acre Cash

,_“And 62ic. Each Year For Seven Thereafter
S

seenres to vou a DRITISH COLUMBIN FARM in
the British Columbia Southern; Colmnbia and
Kootenay and Colmmbia and Western Railway Con-
panies” Land - Grants, These Fame Lands e
emivently suited for the ratsing of

Fruit, Grain or Stock

and may be purehazed on these EASY TERMS from

The Canadian Pacific Ry.

who are looking for Settlevs for this part,

Thuber Lands of the ighest eharacter, sitmared in
these Grants, are offered for sale ju Bloeks of from
GO sieres npwards,

Shipping Facilities Unsurpassed - Easy Transportation

J SN ‘ Apply to the address as shown

g v \“ - on the attached coupon for

h N Ajk\‘ ‘‘‘‘‘‘‘ - e, « . -
2y, Dssiyy) Maps, Application Forms
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A YEAR

As Long as You
Live

SECURED BY SMALYL MONTERLY
PAYMENT

‘The less money you have, the ater
the need to place it whers it will
work ha and fast for you

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

Tio you want an income of from $100.00 to 3300 a year for life, it 0, return

this coupon promptly. Yeu take absolutely no rizk of any Kind, If upon exam-
ination vou are not thoroughly convinced that this {s one of the GREATEST
OPPORTUNITIES of your life to secure a steady, permanent income, as ong
ag vou live, you are under no obligation., Our first semi-annual dividend waxs paid Jans

;mry 15, 1000, sniountitge 1o 21 por cent, per annum.  As the business grows the Aividends will
HEPCRE,

Name

P R R

Post Office ...
Province R R R LT

THOASE TOSBIVE FOT INE . vvvceresnrysensssrosnsrs . Lite-Income Investment Bouds
(valuye $100.09 each), Send 2ail information. If 1 am convinced that your én-
terprigze 18 one of the Soundest character, and will prove Eusormously profit-
anle, I will pay for the same at the rate of $5.08 cash and $5.00 per month

on each $100.40 Bond until fully paid. No more than 10 Bonds reserved tor
any ong person.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.

TR ]
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WHY NOT SPEND
YOUR VACATION IN

ANGOUVE

If interested write for descriptive
folder on Yachting, Camping. Fish-
mg. Sea  Bathing, Automobling.
Mountain Climbing, etc.

VANCOUVER TOURIST
ASSOCIATION

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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