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A Magazine is a Mighly Mechan-
ism whose Motion Move Mighty
Masses of Men. 2 It sets spinning
stagnant cogwheels by the elec-

i tric force of criticism; and thus
. makes prosperity hum where
~dull apathy reigned over a terri-
tory of speculative possibilities.

This is the work ot
Westward Ho!
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Beautiful
Pieces
of
Cut Glass
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The striking characteristic of cut glass is that it
never seems out of place. No table is 5o simple bu
glass is suitable—none so stately but glass will adern
it. Glass finds its place at EASTER wedding and
anniversaries,
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We carry the Libbey make—recognized on th
continent as the best manufactured. In our crystal’
room we show the usual lines in great variety:
among these will be noted many unusual shapcd
baskets, vases, comports, lamps, etc,
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' \%, ] Our catalogue lines were carefully chosen and we
e (24 g . . . i
o Vo A believe a finer selection and variety could not be
b i/n:‘?’, gathered together.

When in Vancouver do not miss calling on us.
Be sure our catalogue is in your home; a postcard ]
will bring it. :

: Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd.
3 DIAMOND MERGHANTS
¥  GEO. E. TRORY, Man, Dir, VANCOUVER, B. C.
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Gordon Drysdale, Ltd.
Correct Corset Styles for 1909

FEvery woman who aspires to be well gowned realizes to
the fullest extent the importance of properly fitting corsets,
for every well fitting gown demands a well fitting Corset as
prerequisite. Realizing how entirely our patrons depend on us
for correct styles and all detail corset information, we never
relax our close association with the authoritive salons of the
leading corsetiers. Among other Well known makes we carry

" the “*Redfern,”” **C.B. ala Spirite,”” **Sapho’’ and **Nemo'’
. Corsets, and with these celebrated lines stand ready at all
times to serve you, as only a specialty store can. ﬁ

7

At $4.50

At $4.50—The accompanying ilustration
depicts the Nemo self-reducing corset with
flattening back which dues wonders for
stout women. The deuble garter attach-
ment holds down the corset firmly, and the
seif-reducing strap keeps the front steels il
close to the body: the model comes in high

or low bust in sizes 1g to 35

- MW g F-REDUCING
win RELIEFSTRAP
It might be well for us to state that in addition (o this high
grade model we carry an excellent stock of moderately priced
corsels. Our styles at $1.00, $1.25. $1.50. are the best obtainsble at these prices
When ordering by mail kindly mention this magazinc.

: 575 Granvilla St. Vancanver. B. C. J
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CREEN , PROP..
 GOLDEN.B.C:

Rates 82 a day and up.

The
King Edward
Hotel

BELL ¥ MURRAY, Proprietors.
ENDERBY, BC.

Newly Built and Parnished.
Rates $2 par day.

oo X
Big Game Bhooting. Excellent Piahing.
A Tourist's Paradise,

NONTONIA HOTEL

h iy PORTLAND

4 &
;;m i, Wit

om:mt Ooxro
ontun x*mou

wit ng, A0 ONLY ROOF
PPN GARDEN IN
TR PORTLAND

* The Tourist heard.
e ,i’} LER quarters ol

R Columiva Vallew

Enhpage rooms eariy
for tae Alarke

&l b
A B, NORTON. Manager Yukos Eipowtica

Hotel Mount Royal

BANFF, ALTA.

Electric Lighted
Steamn Heated

Hot and Cold Water
Private Baths

Centre of the National Park. -
Rates $2.50 per day and up.

D. McDOUGALL - Proprietor
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Write for llugtrated bookiet sud rates.
G, B, XARTXESS, Manager.

Visitors to Chilliwack

Should Make This Hotel Their
Headquarters.

THE GLORIOUS KOOTENAY

TROUT AND SALMON
BEAR, SHEEP AND GOAT
CARIBOU, Etc.

H you wish to have an outing amid the

finest sconery and ~urroundings in
America, apply for particulars
{6

Rates $3.00 to $2.50. GEO. P, WELLS
Hot Water Heating, EFleetric Yients, Proprictoy
Baths, Private Hus,

. B. McLENNAN, - Proprietor THE HUME HOTEL

CHILLIWACK, B.C. NELSON' B. C. J




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

Hotel Winters

Abbott Street, « Vancouver, B, C.

[}

An clegantly furnished Family and Tourist
Iotelin the heart of the business seciion.

xent for Hlustrated booklet,

AMERICAN PLAN, $2.00 UP.
EUROPEAN PLAN, 75¢ UF.

WINTERS & STEVENSON
Propristors.

Strand
Cafe

W. A. SXAW, Proprietor.

The most modern, up-to-date cafe In
B8.C. Everything new, and all delicavies
to be secured In North America are
here awaiting your digestion, Prlvute
parlors for all spectal occasions. Or-
chestra at dinner and evenings,

636 Kastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.

(HOTEL DUNSMUTR

V.\Nl‘()!'\' FAVS newest wnd mist
vanplete Hotel, lms g ab Gn
ohstrin ted vaaring e nud Joosied
i the  faskoannble ohoppaeng sret
theatve distvic i,

Xnierienn Yo 7 psev day up

United Wirchees Telegraph Cos
stad i,

D Gapn & voxs, Propreiaoy
Frasnk A Lok, Manigr

(VANCOUVER.B.C)

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. C.

The Leading Toyrist and Family Hotel

Rateos $3.00 and $3.50 par day.
Bpecial Rates by tha Wasi,

Free Bus meets al) tralus and bosts,

Gronrar b, Panid. Manager,
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Your impressions of Vancouver—the * Sunset @ity "

- witl be

made all the more lasting by seeing the City and Magnilicent

Stanley Park in one of our comfortable Hacks, Broughams,
Yictor as, Surreys or @arriages.

STANLEY PARK STABLES

Rlex, Mitchell, Mqgr.

VANCOUVER, B.

@

When in
The Royal City

Stav at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL

{Next to the Tram Oiftee.)
P, O, BILODEAY, Propristor,

American  Plaw
Eurcpean Plan

...... 5128 to 32,60
00 to 31.00

NEW WESTMINSTER, .B. C.

PR RRT RN BN
c‘i W ol s

.»!-F%«*!:-i— & P R TSR RN WA R Gab ol S LA

2- 28 PR I R R S R A ) 31*{;’
Cate Unrargnssed Fvery Stenton :-;
for the Meas ~hown Guedts 44
»
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Poodle Dog Hotel =
il

. «

EURQOPEAN PLAN i

'y

*

faonte ean b s us § 8 i v id vrowerh o pronth %
sl rvasina e sates I

o

. +

A, COUPEMAN, Proposter £54

Yates Street, VICYTORIA. B L
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MALTING Co.

lsu.

TRADE MAARK

BEE

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

CANADA

CALGARY.

.J ;

EUROPEAN PLAN

THE DANMOORE

Dan., J. Moore, Proprietor.

RATES, $1.00 PER DAY AND UP.

“TwelveStoriesof

Solid Comfort”

Building, concrete,
stecland marble.
Located, most fash-

tomable shupping
district,
214 rooms, 135 bathe,
Libriry and hound
nu,:.mnrs in read-
ing roons for
fruests,
Mastrefinedhostelry
in Scattle.
Absolutely fireproof.

Rales, 51 00 up English Grill,

With Grild,

Hotsl
Ore. Open all yearx.

Moore—Clatsop Beach,

APPpLY a4 Tha Danmoors,

Portland’s New Hotel

475 Washington $5t., Cor., Pourtseath
PORTLAND, OREGON.

~ Beanids,
Por information
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Canadians Visiting
Seattle Should Make

J MOTEL DoMinon Sy A7) Their Headquarters at the
FREE AUTD

HOTEL
WASHINGTON

ANNEX
Hotel Dominion puropenn ant Amesian Finse

Abaclutely Firaproof.

Is the vecognlzed heosdauariers In Cane
couver, O, for visitors  frem (he Located Within One Block of Bhoppiag
Pralrie Provinees,  On arrival take your District.

baggage te the lurge Browns Auto Bus

which caeries you 1o the hotel free. New—Constructed in 1907.

Rates—American, $1.50 to $2.00. Tlegantly Pg;:;::;e!:;:ivery Modern
Turcpean, 50¢ and up.

Adjoining Suites for Parties Travelling

. Together.
¥. BAYNES, Proprietor, Dining-Room Service Perfect.
Adhatt Street - VANCOUVER, B.C. Musric Every Eweuning.

Union Bank of Canada

Established 186s.

Hon. John Sharples. ... .. Fresident! | Paid.Up Capital .. $3.200000
& G. H. Balfour... ... General Managcri . Reserve Fund C1L700,000
, A general banking business transacted at all branches. %

Agents and Correspondents in all important centres in Great Britain and ihe
United States.

Savings Department. Interest allowed on deposits,

Branches in British Columbia:
VANCOUVER. PRINCE RUPERT.
T. McCAFFRY, Manager, Vancouver Branch.
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“BABLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS ™

Vancouver, B.C.

413 Hastings 8t., -

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

»~

B, €. DETECTIVE SERVICE
Qperatives for every clags of
Civil, Criminal and Commercial
Investigations,

R. 8 BARON, Supt.

Head Office: 207 and 208 Crown Bldy,.,
VANCOUVER, B.C,

e Rlvadhonnds Kept”

TURKISH BATHS

635 Graunville 8t, Vancouver.
Manager:—MRS. HULSE.
Turkish Bathg, Electric Cabins, Maa- .

kinde or

sage.  Scalp, face, and all
electric treatments. Maniouring. Chir.
opody.

Plesh reduction a specialty.
Lady Attendants, b 4 4343

.

Trust It To Us-==

We'll clean your fine waists, gowns
or suits as only experts can do i,
Qur improved French method does
not harm the most delicate fabrics,
lace or embroidery. Waists and
Gowns dyed.

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS
562 Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

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 Office and Cold Starage Plant :

13215 Hasd ngx
Spreet, W,

VYancouver, B. C.

Excellent
Fishing

and Shooting may be had in the vHinity
of Slcamous,
For Information, addrees
C. P, R. HOTEN,

Mrs. Moore, Proprictoress,
SICAMOUS, BR.C..

TURKISH BATHS

74 Hastings St, Vancouver.
Manager: Mrs. Kate McElderry.

Turkish Baths, Electric Cabinets, Body
Massage, Scalp, Face and all kKinds or

treatments. Manicuring, Flesh Reduce
tion a speciaity.

S

PLANNING TO BUILD

Bend two zc.mmpl. post
sge, for a copy of mybeau-
b tlully Imtrtwlh«okie
2 Country and Rruburbisg
Homet * fufl of interests
nf valuable snd practic
[ infnrmtuen for hotue

L. STANLEY NITTON, ucmm. VANGOUVER, & 8.

BRITISH

Gold, Silver, Lead and Copper wnel.;
alse Bituminous Coasl Lands and Coast
Timber Limits for sale, '

Specinl values in Shares of & good
cosl company. z

T. J. SMITH

Fipancial and Mining Broker,
P. O, Hox 439, ¢
414 SEYMOUR ST, VANCOUVER, B.U, .
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For Sale

Solely on account of owner's business arrangements demanding bis removal
te Vancouvet—

A Picturesque and Historical Home

Situate at 1041 Collison Street, Victoria, B.C.

THIS IS A HOME—a veritable gentleman’s residence. It contains seven
ample, handsomely laid-off rooms with a conservatory, and a thorough system
of hot water heating. The surrounding Lawn and Shrubbery comprise an acre of
ground which affords complete privacy and is capable of being used or cultivated
according to the most fastidious taste of any purchaser,

MOST REASONABLE TERMS,
Apply to Owneri—
CHARLES McMILLAN, Suite 3, 536 Hastings 5t., W,
VANCOUVER, B
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Any man who means business can have a 5-acre fruit far

if he has $100.

I feel confident that there are many readers of the Westward Ho!
Magazine who are more or less dissatisfied with their position, and wh
They would appreciate a propositior,
which will guarantee them an independent income for life at the samg
t carry with it the maximum amount of comfort.

may wish to make a change.

A Five=Acre Fruit Farm in Peachvale Addition offers you such

péssnbmtles.

Peachvale Addition is that large area
of rich fruit land situated a few min
utes ride by boat up the river from New
Westminster,  ['eachvale  Addition  im-
mediately adjoins Peachvale, that beau-
tful tract of fruit land which was
closed off the market on January 25th at
$100 per acre.

You will never be able to buv {ruit
farms in Peachvale Addition any cheaper
than the present price of S100 per acre,
The terms are very casy, $100 cash is
all that is required 1o buy five acres
and the remainder of the purchase price
spread over a period of three vears.

Think of it-~five-acre fruit farm with
the saibway and tram station within sy
walking distance and  the  steamboat
wharf within a stone’s throw, for S100
per acre, and all the cash vou require is
Si00,

Next year vour crop of vegetables on
five acres would pet you Teom S1,200
$1.300.

Hovou add o the vegetables, straw-
berries, raspherries wul cureionts vou
can Herense vour net profts from £5 000
to Sz000,  These crops iy he grown
between the rows of the young-orchard’

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

British Columbia Enjoys a Most
Beautiful Climate 12 Months Every Yeat

Fruit Farming is a profitable industry in B. C.

which you can set out this spring. I
five vears time the voung orchard will
have matured and will \u.ld profits o
from 8430 10 $1,000 per acre,

I make each statement herein withou
fear of contradiction, because [ can take
peu to mmany farms adjoiming Peachvale
Addition on which there is living evi:
dence of the trauthfulness of my state-
ments regarding the wonderful prolif
ness of the soil and the enormous crops

Bear in mind that Peachvale Addition,
heing in the Fraser Valley country, needs
no irrigation. The soil being a rich, deep,
vegetable mould, varving in depth from
three to seven feel with a stiff clay sub.
sotl, wiil grow cnormous crops for manyg
Years without fertilization. The proper=4
ty is wany feet above high water marky
o mnqmmh never floods. :

Pwill be pleased to take every readery
of this magazine with me on the boatl
anymoring,  which  leaves  Newg
Westminster  {or  eachvale Additiof ny
wharl at .30, so that every one of youlf
could se¢ for vourseli the beautiful loca:
tion of the property, the picturesquel
view fram the verandah of many of the
howes in Peachvale and Peachvale Ad
dition, and incidentally note the wonders.
Tabipraiuetiveness of the soil,

T
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here is no better land in all Dritish Renwrpber  the Hveeaere farms in
mbia than Peachvale or Peachvale | Peachvale Adddition all froat on mmain
tion, * Several farms have Leen sold | roads, and all mun roadds lead 1o the
achvale at $150 and $175 per acre | town, only Joo virds distine. There ane
Hough- the property was only placed | stores, churvhes awd cohinols puste olose
he market a few months ago. This | to all farms. Those lving W Peact
 prove that when a property has | vale mtend o improve thew (o, and
taken off the market its value in- | build large houses. Mr Rumnohr's house
S, cormmands a beauniiul vies of the sur
Lo rounding country and will cost S0,
his will be true of Peachvale Addi- .
. 1 am positive, therefore, that o The ew tram boe betwaen New West
; from the date of this issue that | minster and Chilliwack, when finished.
chvale Addition farms will be sclhng | passes zhe front of the farms of Peach
from $125 to $150 and that three | vale and Peaclivale Addition, therefore
s from now this property will be | there will ln‘ a strevt ear service at the
mg" at an advance of 100 per cent. | door of every fannsteasd

AN

i IF YOU ARE INTERESTED in the purchase of a five-acre farm as an
investment or as a future home WIRE ME; don't wait to write becanse every
; necessitates settlers going farther out, as I am receiving wires Lourly for
servations.

JIMMEDIATELY ON RECEIPT OF YOUR WIRE 1 will select the best
closest-in farm unsold.  You will send me $25 by first mail after wiring,
receipt of the same [ will notfy you of the Iot reservation nwuber, after
ch you have ninety days to inspeet the property. 11 the fm reserved s
entirely satisfactory and exactly as represented in every way vour mones
ill be cheerfully refunded.

Ynu will see, therefore, that you take no chances or run o risk by wiring a

rvation today for one or more five-acre farms and sending @ deposit of 323
sach five-acre picee reserved.,

W. J. KER

New Westminster, B. C.
REFERENCES : Any Bank or Busimes:' Mouse i’ New Westninster, O
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Are You Looking for a Business Opening or a
Safe Investment ?

THE BULKLEY VALLEY, B. C.

with its vast areaof rich agricultural lands, coal fields, and adjacent /
mountain ranges, rich with precious metals, such as gold, silver,
copper, lead, etc., offers most unusual opportunities for those look=:
ing for favorable business openings and investments.

With the certaln construction of the MAIN LINE of the
GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC RAILWAY through this valley, it Is
bound to become one of the richest agricultural and mining dis-
tricts in the world, and its development, now that ample transpors
tatlon facilities are assured for the near future, will be marvel-
lously rapld.

IF YOU ARE INTERESTED IN THIS NEW COUNTRY, send
me a postal with your name and address, and I will send you full
particulars concerning BULKLEY VALLEY LANDS and

TELKWA

The Commercial Centre of the Bulkley Valley.

This town is located in the very heart of the BULKLEY VAL- .
LEY, at the confluence of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers. Iiijs v
now the distributing point for the Bulkley and Telkwa Valleys and
is destined to be one of the most important cities in Nortlwm
British Columbia.

To those desiring to purchase property in TELK WA with ’the' :
intention of entering business and living there, special indm:c-
ments will be offered.

J. L. FOREPAUGH, Agentf’

Jones Block, 407 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C.
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Editorial Epitome for March.

The Editor has to announce that he received such a rlictorical flagels
lation of eriticism over his article on *"CANADA AND NATIONHOOD"
that he almost shrunk from the dangerous ordeal of formulating anoiher
one on the alluring subject of *VITAL PROBLEMS OF CANADA."" Rut
feeling- that the wounds were as quickly soothed aund healed by the balm
of bountiful approval as they had been inflicted by husty animadversion
he essays in the present issue an article on *INTRA-EMPIRE TARIFES' -
which contains some original views and vigorous expositious of this prosaie .
but pelitie proposition; and in the March number the subjeet” of

‘‘OUR MARITIME RESOURCES AND RESPONSIBILITIES'

will be dealt with in a manner that will aronse our National pride and

appenl to the Commercial instinets of the mereantile classes. Pure faets;
no fantasies.

THE EMPIRE OF WOMAN

Her Ruyal Highness Valerie Veetis, the Empress of this the most
entrancing of all the beneficent and beautifn]l domaing of this Earthly
Puradise having depicted **The Ideal Womau aund the Ideal Man,”’ neither
of whom—but tell it not in Gath!—the Editor falteringly insinuates exists,
will proceed to make her Empire more and more attractive, This is her
own assertion; but how she can do so the Editor fails to comprehend: ss
the charm imparted to it in the past two numbers seems unsurpassable,
Nevertheless a woman's word, and especially the word of an Empress, is
pot to be impugned. Watch the ehanging scene.

FICTION

“THE EXPIATION OF JOHN REEDHAM, by Annie 8. Swan, the
celebrated movelist, will be continued. After this, the 5th chapter,
the previous chapters will be epitomised month by month fot,/t'hi:« ,
benetit of readers as the demands on us for back numbers in order to"
proeure the earlier ehapters cannuotl readily be supplied, ‘

‘“THE TEST OF TRUE MANHOOD.”' Frauk I Sweet who is now

known to all Canadian readers, gives ns another of his delightful rural
stories.

‘‘THE WORTH OF REMEMBRANCE,'’ by Isabel Macdonald, is full of

puthos and romance; long dissevered love finally united by fatuous
fate, .
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“AMOTHER'S COUNSEL'" i a tonching story of domextic e wherein

true Jove triumphs over overy temptation to sully itx snnetiary,

“THE MARK OF CAIN"' ix a short story of abmost weird intered by
Henry Morey.

YATERM OF BXILE," hy 4. 1L Grant, iz a short tale of the fluetwt s

of filial and paternal regard.

“‘THE NINE TIDES OF SRON-NA-BOGHAR,"' by N. Tuurncur, i a tule
of a legend attached to the Mull of Galloway, and of i< repeatad

verifiention.  Weird and disastrous in all its peiuts, it is well worth
perusal,

ARTICLES

The strong feature of Mareh will be articles.

STEVENSON'S PHILOSOPHY is introduced to us by R. A, Houd, The
charm, the beauty and the e¢nnobling aftribotes of Robert Louls
Stevenson’s writings are such that all Jovers of the true anid pure in
Life and Literature ought to be familiay with them; and we trust this
may be the begiuning of many move antieles ou the same subject
resulting in cur Readers fawiliarizing thewselves with Stevenson's
noble life and example to men.

THE KOOTENAY LAKES are deseribed by H. R, MaeMillan, Department

of the Interior at Ottawa, and there are some beautiful Hostrations.

PORT SIMPSON receives fresh glosses by U. B. Anderson, aided by six
Hlustratious.

LITTLE LIVING PICTURES is a sweet mnl puthetie pen picture by Mes,
Blauche E. Helt Muvison.

THE SUFFRAGETTES have for the Best time o ook i upen Westwurd
Ho! headed by Miss lsabel Macdunald, whe, however, has divested then
of many of their wenaneing wancenveriugs.

POETRY

Poetry will yield its accustomed sweetness to e tales with and
around which it will be entwined.

THE ¥DITOR.
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We are the Largest Dealers in
GENUINE IRISH POPLIN TIES
in Western Canada.
All Shades and Colors, Price 75¢c., $1.00 and $1.25

MAILED FREE ,,
FINCH & FINCH, THE ExcLusive

1107 Government St., Victoria, B. C.

WARNING!

Dublin, Ireland, Dac, 30th, 1508,
Mr. E. Chapman, Vancouver, B.C, €18 Hastings 85t, W,,

Dear Sir,~—As we have been given to understand that certain firms in Victoria
and Vancouver are advertising themselves our agents, we shall be glad if you will
;‘tiate" that you are our Sole Ageuts for Rritish Colmmbia for our “Royal Irish Poplin

on,

Yours faithfully,
RICHARD ATKINSON & €O.

Tuspeetion is the only means of appreciating the variety

e of SWEATERS, JERSEYS, FRANKLINS Anp
b,

l JAEGER

KNTTTED NORFOLKS we carry in stock: White
and colored, in all stvles, high and low collars, tﬁe
V' collar, the Duplex collar, button front, with high
roll collar—in fact, well nigh every kind of knitted

garment supplied by the celebrated Dr. JAEGER,

PRICES RANGE PROM 50¢ to §12.50.

E. CHAPIIAN

Davis CHAMBERS,

613 Hastinegs S1., WV, VANCOUVER,:.

Sweater .
Turn:Oown Coliar Bole Agent fu B.C. for R, Atkinson's Roysl Irish Poplin Tien,
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Intra-Empire Preferences

are so ramified and various that

there are illimitable possibilities

of disputation as to which should
receive pre-eminence in a series of arti-
cles or dissertations on the subject. Ior
this reason not a few have been the re-
monstrances, and protests received Dby
the Editor because of the premier place
“assigned to the question discussed in our
January number. Many there are who
have declared that "“Qur Maritime Im-
portance and our Shipping” or “Our
Commercial Development” or “The Ex-
pansion of our Treaty making powers
for the advancement of external trade
relations” or some other subjects which
at present there is neither time nor desire
to enumerate,—should rank first in this
serial discourse.

To one and all I rejoin that while these
mooted questions wiil be dealt with in
due order, they are involved in and cov-
ered by the larger issue of this country s
National status. _

How lightly must we value “Our Mar-
itime Importance and Shipping” or “Our
Commercial Development” or “Our ex-
ternal trade relations” if we will not as-
sume the obligations of defending and
protecting them ? Canada, rightly, will not
assume such obligations until her national
status is obtained and her National ex-
istence is recognized; and then they will

THE PROBLEMS OF CANADA

be incumbent upon her, and cannot be
evaded or postponed without treason to
herself and perfidy to the people who
dwell within her borders.

This is the reason why they were sub-
ordinated in the exegesis on our eventual
evolution.

There is another question that must
take precedence over the three which
have been mooted; and that is the one
we deal with in this number.

INTRA-EMPIRE TARIFFS, if we
can obtain their establishment, will indeed
be the most effective means of augment-
ing our Maritime Importance, and of ac-
celerating our Commercial Development.
This enunciation is not a dogma but an
axiomatic fact. Commerciai develop-
ment, however, will precede the augmen-
tation of our Marine and Shipping. The
two are inter-dependent: without Com-
merce our Maritime importance would
be a misnomer; and without shipping
facilities all efforts to develop our Com-
merce would be neutralized. Therefore
it is that to intra-Empire Tariffs we as-
sign the second place in this serial dis-
cussion; for preferential trade within
the Empire whose centre and source is
the greatest Commercial Nation that the
world has ever seen, must give to Cana-
dian industries an impulse and propulsion
which would carry them almost per sal-
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tumn to an elevation that otherwise it
. " hold the. Prairie Lands of Canada, in-
BRITISH COLUMBIA' would bénefit®

would take twenty years to-attain.

by this preferential trade more, I think,

than even the Wheat Growing Lands of -

the Prairie and other parts of Canada.
This is a dangerous.assertion because it

is new, and in contfavention of accepted -

doctrines.” . . o
Qutside. of Canada the mtrinsic poten-

tialities of British Columbia; and the: pe--
culiar character of her produce are com-
paratively .unknown, while years upon

years of steady extension have nlade the
Wheat region now quite famous. But
the needs of Great Britain are as varied
as the resources of Canada to meet them

are great; and British Columbia is as

well adapted to supply the fruit as the
rest of Canada is to supply the grain to
the food-necessitous “Mother of Na-
tions.” And the products of British Col-
umbia will do more to move the admira-
tion and attract the attention than will
the products of the “Middle West.” What
man with capital wandering for an in-
vestment, after he has seen his table re-
plenished with the apples and other fruit
of British Columbia would not, if the
proposal were placed before him and its
multiform potentialities propounded, in-
stantly grasp the opportunity for a mag-
nificent investment which is destined to
grow in magnitude as the years roll on?
‘Lhus might British Columbia secure an
interest whose intensity, and a flow of
capital whose volume, would quickly
cover her with people and transform her
vales and valleys into an Orchard—the
Orchard of the Earth.

This is from the capitai-attracting as
pect of the question alone; and above all
things British Columbia wants Capital.

AS TO THE OTHER PROVINCES
their peculiarity is that they want above
all things men; and before T have done
I shall show how men can he attracted
to them.

Great Dritain is Canada's best custo-
mer. Canada sends to Great Britain
nearly all of her Wheat exports and
fifty-six per cent. of her total exports.
What an impetus, then would a preferen-
tial tariff on wheat in Great Britain cive

. N . . O
to this country! Think of it, ponder over
1t, and in imagination lift your eyes five
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years after its accomplishment and be-

stead of seéking: for settlers, infested
with contending multitudes for their pos-

-8€85i01M; '

~ The consequential effects to Canada
of a Preferential Tarift in Great Britain
are undoubted ; but what are we doing to

“attain it? - Absolutely nothing. “We are

acting rather like ‘whimsical, petulant
school-boys than sane business men.

A few days ago I saw an article in the
“Standard of Empire” by a “Canadian
Merchant” stating, inter alia, that “If

"Great Britain has not within a year a

Government prepared to reciprocate the
Preferential Tariff my firm belief is that
Canada will decide to play her own busi-
ness game. Once that is started, alas!

“for poor sentiment, and the prospect of a

really- solid and United Empire.” This
gentleman, evidently controlled by senti-
nient, talks like the amorous nincompoop
who instead of winning what he loves by
the acts, the addresses and the persua-
sions of intellect and reason threatens
self-destruction if his love is not recipro-
cated and his proposal instantly accepted.

Canada is not the only wheat-produc-
ing country in the world, nor the only
source of Great Britain’s supply. There
are India, Russia, Argentina and other
countries.

There is no element of sentiment in the
Canadian Preference. It did not spring
from love of the old land or gratitude
for the protection that Canada received
during her maturing years. Sir Wilfrid
Laurier should know, and here is what
he says: “We gave the British Prefer-
ence because we wanted British Trade;
that is the vindication of our Preference
Policy.” It has effected that which it
was designed to effect, and to demand
reciprocation of it with a menace is, to
say the least, neither politic nor rational.

Preference we want continued and ex-
tended, but there is a statesmanlike way
of accomplishing the idea.

Canada herself has something higher
and more rational to perform, at the
present juncture, than either to threaten
or to sit. passive. : :

. Intra-Empire Preference is only -sub-
sidiary.to, and may be a consequence of,
Tariff Reform in Great Britain. With-
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out the latter the former could never be
effected. :

British Tariff Reform is not, however,
what Canada generally assumes it to be.
She regards it as a British national issue
in which she has no locus standi. ‘L'his
however is only a scintilla of the truth,
and far from the philosophic statesman’s
view—iar, indeed, from the view of any-
one who is not politically purblind.

British Tariff Reform is an lmperial
issite in the consequences that its success
or failure entails to Canada and the other
portions of the Empire. If it succeed
Great DBritain’s manufactures and com-
merce will be rescued from the German
and American inundation which has been
undermining them with subtle and ma-
lign forces, and Intra-Empire Tariffs will
follow. "thus far Canada has no inter-
posing right.

If Tariff Reform fai:, Great Britain
must abandon her sublime altruistic pol-
icy of providing a Navy from the re-
sources of her own people for the Pro-
tection of a World Wide Empire whose
scattered entities in turn pursue their
own fiscal systems, protect their own in-
dustries, provide no navy for themselves,
and contribute nothing to their great
protector.

Commerce is Revenue ; and Le Revenu
c'est I’ etat. With the continued decline
of Britain’s Commerce her revenue must
diminish : and she cannot much longer
continue to supply an Imperial Navy un-
less the Tariff Reform is effected. Can-
ada would then nolens wolens be forced
to face the problem of her own Naval
Protection. .

THIS IS ONE OF THE GREAT-
EST PROBLEMS CANADA EVER
CONFRONTED, if it were suddenly
forced upon her. If gradually, as I hope,
she emerges into the assumption of her
own National Obligations, there is no-
thing startling, nothing to apprehend.
But the ifailure of Tariff Reform in
Great Britain at the next election means
the triumph of the party that still breathes
the spirit of Cobden—the spirit of Little
Englanddom. It means the failure of
Intra-Empire Tariffs, and the continu-
ance of a policy of parsimony in the
name of economy. It means most of all

the decline of the British Navy, and the
maintaining of it only at a standard fit
to cope with the exigencies of that part
of the Empire that pays for its upkeep,
that is Great Britain alone.

Canada is concerned and concerned
deeply in this aspect of British Tariff Re
form,; and here she has a locus standi
that cannot be disputed. She has a right
to know whither she is going. Her Na-
tionality is at stake, and that immensely
transcends all preferential tariff ques-
tions, though Dboth are integérs of the
same equation.

Some will say that this is a morbid
view of the failure of Tariff Reform.
We do not feel inclined to discuss the
question of morbidity further than from
one view-point which recent declarations
by Canadians of importance bring into
conspicuous prominence.

Supposing that the threat to withdraw
the Canadian preference on British im-
ports, unless that preference i1s promptly
reciprocated, were put into effect; and
suppose non-Tariff Party were in
power in Great Britain who responded
to that threat not only with the non pos-
sumus argument, but with a retaliatory
threat of diverting British custom from
Canadian exports—what would be the
consequence of this mutually defiant at-
titude ? .

Canada would drift from her anchor-
age within the Empire. The idea of Em-
pire so far as she is concerned would be
dispelled, and she would be forced to
face the problem of her Nationality and
Independence. She could then no doubt
freely assert her Treaty-making power;
but how would she enforce it? She
could resent Japanese immigration, but
how would she prevent it? If she threat-
ened force she would be met with an in-
vitation to put her threat into execution.
Could she do it? Would this then be a
brown, a yellow, or a white man’s coun-
try?

Let Canada answer; for all this is in-
volved in the issue of Tariff Reform now
before the British people.

Canada clearly has a right to interpose
in an issue which may involve such vital
consequences to her. The financial men-
ace is even less than the National: and
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it is incumbent upon her at once to go to.

the aid of the Tariff Reformers who, if
they succeed at the next election, will not
only insure to us the existing National
status quo until Canada of her own voli-
tion seeks to alter it, but give to us that
intra-Empire. Preferential Tariff that
Canada desires and requires. '

Surely she cannot sit tranquil in the
midst of a maelstrom. Great Britain
now fights a fight of Life or Death for
the Empire, and her own existence as the
centripetal point of it. o

The right to interfere having been de-
monstrated, the urgency of it having
been established, we can only suggest
that the least that Canada can do is to
send a few men, eloquent ready of argu-
ment, and able to adjust themselves to
the various aspects of the problem as a
Canadian contingent to the Tariff Re-
formers of Great Britain; to co-operate
with them; to traverse Great DBritain
from border to border, and formulate
and propound the views and wishes of
the Canadian people on this, the most
momentous problem that has ever con-
fronted them.

This is one way in which Canada may
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interpose with decorum and act with
dignity, without hurting the sensibility
of the British people or entrenching upon
their undoubted prerogative in the last
resort to decide the issue of Tariff or no
Tariff, Preference or no Preference.

Besides, this wow.d be one of the most
effectual ways of diffusing a knowledge
of the vastness and the unrivalled poten-
tialities of Canada and of attracting to
her that which she requires—in British
Columbia—capital to develop her multi-
tudinous resources. It would bring the
people of both countries into close touch
and sympathy; responsiveness of senti-
ment would be established between them;
many acerbities and misunderstandings
would be effaced and obliterated, and the
aspirations of Canada for a National ex-
istence could be shown to be, not only
consistent with, but a condition prece-
dent to a consolidated Empire.

Heart would respond to heart; and

both a CONSOLIDATED EMPIRE
AND CANADA A NATION would be
things mutually desired and mutually ac-
complished.

Gigantic is the tree that intra-Empire
Tariffs may generate!




CANADA 85

L]

Canada

Blanche E. Holt Mutrison

Canada! Canada! land of the free;
Land where our fathers have laboured and died :
Ever our thoughts shall turn homeward to thee,
Land where the hearts of thy children abide.
The waves of great oceans roll in to caress thee,
The crags of thy mountains stretch forward to bless thee,
The hearts of thy people acclaim and confess thee,
Dear land of their love, of their hope, and their pride.
Canada! Canada! here at thy side,
Ever the hearts of thy children abide.
Fair land with thee—fair land with thee;
Ever the hearts of thy children shall be.

Canada! Canada! garland we now,
Leaves of the maple to twine round thy name;
This is the chaplet we wreathe for thy brow,
Bright with thy promise, and fair with thy fame.
For now from the days where the shadows hang hoary
Ascendeth thy star to its zenith of glory,
Outpouring its beams o’er thy wonderful story,
And tracing in gold all the way that thou came,
Canada! Canada! words cannot frame
All the great love that our hearts would proclaim.
Dear land with thee—dear land with thee;
All the best love we can offer shall be.

Canada! Canada! Homeland, of thee,
Wake we the patriot song as we go;
Treading thy ways with the step of the free,
Proud of the record thy pages can show.
Then let them beware who would hurt or offend thee,
For strong are the arms that we give to defend thee.
May God and his angels watch o’er and attend thee,
Intrenching thee safe from the face of the foe.
Canada! Canada! Homeland, of thee,
Ever the prayers of thy children shall be.
Homeland, of thee—Homeland, of thee;
Ever the prayers of thy children shall be.



The Patchwork Quilt

Agnes Lockhart Hughes.

POOR thin little creature, in a
A faded calico wrapper, with hair

drawn tightly back from her

pinched and wrinkled face, she
knelt on the bare floor, beside a wretched
bed, in a gloomy attic, of her wealthy
sister’s home. ‘

“Old 'Beggar, in everybody’s way.”
All about her, the words echoed. The
wind shrieked them through the broken
windowpane—the candle, spiuttering in
its socket, hissed them at her—and even
her reflction caught in the cracked mir-
ror, huried the words in her face. The
taunt had come from her own sister’s
daughter. “In everybodyv's way—" She
sobbed, and her angular shoulders pro-
truding through the worn old wrapper,
shook convulsively. The best years of
her life had been spent caring for an in-
valid mother, who at her death willed to
the younger daughter, one thousand dol-
lars and to the elder, who patiently and
uncomplainingly, had cared for her, be-
queathed only a patchwork quilt, which
she had made during her illness. In a
spirit of magnanimity, the younger sis-
ter who was married, offered the spin-
ster, a home, The home soon ceased to
extend any comforts to the poor depen-
dent, who became a househoid drudge, of
less consequence than the lowest menial,
under her sister’s roof. The furnishings
of her room were like her wardrobe—
meagre and delapidated.

“0O, Lord, take me out of my misery,"
wailed the shrunken figure, crouching
beside the bed. “In everybody’s way,”
a piece of broken plaster falling at her
feet, seemed to whisper; then through
the mind of the lonely woman flashed the
thought—“suicide, will end it all.” She
rai‘sed her head, as though hearkening a
voice, and tremblingly asked, “By what
means?”  Money I have naught of, to
purchase anything towards taking my
life—the luxury of gas in my room, I

have not known in my sister’s house—
though I might; yes, indeed, I might
hang myseif, but with what?” Suddenly
her eyes became riveted on the patch-
work quilt, on her bed. “Ah, the very
thing, but would it hold! it was so very
old, and already threadbare; feverishly,
her hands tested the quilt, but alas! even
this means was denied her. The thread-
bare places gave way to great gaps, with
the slightest strain; but wait. Under
the patchwork cover, appeared a layer of
oilskin; surely a strange fancy, to in-
terline a quilt with such material. But
the lean fingers have torn a hole through
the oilskin—and then—has the woman
suddenly gone mad? She is laughing,
sobbing, praying and weeping, as with
trembling hands, she draws forth bank
note after bank note, from the depths of
the old patchwork quilt. Two thousand
dollars for “the old beggar, who was in
everybody’s way.”

“Where can Priscilla be?” Mrs. Ber-
trand questioned of her daughter at
breakfast, the following morning. For
the first time in a. score of years, the
family drudge, failed to materialize, and
upon investigation it had been found
that her bed had been slept in, but there
was no trace of its occupant, nor the old
patchwork quilt, that had been her only
covering, summer or winter, for many
years.

“For my part, I'm glad she’s gone,”
spoke up the daughter. “Her usefulness
didn’t amount to much, and she was cer-
tainly not ornamental.”

“Yes, but it would be a pretty morsel
of gossip for people hereabouts should
she disgrace us, by committing suicide, ’
answered her mother.

Just then a messenger boy brought a
note which read: “Dear Margaret. Do
not worry about my absence, nor permit
dear Ethel to weep over my departure.
A business call hurried me to New York
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so that I trust you will pardon my not
saying ‘good-bye.” Will write more fully
later, Kisses to. Ethel.
your sister, Priscilla.”

“Business?” Why, whoever dreamed
that poor stupid Priscilla could have
business. And where did she get her
fare? She had not a copper, nor even
its equivalent,” exclaimed Mrs. Bertrand,
after reading aloud the contents of the
note.

“Perhaps someone left her a fortune,”
said Ethel.

“A fortune; why she has no other re-
latives but us, and as for friends, she is
completely destitute of any,” Mrs. Ber-
trand answered.

“The nasty old cat; her kisses to Ethel
indeed. But I always told you, mother,
that you should have insisted upon her
calling me ‘Miss Ethel” Well, I'm glad
to be rid of her; poor relations are a
nuisance.”

After her find, the little old maid, lay
for several hours, coiled up on her bed,
thinking, planning and praying. At day-
break, she arose, and with the patch-
work quilt held closeiy to her throbbing
heart, she crept silently out of her sis-
ter’s house, and mingled with the som-
bre shadows that presaged the approach
of dawn.

“Oh, Spirit of Morn,” Priscilla mur-
mured, as she hurried toward the South
Union station. “I, like you, am creeping
away from night’s shadows, that so long
have encompassed me—into the light of
day that is already flushing my poor old
heart, with its rosy warmth.”

With the patchwork quilt still hugged
closely to her, Priscilla had dozed on the
deck of the FFall River boat, when some-
one in passing, jostled her chair and the
quilt fell from her grasp. She started up
quickly, but was reassured by a sweet-
faced girl, who picked up the quilt, and
restored it to her shaking hands.

“Poor soul, eccentric, no doubt,” Pris-
cilla heard a pitying voice say, as she
shrank back into her corner.

“Eccentric.” It was the very keynote
of her future, that until now had been
vague, Yes, she wouldbecome eccen-
tric, but prosperously so, for to wear the
appellation successfully, she must live,

Affectionately,

and be gowned expensively, or at least,
seemingly so. But they were entering
New York harbor, where the Statue of
Liberty seemed to smile upon the faded
little figure, as Priscilla murmured—
“Liberty for me, for poor me.”

Two weeks since Priscilla left her sis-
ter’s house, and now Mrs. Bertrand could -
scarcely control her excitement, as break-
ing the seal of a fashionably-addressed
envelope, she read the enclosure:

“Dear Margaret,—My time since leav-
ing you, has been so occupied with social
obligations, that this is my first opportun-
ity of communicating with you, as pro-
mised in my note.

“My friend, Mrs. Armitage, insisted
on my remaining over for her week-end
party; then I joined friends at Bar Har-
bor, and here I am, enjoying every mo-
ment to the utmost.

“I expect to return to Boston shortly,
so, will see you very soon. To dear
Ethel and yourself, my most cordial love.

“Affectionately, your sister,

“PRISCILLA.

“Well, of all the mysteries, this is the
greatest,” Mrs. Bertrand exclaimed,
handing the perfumed note to her daugh-
ter.

“It certainly is a swell note, mother,
and to think of poor old ‘Cilley’ having
the courage to pen such words, and in
white ink too, on scarlet paper. She evi-
dently has friends in the smart set, and
see, her envelope is sealed with a crest,
in white. Really, mother, it might be
worth while to exercise a little diplom-
acy towards aunt Priscilla, and procure
an introduction, to those aristocratic
friends of hers.”

“Yes, but she has given no permanent
nor definite address, so we must wait un-
til she writes again. She 1s the sly
minx, to keep silent for so long about
her friends. I only hope it won’t make
her too independent when she returns
home, for, of course, she will return, I
presume.”

The idea of “Old Cilley” being inde-
pendent, amused Ithel greatly, and
laughing at the matter, as though it weie
quite a joke, she passed out of the room,
leaving her mother scanning the seal em-
blazoned on the scarlet envelope. '
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Two days Priscilla spent in bed, after
arriving in New York, to rest the poor
aching bones. Then she frequented the
theatres, producing comedy, to learn
what she had almost forgotten—how to
smile,

She had a masseur wait upon her at
her lodgings, to smoothe away the in-
roads that care liad made upon her face.
For several days she haiinted the parks
listening to the merry pratile of children,
and the seductive voices of nature. Then
began her shopping expeditions, and
gradually was acconiplished the transfoc-
mation of the “brggar who was m
everybody’s way,” intu the eccentric, but
sweet old lady, whom all were anxious to
serve.

The Bertrands had ot quite recovere:
from the surprise occasioned by Priscil-
la’s last message, when unother, and a
greater one greeted them, in the form of
a dozen long stemmied American Bea:ity
roses, for “Dear Ethel,” from aunt Pris-
cilla, and an invitauion tor Mrs. Ber-
trand to lunch with ner sister, the fol-
lowing day, at thc Somerset Hotel.

“Back in Boston, and at the Somerset,”
gasped Mrs. Bertrand. “American
Beauty roses, and irom Galvin's!" ex-
claimed Ethel. Oh. wnother, she must
have found some rich friends—do lunch
with her, and perhaps you may meet the
fairy godmother.”

She had sent up lier card, and was
waiting in a reception room of the Som-
erset, and now the haughty Mrs., Ber-
trand was beginning to regret her ac-
ceptance of Priscilla’s invitation. Sup-
pose that some of her friends should see
her lunching with the little shabby old
woman, she would never forgive herself.

Then there was the frou-frou of silken
skirts, an odor of sweet lavender, and
Margaret’s eyes were riveted on the form
that passed through the door held by a
lackey, who bowed very low before her,
“An aristocrat evidently,” Margaret
mentally ejaculated, as the stately figure
rustled along the corridor, a dainty crea-
tion mn a gown of mauve silk, brocaded
over with silver lillies. She carried a
gold-headed cane that clicked musically
against the marble floor. A pair of smil-
ing blue eyes, beamed from 2 peachy
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face, that was framed by gray silky ring-
lets, and, “oh,” thought Margaret, as the
vision drew nearer, “What an exquisite
collar and revers of real Duchesse lace,
and such a beautiful cameo brooch, while
her bonnet—delightfully antique—but—
Priscilla she fairly screamed as
her sister stood before her, smiling
through the jeweiled lorgnette, suspend-
ded in a hand daintily enveloped in a
black silk mit.

“Priscilla dear, what does it all mean?”
questioned Mrs. Bertrand when she had -
recovered her breath. “Why did you
masquerade so long in old clothes when
you were all the while expecting a for-
tune? For, of course, you have come
into possession of wealth ?”

“Ah, sister mine, I have certainly come
into a good little fortune, or a little good
fortune, which, it matters not, as it over-
took me quite unexpectedly. And, after
all, what is life but a masquerade? We
are too often judged by the domino we
wear; smiles greet the scarlet, frowns
the sombre black. It was my peculiar
fancy to don the black for a while, but
growing weary of the shadows it con-
jured up around me, I tossed it aside,
and behold the world laughs with me,
where it was wont to laugh at me!”

“But you must be very rich; your
gown is exquisite, your style, superb;
and to be domiciled in such expensively
fashionable quarters, certainly bespeaks

wealth. Why, it seems just like a beau-
tiful dream.”

“True, Margaret, but the mind that is
content, is always rich, and my dream
belongs to the scarlet domino. It is such
as follows the nightmare that I discarded
with my black domino. But come, sister,
let us repair to luncheon, and afterwards,
if you will, drive with me in the park.”

“It seems increditable,” said Mrs. Ber-
trand, in relating to Ethel, the events of
the afternoon; “that it can be Priscilla;
she, who was always meekness personi-
fied, and now—well, you must see for
yourself—she assumes the airs and grace
of a duchess, wearing them as though to
the manner born, while the lackeys at the
hotel, bow to her slightest bidding, as
though indeed she were royalty itself.”
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“But where did she get it?
the puzzle. Wouldn’t she teli?”

“No, she laughingly turned my query
aside, and spoke as though she were born
to the purple, insinuating that it was now
her whim to be gay, while her appearing
poor in the past, was her fancy. She is
ravishingly eccentric, her clothes exqui-
sitely rich, and her cameos priceless. She
maintains a carriage too, fashioned after
an old-time coach, but elegant in its ap-
pointments. I have invited her to share
our box at the Hollis to-night, so you
can then judge for yourself, of the won-
derful change wrought in aunt Priscilla
by her accession to wealth.”

Weeks passed and it became quite the
fashion to be seen riding in the park
with the “Duchess,” as she was familiar-
ly termed. She always contrived to have
a young and charming face beside her,
accentuating her own beauty. Ethel now
felt honored when “Dear Aunt Priscilla”
invited her to ride in her coach.

Invitations crowded in on Priscilla, un-
til she rarely knew what it was to eat a
meal at the hotel; but she foresaw that
fads like fortunes, are evanescent, apd
her purse was already losing much of its
bulk.

“Yes,” Mrs. Bertrand was wont to say,
“my sister is slightly eccentric you know,
but so very charming and sweet ; wealthy
too. Well, a trifle peculiar, but my
daughter and I adore her!”

“Old beggar who once had been in
everybody’s way!”

Twelve months had already faded
from the calendar, since Priscilla assert-
ed her independence, and she calculated
mentally how much longer her finances
would cover her expenses. Her small
room on the top floor of the Somerset,
while not expensive, must be paid for;
invitations were not as plentiful as for-
merly, so the cost of her daily supply of
fruit and milk, which she kept outside the
window of her room, became an item of
expenditure ; one meal a day, for appear-
ance sake must be taken in the hotel din-
ing-room, and this was her one extrava-
gance.

“Mother,” exclaimed Ethel, one after-
noon on returning from a reception at
the Vendome, where Priscilla had been

That’s

the guest of honor. “We must coax
aunt Priscilla to visit us for a while
Strangers think it odd that she should
stop at the Somerset, instead of with her
sister, and there is certainly no disguis-
ing the fact that she is the fad of the
hour. Everybody at the reception to-
day was hobnobbing, and handshaking
with her, until I felt quite proud of our
relationship.”

“Yes, I too, think she should make her
home with us, if she can be induced to do
so. With all her wealth, she is a stingy
old cat. The idea of her sending you
only a bunch of violets for a Christmas
gift. But of course we are her only rela-
tives, and naturally she will make you her
heir, so the more she saves, the more she
will have to bequeath to you. It behooves
us to cater to her, for our own gain, SO-
cially, as well as financially ; so tomorrow
I shall urge her to make our home her’s.”

“So sweet and kind of you, Margaret,
but really, you know it suits me admira-
bly here. I am so comfortable and inde-
pendent. Lonely, well a trifle, but I've
grown used to it, so don’t worry. My
carriage too, I simply could not dispense
with. My afternoon rides are so essen-
tial, as tending towards cheerfulness. No,
dear sister, after all, I think I had Dbetter
remain here.” S

“Of course, of course, Priscilla dear, 1
understand fully your feelings in the mat-
ter, but Ethel and I are so anxious to
have you with us that we are ready to
overrule every objection raised. The
spare room shall be painted, papered and
fitted up to suit your exquisite taste.
Your carriage shall be maintained ; and
as for independence, you shall be as free
as air. Now, do come to us. It will
make Ethel and me so happy, that I am
sure you will not deny us the pleasure of
your company under our roof.”

“As you will then, Margaret. If my
presence in your home can further the
happiness of my sister and niece, far be
it from me to deny it to you. My only
means of repaying you, will be the put-
ting forth of every effort to scatter sun-
shine about your home.”

“Dear Priscilla, your charming pre-
sence will be its own sweet reward, and
we desire no other payment.”
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So, the beggar who once was in every-
body’s way, re-entered her sister’s home,
as its favored-inmate to partake of the
best at the table ; to sleep in the remodel-
led guest chamber, and to have at her
command, a carriage, maintained at her
sister’s expense,

Mrs. Bertrand’s Commonwealth Ave.
home, gained in prestige as the residence
of “The Duchess,” as the old lady be-
came known, who was seen riding
through the parks in a fashionable turn-
out, and who always wore such a sweet-
lv charming smile.

An air of luxurious comfort pervaded
the room in which Priscilla was now do-
miciled, in her -sister’s mansion. Her
favorite shade of mauve was in evidence
everywhere, from the lilac-figured paper
on the wall to the velvet carpet, like a
silvery mist with soft purple shadows. A
Polar bearskin gleamed before the
crackling logs in the open grate. Pris-
cilla smiled grimly as she knelt before
the blazing fire. Then she crept soitly to
the attic under the eaves, where rats had
been the only companions of her solitude,
and the cracked mirror had unpityingly
reflected the sorrowful countenance of
the poor old drudge. Now, as she stood
before it, a sweet face from a frame of
silver curls, smiled back at her, and she
turned hastily away, lest it should wit-
ness the tears conjured up by memories

of the old beggar who had been in every-
body’s way.

It was taken for granted in the house-
hold, that Priscilla had in some way,
come into possession of a fortune, but as
she evaded the subject, it was seldom
touched upon. The matter too, of her
Bar Harbor friends, she eschewed, so
that, aiso ceased to be openly spoken of;
and they never guessed that Mrs. Armi-
tage was a myth, Priscilla having mailed
the letter to her sister while on a one
day’s excursion to Bar Harbor.

“Rich, yes, immensely so.” Ethel was
wont to intimate to her friends, “and
with ample means to gratify her many
eccentricities.”

For two years Priscilla graced her sis-
ter’s home, radiating cheerfulness about
her, in return for the favors received.
Then, one night, death crept softly to
her bedside, and extinguished the last
spark of life in the frail body.

Expectation was rife in the breasts of
the Bertrand family, but their disap-
pointment was keen, when in lieu of a
will, a letter from Priscilla was found
containing the statement that she had
privately endowed her favorite charity,
and bequeathing to her sister her cameo
brooch, while dear Ethel was to inherit,
what had been her aunt’s best friend—
“The Patchwork Quilt.”




I'THE EXPIATION
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CHAPTER V.

tion in the dusk of an autumn

evening, and turned his steps in

the direction of an obscure, quiet
street, where he had to pay a call.

More than a year has elapsed since the
disappearance of John Reedham from
the ken of those who had known him.
The few who had not forgotten him
believed him dead.

In Burnham-road, Clapton, remote
from the scene of her former happiness,
Bessie Reedham lived the life of the
solitary and struggling woman in Lon-
don. She had not even the cloak of
widowhood to protect her. She was still
attractive, and looked astonishingly
young; the year, therefore, had not been
without its trials.

Of these trials she did not speak to
any human being, least of all to Lidgate,
though she knew him to be truly her
friend. '

I IDGATE got out at Clapton Sta-

But they did not meet often; they

could not meet often because of that
chance revelation made in the drawing-
room at Norwood, when the blow l}ad
first fallen across Bessie Reedham’s life.

Lidgate bitterly regretted that he had
not been able to keep a better guard upon
himself. There was now a barrier be-
tween them it would be difficult, if not
impossible, to clear away. )

He was going to her now, against
his better judgment, impelled to 1t by a
haunting intuition that she was in trouble
of some sort.

He had no ground for that intuition,
except his own certainty of it. She had
not written to him, or indicated that she
would like him to call. Yet there was
no hesitation in his step as it approached
the familiar house. It was one of a
neat, small, uniform row of small dwell-
ings, much sought after by the newly-
wed of moderate means because of the
pleasant gardens sloping at the back
to the River Lea. It was this very
garden that had attracted Bessie Reed-
ham in her dreary search for a home
suitable to her slender means. They had
allowed her to keep the whole of her
furniture; the more expensive articles
she had sold, and furnished the small
house with the simpler items, and had
made it a home, albeit it was plain and
simple and unpretentious. She had hoped
to make it a home likewise to other
people who would come to her as paying
guests, and be glad, perhaps, to find
something a little higher than the usual
London boarding-house.

Guests had come certainly, but most
of them had proved unsatisfactory, ex-
acting, some of them even dishonest. She
had been disillusioned, and was now
thankful to receive two city clerks who
desired a respectable shelter more than a
home, preferring to find their social en-
vironment outside. Her boy was now at
home with her. In spite of her protesta-
tions, the Luttrells had kept him another
year at Reigate and after the summer
term he had taken a situation in a shop
at Clapton. This was a bitter pill for
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Bessie Reedham to swallow; but the lad
had acted on his own initiative, and she
had deemed it wiser to let him have his
way. But her eye, quickened by love and
anxiety, had discovered that he was not
happy there, that his spirit was being
crushed, and she was almost in despair.

In these dark days her thoughts had
turned naturally to Lidgate, who had
just returned from a three months’ Am-
erican tour.

It is possible that some spirit message
went from her to him, and assured him
that he would not be unwelcome at Clap-
ton.

As he turned in at Burnham-road, he
saw a lad at the opposite corner, and,
though he was greatly grown, he recog-
nised Leslie.

“Hulloa, Leslie, old chap!” The boy
stool still, peering through the dusk, un-
certain of the voice. When he recog-
nised Lidgate he seemed pleased, and

returned the grasp of his hand quite
warmly.

The year had reassured Leslie, and his
jealousy of Lidgate slept.

“I thought you were in America?” he
said bluntly.

“I have only returned a few days. How
are you, my boy?”

“l—oh, I'm quite well,” he replied, but
the falter in his voice seemed to belie his
words. Lidgate detained him a moment,
as he would have passed on to the house,
ashamed, perhaps, of his brief emotion.

“Tell me what it is, lad. I am truly
your friend, if you would only believe
it,” he said, sincerely,

“I didn’t want to show the white
feather,” said the lad bravely. “But I'm
d?fwn on my luck, too. I've been paid
0 .’)

“But it was a poor job, Leslie, and
never good enough ; probably it will come
a blessing in disguise,” said Lidgate
cheerily.

The lad’s face brightened,

“I didn’t think of it like that. Tt was
only the money I thought of ; eight shil-
lings a week isn’t much, is it, but it

helps a good bit, mother says, more than
you’d think.”

Lidgate almost gasped.
Eight shilling a week! What did it
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represent to him—a few boxes of
matches, a copper or a sixpence bestowed
here and there for service rendered, and
not to be taken into account at all.

“How is your mother?” he asked, ab-
ruptly changing the theme,

~“T'm afraid she isn’t very well. It’s
been very hot in London this summer,
and she has only two boarders at pre-
sent. They pay very little; I know she
is worried about the rent.”

“Let’s go in and see her, lad,” said
Lidgate, unable to bear any more.

“In a moment. I’d like to tell you how
I came to get the sack today. I haven’t
done anything very bad, you know, and
the master said he’d never had a sharper
lad. But I was cheeky, I suppose. They
said something about my father when
we were at dinner upstairs, and I got
mad, and hit out; with my tongue, I
mean. [ don’t remember what I said ex-

actly, but I know I could have killed
them.”

Lidgate’s heart was full. The bright,
eager face from which the rounded ful-
ness of boyhood was so rapidly passing,

the troubled eyes, the sensitive mouth, all
appealed.

“Dear lad, you did right, quite right.
Always cherish his memory, he was a
good father to you.”

“His memory, why do you say his
memory 7 he asked sharply. “He’s still
living, we shall see him again one day.
Whatever you or anybody else may say
I am sure of that, and so is mother.”

Lidgate shook his head ; Leslie put his
hand on the gate and pushed it open.
The brief warming of his heart towards
Lidgate passed, and the old distrust re-
turned.

They entered the house, and hearing
two voices, Mrs, Reedham came out.
That she was quite glad to see Lidgate
was evidenced by the pleasure on her
face. She had few, almost no friends
now ; those who thought of her with a
passing pity did not come to tell her they
remembered her, the world at large is
only too anxious to forget those who
have dropped into its byways. :
~ “Mother, I’ve had my tea, I only want
to change and go out for an hour; you
won’t mind now Mr. Lidgate has come,”
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said Leslie, and he saw with an added
bitterness that she did not mind in the
least, nay, that she would be glad to have
some talk with the intruder alone.

He left the house without coming to
the small sitting-room at the back they
had reserved for their own use; his
mother started when she heard the clos-
ing of the outer door.

“Leslie 1s not very happy where he is,
Mr. Lidgate. I wish I could find another
place for him.”

“I will find him something tomorrow,”
replied ILidgate readily. “Personally,
what I should like to do is to take him
to London Wall, but James Currie would
certainly object. There would not be
any trouble with Sir Philip.”

“He has left his situation,” he added,
and in a word explained what had hap-
pened. Her eyes filled with tears.

“He is so loyal to his father’s mem-
ory, it is a perfect passion with him. And
so jealous he is, too, about it. I believe
he would cease to care for me if he
thought I could forget.”

“It is a fine trait, later he will get
more sense of proportion,” abserved Lid-
gate quietly. “I'll do what I can for
him tomorrow, I promise you. And
wherever he may go he will not find the
time he has been in the Clapton shop
lost. It will have taught him to appre-
ciate better things. And now, let us
talk about yourself. You are sadly
changed. You have had a terrible year.”

“Not quite terrible; there have been
gleams of peace,” she said, but her eyes
did not meet his. “How did you like
America?”’

“Oh, it is not new to me, I went as
far as the Argentine,” he added care-
lessly. Her lips parted in breathless in-
terest.

“That is where you thought John
would go. You did not hear anything,
I suppose ?”

“No, I made very full inquiries. Of
course, it is difficult to find a man there,
and he might easily evade recogntion,
but I am nearly certain that he never left
this country.”

“And equally certain that he is dead,
perhaps,” she said in a dispirited voice.

Lidgate made no reply. '

He could not tell her of the visits he
had paid to mortuaries, where unclaimed
and unidentified bodies could be seen,
neither could he say that certain news
of John Reedham’s death would sim-
plify life for a good many people.

“I must go on hoping with Leslie
that something will happen, that things
will be cleared up; though the sort of
life I have been living lately does not
conduce to cheerfulness,” she went on,
after a brief space.

“You have had a terrible year, and
Leslie tells me you have sordid anxiety
now.”

She neither denied nor admitted. Lid-
gate sat forward in his chair and began
to speak rapidly.

“I cannot bear to see you like this, and
there is no reason why I should bear it.
I am, comparatively speaking, a rich
man. [ cannot, even if I would, spend
my money on myself. I have few ties,
none of them binding or obligatory. You
must let me help you for old acquaint-
ance sake, if for no other reason. Try
to think of me as a brother, and let me
order you to leave Clapton.”

He tried to speak with a sort of ban-
tering gaiety and an assumption of nat-
uralness which did not in the least de-
ceive her.

“You have already done too much in
becoming guarantee for my rent. I am
afraid you will have to make that guar-
antee good this time. [ have not been
able to get the money together.”

“For Heaven’s name don’t speak of it. I
can’t bear it. I tell you it is a mere baga-
telle. Don't let it ever be mentioned be-
tween us. DBut honestly, now, do you
think it is any good keeping on this
house, or in pursuing the life which you
admit can’t bring you in a living wage?”

“Can you suggest a substitute for it,
one which would come within the region
of possibility ?’ she asked with a faint
smile. \

“I will think of it. Meanwhile the
first thing is to get something better for
Leslie. Have you ever met Archibald
Currie, Mrs. Reedham ?” :

“Once or twice at Fair Lawn. A de-
lightful man, I thought him, and I often
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said to John it seemed incredible that he
and James could be brothers.”

“Many have had such a thought. It
would be a fine thing for Leslie to get
into his office in New Broad-street. I
shall call there tomorrow morning and
see if he can suggest anything. It is
the sort of thing he would delight to do.
The record of his good deeds in the city
would fill a book.”

- “Thank you very much. I shall in
deed be grateful if you will do that. 1t
would be the making of Leslie. He does
not lack brains, Mr. Lidgate.”

They used to be George and Bessie to
one another in the old days of their
friendship, but in the last year had adopt-
ed by common consent the more formal
address. In Lirgate’s case at least it
was a safeguard.

“I am sure that Leslie has plentv of
brains. He is a bit fiery and impulsive,
and takes strong likes and dislikes. He
does not care much about me for in-
stance.” |

“Oh, I am sure you are mistaken,”
she said, but her colour faintly rose.

“No, I don't think we make mistakes
of that kind, but I understand his feel-
ings, partly at least, and can respect him
for it.” o

She did not ask him to explain, and

when she spoke again it was of a differ-
ent theme. :
- “Miss Wrede came to see me twice
after it ail happened, once just before
I left Norwood and once here. But [
am afraid I was not very cordial to her
when she came last.”

“Don’t you like her? Everybody re-
ports her charming, and Stephen Currie
1s madly in love with her.”
~ “She is very clever and bright I think
and—and dangerously sympathetic. I
did not want to become intimate with
her, Mr. Lidgate, and if she had gone on
coming it must have ended in that.”

"You were quite frank with her,
then ?” ‘

“Yes, I told her' I would prefer that
she did not come, that T should always
be grateful to-her for her sympathy and
would send for her if I were in any spe-
cial trouble.”

- MAnd she understood ?”
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“She quite understood. That is what
1 say, she is dangerously sympathetic;
one would talk too much to her. Tt is
better not to see her.”

“But for you it would have been
good.”

“No, bad, thoroughly bad, and be-
sides I wanted to be detached from all
those who knew me in happier times.
But I cannot conceive of her and Ste-
phen Currie!” :

“I don’t think she encourages him, but
everyone knows of Stephen’s infatuation.
In fact it won’t hide.”

Bessic Reedham sat still a moment,
and then looked him more straightly in
the face than she had yet done.

“Tell me truly. Is the loss so great
as was said at the time John disap-
peared ?”’

“Yes, it was in no way exaggerated.”

“And how was it met?”

“The firm met it,” he replied evad-
ing her straight look.

“Then it is Sir Philip Lowther and
James Currie and you who are actually
out of pocket.”

“Yes, I suppose so, if you put it like
that.”

“And how much?
sum.”

“Why. open up all this painful busi-
ness again?” he asked almost impati-
ently. “It can make no difference now.”

“Oh, yes it can. It will be Leslie’s
debt. He has set it before him as a goal.
Poor boy, it is a dreadful millstone about
his neck, even now, but I believe that it
is a debt he will live to discharge.”

“I hope he will not allow it to trouble
him unduly; to be a millstone as you
describe it,” observed Lidgate, as he rose
to his feet. “Well, I must go, and I
will write to you tomorrow after I have
seen Archibald Currie.” v

“You are very, very good to me,” she
murmured. Lidgate merely shook his
head.

“I have done very little. Good-bye.
You will hear from me tomorrow.”

He left thé house rather abruptly, and
retraced his steps to the station in doubt
whether the visit had been a success.
At least it had stayed the longing he had
had to see her once more, and convinced

Tell me the exact

b
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him, if he needed any convincing, that
he had not forgotten her in the smallest
degree. She was ten thousand times
more attractive to him now in her pov-
erty and loneliness than she had ever
been in the days of her happiest fortune.

He ‘reached his chambers in the Al-
bany half an hour late for dinner, a most
unusual occurrence in his methodical,
well-ordered life. His valet, Grimston,
regarded him with a furtive anxiety as
he waited on him, fully conscious that
something ailed his master. He ate spar-
ingly that evening, and had very few
remarks to make. Grimston saw that
he was preoccupied, and full of serious
thought, and began to fear that further
business troubles might be .looming
ahead. Grimston had proved, even in
his uneventful life, that misfortunes come
not as single spies, but in battalions.

The real trend of his master’s thoughts
would have surprised and dismayed him
had they suddenly been revealed. Grim-
ston’s fears regarding the amenity of
that comfortable bachelor establishment
had not received any shocks for a long
time, and he had arrived at the definite
conclusion that Lidgate was not a mar-
rying man,

He went out immediately after he had
drunk his coffee, lighting a favourite
cigar as he left the house. In the street
he hailed the first hansom, and gave the
address of Hyde Park-square, where he
arrived soon after nine o’clock. He was
not on terms of sufficient intimacy with
Archibald Currie to warrant dropping in
of an evening for a friendly visit, but
he knew enough of the man to feel as-
sured at least that it would not be re-
sented, and that the nature of his errand
would be sufficient to justify a departure
from the usual routine. In the day time
they were both busy men with their time
fully occupied, and a quiet half hour
at night would be infinitely better for ar-
ranging something concerning the future
of Reedham’s son.

Mr. Currie was at home, the butler
informed him, but engaged for a few
moments. Would he step in? As Lid-
gate put his hat down in the inner hall
the door of a room at the further side
suddenly opened, and Katherine Wrede
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appeared. She started a little at the
sight of Lidgate, and, then recognising
him, came forward with a ready smile.
“Mr. Lidgate, isn’t 'it? You wish to
see my uncle? He is engaged for a few
moments. Will you come in here ?”

Lidgate thanked her with his pleasant
smile, and followed her into the room
she had just left; once the morning-
room, but which Katherine had convert-
ed into a small drawing-room, where she
sat a great deal. The big double draw-
ing-room on the first floor was now sel-
dom used, except on the occasion of the
large and rather stately dinner parties
which Archibald Currie gave once or
twice in the course of a year.

“We have not met for a very long
time, Mr. Lidgate,” she said. “Did I
hear from someone that you had been
to America, or have I dreamed it?”

“You heard aright; I have only just
returned—Ilast Saturday, in fact.”

“You had a pleasant voyage, I hope.
My uncle won’t be long. He is engaged
with a gentleman from the office. He
dined with us this evening, and they have
had a little private matter to discuss.
They may be back here again. Has the
man taken your name to uncle, I won-
der?” '

“It doesn’t matter,” said Lidgate
quickly. “I shall be very glad of an op-
portunity to talk to you. You might
even be interested in the matter about
which I have come tonight.”

He could not help admiring her as she
sat under the soft shade of the lamp,
the delicate light faliing on her beauti-
ful face and giving wonderful sheen and
richness to the folds of her brown velvet
gown. It was a very simply-made gown,
all straight lines and folds, but it ha
true artistic effect. :

“I am sure I shall, if it interests you,
Tell me about it.”

“I have been this evening to see Mrs.
Reedham—you know who I mean?”

Her face instantly assumed an expres-
sion of the deepest interest.

“Mrs. Reeham—why, yes, of course.
Tell me about her, all about her, at once.
I would like to go to see her sometimes,
but—but she told me quite frankly it
would be better not; and when she said
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it, from her point of view, it really
seemed better. But I often think about
her. How is she getting on?”

“Not well,” he answered without hesi-
tation. “It is a frightfully sad case, and
a case which it is difficult, if not impos-
sible, to help.”

“Is—is she in need of any kind?” she
inquired, with a wistful, eager note in
her voice. “It is dreadful to associate
her with such a question; but you know
how I, and a great many other people,
feei about her, and how terrible it is to
stand by and do nothing.”

“I quite understand. She has had a
very bad year. She has had boarders at
her house in Clapton, but she is not the
sort of woman to make such a business
pay. She gives them too much for their
money. [ am afraid she is very poor. I
wished to talk over her affairs with Mr.
Currie, if he would give me a few min-
utes of his time. If he would take the
boy and give him a helping hand, that
would mean everything to them. I would
take him myself at London Wall, but,
as you know, I am only a junior partner,
and I would not dare to suggest it.”

“Don’t I know it?” she said, with a
little grimace. “It is a very sad case,
hedged about with every conceivable
kind of difficulty and hardship. She is
so tmmocent and so sweet. It is hard
how the innocent have to suffer in this
world.  The injustice of it all often
stings me.”

Her voice quickened, and her eyes
were full of eloquent feeling.

"1 am so glad you have come to Uncle
Archie. He will think of some way.
Fe always does. At Christmas he sent
her twenty pounds anonymously, and he
has sometimes spoken about lher. But
when I saw her she was doing well with
her boarders, and she told me quite
frankly she was not in need of anything,
except to be left alone to live her own
life.” :

Lidgate nodded.

“She told me that tonight—I mean
what had passed between you—but I
think she may have regretted it. She
is very lonely now, it is casy to see.”

“Then I will go again. T should like
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to go tomorrow, perhaps,” said Kather
ine eagerly,

“I would wait a little,” he counselled.
“At least till we have settled something
between us. You understand how more
than willing I am to help her, only in
my case it 1s even more difficult than in
yours.”

“I can see that. You were very inti-
mate with John Reedham, were you
not not?” .

“We were like brothers once. We
lodged together in our young manhood

for seven years, and—and we both loved
the same woman.”

The words were out before he could
keep them back, and though his face
flushed a little, he was conscious of a
sudden and sweet relief.

Of one thing, at least, he could be
sure that Katherine Wrede would not
misunderstand. She possessed in a very
rare degree the gift of sympathetic in-
tuition, which so often dispenses with the
need for words, ,

“Oh, how you interest me!” she said,
leaning forward with a soft beautiful
light in her eyes. “And yet how ter-
ribly sad it all is! I have never under-
stood how a man like Reedham could
go wrong. He had everything to keep

him right. Has the mystery ever been
cleared up ?”

He shook his head. .

“It will never be now, I fear.”

The significance of his words were not
lost upon her.

“You believe that he committed sui-
cide,” she said with parted lips.

He nodded.

“In my own mind I have not the
slightest doubt of it. How else could he
have eluded the vigilance of the police ?”
) “It has been done,” she suggested.
One night Major Polock, from Scot-
land Yard was dining here, and it made
me quite creepy to hear him talking
about the number of mysterious disap-
pearances there are in London. Men,
and women too, simply fall out, and are
heard of no more. They go out from
their homes in the morning apparently
m good health and spirits, and without
any pressing cares, and they never come

back.”
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“They have ulterior motives, I should
say, in every case. They leave London
and hide themselves in other countries.”

“The Major says not. He says more
than half create new personalities, new
careers, new environments for them-
selves, in fact, become different people.”

Lidgate did not seem credulous.

“Such a course would not have been
possible to poor Reedham. I am forced
to the conclusion that there were wheels
within wheels, a portion of his life that
we never suspected. And I am certain
as certain as one can be of anything for
which there is no ocular proof, that he
is dead.”

“It would be better so, perhaps, and
one day in the future you may perhaps
comfort his poor wife.”

“I would marry her now, Miss Wrede,
but I dare not ask her. She is still
absolutely devoted to his memory.”

“Ah, but one cannot live forever on
memory,” she reminded him. “I do hope
it may come to pass. You have been so
truly a friend to her, you deserve happi-
ness. And I shall always be glad that I
have known this.”

“I had no intention of telling you. I
betrayed myself because you are so sym-

pathetic. I have not yet ceased wonder-
ing at myself.”

She smiled, and at the moment held
up a warning finger.

“Hark, I hear them coming out of the
library.”

At the moment the drawing-room door
opened and Archibald Currie, a fine and
picturesque figure in his velvet coat ap-
peared. He nodded pleasantly to Lid-
gate.

“I shall be with you in a moment, Mr.
Lidgate. Charlton is going. Katherine,
come and bid him good-night.”

They left the door ajar, and Lidgate
could see out into the spacious hall. The
man they called Charlton stood under the
hall lamp, a figure of ease and grace.
His clean-shaven face showed clear cut as
a cameo against the bright light. It was
not famaliar to Lidgate, yet somehow it
interested him deeply. As Charlton turn-
ed to bid Miss Wrede good-night, he
glanced back and saw Lidgate where he
stood before the fireplace in the inner
room. He turned away with such sharp-
ness that Katherine Wrede was surprised.
Almost before the door closed upon him
he took out his handkerchief to wipe the
cold sweat drops from his brow.

(To be continued.)

The Last Fight of the Tennessee

Patrick Vaux

on the sunny morning of August 5,

1864, a most amazing spectacle was

to be witnessed. A single Confed-
erate man-of-war, the Tennessee, was
moving out from under the shelter of
the guns of Fort Morgan to attack the
Federal fleet of three heavily-armed mon-
itors and fourteen wooden ships of war,
their crews already flushed with victory.
The clatter of projectiles against the ar-
mor of the Tennessee was to mark a
contest as homeric and desperate, if

IN MOBILE BAY, ten minutes to nine

not as deadly in.effect as the Revenge’s
great and glorious fight against the Span-
ish fleet off Flores in the Azores, 1591:
It was to be that the Confederate sur-
rendered only when nothing was left to
her either for defence or flight.
Between 7 and 8:30 o’clock that morn-
ing, Admiral Farragut, that master of
war on the waters, had at last taken his
fleet up the Main Ship Channel into Mo-
bile Bay, over fields of torpedo and sub-
marine mines and past the terrible bat-
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teries of Fort Morgan with its thick pall
of multi-colored smoke.

“D—n the torpedoes!” he had cried,
amid the terrific crashing. “D—n the
torpedoes! Go ahead. Four bells. (The
engineroom signal for full speed ahead.)
He was to see a few seconds later, when
his retreat was impracticable, one of his
monitors, the Tecumseh, sent bow first
to the bottom by an exploding mine.

“Everything has a weak spot, and the
first thing I try to do is to find out where
it is, and pitch into it with the biggest
shot or shell that I have, and repeat the
dose till it operates;” This is the con-
fession of faith stated by the great Ad-
miral just prior to the attack. Yet, not
only could he state a principle, but he
could enforce a way of doing things. His
finest feat was at Mobile Bay on Sta.
Cruz de Tenerifo, 1657.

It was against him, then, one of the
three great admirals of the modern navy
and backed with the concentrated
strength of the Northern fleet, that Ad-
miral Buchanan was throwing himself,
so heroically, so regardiess of conse-
quences.

Buchanan, wounded when command-
ing the Merrimac in her first engage-
ment—>March  8th, 1862,—when she
slaughtered the frigates-Cumberland and
Congress—was an officer full of pluck
and audacity ; was much of the very man
to lead a forlorn hope. What he decided
to do, he did with all his will. There
was no half measures with him. Yet he
was only too apt to put down his head,
and blind with Krieglust smash reckless-
ly into the enemy. Had he kept in shal-
low waters, and attacked the Federals’
wooden ships at long range he would
have effected much and inevitable des-
truction, the monitors with their heavier
draught and short range smoothbores,
then being unable to get at him. But
like to a berserker of old he had taken
his fate into his hands.

The build of his ramshackle ironclad
was on the lines of the Merrimac. Like
her, she steered badly, was propelled by
cranky, paralytic engines doing barely
6 knots; and was manned with 138 of a
complement ; raw, untrained in naval effi-
ciency. Yet steadily, valiantly, was she
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now steaming across the smooth waters
of Mobile Bay to fight a force twenty-
five times her strength.

Behind her gun-port shutters of 3-inch
iron, alert gun-captains stood ready to
click the defective primers of six rifled
cannon, two 7.12-inch 100-pounders,
mounted forward and aft, and two 6.4-
inch g5-pounders on each broadside. Gun
squads held themselves braced and taut
in body for instant duty. Dehind her §
to 8-inch armoured sides was as brave a
crew as ever got scourged by resentful
nerves.

In the plated pilot-house of her,
Buchanan had noted the enemy hurriedly
getting under way again. Attack the
ram, not only with your guns but bows,
at full speed, had been Farragut’s signal
to his ships. His surgeon he had sent
over to monitors moored some distance
away, with instructions for them to move
in to the attack.

About 9:30 a. m. the U. S. Mononga-
hela opened the last naval fight of the
Southern Confederation. At full speed
she rammed the clumsy ironclad, fair
amidships on her starboard side. On
board the Tennessee lurching port-shut-
ters slid open and rifled guns bellowed
forth their deadly missles, The broad-
side of the Federal, discharged at right
angles, pattered like to hail against the
thick plating of the undamaged Confed-

erate. Suddenly the thundering Mon-
ongahela swung away.

To port, the Lackawanna was charg-
ing down. She smashed against the port
quarter of the Tennessee, but failed to
hurt her; slowly came round and for a
few minutes lay alongside, keeping up
a hot musketry fire on the enemy’s gun-
ports, and hammering out with the only
9-inch gun available. One of the Ten-
nessee’s port shutters was beaten in by
the continuous rain of shot. Its iron
splinters harrowed the adjoining gun
crews, flaying the flesh, and lodging deep
in wincing bodies. The ironclad’s shell
burst inside the Lackawanna with dis-
astrous effect, the redhot fragments firing
the shattered wood. Yet the Northerners
served their guns coolly. One of them
giving ear to scurrilous speech, flung at
them, picked up a holystone—the first
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thing handy—and slinging it through
the Confederate’s open gun-port, smote
him into silence.

But a sterner foe, Farragut, in the
wooden-walled Hartford, was now bear-
ing down, and Admiral sought Admiral.
Bow-on, the two antagonists tramped to-
ward each other, both intending to ram.
Nearer the bellicose vessels swept. Sud-
denly the Tennessee swerved, fearing to
be dragged down by the rammed battle-
ship; gusty mouthed men breathed easier
and plied their mighty guns. The
Union’s flagship ground along her side,
9-inch missles hopping off her plating.
Well it was for the Tennessee her sides
were thick, for the primers of all her
guns save one, had missed fire. The
crew of the flagship heard the harmless
clickings.

It was now the infuriate Lackawanna,
having circled round, bungled her steer-
ing and collided against the Hartford’s
starboard side. Indignantly the flagship
talked to her: “For God’s sake, get out
of our way, and anchor,” and plunging
ahead at full speed again made to ram
the enemy.

Intrepidly the Confederates awaited
her onset for the stability and strength of
the ironclad had calmed feverish men.
Soon the prickling blood of fury and
desperate action was to enflame their
louring faces, for the monitors at last
were closing in, slowly, deliberately as if
sure of their prey. It was now to be ar-
motred vessel against armoured—a con-
test for which the South was ineffective-
ly furnished compared with the North
and her trained naval personnel.

On board the Tennessee there was es-
pied a hideous looking monster creeping
up on our port side, where a slowly re-
volving turret revealed the cavernous
depths of a mammoth gun. Throughout
the Confederate’s casemate rang the or-
der, “Stand clear of the port side.” One
moment later, a deafening detonation
thundered out, a burst of thick sulphur-
ous smoke seethed against the port gun
shutters of the Tennessee, and ,the.16-
inch shot of the Manhattan’s pierced iron
plate and wooden packing. But the huge
projectile stuck in the side of the enemy,
her inside nettings caught the splinters,
and no casuaities resulted. '

Then the Confederate’s great guns be-

gan to splutter madly, chaotically, and
the besmutched faces of her swaying
gunners assumed rigid lines, for now the
guns of the other monitors, Winnebago
and Chickasaw, were thwacking out at
them. A far-spreading drift of smoke
settled down, splashed crimson and or-
ange by fire from the great guns. Amid
their stunning, interminable roaring the
Tennessee was reeling and shaking and
staggering, for the Winnebago and Chi-
ckasaw were pounding with square-head-
ed, steel bolts at the after part of her
casement, starting the armour, and shoot-
ing away her steering tackle. Her fun-
nel was carried away, short within the
casemate amidships, and smoke poured
into the confined battery, coil upon coil,
dense, stiffling, intolerably hot. One gun
became disabled, and three port-shutters
got jammed in their sides. Still black-
bodied men cursing, grunting, gasping in
that unbearable atmosphere, strove to
work their guns. If obduracy and effort
ever won a fight, the Confederates had
been victorious that morning.

An effort was made to clear away the
porthole shutters. One of the engine-
room staff, with intrepidity hardly ever
equalled, leant himself against the side of
the casemate, and began hammering the
pins out of the jammed lids. It was just
outside where he was working, that a
projectile hit the plating and caused such
a tremendous concussion that he was
scattered piecemeal, over the grimy deck.

The Confederate flagship was heipless.
She was an inert hulk of old iron now.
Her Admiral was lying below, severely
wounded. She could neither fire a gun,
nor manoeuvre, ram or do any further
damage whatever; yet for twenty min-
utes more she faced the fire from the
monitors, that were most energetically
battering her frames apart. Then, with
Buchanan’s consent, the white flag was
shoved up into the air through the case-
mate grating, but not being observed by
the enemy, had to be waved by Captain
Johnson from her upper deck, a very
hurricane of missles whistling about him.

Close on 10 o’clock it was when the
Federal flag was hoisted on board the
Tennessee. The last note of the South’s
marine had been sounded. April 7th,
1865. dates the collapse on iand of the
resistance of the Southern Confederation..



The Shadow of a Great Mistake

Isabel Macdonald

looked at the remainder of that

haif bag of flour. She could have

made two more pies, but the drip-
ping was done and there was only enough
butter in the cellar to last till the next
churning. She had hoped that the thrash-
ers would have finished that last stack of
wheat in time to get over to Cummin’s
for their supper, but it was five o’clock
now and they stopped at six.

She knew the men would grumble, but
old Burrows was angry and objected to
their being too well fed. They were a
“damned lazy lot,” he said, and Effie
was to blame for their “loafin’ around so
long.” His thrashing had not been done
in the stipulated time. There had been
a slight fall of snow one day and the
stacks got damp, then something had
gone wrong with the engine and there
was another half-day of idleness. Joe
Wilkins was running the engine and the
old man had given him a blowing up
about it. '

At half-past five Effie peeped out of
the kitchen window to see if the men
were finished at the stacks. She saw
Joe Wilkins break off from a group
standing by the engine and come toward
the house. She wondered what brought
him—perhaps he had something to say
to Burrows—but no, that could not be,
for yonder was the old man himself,
walking back and forth by the granary.
She put on a clean aporn and fluffed out
her hair a bit—it was a red gold that
shone in the sunlight, setting off her pale,
clear skin to advantage.

“Ah, Miss Miller, I guess you thought
yow'd got rid of me and jolly glad of it,
I reckon, but here I am back again in
spite of fate.” )

“Oh, Mr. Wilkins, what have you done
to your finger ?”

“Just chopped it off, but not quite. I'd
just like to wash my hand and wrap it
up a bit.”

EFFIE’S heart misgave her as she

She had disappeared ere the words
were out of his mouth to fly back with a
basin of warm water, a piece of white
cotton, scissors and thread.

“I wouldn’t mind having you always
when accidents happen,” the young man
said softly, as he felt the soothing touch
of her deft fingers binding up his maimed
hand. Her face was bent a little lower
over her task as she replied, “I reckon
you weren’t coming up to the house again
if this hadn’t happened.”

“Eh? What's that you say? Well I
guess if I hadn’t been coming back to-
day or to-morrow, I'd have been the day
after.”

“Ha, ha, Mr. Wilkins, do you think I
believe you?”

“Honest, I mean what I say. I am
coming around with the cutter some of
these days when the first fall of snow
comes. You'll come with me for a drive,
won’t you?”

“Oh, Mr. Wilkins, but you are not
coming just for me, are you?”

“Sure. Won't the old lady let you go?”

“Yes, I suppose so, but—it’s very kind
of you, but, there must be someone else
you'd like to take, is there not?”

“Well, not that I know of, and if there
is, they’ll just have to be kind of self-
sacrificing for a while,” Joe replied, with
a merry light in his eyes.

The drive came off all right. It was
the first time Effie had ever been in a
cutter and to her intoxicated senses, the
sweet tingling air, the rhythm of sound
and sight and motion over the beautiful
snowy ground seemed like a dream of
heaven. Joe drove past his own place,
“just to let her see the shack.” It wasa
snug, cosy log house of three apartments,
well plastered and neatly finished inside.
~ Having inspected the premises, includ-
ing the sod roofed stable and the straw
stacks, where Joe’s ten head of cattle
were feeding, they drove back across his
east quarter-section, “a fine hit of land,”
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as he said, which would yield good crops
when he got it broken. .

Effie was not surprised when they
drove up the banks of the ravine, where
the horses had to walk and the bells soft-
ened from a merry jingle to an intermit-
tent melody, that Joe should slip her hand
into his beneath the buffaio robes and, as
he searched her fair little childlike face,
make the old request that is fraught with
all' the tremulous hope and desire of
which the human heart is capable.

And Effie! Was it mistrust of her own
heart or some memory of the past that
made her face grow strangely pale and
the little hand tremble so within his. No,
she did not say “yes,” but Joe was to
understand that they might still be
friends. She knew his pride was wound-
ed, though, and that vague misgivings
would stir within his heart; he would
think he had been too hasty or that one
of the other feliows had got within the
sanctuary of her affections before him.
For Dan Skimming had made bold to
show Effie that he was smitten since the
first day of the thrashing. He had boast-
ed to her that his team were the best in
the neighborhood, and that he was going
to put up a frame house in the spring.

“You ’er coming in?” she said as they
drew up in front of the Burrow’s house.

“No, thank you; I have to go home
and fan some wheat now. I am taking a
load into town to-morrow.”

The blue grey yes looked up into his
with a wistful, yearning expression, but
her lips refused to plead their cause. She
knew that Joe was angry with himself
and with her as he turned the team and
drove home. She watched him drive
down the road, then she went into the
house and up to her own room to sit
there a long time dry-eyed and tearless,
with her little pale face buried in her
hands—only a deep drawn sigh now and
then as if striving to lift the dead weight
of her own heart.

It was old Mrs. Burrows who man-
aged it—how, it would be difficult to
teil. But the old lady had a shrewd
knowledge of the world together with a
certain spontaneous kindness of hear.t,
though not over-burdened with senti-
ment, and she had taken to Effie from
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the first day she came to the farm as
a hired girl, ‘

“They’re just the very fit for each
other and there that girl is wastin’ her
life mopin’ and sighin’ all the day when
she might make a decent match and
have a bit home of her own. Say Father,
can’t ye get Joe over here on some pre-
text or other?”

The old man wasn’t paying any atten-
tion to her just then, but suddenly he
took his pipe out of his mouth and look-
ed round at his wife, “What’s that ye
were saying Mother ?”’

The old couple had once had a little
daughter who had died from want of
proper medical skill in the hard early
days. It was away in those dim and
misty years that are never to be recalled,
but “Father” and “Mother” they had al-
ways been to each other since then.

“Bring Joe over here? Ay ther’s the
new well to crib—he might gi’'me a help-
in’ hand wi’ it.”

Joe had been reluctant to come. Effie
knew why and she secretly feared for
them both, knowing that Joe’s embar-
rassment would be as great as her own
should Mrs. Burrows “walk into him”
as she threatened to do. Her fears were
realized as she listened behind the kitchen
door the first day he came to assist with
the well. It was after dinner and Joe
had sat down by the fire to have a quiet
smoke, unsuspicious of the old lady’s con-
fidential mood.

“See here Joe Wilkins, I was jes say-
in’ to Father the other day, what’s the
use o’ folk spoilin’ life a’ for a bit non-
sense. The old man turned on me and
says, “Mind yer own business, woman,
and let them be,” but I says to him, says
I, ‘No, that’s not my way. Ye mind how
I asked you a straight question and you
had to say as what ye meant by comin’
over home an’ sittin’ aside the stove every
night. Bill Slocum had done it for a
year an’ it was that awkward; I never
could git the kettle off the stove or open
the oven door when I was in a hurry.
An’ then first thing as I knew he’s taken
up with Kate McGee and married her in
three months. So I just says to myself,
kin’ o’ knowin’ like, I'll have no foolin’
from Jim Burrows’—and that was how
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we came together. But Effie hasn’t the
grit—she’s only a lassie, ye know, an’
ve musn’t mind her being a bit shy, Joe.
Ye're the very fit for each other, as I
said to the Old Man, Effie can milk and
bake and churn good’s the whole bunch
o’ them Morton girls. She’s a ketch for
any iad, an’ Dan Skimming’s runnin’ it
pretty close with you Joe. He'd be for
drivin’ round here every night if the Old
Man didn't let him know as he grudged
the hay for his team.”

Effie felt that Mrs. Burrows’ well-
meant advice would be enough to
frighten Joe away forever, and from a
casual remark he let slip that night she
suspected that he intended to skip clear
of the well cribbing before it was finish-
ed. On the second morning, however,
when they started work he had the mis-
fortune to lose his footing on the slip-
pery, ice-sheeted edge of the well and
fail in, resulting in a broken ankle and
verv nearly costing him his life

Joe was carefully tended in the days
that followed—a doctor was brought
from town and with Effie’s skill at nurs-
g the ankle soon healed. He was low

spirited, however, and prostested that he -

must go home for this was a time when
be could not afford to be idle; he had
only sold one load of wheat and the rest
was not cleaned yet, and there would
soon be a slump in the elevators. But
Effie laughed and chatted like a light-
hearted child, though sometimes there
was a pensive sadness in her eyes when
absorbed in thought. '

Six weeks elapsed after Joe went home
before the Burrows household saw any
more of him. Effie used to watch for
the light in his shanty at night. It could
be seen by standing at the west end of the
stable, and she knew just when he had
finished the chores in the evening and
went into e house to light up. She

wondered if he felt lonely and what he
had for his supper.

Dan Skimming still persisted in mak-
ing his presence familiar at the farm.
But two nights before the ball at Walk-
er’'s, Joe put in an appearance again.
Iffie was preparing supper and Dan was
sitting with his feet up on the front of
the stove. When Effie opened the door
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for him, Joe walked in with an uncon-
cerned expression, which was evidently
assumed, for Effie knew of the antipathy
between them, and she could see that the
presence of the other man would be like
a wet bianket on Joe’s spirits, whenever
he entered the house. Yet it was not her
fault that Dan was loafing about, for he
was pretty thick-skinned, and it took
more than a gentle innuendo to let that
gentleman know that his company was
unwelcome.

“Do you suppose I could borrow half-
a-dozen bags off the old man?”’ Joe asked
in an abstract, indolent tone as he warm-
ed his hands before the fire.

“Sure—I1 just patched some old ones
yesterday for the men, and they said this
morning they would not need them now,
as they’ve got the grain all busheled,”
Effie answered, assumimng that the ques-
tion was addressed to her. “Yes going
to put up the horse, Mr. Wilkins,” she
added, glancing out of the window.

“Well, I don’t know,” Joe replied with
a displomatic attempt to veil his motives,
“Perhaps I might, though,” and with as-
sumed indifference, as if acting on second
thoughts, he swung out of the house.

“Mr. Wilkins—]Joe!” she said softly,
as she came out after him with a shawl
thrown over her shoulders; “there is’nt
room in the stable for your pony. Skim-
ming has his team in, but couldn’t you—"
She thought for a moment as if devising
a means to detain him.

“Well, T guess, you see, Effie, I
thought as you might come with me to
the dance over to Walker's to-night—we
could start right off, ye know.”

“Oh, Mr. Wilkins !”

“Will you come, or not?” There was
ﬁrn.mess, even a rough note in Joe’s
.voice.

“Yes, I think I might,” the words came
forth in a tremulous whisper, but his
alert ear caught the answer.

Then Effie ran in and Joe led the horse
round to the sheltered side of the house,
and threw one of the fur rugs over it, for -
protection.

There were plenty of gossiping tongues
in the neighborhood to spread the news
far and wide that Joe Wilkins had taken
Effie Miller ta the dance; the truthful
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facts soon dwindled into dreamy fiction,
and ere a week had elapsed since the
night of festivities at Walker’s, the news
was scattered broadcast over the country
side that Joe and Effie were engaged.
Perhaps Mrs. Burrows had a hand in it,
seeing that her mind was set on the
match, but be that as it may, the young
people did not appear to resent it, fur-
ther than a casual contradiction on Joe's
part, when questioned directly upon the
subject by Bill Morris. But he muttered
to himself immediately after that “folk
needn’t ask such personal things as a fel-
low has a right to keep to himself.”

The upshot of it was that one crisp
bright day, the week before Christmas,
Joe and Effie drove over to River Bank,
and got the Rev. McVane to marry them.
They were settled down in their own
snug little home for at least five days be-
fore the startled neighborhood knew what
had happened.

But it was not always a safe thing to
disappoint the local gossips of what they
considered their legal prey, and Effie, by
doing so, merited their displeasure to
such an extent that all that winter vindic-
tive little tales were circulated about her
housekeeping, her husband and even her
own family connections, of which they
knew nothing, but had, on this account,
all the more room for speculation.

Joe and Effie, however, lived happily
indifferent to all such warring winds
without, sheltered and content within
their own snug little log house, with its
white plastered walls, its polished stove,
uncurtained windows and ornate rag car-
pets on the floor, the art of making which
Effie had learned from motherly old Mrs.
Burrows.

Of a winter’s night, when the wind
howled outside and the snow drifted in
eddying wreaths up against the shack,
Joe would come in from doing the chores
and sitting down in front of the stove
with his chair tilted back and his feet
stuck up before the blazing fire, would
light his pipe and sit there with a smile
of meditative contentment on his face.

It gave Effie a loving satisfaction to see
him thus, and yet deep down in her heart
it strengthened the pain of that dreadful
doubt and uncertainty, which against all
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the temptations of a happy home, had
held her back so long from marrying
Joe. She sometimes stopped, conscience
stricken, to wonder if some horrible pun-
ishment would not be meted out to her in
payment of her injustice to him, for that
portion of her life which she had held
back from him.

One day in earl yspring, when Joe had
just commenced the harrowing, and after
a hard morning’s work was watering the
horses at the well, the dog suddenly Hiew
down the road, barking furiously. Rover
had an inveterate hatred of strangers,
and could scent them a mile away. Effie
looked out of the window and her eyes
followed the resentful old collie; she
could see a man crossing the field of last
year’s breaking, that bordered on Bill
Morris’s homestead. The man was evi-
dently a stranger, else he would not have
got off the trail. Joe was watching him,
too, and waved to him how to get round
the slough, after mounting the fence.

Something in the man’s appearance, as
he drew nearer awakened an unpleasant
apprehension in Effie’s mind. She tried
to persuade herself that she had not seen
him before, but her fears grew into cer-
tainty as the man approached. She re-
cognized the battered felt hat, and who
else but Sam .Petrie could have that
slouching gait. He had once been shot
in a saloon brawl, and his left leg was
stiff. [Effie leaned against the window, a
chill dread at her heart and her mind
stunned into inaction. She had once
feared Petrie, but now it was a feeling of
bitter hatred that took possession of her.
How had he dared to come here with the
villainous purpose of ruining her happi-
ness.

Joe was hospitable, and was sure to in-
vite him in. Through the open door she
could hear their conversation.

“Fine day,” the stranger said, slouch-
ing up with his hands in his pockets.
“Gettin’ a bit like spring now,” he added,
coming to a standstill and glancing up
into the vast azure canopy, where a dark
triangular streak moved northward, in-
dicating a flock of wild geese on their re-
turn flight.

“Ay,” Joe responded, “I reckon ye're
a stranger in these parts?”’



104

“Ye’ve struck it right.”

“Spent the winter here?”

“No, just out—and I'm lookin’ up »
job of some kind. I met a man, as 1
came along the trail, who said as he
thought you might want help for the
spring work, so I supposed there’d be no
harm in trying you.”

“Umph,” Joe was doubtful that any of
his neighbors would have made such a
suggestion, knowing that he never hired
help except at thrashing time. “Well, ye
see it's like this, a fellow like me wants to
do his own work, if he can. It's more
saving.”

“Wouldn’t you want a helpin’ hand
with the harrowing, just for a week or
two? I've done a bit o’ harrowing on a
farm down eat, for a few days, before I
came up here,” the other responded.

“Have you walked all the way from
town? Come in and have a bite of din-
ner with us.” '

Was it possible he did not know of her
whereabouts, Effie asked herself. That
he had only come here by chance ? They
had gone down to the stable with the
horses and she could think a bit. The
table was set and the dinner was cooking
on the fire. She could avoid detection by
feigning illness, knowing that her white
face and shaken nerves would carry out

the deception, and Joe could attend to
the visitor himself.

Shutting herself into the bedroom she
revolved in her mind all possible means
of escape from the cruel humiliation
which she felt to be inevitably facing
her. Like a person in the desperate
throes ot drowning, the whole panorama
of ber past life was flashed before her
with a painful knowledge that all was
about to be lost.

The men entered the house and sat
down. There was silence for a few
minutes, and then she heard Joe apolo-
gizing for her absence.

“I guess the wife was not expecting
visitors, or maybe she is out feeding the
chickens. But sit in to the fire and
warm yourself, while I go and hunt up
the Misses.” Joe, acting on first thought,
was Just going out of the house when

he heard his wife's voice feebly calling
him from the next room.
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“Why, what’s the matter, Effie? You
look as white’s a ghost. You've had a
faint, eh? What’s come over ye, lass?

“I got a fright when I saw you coming
in with that ugly looking man,” she re-
plied, her large blue eyes speaking the
truth of it like a child.

To this Joe laughed incredulously. “I
reckon he aint an old lover o’ yours, eh?
He’s from the other side and seems a
sort o’ decent chap—he wants some work
badly, and I've kind of half promised to
give him something to do. What’s wrong
Effie. Why do you look at me like
that?

For answer Effie only gave a hysteri-
cal laugh. She was half reclining on the
bed with tear-stained cheeks and a woe-

begone expression Joe had never seen
before.

“I wonder that you don’t know better
than to waste yer pity on the scum o
the earth, Joe—ye'll find him like all the
others—a lazy good-for-nothing.”

“Well, it's this way, Effie, I don’t ex-
actly need him, but I like to give a fel-
low a helping hand now and then.” But
Effie’s face hardened.

“I wouldn’t have brought him into the
house if I'd a been you—he’s such a ruf-
fian like—I saw him through the win.
dow.”

“Well, I guess I'll have to get hin:
some grub anyhow. Where do you keep
things ?” '

Effie gave him directions about the
dinner and soon she heard the men pull
ing in their chairs to the table.

“Ye're fixed up kin’ o’ snug here, ain't
ye'  Just late married I expect.”

“Ay, that’s s0,” Joe responded phleg-
matically.

“Umph! Things go kin’ o’ smooth
for a while,” Petrie’s voice had an aud-
ible sneer in it,

“You speak a bit sarcastic. Ever tried

it yourself?” Joe answered with an at-
tempted civility.

“Waal, T reckon so.
away.”

“Oh, you were kind of broken up
about it and came out here, eh?”

“That’s about it. I'm looking for her.”

“Then she came to this country too?
I’d have stayed on tlie other side if T'd

The gal ran
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been you. Nothing like having space be-
tween you when once you've quarreled.”

“Yes, my friend, but ye see I don't
mean to allow no such tantrums as that.
When a man’s married he’s married and
his wife hez a right to stand by him.”

“Well I haven't had to think the mat-
ter over, Mr. Petrie, because Effie and
I have never had a quarrel yet. But
it seems to me if I were a gel as wanted
to be left alone I'd get to know how to
handle a revolver. That’s what they do
here.”

“Ye mean to say that ye would shelter
the lass agin her husband ?”

“No, Mr. Petrie, I didn’t exactly mean
that—I merely suggested as there might
be faults on both sides. But never mind,
we wont say no more on the subject see-
ing as I don’t know her nor much about
yerself either.”

So it was evident Petrie did not mean
to reveal himself to Joe just at once.
There was some comfort in this, though
it did not quiet her turbulent feelings.
What other devilish scheme would he
employ to torment her, she asked herself,
for she more than suspected now that
he knew she was Joe’s wife.

The men finished their meal without
having much more to say to each other
and to her great relief she heard them
rise and go out of the house.

Joe came in again to tell her how he
had succeeded in getting rid of the
visitor. Effie watched jea.ously for any
indication of suspicion in her husband’s
face and manner, but it was evident that
their conversation outside had not re-
vealed any more to Joe than she had
overheard.

Joe drove into town the following Sat-
urday to buy some farm implements. It
was unusually late when he came home.
Effie had stood long outside the shanty
in the chilly moonlight listening for the
rattle of the wagon coming down
through the ravine.

“What's kept you till this time of
night?” she asked him as he unhitched
the team. Joe only gave a grunt in
response and she knew that something
was wrong.

His face had a sullen look as he came
into the house. “Tell you what, lass, it’s
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you that’s getting a name round the
country-side.”

“What’s put you out o’ sorts tonight,
Joe?”

“I'm not out o’ sorts, wife, all I want
is a straight answer to a straight ques-
tion. How is it you come to know the
man Petrie? [ kind of thought as there
was some reason for your being so scared
of him.”

“Joe, who said as I knew him?”

“Don’t yer face tell it?”

“Joe! Joe!” Effie trembled and tears
choked her voice as she threw herself
down on the couch, “it's all lies they’ve
been telling you. Who says I knew
him? You don’t mean to tell me as
you'd believe what Petrie would say.
You know as well as I do he’s a man
as is not fit to live. Joe, it’s downright
cruel of you to bring this up against
me.” Her eyes brightened with some-
thing like the look of a deer brought to
bay when it suddenly feels the strength
to defend itself, and she anxiously
searched his face for the effect of her
words.

Effie knew what his thoughts were,
that his mind was not at rest, but that
Joe had a manly spirit which forbade
him trying to ferret out things. The
knowledge of what she felt to be her
own unworthiness gave her the most
poignant self-accusation, and yet what
would a confession mean—she dared not
think of her own utter desolation without
Joe—rather would she have told a thou-
sand lies than risk losing him, her hus-
band, her all in the world. Did she not
value his love more than any other wo-
man possibly could, after all the bitter
suffering she had come through?

Day after day she hoped and feared
alternately, knowing that while Petrie
was in the neighborhood all her dreams
of home and happiness might be blasted
any moment he chose to raise his hand
against her.

It was the day that Sandy McAllisteg
drove up in his wagon to consult about
some seed wheat he was buying from
Joe, that her fears were realized as to
Petrie’s mischief-making.  She had
watched them from the window, their
heads bent in earnest conversation. She
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saw a strange pailor on Joe’s face, his
lips moved as if muttering a curse and
he strode off toward the granary without
further parley with the other man. Sandy
looked after him, whistled to himself
and then came up and knocked at the
door. '

He smiled sort of sheepishly as Effie
came out to speak to him. “No, I'm
not coming in, Missis. I reckon yer hus-
band’s a bit upset by something I said
to him.” “It 'ud be a bad lookout for
that fellow Petrie if Joe got unto him
just now,” he added with a knowing
look as he jumped into his wagon.

When he had gone Effie ran into the
house and dropping on her knees, with
her head falling forward into the big
rocking chair that Joe always sat in; she
prayed in a spasm of heart-struck repent-
ance and grief for her own wretched fate
in being the cause of all this trouble
and misunderstanding. Couldn't some
super-natural agency intervene to sooth
Joe’s mind and banish that evil man
from the neighborhood. Her poor
mother had always said that prayers
were answered and she prayed now with
her hands clenched together, and .offer-
ing herself to heaven as a sacrifice if
only the happiness of their home should
not end in shame and sorrow.

Suddenly she sprang to her feet and
rushing out of the house ran down the
road like some wild terrified creature.
Bursting open the door of the granary
she looked up to the wall on the right
hand side. She saw the empty pegs and
his cartridge belt hanging there but the
gun was gone! What had he done?
What was he going to do? Would he be
tempted to commit a crime that would
send him to the penitentiary for life.
Poor Joe! And it was all her fault.
She knew him too well. Joe was hard
to anger but there was a primitive spirit
of righting one’s wrongs by blood that
she knew to be latent in him. She leaned
against some bags of wheat standing in
the corner, her breath coming fast and
her thoughts in a wild whirlpool of in-
effective madness,

She knew too well where he had gone.

Petrie. was working. Bill Morris’ new

quarter section, and Petrie was the ob-
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ject of Joe’s revenge. What could she
do? - If only she could warn Petrie be-
fore Joe found him. With an effort she
roused herself into action.

Leading the old grey pony out of the
stable she tied a couple of sacks on his
back in place of a saddle. Joe had taken
the short cut through the woods; she
had seen him disappear in the distance
as she left the house, but by taking the
new trail she figured upon being across
the ravine before him. DBut the ravine
was boggy and it took her a long time
to find a sure footing for the pony.

When she reached the field of break-
ing she saw the team standing at the
end of the furrow but no sign of their
master, till the sound of angry voices,

- as she rode up, attracted her attention

to a clump of bushes some few yards
off. Her heart almost misgave her at
this moment. It was the penalty of her
long effort to keep Joe in the dark as
to the terrible secret of her own life.

The two men did not notice her ap-
proach till she drew up beside them.
Joe gasped and for the first time she
saw a look of fear come over his face.
“You here, Effie? What’s wrong? You
don’t mean to tell me as there’s a word
of truth in what this blackguard says,
and that you've been deceiving me all
along?”

She looked at him with wild, staring
eyes. How could she answer hin:? The
cruelty of it seemed too hard to hear,
for the moment, though she had iived
it over in bitter anticipation all those
weeks since Petrie first came tc the
neighborhood.

“Joe, I knew as this 'ud come some day
and it’s no use me asking your forgive-
ness now. I don’t deserve it and I know
you can’t do it. But oh! if you knew
how I have been punished. I didn’t want
to ruin your life and I tried hard to send
you away, fearing as I couldn’t trust my
own heart. But I loved you from the
first day as I set eyes on you, when you
held the lid of the kettle so as I should
not scald my fingers, and it was so hard.
Mrs. Burrows said as how it was down-
right sinful that I should spoil both.our
lives and I began to see it that way. too,
though she didn’t know that I had mar-
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ried Petrie when I was sixteen and that
he was still living. I was just a child
staying with my step-mother who didn't
want me, and I believed him when he
told me how good he would be to me
and was glad to leave home. But he
was drunk the day of our marriage and
struck me because I wouldn’t give him
Grandmother’s gold pin I was wearing.
I found he hadn’t a dollar saved up and
there was no food in the house, because
he’d been drinking for three days and
pawned his clothes, so I slipped out of
the house and ran home. My brother,
Bob, protected me and said as he would-
n’'t see me go back to Petrie while he

lived. He told me my marriage vow:

was not binding on account of my youth,
and that I could start life anew. But
Petrie hunted me like a hare till Bob
sent me out here. We thought Petrie
had no money and would never find me.
But I never meant to take up with any-
one else till I met you, Joe, and then it
seemed so hard. Oh! Joe, I vowed I
would be true as gold to you all my life.”

“Ay, ye see now as ye've been callin’
me a lier and such rot for nothing,”
Petrie jeered.

Joe looked at his wife. She could
read in his face a grief deeper than her
own. Suddenly it came to her with a

shock of remorse that he too must have
had long days of a pent-up dread. Why
had she not trusted him? She feil on
her knees, “Joe! Joe, if I'd a thought
you'd have stood by me I'd have told
you all—but—I was afraid you would
hate me.” She spoke low, her voice
hoarse with a throbbing emotion. Joe’s
face was white, his eyes looked set like
those of a man who ascends the scaffold.
He did not answer, he did not even look
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at her, but turned and strode across the
plowing,

‘There was a shriek like the death-cry
of some wild woodland creature and she
had bounded after him and held him
tight, “Joe* Joe! you’re not going to
leave me—not with him. You don’t know
him; he would kill me.”

He turned to her with a face void of
passion now and in his voice no note of
anger, only a deep, raw grief: “Effie,
why did ye come to me iookin’ so inno-
cent when yer heart was deceitful ? Think
what it means to me, an honest man, to
bear shame and disgrace in the neigh-
borhood because his wife lied to him.”

“Joe, I knew it was wicked, but, oh,
I was so frightened—to lose you!” It
was all she could say for herself, but
what advocate could have pleaded her
cause so earnestly as the wealth of mean-
ing hidden between those words, “I was
so frightened—to lose you.”

“Effie, though I was for blamin’ you
just now, I tell you what, lass, it’s only
your love as matters to me. Yon scoun-
drel is not your husband in God’s sight
or mine, for you were and are still a
child, but I left you to choose between
us.” Joe looked hack at the man they
had left, “Give him time Effie and don‘t
fear, lass, so long’s I'm here; he’ll be
gone tomorrow.”

Effie never knew why, for he was al-
ways mild and gentle to her, but other
men feared Joe as well as Petrie, and
when word went round that that indivi-
dual had cleared out it was generally
conceded to be a good riddance. In con-
sequence, his capacity for tale-bearing
was regarded as natural an offshoot as
the fungus that sprouts on a rotten tree,
and not even the gossips suspected it bore
some foundation.
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One Glimpse of High Lite

St. John Bradner

HERE is a secluded part of St.
Jame's Park, where, screened by
trees and shrubbery, a bench has
been placed, and any person seat-

ed thereon enjoys an immediate view of
the artificial lake, with its swans, ducks,
and wild fowl. A gravel path passes
this bench between it and the water, and
now and then someone strolls along the
path, but usually there is no such traffic
here as that which flows over the bridge,
where pedestrians find a short cut from
Piccadilly to the Victoria Station dis-
trict.

A girl of rare beauty and dignity of
bearing sat on this bench and gazed
dreamily at the view before her. She
was dressed with an air of distinction,
and a connoisseur in costumes would
have read Paris in the exquisitely fitting
garments she wore. Her fashionable hat
formed an appropriate climax to a toilette
that characterized her as a woman of
taste, and it set off her abundant wealth
of tawny-bronze hair, as the perfection of
art always enhances the perfection of na-
ture. Young women, quite plainly in a
more humble station of life, passing down
the path, cast envious glances at the
slightly disdainful figure seated there,
but the lady of the bronze locks, her
splendid eyes fixed on the distance, was
entirely without cognizance of these pro-
menaders’ existence. An open book lay
face downwards on the bench beside her.
She had tired of reading, and now her
thoughts engrossed her; perplexing
thoughts, even disturbing thoughts, if
one-might judge by the slight wrinkle on
her fair brow, and Edward Totley, pass-
ing her for the fifth time, could not but
notice this distraction of expression, won-
dering if it betokened knowledge of his

frequent saunterings back and forth, and

whether this made the chances of inau-
gurating an  acquaintance with the
haughty bgauty more or less difficult.

At last his opportunity came, and he
seized it with almost overdone avidity. A
sudden movement on the part of the sit-
ter disturbed the balance of the book by
her side. It rocked for a brief instant on.
the edge of the bench, then fell to the
gravel. Totley sprang forward, stooped,
picked up the volume, and, with a bow
that subtly suggested the shop-walker
trying to be more than ordinarily polite,
handed it to her, saying:

“Your book, I think, Miss.”

She glanced carelessly at the volume,
probably had forgotten all about it; then
her fine eyes surveyed the young man
before her from head to foot, and he red-
dened slightly under a scrutiny which
seemed to appraise him at slight value,
and cast him aside.

“Thanks,” she said coldly.

She did not take the book, but there
was dismissal in her glance, and dismissal
in the one careless word she had drawled.
But the young man, abashed as he was,
did not take his departure, nor place the
book once more on the bench, as perhaps
he should have done if he had been as
truly courteous as he wished his suave
bow to indicate, He looked at the title
in gold at the back of the book.

“Ah,” he said, with a certain radiance
of expression, “I see you are an admirer
of the great Cora Parilla.”

The young lady slightly raised her eye-
brows, and an expression of annoyance,
which for a brief instant swept over her
face, departed as quickly as it came.
slight glimmer of amusement played for
a moment around those delicately chisel-
led lips. Here before her stood some-
thing new and unusual in her experiencc.
She seemed to enjoy his increasing con-
fusion as time passed before she replied.

“I do not aspire to be an admirer of
Miss Parilla, although I have been given
to understand that her works are ex
tremely popular with the middle classes.”
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“They are that,” said the young man
with fervour. “I like them myself.”

The young lady inclined her head,
more perhaps to conceal the flicker of
amusement which illuminated her highly
bred face. !

“I can quite believe that,” she said,
“but I am reading this work, endeavor-
ing to obtain some idea of the point of
view of those who labor.”

“Really?” cried the young man. “Why
I read them for exactly the opposite rea-
son. They give such grand pictures of
the expensive lives led by our aristocracy
and the people of wealth. For instance,
where can you find such impressive lan-
guage as that used in describing the
grandeur of the ball at the Duke of Tot-
tenham’s town house?”

For the first time during this im-
promptu conversation, a real smile illum-
inated the countenance of the lady.

“His Grace the original of the charac-
ter called the Duke of Tottenham in this
book is a very old and dear friend of
mine. The charming old man is slightly
deaf, but nevertheless I read to him the
grandiloquent account to which you have
just referred, and the ancient nobleman,
with his hand to his ear, listened atten-
tively, Do you know what his criticism
was ?”’

“I do not,” replied the young man
eagerly, “but I should be much interested
to learn.”

The eyes of the young lady grew ten-
der as her mind dwelt reminiscently on
her elderly but noble friend.

“His Grace dismissed the subject with
the one expressive word ‘Rot!"”

“You amaze me,” said the young man,
with a note of sadness in his voice. “Am
I to understand that our aristocracy are
given to the use of such low—and if I
may say so, vulgar—expressions, which I
thought passed current only in White-
chapel.”

“I regret to say that they do,” replied
the girl, the smile leaving her face. “The
deterioration of high society, in the mat-
ter of conversation alone seems to me one
of the most deplorable signs of the times.
I attribute it to the advent of Americans
with their slang, and to the welcome ex-
tended by even the most select circles to
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South African people, whose only re-
commendation is their wealth. I remem-
ber when association with the smart set
was not so easily attained.”

“Surely, Madam,” said the young man
with great deference, “you are too young
to have seen much change at the dis-
tinguished altitude at which you evidently
move.”

The young woman graciously inclined
her head.

“Even in my short life I have noticed
the decadence. But tell me about your-
self. May I ask your name?”

“I am cailed Edward Totley, and I be-
long to the drapery department of Sher-
ard’s Stores. Indeed, I think, madam, I
have had the pleasure of seeing you
there.”

The young lady slowly shook her head.

“I do most of my shopping in Paris,”
she said. “I am going there to-morrow.”

“Ah, your are fortunate. I have often
thought of taking a week-end in Paris,
but I never seemed to be able to spare
the money.”

“I don’t know that you have missed
much,” she answered. “I care little for
Paris except as a shopping centre, and to
attend the balls at our Embassy. I much
prefer Vienna, or even Rome, although
in the winter Cairo is sometimes worth
while.”

“Why, you must have travelled a great
deal,” said the young man with respectful
admiration.

“What else is one to do?” asked the
girl, with a slight shrug of her shapely
shoulders. “Won’t you sit down, Mr.—
er—er 7

“Totley,” prompted the young man.

“ Mr. Totley. Would you mind
telling me something of your mode of
life and your aspirations?”

Mr. Edward Totley sat down on the
bench, thanking her for the permission,
and she placed the closed volume between
them.

“If I may make so bold,” he stammer-
ed, “may I venture to ask by what term
I am to address you?”’

“Call me Lady Gladys,” she replied
simply.

“I thank your ladyship,” he said grate-
fully. “Well, my mode of life is of the
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simplest. I occupy a back room, third
flight up, in Stanley Street, not far from
the Stores. I make my own breakfast
over a spirit lamp, and get to my busi-
ness by 8 o’clock prompt.”

“Surely the Stores do not open at that
early hour?”

- “No, your ladyship, they do not, but
we must arrive early to arrange the fab-
rics in which we deal.”

“How interesting! And lunch?”

“Well, your ladyship, we cali it dinner,
and during the busy season it proves a
hurried meal. It is enjoyed on the pre-
mises, and costs from eightpence up-
wards.”

“Dear me, do you mean to tell me that
a meal can be purchased in London for
eightpence ?”

“Oh, yes, madam—I mean, your lady-
ship, and they’ll do you exceedingly well
for a shilling. Supper I generally take
at a restaurant, or perhaps content my-
self with a bit of bread and cheese in my
room.”

“Really, I am very much obliged to

you for this account of the day; and
now, what are your aspirations, Mr. Top-
ness?’

“Topley, your ladyship.”

“Ah, yes, Mr. Topley.”

“I hope in time, by strict attention to
business, and an intent to please custom-
ers, that I may become the manager of
the department.”

‘I‘-Ier ladyship sighed deeply. .

You seem to think that an ignoble
ambition, I fear,” protested the future
manager. ,

“Indeed, no, you quite mistake my
mood. I was contrasting to my own dis-
advantage the useful, industrious life you
lead as compared with that dull, triviai
round which circumstances compel me to
fo‘llow. Dinners, balls, receptions, the
Riviera, Egypt, or Algiers in winter,
country house party after country house
party after the season in London, a bit
of summer at Trouviile or Ostend, hunt-
ing during the month of the fox, and the
shooting on the moors or the fishing in
the lochs and rivers of Scotland. Oh,
‘.cheweariness of it all, the weariness of
it! The same inane people, the same in-

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

ane remarks, an unceasing treadmill o1
frivolity.”

“Well, you know, your ladyship, I
should like to have a taste of it. I could
do with a bit of tiring of that sort, but,
my eyes, it must take a pot of money.”

“Oh, money,” cried her ladyship.
“Yes, I suppose it does. I am at least
saved any worry about money. That is
all attended to by my man of business.
Indeed, when the wealthy DBaron de
Mournviile proposed to me the other
day, I said to him wearily, “Why should
we join those two huge fortunes, when
each of itself is already too large,” and
he answered, ‘Egad, your ladyship, the
whole modern tendency is towards com-
bination.” Alas, how can one look for
unbiased love amid such an environ-
ment.”

“Well, your ladyship, with such beauty
as you possess, and such charm of mind
as you have already displayed during my
short acquaintance with you, If I had the
courage ”

“Spare me any compliments, I beg of
you. I have heard them all time and
again, and in various languages, while
you, I take it, are restricted to English
only, which does not possess that flexi-
bility that robs flattery of its nauseating
fulsomeness. Cannot you see that al-
though we sit here together in the Park,
without having undergone the formality
of an introduction, the difference in our
stations renders any attentions I may re-
ceive as disinterested.”

“I fear that is too true,” murmured
Mr. Topley, drawing a very deep breath.
“I suppose that any protestations I might
make——"

“Quite s0,” interrupted Lady Gladys,
with. a tone of finality. “Let us talk of
something else. How is it that you, a
young man bound down by hours, as I
may say, are able to spend an afternoon
in the Park?”

“Oh, this is my afternoon off. Each
of us in the drapery department has one
afternoon a week to himself.”

“Ah, I see.” ,

“But it is no less remarkable,” con-
tinued Mr. Topley, “that your ladyship

should be here sitting on a bench unat-
tended.”
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Her ladyship smiled 1ndulgently

“My attendant is not far off,” she said.
“Did you come into the Park by the en-
trance near the Ritz Hotel.”

“Yes, I did.”

“Perhaps you failed to notice a large
red motor car standing . there?”’

“I saw it, as a matter of fact. A very
fine one I ]udO‘ed it to be, with a digni-
fied, imperturable chauffeur in brown liv-
ery 51tt1n0' there like a statue.”

“Ah,” said her ladyship, smiling, “that
is Fritz—that | is my attendant.”

“Am I to take it that the car is yours,
my lady ?”

“It 1s one of mine,” she said, rising
slowly, “although I think I like my black
electric brougham better. Now I must
bid you good-bye. I am due at the Coun-
tess of ’ |

Mr. Topley rose also.

“May I esort you to your car?’ he
asked. v

“No, no, not for worlds. I could not
have the dignified Fritz think I had met
you here by appointment, and his station
in life is such that he would entirely
fail to understand the casual nature of
our meeting, and the quite impersonal
turn our conversation has taken.”

“May I accompany you part of the
way P”

“Sir, T trust to your honor neither to
accompany me nor to follow me. If so-
ciety knew I had stationed my motor car
there in order to meditate upon human
problems alone in the Park it would
think me demented. It is my only chance
of escaping for a moment from the tread-
mill. I carry this book, not to read, as
you may have surmised, but as an excuse
for sitting here, gazing at those who pass
me, and medltatmc on the mystery of
their lives. You see, Mr. Tottem—

“Totley, your ladyslup

“——You see, Mr. Totley, how I have
revealed to you my inmost thoughts. Do
not spoil the sweet remembrance of our
casual meetmg by being so banal as to
follow me.’

“May I not hope, your ladyship, that
we shall meet again?”

Lady Gladys shook her head,
young man thou<7ht somewhat sadly.
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“A second meeting is unlikely. Our
paths must sever. To-morrow morning
you will be behind your counter, and I
shall be on the Dover express. Good-bye
and thank you so much for your interest-
ing conversation,

After a momentary hesitation she ex-
tended her hand to him. He took it with
a courteous deference that seemed to hei
accustomed eye not entirely composed of
a shopman’s politeness. He bent and
touched the dainty fingers with his lips.
‘Next instant she was gone. When the
shrubbery screened her from his vision
the young man ran, not after her, as he
had been forbidden, but along the path
which joined the broader way that led to
Piccadilly. His speed to that thorough-
fare attracted some attention from the
Park police, but he was not interfered
with. On the opposite side of the street
from the red motor car, where the sta-
tuesque chauffeur still held his station, he
waited. By-and-bye the tall and elegant
form of her ladyship appeared. She cast
one brief admiring glanee at the great red
machine but instead of taking her seat
in it, she rapidly crossed the road so di-
rectly towards the perturbed Mr. Totley
that for a moment he thought she had
recognized him, but such was not the
case. She walked directly to the ser-
vants’ entrance of a mansion, and therc
was met by a flurried man-servant, who
spoke so loudly that Mr. Totley over-
heard.

“Susan, Susan,” expostulated the
other, “whatever kept you? IHHer lady-
ship is in a rage. She says you will
never finish her packing in time.”

“I became so interested in my book,”
replied Susan, with a tremor of alarm in
her voice.

“I knew that would catch you,”
the other, and the door was closed.

The young man with a sigh crossed
the road, opened the side door of the
red motor car, and seated himself.

“To the Club, Henri,” he commanded.

“Very good, my lord,” replied the
statuesque chauffeur, and next instant the
great piece of mechanism' was purring
like a kitten along Piccadilly, and down
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St. James’s Street, and into Pall Mall.



Love’s Gross Purposes
Isabel Bowler

46 O H,” said the fair-haired girl,
reining in her pony at the
summit of the rise, “isn’t it
glorious! Clorinda, look at

the changing colors on the mountains,

and that blazing gold and crimson sun-
set, as if the end of the world had come

with blood and flames! But,” with a

little catch of weariness in her voice, and

a sudden descent to the mundane, “I amn

so tired that I would fall off only that I

have stiffened into this position, and in

any event I shall perish of hunger in ten
minutes more.”

The other turned her eyes slowly from
the many-colored panorama stretching to
the West, with a little absent smile at the
absurdity of her companion’s conclusion.
Then she noted the drooping figure and
the pallor of fatigue showing through re-
cent tan, and said penitently.

“Poor Allie, I'm a brute to forget how
little used you are to riding, why, you
must be simply worn out. We've ridden
forty miles since noon; I wonder how
you stand it so well. But the camp is
just over that hill—brace up, honey, we’ll
be there in a minute.” At the prick of
the spur the ponies shook off their weari-
ness, scenting home, and dropped into a
rocking gallop.

“Don’t you ever get tired?” said Ali-
cia, her eyes dwelling unconsciously on
the strong lithe curves of the other’s fig-
ure, that swayed and answered to the
swinging gait of the horse.

“Tired!” with an expressive flash of
white teeth. “Hardly; but poor old Chi-
co often does,” and she leaned forward
to pat the sorrel pony’s neck. “Before
the round-up’s over you won’t know how
to get tired either.”

“I wish it could last forever,” sighed
Alicia. “Wasn't it dear and lovely of
Uncle Jim to let us come with them on a

real round-up, when we—I mean, when
[ am so much in the way all the time. Oh
I never dreamed of anything so—so wild,
and Western and picturesque; and I
think the cow-boys are so romantic. I
can never get to see enough of this life.”

“Dad is an old darling,” Clorinda as-
sented, continuing categorically, “but you
know you are not a bit in the way and we
all just love to have you; and you must
be a wonder if you can find anything ro-
mantic about the cow-punchers; [ can’t,
and I ought to know them.” Clorinda
forgot the transfiguring glamour of nov-
elty. They were topping the next rise by
now ; at its further foot, snuggled in the
curve of a lazy, willow fringed creek, lay
the round-up camp.

Three big tents and a little one stood
about irregularly ; but just at this moment
the life of the camp seemed to focus
around the chuck-wagon, beside which
glowed a big portable sheet iron stove in
charge of a fat, cook. Further down the
creek, the strings of saddle horses
spread themselves for half a mile, graz-
ing under the lazily-watchful eye of a
solitary, cigaretteful cowboy. Half-a-
dozen cattle of varying ages moved rest-
lessty about within the strongly-built, six-
foot pole corrals across the coulee, gaz-
ing out through the bars with red, re-
sentful eyes or sniffing suspiciously at the
smouldering remains of branding-fires.
They were all that were left of the hun-
dreds of snorting, wild-eyed brutes that
had been driven in, branded or other-
wise dealt with, and turned loose again
headed toward their home ranches in tl-¢
course of the day; and for various rea-

sons they had been reserved for the next
day’s business.

All this Clorinda’s gaze took in as 4
thing familiar and expected as the atmos-
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phere of home; her glance settled on the
group about the chuck-wagon.

“Look, Sang has supper ready,” she
announced.  “Four, six, seven—why,
there’s an extra man tonight. I can count
nine besides dad. There, don't you see,
sitting beside Mexy, and a tenderfoot,
too, by the sign of his yellow gaiters.”
She dropped her hand from shading her
eyes as they rode up, and reined Chico
suddenly to his haunches, cowboy fash-
ion, sitting straight and shim, with the
last golden glow from the sunset bring-
ing points ot living fire from her chestnut
hair and topaz eyes.

The men sprawled carelessly about on
the gress in the lee of the wagons, haii
rose and greeted the girls merriy and
several of them rose and strolled over to
take the horses. The foreman, a caie-
less, handsome giant in worn leather
chaps, and a soft shirt, lifted Alicia frem
her saddle as easily as if she werc a child,
with a certain grave courtesy that seemed
always her due, and an underlying hint
of tenderness that had so far passed un-
noticed, even by himself, perhaps; but
before such help could be offered Clor-
inda she had swung to the ground as
lightly as a cat.

The stranger had risen, too, and stood
hat in hand; he was well built, if slight,
and wore his correctly made riding togs
with an air that spoke of city parks ra-
ther than ‘the breezy freedom of the
priarie. His smooth hair was brushed
from a pale, high forehead; in his grey
eyes the look of weariness habitual to one
overgiven to introspection was replaced
for a moment by a glimmer of curious in-
terest as they rested on Clorinda.

He drew his reluctant glance from her
as Alicia came forward, smiling pleased
recognition ; but Clorinda, unusually ob-
servant, fancied there was also a hint of
arrogance, an assurance of welcome, that
grated on her sensitive pride in a way
she could only feel and not define. She
had grown very fond of the slender, blue-
eved cousin.

Was it only ingrained shyness, or some
more special cause of embarrassment,
that brought that sudden tide of color to
Ally’s face, Clorinda wondered. ! She
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bent her head indifferently to the con-
fused introduction:

“Arch—Mr.—Mr.—Staynes, let me
present you to my cousin Clo—I mean,
Miss Macklin, You've heard me speak
of Mr. Staynes, I'm sure, Clo; a great
friend of brother Jack's.”

"I am always pleased to meet my
cousin’s friends,” said Clorinda. “But
you will excuse me a moment; I should
like to refresh myself before supper.”
With a touch of brusquerie she turned
away and disappeared into the small tent.
Staynes followed her with his glance, to-
tally misapprehending the meaning of
her manner. A shy, gauche little coun-
try girl,” he reflected, “'but what eyes—
and, gad, what a mouth !”

Alicia’s voice, forcedly merry, brought
him back. “Does this remind you of
camping in the Adirondacks, with three
guides apiece and all the modern con-
veniences? And what stray wind blew
you to our iittle corner of earth? I
thought you were in Japan.”

“I was—three weeks ago,” he answer-
ed, “but 1 had enough of lotus-easing for
a time, and a sudden fancy took me to
see the West again—Dbesides,” and from
long habit his voice dropped half a tone;
“I knew you would be here; Jack writes
me as often as [ can persuade him to.”

The blood reddened her transparent
skin again; she laughed a little nerv-
ously.

“That's very nice of you—but you
must excuse me too, for a moment only,”
and she went away hastily after Clor-
inda. In her averted face a keen obser-
ver might have read both embarrassment
and relief, as well as a certain confusion
that showed she had reached a stage
where some re-adjustment of old and
new view-points was imminent.

Clorinda was pulling the comb savage-
ly through her thick waves of chestnut
hair, scowling into the little cracked
mirror; at Alicia’s entrance she smiled
unconsciously and kissed her. She was
striving to bring clearly to memory some
hints and vague confessions, but nothing
crystallized definitely out of it except
the name, “Archie Staynes,” and the cer-
tainty that some interruption had just
prevented a formal engagement. She
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sighed ; he had roused something antag-
onistic in her, and the reflection that un-
less he were serious he would hardly
have followed Alicia all this way to re-
sume the atfair was not, in her present
state of mind, comforting. So, with hu-
man fallibility, she read her own mean-
ing, which might or might not have been
the true one, into Alicia’s pink cheeks
and troubled blue eyes.

One mistake at least she made;
Staynes had come to the West primar-
ily on business. ‘irue, he had meant, “if
he had time,” to look up Alicia Wayne;
but chance had brought him to her soon-
er than he had expected. Now he was,
as usual, trying to define his own emo-
tions at seeing her again, with no very
satisfactory ,results, for some trouble-
some factor whicn he could not quite
analyze was obscuring his mentat vision.

When the girls appeared again the
others were busily despatching the even-
ing meal, sitting about on the ground or
on anything that would serve, tin plates
well laden on their knees, tin cups of
steaming coffee in their hands. Staynes
was talking to Mr. Macklin and had not
commenced ; he quietly brought them
their portions while they fell upon Clor-
inda’s father with glad ejaculations. Clo.
accepted her supper from his hands with
brief thanks and went away to perch on
the wagon tongue. Aiicia made place
for him by herself on a folded tarp. As

he began his meal Clo's voice drifted to
him:

"Sit on the ground and let your feet
hang over, Mexy; vou've got my seat
of honor on that wagon-tongue. That’s
better—thanks! Say, vou should have
seen Ally and me pursuing a ferocious
coyote pup to-day ; it must have weighed
at least three pounds, mostly ears and
feet. We surprised it down by the Cot-
tonwood Coulee and took after it velling
—yes, Ally yelled for the first time in her
life. T heard her. We got quite close,
and I thought to capture the savage
brute alive, so I took down that highly
ornamented rope from my saddle horn,
I got it uncoiled all right, and swung
it with really fine effect. If Reminoton
or Russell could have seen me the; it
would have ensured me undying fal’ne.
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But sometling happened; please don't
ask me what. Anyway, the rope seemed
to get tangled just as [ let fly; it went
flop to the ground right in front of poor
Chico, and he lit in it with both front
feet. Well, after [ had got tired of
standing on my car on an ant-hill, [ rose
and unwound about threc ha.f hitches
and a true-lover's knot from Chico’s fore-
legs and gently helped him up; then I
looked round and there was Alicia sitting
stock still on her pony, her face frozen
into an expression of horror and her
mouth still open and fixed for that yell.
She had been too scared to move.”
Her story finished in a burst of laugh-
ter from the punchers. “What became
of the coyote?”" inquired Jack Barnes.

Clorinda paused with a forkful of
beans poised in mid-air, and transfixed
him with a glance of grieved reproach.
“And is that all the sympathy 1 get?
Maybe Alicia knows what became of the
coyote. I lost mterest in it about the
time I discovered that ant-hill.” Her
sweet, throaty voice trailed away plain-
tively, she sighed, still contemplating the
beans, and then ate them meditatively.
Presently, under her breath she queried
of Mexy, otherwise known as Mexico
Bill FFarrell: “Who's the maverick?”

“Him,” said Mexy, with a lofty disre-
gard of grammar and a lift of his eye-
brow to indicate Staynes. “Name's Stein
or something like that; staying at Hoop-
er's ranch down Milk River; blew in to-

night with the boss. Rides like a jumpin-
jack.”

“M-Mm.” she murmured enigmatical-
lv, and fell silent, while the object of her
curiosity was, less directly, trying to ob-
tain some information about her.

“Miss—Miss Macklin, your cousin, is
a fine rider, is she not? he said careless-
ly to Alicia, after a brief discussion of
home topics and a sketchy description of
his impressions of Japan.

“Oh, Clo is simply splendid on horse-
back,” she answered with enthusiasm;
“but then, she’s splendid anyway. Her
father idolizes her, you know, and
around the ranch she does as she pleases.
Indeed, she could run the place as well
as anyone; she’s always-been with him
when at home. And she can shoot, and
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throw a rope, or drive a sixhorse team—-
oh, she's wonderful.” ‘Lo Alicia these
accomplishments were indeed much more
wonderful than such of Clorinda’s as she
forgot to mention, such commonplaces
as her ability to sing and play; and al-
though she added that Clo could speak
Peigan, she forgot to mention that she
could also speak Irench. Therefore to
his former impressions Staynes added
that Cio was “a hoydenish tomboy, half
Indian, n fact. ‘1oo bad, with that
face——"" but, of course, nothing of this
appeared in his speech, He was an adept
with the small change of conversation, so
the evening passed pleasantly enough;
Alicia made her fatigue an excuse for
retiring early.

To tne sercet dismay of both the girls,
and not a little to his own amazement,
the next morning found Staynes accept-
ing an invitation from James Macklin to
spend tire rest of the days of the round-
up at the Macklin camp. As the only
idle member of the party, he usually
made it his duty to cscort the girls on
their rides; sometimes Joe Devercaux,
the foreman, made a fourth, but not of-
ten, for his position was no sinecure.
Clorinda was generaily pleased with the
addition; she was always rather silent
and reserved with Staynes, and it irked
her naturally buoyvant spirits to maintain
such an attitude day after day. But
with Alicia it was otherwise. Some-
times she was her old self, and chatted
unconstrainedly with Staynes of old
times; but Devereaux’ presence never
tailed to recall the embarrassment and
shyness of the first evening of Staynes’
arrival.

More than once, to Clorinda’s secret
fury, Staynes deftly manoeuvred with
Devereaux to change partners in the
ride ; and the fact that she could find no
overt cause for complaint in his speech
or attitude only annoyed her the more.
Presently he found himself taking in-
finite pains to please her, spending half
an hour at a time trying to coax a smile
into the depths of her golden eyes. One
day he wiled her for full ten minutes into
forgetting her secret resolution not to
like him—and for the rest of that day
she spoke not at all.
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Ten days after his arrival, and the
last on which he would be with them,
she was once more scowling earnestly
into the iittle cracked mirror as she ad-
justed her stock tie preparatory to
mounting. Outside the tent she could
hear Staynes’ languid, pleasant tones ad-
dressing Alicia, and at the sound her
brows became one straight black line
above her lowered lids, while her mouth
drew to a streak of crimson. “IFool,”
she addressed herself inwardly. “Be
honest about it with yourself—bah, I'm
sick of this pretense of hating him—I
like him, yes, I do—and he would like
me if I would let him—and he's Ally’s
sweetheart. And what under Heaven
either of us can see in the supercilious,
dandified, useless, bored-looking creature

" She flung out of the tent, caught
Chico’s reins from the ground where
they trailed, and vauited into the saddle
merely by laying her hand on the pom-
mel, without touching the stirrups. Be-
fore the other two could mount she had
three hundred yards start, riding
straight and hard, with head bent and
sombrero pulled down over her eyes.

When the others caught up to her she
found Joe Devereaux had made an ex-
cuse to join them; he declared he was
going their direction for a few miles any-
way. As Alicia and he were deep in
conversation and riding so close their
knees touched, she did not try to inter-
rupt them. Staynes ranged his horse
alongside her; she looked blankly out
over the landscape.

“Don’t you think vou are rather unfair
to me?” he said presently.

"“*No,” she answered briefly, uncompro-
misingly.

“Then what good reason have you for
being so nasty to me?”’ he persisted.

“I am not nasty to you,” she said
coldly.

“You are not nice to me,” he smiled.

“Why should I be?” she asked.

“Oh, I don’t know ; perhaps out of the
depths of your natural amiability, or be-
cause I am your father’s guest,” he
teased.

She flushed. “I am sorry if I have
seemed rude,” she said gravely, and be-
fore he could press his advantage she
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spurred Chico to a pace where conversa-
tion was impossible, although he kept
close to her side as she fled.

Thereby she undid herself. For on
looking around again, haif an hour later,
neither Alicia nor Joe were in sight, al-
though Staynes still rode by her, cour-
teously silent. Again she flushed nerv-
ously.

“Have I really been rude to you?” she
said, in a low voice.

“Very,” he said in a light, bantering
tone. “Tell me, do you honestly dislike
me?”’

“T did at first,” she answered.

“But now?”

She fumbled awkwardly with her rid:
ing quirt; it slipped to the ground under
Chico’s feet, and the pony stopped. Cior-
inda and Staynes sprang to the ground
for it almost simultaneously.

They had been riding straight up the
coulee away from camp, to the West-
ward, and had been ascending most of
the way. Ilere the country was grow-
ing more broken and rolling, and the
little creek ran in a narrow valley be-
tween cut-hanks which at some places
were thirty to sixty feet high. They dis-
mounted almost at the verge of one of
these cut-banks; the buffalo-grass grew
to the last inch of it, and in some cases
the tough sod held in a little shelf be-
ncath which the brown clay soii had
crumbled away. len feet from where
the ponies stopped was a sheer drop of
perhaps twenty feet of bare yellow-faced
cut-bank, and below that for another
twenty feet the slope of crumbled earth
was barely sufficient to give foot-hold to
an active climber, down to the trickle of
water which September had left in the
coulee bed.

With a murmured thank you, Clorinda
caught up her whip and walked nearer
the edge, looking down the valley. He
foliowed and stood at her elbow. His
gray eyes held a hint of amusement,
more than a hint of determination, and
a growing glimmer of something else
that might have been more dangerous
than either. They were fixed on a little
glinting curl just behind her left ear,
that stirred softly in a passing breeze.
He was conscious of an absurd desire to
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kiss it. The suggestion of unyielding
rigidity in her straight young figure only
brought a maddening, perverse desire to
crush her within his arms until she
should yield. But his voice was languid
and even as he repeated :

“Do you dislike me now ?”

“N-not so much.” He laughed quietly
at the grudging tone.

“Then give me a little chance,” he
said.

“A chance for what?” She turned
her head slightly, regarding him
through lowered lashes, and something
in the pose or look fired the glimmering
spark in his eyes to flame. There was
nothing cold about them now. DBut her
thoughts were really with Alicia; she
never noticed. In fact, she was repeat-
ing Alicia’s name as if it were an invoca-
tion against the powers of evil and her
own young blood.

“A chance to He never finished
the sentence, for she had faced him now,
head thrown back a little, golden eyes
mysterious under dark lashes, color ris-
ing, and the ripest, reddest mouth ever
meant for kissing curved to a defiant
pout. He stopped with a quick, indrawn
breath, then with one sweeping move-
ment, caught her in his arms, lifting her
bodiiy until his lips met hers.

“You little witch,” he muttered fierce-
ly. “How dared you look at me like
that?”

But the first blinding second had
passed, and she was mistress of herself.
With a movement as lithe and unex-
pected as a wildcat’s, she twisted from
his grasp.

“Dare!” she choked. “Dare! You—"
with a sudden descent to the purely prim-
itive, she struck him full on the cheek
with one small gauntleted hand.

Instinctively, unconsciously, he moved
no more than a few inches sidewise, but
it was enough; under his feet the thin
shelf of sod gave way, and before her
uncomprehending eyes he suddenly dis-
appeared over the edge of the cut-bank.

Clorinda never lost her head in an
emergency. Now she neither screamed
nor fainted, nor did any of the other
foolish things usual to women. She flung
herself first face down on the grass and
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peered over the edge where Staynes had
fallen. He was lying limply at the foot
of the cut-bank, beside the water; down
stream a few feet his hat bobbed and
floated ; his face was a splotch of white
to her tear-blurred eyes. She looked
up and down; either way it was a good
five hundred yards to a path whereby she
could scramble down. It would take too
many precious seconds to go that way.
Unhesitatingly she ran to her pony, took
the long rawhide lariat from the saddle,
and slipper the noose of it over the horn.
At the familiar pull of it Chico looked
at her wisely and braced his feet, a trick
that any cowboy knows. She tossed the
loose end over the cut-bank, gripped the
rawhide firmly in her stoutly gloved
palms, and slid lightly over.

The leather slid warm between her
fingers, then she had a footing on the
steep lower slope. Another second, and
she knelt beside the still figure in the
grass. Big tears were rolling from her
eyes, but she never stopped to brush
them away. There seemed little wrong
with him except a slowly rising lump on
the back of his head, where he must
have struck a stone, and some minor
scratches. He was breathing reassur-
ingly, though not for several minutes
after she had doused him with a hatful
of cold water did he open his eyes.

His first words were: “Thank you—
and, if you can, try to forgive me.”

She stiffened. “You will oblige me by
keeping silence about—that. Now be
quiet until I can fetch the ponies down;
you cannot make the climb yet.” She
walked away without a backward glance;
though he never knew it was for the
good reason that she dared not let him
see her emotion.

Thev rode home in almost utter sil-
ence. Once he winced as his weight
went on his left foot, for the ankle had
been severely twisted ; and she glanced at
him with eyes full of pity, but looked
away again without speaking.

“know ?”
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Nearing the camp, they rounded a
thicket of box-elder suddenly, and Clor-
inda reined Chico in sharply with a little
audible gasp. There was Alica and Joe
Devereaux; they had evidently dis-
mounted for a drink. Jot was lifting
Alicia to the saddle again—but as he did
so he held her in his arms for a moment,
and she turned her mouth frankly to his
for a kiss. They had not seen the others
approaching ; and they did not now, for
Clorinda caught her companion’s bridle
and forced both the horses back out of
sight again.

“Now tell me,” she said, “did you
The backward movement of
her head indicated her meaning.

“No,” he returned.

“Weren't you engaged to Ally?”

“No,” he repeated. “But I had meant
to ask her, last spring.”

“Ah,” she said, “then you—are in love
with her?”

“Don’t you think it is my turn to ask
a question?”’ he said, parrying hers,
“Will you answer one ?”’

“Perhaps.”

“Are you afraid to?” teasingly.

Her head went back haughtily. “I
am not afraid of anything.”

“Then,” he said, “why did you kiss
me and call me ‘dearest’ when [ was
lying at the foot of the cut-bank?”

She looked at him in utter dismay ; and
then, with total unexpectedness, said,
“You cheat!”

“Admitted,” he said. “Though it does
not answer my question. Now listen,”
he reined in beside her, caught her deftly
about the shoulders and turned her face
to him, looking into her eyes, “if I tell
you that I love you, better than anything
in heaven or earth, will I need then to
answer what you asked?”

Her answer was too low to catch, but
he seemed satisfied.

“Sweetheart,” he said, and kissed her
lips again. Then they rode homeward
together.



The Conjured Melons

Frank H. Sweet

OST people who like history are
M familiar with the national story
‘ of Marcus Whitman’s “Ride
for Oregon” —t hat daring
horseback trip across the continent, from
the Columbia to the Missouri, which en-
abled him to convince the United States
Government not only that Oregon could
be reached, but that it was worth possess-
ing. Exact history has robbed this story
of some of its romance, but it is still one
of the noblest wonder-tales of our own,
or any nation. Monuments and poetry
and art must forever perpetuate it, for it
is full of spiritual meaning.

Lovers of missionary lore have read
with delight the ideal romance of the
two brides who agreed to cross the Rocky
Mountains with their husbands, Whit-
man and Spaulding. How one of them
sang, in the little country choir on de-
parting, the whole of the hymn,

“Yes, my native land, I love thee,”

when the voices of others failed from
emotion. They have read how the whole
party knelt down on the Great Divide,
beside the open Bible and under the Am-
erican flag, and took possession of the
great empire of the Northwest in faith
and imagination, and how history ful-
filled the dream.

Oregon and Washington are full of
monumental legends, as grand as those
of the pioneer colonies of the East; Van-
couver, the original explorer, if we dis-
card the charming romance of Juan de
Fuca; Puget, the poetic lieutenant of
Vancouver; the old merchants of As-
toria; the Boston fur-traders, and, more
heroic than all, the missionaries who of-
fered to the cause their lives, and thought
no more of themselves.

Theodore Winthrop prophesied that in
these April empires of the setting sun re-

ligion itself would one day find a
higher and more iluminous development.
Whether this prove true or not, Oregon
and Washington are already rendered
immortal by the souls of their pioneers.
At the time of the coming of the mis-
sionaries the Cayuse Indians occupied
the elbow of the Columbia, and the re-
gion of the musical names of the Wallula
the Walla Walla and Waiilaptu., They
were a superstitious, fierce and revenge-
ful race. They fully believed in witch-
craft or conjuring and in the power to
work evil through familiar spirits. Every-
thing to them and the neighboring tribes
had its good and evil spirit, or both—the
mountains, the rivers, the forests, the
sighing cedars and the whispering firs:

The great plague of the tribes on the
middle Columbia was the measles. The
disease was commonly fatal among them,
owing largely to the manner of treat-
ment. When an Indian began to show
the fever which is characteristic of the
disease, he was put into and enclosed in
a hot clay oven. As soon as he was cov-
ered with a profuse perspiration, he was
let out, to leap into the cold waters of the
Columbia. Usually the plunge was fol-
lowed by death,

There was a rule among these Indians,
in early times, that if the “medicine man”
undertook a case and failed to cure, he
forfeited his own life. The killing of
the medicine man was one of the drama-
tic and fearful episodes of the Columbia.

Returning from the East after his fa-
mous ride, Whitman built up a noble
mission station at Waiilaptu. He was a
man of strong character, and of fine
tastes and ideals. The mission house
was an imposing structure for the place
and time. It had fine trees and gardens,
and inspiring surroundings.

Mrs. Whitman was a remarkable wo-
man, as intelligent and elegant as she was
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heroic. The colony became a prosperous
one, and for a time was the happy valley
of the West.

One of the vices of the Cayuse Indians
and their neighbors was stealing. The
mission station may have overawed them
for a time into seeming honesty, but they
began to rob its gardens at last, and out
of this circumstance comes a story, re-
lated to me by an old Terirtorial officer,
which may be new to most readers. I do
not vouch for it, but only say that the
narrator is an old Territorial Judge who
lives near the place of the Whitman tra-
gedy, and who knew many of the survi-
vors, and has a large knowledge of the
Indian races of the Columbia. To his
statements I add some incidents of an-
other pioneer.

“The thieving Cayuses have made 'way
with our melons again,” said a young
farmer one morning, returning from the
gardens of the station. “One theft will
be followed by another. I know the Cay-
uses. Is there no way to stop them?”

One of the missionary fraternity was
sitting quietly among the trees. It was
an August morning. The air was a liv-
ing splendor, clear and warm, with now
and then a breeze that rippled the leaves
like the waves of the sea.

He looked up from his book, and con-
sidered the question half seriously, half-
humorously.

“I know how we used to prevent boys
from stealing melons in the East,” said
he.

“HOW ?)’

“Put some tartar emetic in the biggest
one. In the morning it would be gone,
but the boys would never come after
any more.”

The young farmer understood the re-
medy, and iaughed.

“And,” added he, “the boys didn’t have
much to say about melons after they had
eaten that one. The subject no longer
interested them. I guess the Indians
would not care for more than one melon
of that kind.”

“I would like to see a wah-wah of In-
dian thieves over a melon like that?”
said the gardener. “I declare, I and the
boys will do it!” :

-his solemn words.
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He went to his work laughing. That
day he obtained some of the emetic from
the medical stores of the station, and
plugged it into three or four of the finest
melons. Next morning he found that
these meions were gone.

The following evening a tall Indian
came slowly and solemnly to the station.
His face had a troubled look, and there
was an air of mystery about his gait and
attitude. He stopped before one of the
assistant missionaries, drew together his
blanket, and said:

“Some one here no goot. You keep a
conjurer in the camp. Indian kill con-
jurer. Conjurer ought die; him dandel
him no goot.”

The laborers gathered around the
stately Indian. They all knew about the
nauseating melons, and guessed why he
had come. All laughed as they heard
The ridicule incensed
him.

“You one conjurer,” he said, “he con-
jure melons. One moon, two moons, he
shall die.”

The laborers laughed again.

Half moon, more moons he shall suffer
—half moon, more moons,” that is,
sooner or later.

The missionary’s face grew serious.
The tall Indian saw the change of ex-
pression.

“Braves sick.” He spread out his blan-
ket and folded it again like wings.
“Braves double up so”—he bent over,
opening and folding his blanket. “Braves
con]ured melon conJured—wlnte man
conjure. Indian kill him.”

There was a puzzled look on all faces.

“Braves get well again,” said the mis-
sionary incautiously,

“Then you know,”
“You know—you conjure.
make well!”

He drew his blanket again around him
and strode away with an injured look in
his face, and vanished into the forests.

“I am sorry for this joke,” said the
missionary; “it bodes no good.”

November came. The nights were
long, and there was a perceptible cool-
ness in the air, even in this climate of
April days.

Joe Stanfield, a half-breed Canadian,

said the Indian.

Make sick—
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and a member -of Whitman’s family, was
observed to spend-the lengthening even-
ings much with the Cayuses in their lod-
ges. He had been given a home by
Whitman, to whom he had seemed for a
time devoted.

Joe Lewis, an Indian who had come to
Whitman sick and half-clad, seems to
have been on intimate terms with Stan-
field, and the two became bitter enemies
to the mission and sought to turn the
Cayuses against it, contrary to all tradi-
tions of Indian gratitude.

In these bright autumn days of 1847,
a great calamity fell upon the Indians
of the Columbia. It was the plague.
This disease was the terror of the Norih-
western tribes. The Cayuses caught the
infection. Many sickened and died, and
Whitman was appealed to by the leading
Indians to stay the disease. IHe under-
took the treatment of a nunber of cases,
but the patients died.

The hunter’s moon was now burning
low in the sky. The gathering of rich
harvests of furs had begun, and British
and American fur-traders were seeking
these treasures on every hand. DBut at
the beginning of these harvests the Cay-
uses were sickening and dying, and the
mission was powerless to stay the pes-
tilence.

A secret council of Cayuses and half-
breeds was held one night under the
hunter’s moon near Walla Walla or else
on the Umatilla. I‘ive Crows, the war-
rior, was there; Joe Lewis, of Whitman's
household, and Joe Stanfield, alike sus-
picious and treacherous, and old Mungo,
the interpreter. Stikas, a leading Indian,
may have been present, as the story I
am to give came in part from him.

Joe Lewis was the principal speaker.
Addressing the Cayuses, he said :

“The moon brightens; your tents fill

with furs. But death, the robber is
among you. Who sends Death among
you? The White Chief (Whitman.)

And why does the White Chief send
among you Death, the Robber, with his
poison? That he may possess your furs.”

“Then why do the white people them-
selves have the disease?”’ asked a Cay-
use.

None could answer. The question had
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turned Joe Lewis’s word against him,
when a. tall Indian arose and spread his
blanket open like a wing.

It was the same Indian who had ap-
peared at the mission after the trick of
the plugged melons.

“Brothers, listen. The missionaries
are conjurers. They conjured the melons
at Waiilaptu. They made the melons
sick. I went to missionary chief. He
say, ‘I make the melons well.” I leave the
braves sick, with their faces turned white,
when I go to the chief. I return, and
they are well again. The missionaries
conjure the melons to save their gar-
dens. They conjure you now to get
your furs.”

The evidence was conciusive to the
Cayuse mind. The missionaries were
conjurers. The council resolved that all
the medicine men in the country should
be put to death, and among the first to

perish should be Whitman, the con-
jurer.

Such in effect was the result of this
secret council or councils around Waiil-
aptu.

Whitman felt the change that had come
over the disposition of the tribes, but he
did not know what was hidden behind
the dark curtains. His great soul was
full of patriotic fire, of love to all men,
and zeal for the gospel.

He was nothing to himself—the cause
was everything. He rode hither and
thither on the autumn days and bright
nights, engaged in his great work.

He went to Oregon City for supplies.

“Mr. McKinley,” he said to a friend,
“a Cayuse chief has told me that the In-
dians are about to kill all the medicine
men and myself among them. I think
he was jesting.”

“Dr. Whitman,” said McKinley, a
Cayuse chief never jests.”

He was right. The fateful days wore
on. The splendid nights glimmered over
Mt. Hood, and glistened on the serrated
mountain tents of eternal snow. The
Indians continued to sicken and die, and
the universal suspicion of the tribes fell
upon Whitman.

Suddenly there was a war-cry. The
mission ran with blood. Whitman and
his wife were the first to fall. Then
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horror succeeded horror, and many of
the heroic pioneers of the Columbia River
perished.

“The Jesuits have been accused of
causing the murder of Whitman,” said
one historian of Washington to me.
“They indignantly deny it. I have studied

the whole subject for years with this
opinion, that the Indian outbreak and its
tragedies had its origin, and largely
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gathered its force, from the terrible joke
of the conjured melons.

“That was the evidence that must have
served greatly to turn the Indian mind
against one of the bravest men that Am-
erica has produced, and whose name will
stand immortal among the heroes of
Washington and Oregon.”

I give this account as a local story, and
not as exact history; but the tradition is
believed by many in Washington.

The Spirit of the West

Blanche E. Holt Murison

F what does it consist, this great
O intangibility—this all-pervading,
persistent spell, that grips the

senses as soon as one passes the

mystic line that divides East and West in
this mighty Dominion of Canada? As
subtle as the boundless distances of roll-
ing prairie, as elusive as the mist that
wraps itself in filmy folds about the
snow-crested crags of the Rockies, and
vet as perceptible and real as the Sun
in his strength. Fancy transfigures every
pulsing throb of the pistons of the huge
Mogul engine—that like some titanic
modern Pegasus bears one on and on to
the sunset goal—into gigantic heart-
beats, striving to all—express the spaci-
ous soul-stirring emotion that filters into

one’s being with the very air one
breathes.
Westward Ho! Westward Ho! The

mind becomes obcessed with the one idea
— speeding  West — speeding  West!
Through primaeval forests, where in
places of desolation blackened stumps up-
lift twisted fingers in weird uncanny de-
fiance ; through tunnels of blasted rock,
and monotonous stretches of forlorn lone-
liness—on—on—while the heart becomes
attuned to the same tireless dynamic en-
ergy that animates the fiery-tongued
snorting steed that is plunging through
space, and one welcomes with a wild
abandon every strong spurt, every sup-

reme effort that brings into closer con-
sciousness the wonder of the West. The
air becomes keener, pregnant with a tang
hitherto untasted; a subtle something
that thrills through the blood like wine,
touching the senses to a strange exhilera-
tion, and filling the whole being with
eager anticipation.

Westward Ho! Westward Ho! The
rhythmical measure beats through the
brain, until it becomes a mild intoxica-
tion just to repeat the magic words.

The first peep into the Western won-
derland comes at Winnipeg, and here an-
ticipation is hopelessly lost in the glamor
of a realization that bewilders.  The
spirit of the West—it is here; one feels
it’s potent power irresistibly. DBrave,
buoyant, indomitable! What a world of
wizardy it has created. What a marvel-
lous scaffolding it has builded about it-
self—that is how it impresses one. Here
things are in the course of construction,
but the fabric is colossal, and Rome was
not huiit in a day. One of the future
cities of the world is here; the thought
is borne home at every turn, and the life
on all sides reflects the spirit of its peo-
ple. The spirit of its people is but the
visible expression of the Spirit of the
West, and as one’s own heart, mind, and
brain become imbued with the same in-
sidious volatile influence, one ceases to
wonder, because many things acquire a
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broader significance, and no misgivings
find a place in the magnitude of what has
been already achieved. In this new

world everything is- on a large
scale, and one is apt to dream
great dreams of the future that

draws nearer every day to this broad
Empire of Vastness and unparalleled
Possibilities, where dreams become reali-
ties when touched by the magic breath
of the Spirit that animates alike the
dreamer and his dream, the conception
and the consummation. One sees it in
the faces of men, one feels it in the
strong hearty handclasp, one is conscious
of its presence in the very atmosphere;
but like a will-o’-the-wisp it eludes, even
while it beckons ever on and on. Al-
though one would fain linger, there is
no choice but to follow, for the sunset
goal is far ahead the challenge of Silence
- is unanswered, and the mystery of the
mountains still unfathomed. As one en-
ters the vast barren spaces in between,
the solitude becomes almost oppressive,
and one forgets the tantalizing sprite that
has hitherto lured one on. All other
thoughts are engulfed in the terrific lone-
liness of the endless empty stretches that
drown the senses in immeasurable dis-
tance. But the Spirit of the West is tri-
umphant even here, and thousands and
thousands of acres are aglow with the
flaunting golden tassels of ripening grain.
Here the Spirit of the West and the
Spirit of Man have met and blended, and
the prophetic augury is the promise of a
harvest that no man can measure.
Silence becomes attuned to a music
that enchants the finer senses with a
strange rapture. What the Objective
cannot grasp, the Subjective gathers in to
its own delight.

There are chords untouched by mortals,
Intermezzos vast and grand;

Waiting by the Open Portals

Of the Silence of the Land.

All the empty spaces throng

With the sound of steps untrod,

While the air grows full of song,

And the symphonies of God.

One does not need the wisdom of the
oracle, or the vision of the seer, to see
and feel the Lure of the Land: that ir-
resistible magnetism that draws forgotten
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instincts to the surface of the soul to re-
vel in the untramelled freedom of illimit-
able spaces. It is this indescribable Spirit
of the West that breathes the breath of
compensation which tempers the rougher
blast of hardship and adverse fortune,
that otherwise might daunt or dismay.
Face to face with the naked truth of liv-
ing, life assumes larger proportions and
the courage that can dare and win, even
against overwhelming odds, is part of the
elementary curriculum of the school,
where men are taught by the voiceless
silent monitors of Nature.

But if the level monotony of the prairie
can charm by the very vastness of its
sameness and the grandeur of its bound-
lessness—the majesty of the mountains
enthralls and bows the heart in awe. At
times the immensity of things seems al-
most more than one can bear ; the senses
become satiated with the splendor of
scenic effects no pen could ever portray,
and no brush, however skilful, could ade-
quately picture. Heaved to heaven, they
stand like immutable guardians of the
searchless secrets of all ages. One won-
ders vaguely whether the Spirit of the
West can pass this gigantic barrier of
forbidding height upon height, crag upon
crag.  Will it not be lost in the depth of
some abysmal canyon, or left inert and
frozen in the chilly arms of some great
glacier? One becomes speculative in
one’s conjectures and the curious persist-
ence that has chased this ignis fatuus
over half a continent perceptibly lessens.

In this higher altitude it is enough to
breathe, to fill the whole physical entity
with the exuberant joy of just being—
and to revel mentally in the consciousness
of life. One becomes a creature of ele-
mental forces, of latent possibilities.
Thought becomes illuminative, and a sud-
den flood of inspiration bears one trium-
phantly to the very marge of the Immor-
tal. But the mood passes—such emo-
tions are ever fleeting, and the mountains
stand immovable and silent, wrapt in
their inviolable mystery, softly shrouded
by a gossamer veil of diaphanous silver,

that half obscures and half reveals their
shadowy solidity.

Westward Ho! Westward Ho! The
scent of the sea is in the air, and the
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pageant of the sunset has just begun. It
seems fitting that the goal should be
reached just as the golden portals open
to welcome the tired day after its brief
sojourn among mortals. The soul stands
almost afraid before the sublimity of the
scene disclosed. Mountains, sea, sky and
forest, blend in an indescribable beauty,
and make a picture that could only ema-
nate from the Master-hand of the Great
Artist. A jewelled bridge of tremulous
light arches from the horizon to the
shore, spanning land and sea, and the
distance between the finite and the in-
finite is lessened for a breathless moment
by a sense of soul-communion with the
Unseen. With a final spurt and shriek,
that sounds almost like a gigantic sigh
of relief, Pegasus comes to a halt. The
long journey is ended. Then as one looks
around, one realizes with a sudden rush
of ecstacy that the Spirit of the West
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is still present, strong and predominant:
that here is the source from which it
springs, and that one has all unknowing-
ly been tracing back instead of forward.
Here in this beauty spot of earth men
have called Vancouver, one feels that this

-cogent charm is in its own native element.

Here in many ways, although not less
elusive, it is perhaps better understood;
the imaginative scaffolding has been re-
moved in places, and the finishing touch
becomes apparent. Although as yet much
is in the abstract, much in the dream, the
inner sight can catch a far-off glimpse of
the concrete structure, that shall stand to
future generations as a memorial to that
intuitive philosophy, which pervading the
Present shall glorify the Future, and
guard to grander ends the ultimate des-
tiny of a people, wooed to their splendid
inheritance by the Spirit of the West.

Our Empire

Ada Sifton Walker,

God bless our Empire—world renowned,
For striving wrongs to right,

God grant that peace and plenty,
May ever dwell in sight.

God bless our sister colonies,
Their land, their homes so bright;
May peace e’er dwell within their shores
And Right prove ever Might.

May our united voices rise
And ring from height to height
Ring loud for Justice, liberty,
Equality, and Right.

And for our own dear land, we trust
That in all Nations’ sight,

Our country’s watchword, ever must
Be—Freedom, God, and Right.
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Ex-Mayor Garey, with Reminiscences

of Lord Dutterin

Hon. C. H. Mackintosh

ERE those who deemed their
\‘x; existence indispensable to any
community, vouchsafed the
privilege of returning for even
so brief a season, to scenes of former
triumphs, the readiness with which niches
left vacant were filled, would certainly
be a revelation. The pompous person-
ages, who, bristling with self-importance,
imagined that their patronising smile im-
parted additional lustre to the sun’s rays,
or, that the wheels of commerce only re-
volved when they deemed proper to open
their front doors, would experience a
rude awakening.

In British Columbia, for instance, less
than forty years ago, a few scores of
malcontents could discover no other pa-
nacea for ills complained of, than annex-
ation, consequently, the President of the
United States was petitioned to wrap
the sufferers within the folds of the Stars
and Stripes. Where are those patriots
now? It were well to draw the veil over
even the names of these misguided ex-
perimentalists,

There were others, however, who, re-
sponsive to the patriotic appeal of the
late Sir Henry Crease (then Attorney-
General) chivalrously co-operated in
efforts to solidify the chain of provinces
now constituting an auxiliary kingdom of

the Motherland. Mr. Crease eloquently
portrayed obstacles to be surmounted as
well as advantages to be gained, admit-
ting that the issue would tax all their
patriotism, all their forbearance, all ab-
negation of self and selfish aims, dwell-
ing upon the fact that it would be neces-
sary to combine individual power and in-
fluence in one effort for the com-
mon good. His words were prophetic.
True, men like the late honoured Justice
Drake, Doctor Helmcken, and a few
more, faltered on the threshold, not lack-
ing loyalty nor wavering in allegiance to
the Crown; rather, from a sense of loy-
alty to the Province, misgivings as to
comunercial results, and a conviction that
so important and far-reaching an issue
demanded prolonged deliberation. No
hesitancy characterized the majority: J.
W. Trutch (afterwards Sir Joseph, Lieu-
tenant-Governor), F. J. Barnard (father
of the present member for Victoria),
Messrs. Humphreys, Alston, Doctor Car-
rall,. Hon.. E.. Dewdney. (afterwards
Lieutenant-Governor of the North-West
Territories, Minister of the Interior and
Lieutenant-Governor of British Colum-
bia) uttered no uncertain opinions and
British Columbia merged her isolated
fortunes with those of the Federal Union.

In this connection, the name of the
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late Amor De Cosmos should be remem-
bered, an earnest worker in the Legis-
iature, a journalist and a distinguished

representative in the House of Commons.
His arguments in 1878 and 1879 will be
found to contain the gist of cogent rea-
sons for “‘Better Terms.” He died—his
remains being followed to their resting
place by two or three, faithful friends
or admirers. He had run the race, and
new aspirants flocked to the arena. A
prominent citizen (the writer is under the
impression it was Doctor Helmcken) at
the time animadverted, in a letter to the
press, upon the ingratitude, forgetful-
ness, indifference, or, concisely put,
abandoned selfishness, of a community
which profited by the dead publicist’s ser-
vices, yet grudged a flower to drop upon
his grave. Amor De Cosmos had faults,
weaknesses, shortcomings—who has not?
Nevertheless, he was one whose unde-
viating loyalty, ripe intellect and ma-
tured judgment, were freely devoted to
advancing the material interests of his
adopted Province. In return, his name
is allowed to pass into oblivion. Little
he recks; the dull, cold ear of death
hearkens not; neither eulogy nor cen-
sure, praise nor reproach disturbs the
quictude of his solitary, almost neglect-
ed abiding place. IFealty to, apprecia-
tion of, the memory and deeds of those
who toiled in the national vineyard, and
toiling, stamped, their handiwork upon
the country's institutions, are pregnant
with meaning: not the mere process of
recording deeds on shafts of cold
marble;  but loyalty, appreciation,
manifested while the warm flush of life
courses through their veins. The ad-
vancement of a country, attained by civil-
izing methods, can at all times be traced
according to the progress and develop-
ment of its institutions. Irrespective
then, of scholastic attainments, the first
legitimate step towards a higher intel-
ligence, an eclevated and elevating pa-
triotism, is, the instilling into the minds
of the young, love, respect for and de-
votion to, the better ideals of life. When
we cease to appreciate the work of those
whose energies were concentrated upon
expediting the progress and adding to the
glory of the State, that hour the foun-
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dation upon which depends the safety,
permanence and solidity of the super-
structure, is weakened.

Republics have been censured for in-
gratitude. Are not new countries, un-
der changing conditions, similarly so?
There is noticeable, at times, a brutal in-
difference, as well as ignorance of what
was, and cavalier unconcernedness of
what is; always providing, of course
that self interest has not been interfered
with. Notwithstanding, no reason ex-
ists, why a plea should not be made in
favour of the recognition of those who
suffered all the vicissitudes of pioneer
life, opened the treasure house of vast
resources and utilised the golden key to
the Orient. Why not proclaim, trum-
pet-tongued, that the sturdy men of
carlier days are appreciated? Why not
bring together those who have Done
Something? Surely there are scores of
people with time, money, energy, enough
to become sponsors for such a laudable
undertaking. This would involve respon-
sibility. What is life for? A great
Pioneer Re-union, an assemblage of “all
that is left of them” would prove of
value to the Provincial Archives, and
be timely, appropriate and historic from
every point of view.

The above discursive comments, are
suggested by the simple incident of an
introduction to an old citizen of Victoria
whom the writer met travelling between
Vancouver and the Capital City of the
Province, Mr. Joseph W. Carey, a typical
path-finder and a man who has Done
Something. Thereafter, the writer visit-
ed ex-Mayor Carey at his residence, 2842
Douglas street. Verging upon his eight-
ieth year, straight as a rush, deep chest-
ed, clear eyed, a well knit frame, the
extended, welcoming hand, muscular,
friendly, hospitable—no wonder that
heart and respect and confidence went
out towards this old war-horse of Pro-
gress.

“Now,” he said, “don’t ask me if I'm
the man who built Carey Castle; every-
one asks that. To be sure, I have built
castles, long ago—but they were in the
air! It was my old friend George Hunter
Carey who erected that mansion. I lived
for thirty-seven years on Kane street,
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No. 16, near Doctor Jones’ residence.
Imagine ! when building, I imported Cali-
fornia red-wood at $55.00 per thousand;
imported doors, windows-sashes and
framework around the Horn, from Eng-
lond. What a change today!”

The writer listened to a story of
Pioneer Reminiscences. The man who

Did Something was born in the County
of Cork, Ireland, in 1830; his father
was an officer in the 33rd Foot, in active
service during the Napoleonic wars in
Egypt. Mr. Carey crossed the Atlantic
in 1845, assisted in surveying in Mas-
sachusetts and elsewhere until 1852, then
went to California; surveyed the boun-
dary lines between California and Ari-
zona, surveyed in the Colorado desert,
finally going to Mexico. A: hardy an-
nual, he appears to have weathered ail
climates and blossomed and bloomed in
all hemispheres. However, he became
homesick, yearned for the British flag
and British surroundings. Accompanied
by Amor De Cosmos, he travelled up the
Fraser, visited the forks of the Fraser
and Thompson rivers, explored the sur-
rounding district, and subsisted on
‘horse flesh’ at “four bits” (50 cents)
per cut. “Well, it wasn’t bad,” said the
old gentleman; “it recalled the historic
days when a Monarch was offering a
whole kingdom for one horse!” The
Irish was coming out; Mr. Carey con-
tinued: “We went to Hill Bar, and later,
discovered Foster Bar. Of course,” he
continued, with quizzical originality,
“those were about the only bars one could
frequent then! After that, I worked
Rocky Bar, cleaning up from $50 to
$60 per day—sometimes more. Then [
got my head crushed and remained in
Yale until 1859.” He added, with a
smile, “I had known quartz to be crush-
ed, but objected to my head being sub-
jected to any such process. I packed
my traps and accepted a position under
Commissioner Campbell, making roads,
maps and topographical observations.
Then to the now flourishing Similkameen
district, becoming thoroughly conversant
with engineering difficulties west of the
Rockies. I then, happily for me, deter-
mined to permanently reside in Victoria,
where I arrived late in 1860. I ac-
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cepted some work in the Hudson’s Bay
Company, but constantly heard the buzz-
ing of the mining bee in my bonnet and
the call of the wilds to be up and doing.
So, I up and did, went off to Leech’s,
where was gold with a small settlement—
but no profit worth following. During my
travels I discovered a fair acreage of
promising agricultural land and thought
it would pan out well—which it did.
The farm was in the Colquitz Valley, and
I soon had fruit trees planted, and cattle
and live stock purchased. After a while
hill, dale and valley re-echoed the grunt-
ing of innumerable hogs. My son, Wil-
liam, now cultivates those broad acres
and the people honoured me by calling
the traversed highway Carey’s Road.”

There were worlds yet to conquer, for
in 1874, Mr. Carey was surveying town-
ships in Langley and Ladner, and Islands
in the Gulf of Georgia. Profits were
invested in real estate and buildings in
Victoria, where he had long before iden-
tified himself with municipal affairs, be-
ginning in 1865 and remaining in the
Council many terms. In 1884 Mr. Carey
was eiected Mayor of the City of Vic-
toria. “Of course,” he remarked, “I
hadn’t it all my own way; municipal life
is not a bed of roses; sometimes I
thought it was all thorns.” He handed
the writer a copy of a newspaper called
the Post, published at the time. After
reading an article certainly not over-
flowing with encomiums, the writer said :
“Never mind, the future vindicated your
foresight.”

“It’'s gone now, I don’t mind,” said
Mr. Carey; “Victoria of those days was
not the Victoria of the present. Why,
the civic revenue twenty-four years ago
only amounted to $99,324.26, the expen-
diture being the same amount, less $690.
And yet they charged me with extrava-
gance! I remember urging my old
friend Boscovitz to take up the water-
works; the enterprise could have been
got for a song as compared with values
now. He didn’t see it; $100,000 was a
lot in those days.”

_ While speaking, Mr. Carey gazed pen-
§1vely at a portrait on the walil, as though
it assisted his memory. “That is the
girl I married, a Miss Slater, daughter
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of a clergyman. We were very happy.
I lost her less than ten years ago. The
other drawings are by my sons. Major
Herbert Clement, my younger son, with
his wife, visited me quite recently. He
is commandant at Dublin Castle and
holds the rank of Major. Thank Pro-
vidence, I have been able to make them
comfortable for life. That other picture
is of myselt; the kiddie on my knee is
a grandchild.”

The old gentleman paused again,
looking towards the portrait of the
wife who had crossed the Great Di-

Ex-Mayor Carey and Grandchild,

vide. He thought, perhaps, of the early
days, of hopes and fears, struggles, fail-
ures, successes, triumphs: recalled the
wifelv word of encouragement, when
clouds towered .and fortune frowned.
That look of love, nay, reverence, the
moisture in the eyes, were indeed in-
tensely human.

Mr. Carey then continued: “I observe
you have the photographs of Lord and
Lady Dufferin in your hands. I value
those pictures very much—so please take
care of them. I value them, not alone
because the noble people were Irish and
I am Irish; but when things were not
as bright as one would wish, Lord Dui-
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ferin, then Governor-General of Canada,
gave me the hand of good-fellowship and
Lady Dufferin was very kind to my dear
wife.”

Lord Dufferin.

“Do you refer to the time that His
Excellency visited British Columbia, in

Lady Dufferin.

than Lord Dufferin, I never saw before.
Railway and Terms of Union?”
“Yes, in 1876, and a man more anxious



128

to know the truth, to do the right thing
than Lord Dufferin I never saw before.
Someone must have informed him of my
explorations along the Fraser. How-
ever, he sent for me. He was wonder-
ful at mastering details; would take the
map and remember everything I pointed
out. His inferences were marvellously
correct. He asked me about the people;
what they expected, what sacrifices they

would likely be willing to make, who
were the leaders of different interests,
promoters of agitation and so forth. On
several occasions he sent for me to dis-
cuss points he afterwards made in his
brilliant speech. Then he wanted to
know all about the Cariboo road, the
state it was in and whether it was pat-
ronised. He said he intended remaining
a month, so would often see me. Natur-
ally, the neighbours were puzzled to solve
the problem of such a great man and
great lady cultivating the acquaintance
of humble individuals like myself and my
wife; however, like every nine days'
wonder, the circumstance was forgotten.
[ think T did some good in speaking to
His Excellency of the great resources of
the Province and the splendid mineral
and timber country that would be opened
by the transcontinental raiiway. He
said “the people will get the railway, but
they must be reasonable and not look
for or demand miracles.” I observed

that Lady Dufferin aiways accompanied
her husband, evincing deep interest in
what he said and what was said to him:
she frequently commented upon replies
made to his questions.”

The writer said: *“No two people ever
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iived in Canada better respected and
loved than they.”

“I am glad to hear you say that, for
it agrees with all I ever heard or thought.
Living in Ottawa as you did when they
were there, you enjoyed opportunities for
hearing everything. Oh, by the way, I
must tell you of the local sensation cre-
ated on Beacon Hill, when their Excel-
lencies attended a reception. In those
days there were no tram cars out to the
Hill. When His Excellency with Lady
Dufferin drove up, after speaking to civic
and political dignitaries, he beckoned me
towards his carriage and with my wife,
I of course responded. They received us
very warmly and we talked for some
time. The surrounding guests were sim-
ply petrified. One civic official said to
me: “Carey, who did His Excellency
mistake you for?” I did not like it, sim-
ply replying: “I only have one face; [
have met His Excellency several times.
Is there any reason he should not treat
me courteously?” I heard no more.
Lord Dufferin delivered his diplomatic
speech, which set men thinking. To my
astonishment, the facts [ had supplied
were so enlarged upon, so brilliantly put,
that 1 again marvelled at his wonderful
intellect. He left British Columbia car-
rying the good wishes of ail—my heart
and that of my wife, always retained a
feeling akin to. worship, of them. His
Excellency’s prescience was vindicated,
eventually, and all, more than all, of his
promises fulfilled. The photographs you
are looking at were presented to us by
their Excellencies—two of God’s own.

The Irish again dominated ; tears were

in the eyes of the man who oip
SOMETHING,

oL




The Prairie

D. D. Ross

AR beyond the veil of civilization,
but yet amid all the beauty and
splendor of Nature’s most care-
ful handiwork, lay these vast un-

explored regions, known only as, “The
Great Lone Land.” Lone, because it
was wholly unknown. Vast, because as
yet no man had fully comprehended its
greatness.

Here beneath the northern skies nest-
led down between the Rockies on the
west and the Great Lakes on the East,
stretches this great level vastness. An
endless waste of uncultivated plains over
which roamed the majestic buffalo, and
dotted here and there only by the Red-
man’s wigwam. With no trace of civili-
zation, no sign of iaw or order, the sav-
age sturdy Indian led a life of freedom
and carelessness, either worshipping the
sun or moon or singing wild incantations
to his gods.

No; not so now. The past is gone,
and with the present comes law and or-
der. These vast undulating plains, bound-
less and beautiful, teem with life and en-
ergy. The dark places are made straight
and the maiden prairie is made to send
forth her crops of fruit and flowers in
endless profusion.

The spring usually slow at coming,
seems suddenly to burst forth into fuli
summer. Life and growth are seen on
every hand. From the long snow-cov-
ered plains spring the tender herbs and
plants, and soon the dried surface turns
a deep velvety green. It is here that Na-
ture truly asserts her rights, for in only
a few short weeks an entire transforma-
tion has taken place. The cold search-
ing blasts of fearless winter have turncd
into the loveliest of spring and on every
side growth and vegetation answer back,
the same thankfulness to nature.

Far up the distant mountain side tiny -

silver streams are seen to gurgle down,

tumbling over jagged rocks, falling into
deep dark canyons and emerging hun-
dreds of feet below, only to be again
dashed over another steep precipice as it
hurries on to join the mighty rivers of
the plains beyond.

Watered by these never-failing gla-
cier-fed streams, the vast prairies are
truly the future granaries of the world.
The luxuriant growth bespeaks the rich-
ness of the soil, for along the low-lying
lands, the ravines and dried up sloughs,
the tali rank grass waves and undulates
in every passing breeze. The wild pea-
vine too is not wanting. Its growth, sur-
passing almost every other vegetation.
In fact, so much so that in some parts
it is almost impossible to gallop a horse
without endangering its rider by the ani-
mal’s feet becoming entangled in the
vines. This is particularly so in the
far north along the great Peace River
Valley. Here the shrub and vine inter-
lacing in endless beauty form a com-
plete network of entanglement, which
provides shelter to the ever weary wolf
and covote. Strange to relate, lthe
prairie chicken is nowhere here to be
found, but like most other harmless crea-
tures, prefers the open to the dark un-
derlying places.

The Indian too, but of a much lower
type than his kinsman to the south, haunts
these lonely valleys, leading a life of
carclessness and want. His sphere is
cramped for the settler crowding in on
every side, has forced him back. Hem-
med in as it were until today the once
noble Redman remains only a part of his
true self. Many of his noblest traits are
gone; and in their place are found “un-
fortunately” many of the white man’s
vices. The buffalo, whose once mighty
tread shook the earth like distant thun-
der, have almost disappeared until now
only a few protected by law and guarded
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by high fences, remain to tell the tale of
the useless slaughter of bygone years.
The plains, too, are rapidly changing in
appearance, The rich virgin soil has
proved her fruitfulness, while the mighty
rivers are being made to yield their store
of wealth. The distant hills on every
hand show signs of advancing civiliza-
tion, while in almost every valley the
rancher is to be found with his herd of
branded cattle.

Time moves on and with it comes the
multitude who spy out our land ana
then returning to their own countries, are
reinforced by friend and neighbor. Thus
the onward march of myriads of souls
who shall people these vacant lands and
build up our cities. Westward, yet ever
westward march, these great invad-
ing armies until ere long our seemingly
inexhaustible supply of free lands will
be as a story that was told. Millions
upon millions of acres of this once use-
less land shall be turned into life sustain-
ing granaries and long ere another de-
cade shall have come and gone, the plains
that today know no man shall teem with
life and energy. Towns and cities shali
dot this fair land of ours where today
only the passing hawk poised on high
swoops down on some poor helpless crea-
ture to satisfy his insatiate hunger.

We look but a few years back and
there we see the noble Redman in all his
glory, while on the other hand we look
into the future and there we see the
fruits of civilization. The busy farmer
tilling the soil amid all the comfort and
contentment of that most free and noble
life. For truly it is the farmer and more
especially the Western farmer who en-
joys to the full the privilege of nature's
best, and greatest gift, namely, Health
and Strength.

Dense clouds of dirty black coal smoke
belching from high chimneys shall mark
the great manufacturing centres where
our many wants are being prepared for
us at our very door. No more then shall
we hear that old time-worn cry “Protec-
tion”; for it shall then be an unknown
quantity. A nation within ourselves with
three oceans lapping at our shores. Tru-
ly this is a heritage to be proud of. In-
terlaced with connecting systems of rail-
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ways our main product, wheat, shall go
forth as the warriors of oid conquering
wherever it is sent, until the nations
will be compelled to exclaim, “Behold the
Granary of the World.” These once un-
shorn fields shall now yield to their
fullest extent under the trained hand of
their cultivator, while with all the skill
of modern science and genius of inven-
tion, the seemingly arid districts of today
shall be made to produce their crop of
wheat and fruit. The rivers and streams
that today run the course mapped out
for them by nature, shall be harnessed
and made to lend their assistance and to
do their share towards acomplishing this
great end.

QOur minerals, as yet practically un-
known, shall add materially to our na-
tional wealth; the bowels of the earth
shall be made to give up their hidden
treasures, while our rocks and sand-
beds will yield their stores of gold. Na-
ture too has provided a beautiful supply
of coal; and a famine from that source
need not be feared for hundreds of years.
Natural gas is found in many places, and
being utilized as a substitute for other
fuels. It i1s found at a depth ranging
from five hundred to three thousand feet
and seems to be similar to the dry marsh
gas. It is not combustible without air,
but burns brilliantly when mixed in the
proper proportions, Several places along
the banks of the South Saskatchewan,
this gas is found escaping through cracks
and crevices in the ground, and in one or
two places particularly a lighted match
thrown to the ground will cause a flame
to dance and quiver up and down the
openings. Its future usefulness, as yet,
is wholly a speculation, but we believe
that great things are in store for us
through this wonderful medium. Petro-
leum too is found in great abundance. In
several places in the foothills it is
found oozing from the hillsides. In
fact minerals of all kinds lie hidden at
our very hand, and all that is needed is

time and energy to unfold to us this fabu-
lous wealth.

Wl.lile we speak of the illimitable
prairie, yet we have an almost end-

!ess supply of timber. This timber ranges
in size from the thickness of your arm
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to full grown trees, from which the finest
of lumber can be cut. .

What few fur-bearing animals that are
left are being protected by law and thus
we are assured of our needs along that
line. In conclusion, let me say that in
these once vast unknown regions, be-
lieved to be of perpetual snow and un-
inhabited by a savage, unconquerable

people, we have one of the finest, if not
the finest, country open for settlement
under the sun—a country which appeals
to the poor man, the laborer and the
artisan—a country where wealth accu-
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mulates more wealth, and where energy
counts to its fuilest reward.

Dotted as our plains will be, with
towns and cities, settled with the sturdi-
est sons and daughters of the world’s
noblest men, our fair soil that today lies
mantled in her maiden dress, shall send
to every known land the fruits of her la-
bor. Instead of as today, supporting
only seven millions, it shall support seven
times seven, and still have room for
more. '

All these great resources, all these
ours—ours for the taking, and may we
say with the Caesar of old:

“We came, we saw, we conquered.”

The Dawn of Love.

Blanche E. Holt Murison

In the heart of the woods a voice is heard.
List, my dear!
The soul of the silence is all disturbed,
Silvered to sound by the song of a bird.
The voice is the voice of wooing and winning,
The song is a song that is just beginning.
uleam by gieam the Dawn encroacheth,
Love awake, the Day approacheth:
Waken, dear!

In the Dawn is a breath of soft suspense:
Breathe, my sweet!

The air is all holy with sacraments,

Dew-drenched with the odor of frankincense.
Drowse not in the dusk, awake out of sleeping,
The sun through your lattice is boldly peeping.

Life with love and rapture thrilleth;

Where the fount of Youth distilleth,

Drink, my sweet!

In the heart of the heart of me—a prayer.
Come, my love!

The voice and the song and the fragrant air

Are waiting for us, and the world is fair.

The day’s at the morning, still dim with dreaming

Its fabulous fancies for our redeeming.
Come, oh, come!—where souls are meeting;
Haste, oh, haste !—the time is fleeting.

Come, my love!
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My Ideal Man

ERE HE IS, just as I promised
H him last month—my ideal man!
With awe and trembling I ap-

proach my fearful and wonder-

ful subject: an ideal man, you must ad-
mit, is rather a rarity of the species, and

as such demands due reverence and re-
spect.

It is not my intention to draw comi-
parisons between my ideal man and my
ideal woman; everybody is alrcady fami-
liar with the classical rhymes—"Sugar
and spice and all that’'s nice”’—and
“Frogs and snails and puppy-dog’s tails”
which tell their own story of a difference
as well as a distinction.

The /schoolboy in his essay wrote:
“Man is a two-legged animal”’; perhaps
he was not very far wrong! FHHowever,
when properly tamed and domesticated,
he is a very interesting specimen of his
kind, full of wonderful possibilities. We
have to thank one of the Lords of (their
own) Creation for the following defini-
tion. Ile informs the world in general,
and nobody in particular, that the very
best among his brethren is only—

“A very man, with something of the
brute;
(Unless he prove a sentimental noddy)
With passions strong, and appetite to
boot,
A tlnrsty soul within a hungry body.
A very man—not one of Nature’s clods,

With human feelings, whether saint or
sinner ;
Endowed perhaps with genius from the
gods,
But apt to take his temper from his
dinner.”

Every woman knows the last line at
least is true, and the rest she can concede
or not, just as her fancy dictates. But
I fear I have wandered from the idealis-
tic, and strayed into the realms of the
realistic; I must get back to the creature
of my imagination—the ideal man.

Every sage rule and wise maxim of
experience justifies the query, “Whose
ideal ?”"—for there certainly are a good
many ideals in the world. For instance,
when Mrs. Guelph-Smythe grows en-
thusiastic over some man of her acquaint-
ance, and with many complimentary
ejaculations and superlative adjectives
assures me that he is her “beau ideal” 1
listen—oh, yes, I listen; but neverthe-
less I am not converted! Not I! You
see I know Mrs. Guelph-Smythe, and
while for many reasons I Jaccept her
views, “nemine dissentiente,” our opin-

ions on the subject of 1deals are not un-
animous.

As I remarked before, Ideals depend
entirely on the Idealist; so long as there
are many men and women in the world
there must always be many opinions.
What would fascinate one, wouid give
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another a touch of the ultramarines.
However, the world is getting well on in
years now, and should have had consid-
erable experience as to what should prove
the all-round best type of man; yet the
ideal appears as indefinite as ever, and
perhaps it is as well that it should be so.
The monotony of the thought of a fixed
ideal would be intolerable, and would
leave no scope for individuality.

Ideals! Oh, those beautiful elusive
things that somehow always seem be-
yond our grasp. Those vague, shadowy,
beckoning inhabitants of an altitude so
much higher than ourselves—sweet
spirits of a sphere that lies a great way
off. Ideals are the symbols of the soul’s
emancipation; and the fugitive freedom
of thought their native element,

“Ah, but a man’s reach should exceed
his grasp,
Or what’s a heaven for?”

Let the grim old world keep its ideals,
therein lies its salvation. The struggle
upward through the mist must eventu-
ally lead to the sunshine of the summit,
and the mountain streams of faith shall
give refreshment by the way.

“The body is the storm,
The soul the star beyond it.”

The “‘star beyond” is the bright beacon
that points the way, and no cloud can
dim the eternal radiance of its light for
long. Keep the Star always well in sight.

Oh, dear, what a refractory pen—so
many generalities, and my poor ideal man
waiting all the time to be introduced.

Allow me!—I present you a King, for
my ideal is royal; a King among men—
because he is King of HIMSELF. He
takes his conscience as Prime Minister
and rules right royally over the realm he
is set to govern; rebellious subjects in
his kingdom are kept well in check—his
weaknesses are his vassals—not his mas-
ters. :

With regard to outward appearance—
“Mens sana in corpore sano” goes a long
way. It matters not whether he be tall
or short, (whichever he happens to be it
isn’t his fault), whether his eyes be blue
or brown, black or grey, so long as they
mirror the reflection of a true brave
heart. Erect on manhood’s height, he
stands a conqueror of baser things and
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the smaller soul, strong in a strength that
is more than merely physical.

He is a devoted son and a good bro-
ther (that is if he is fortunate enough to
enjoy the latter privilege; some brothers
sadly underrate their blessings—mine
do!) and is always ready to lend a help-
ing hand where it is needed.

He is essentially a gentleman, chival-
rous and courteous to all, He considers
the comfort and weliare of others before
his own ease and enjoyment. He is truly
noble, and disdains to stoop to little
meannesses or small hypocrises. His
sympathies are not of the :superficial
kind, but are of the broad-gauge, com-
prehensive order. He is the very em-
bodiment of a brave, true, healthy man-
hood; gentle in his strength, strong in
his tendencies, fearing naught save God,
dishonor, and untruth. 7To the woman
who loves him he represents home and
a sweet restfulness; she looks to him as
naturally in the lesser things of life, as
she looks to a Higher Power in the
greater. For such a man, a woman's
heart should beat faithful while he lives
and break when he dies.

Of course my ideal marries. It only
needs the love of a pure good woman to
mould his life to its perfect circle, and
with the woman of his choice he takes
Joy home with him, and “makes a place
in his own heart for her.” Jean Inge-
low’s beautiful thoughts are realized, fot
she “sings to him when he is weary with
working in the furrows; aye, or weeding
in the sacred hours of dawn.” He is
husband and lover, and, above all, com-
rade and friend. IHe and Joy go on their
way together hand in hand, strong
in their trust in each other, to face the
unknown future; doubling the joys and
halving the sorrows of life by sharing
them together. As they slowly ascend
the world’s great altar-stairs, whether
sun or rain he will whisper, “Never mind
the weather love; all the way together,
love!” The smile—maybe through tears
—the tightened handclasp of her who
leans on his greater.strength, shows the
fire of love to be still burning brightly.
And so it will be to the end; though
time may bend the upright form and
sprinkle the once abundant hair with sil-
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ver, he is aiways my ideal man. As the
lamps of earth flicker out one by one,
the beacon lights of eternity shine all the
brighter; and in the deeper, fuller glories
of the aftermath, they reach at last the
fair land where awaits—
“Gladness for such as are true-hearted.”
Such is my ideal man! Now where
do you think I shall find him? Did I
hear somebody say I had better look for
him on another planet? If I had an
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aeroplane I might start on a voyage of
investigation, but I have an idea that he
is not so high up. You see, if I cannot
realize the ideality, why I shall do the
next hest thing, and idealise the reality!

What is the difference pray? A woman
generally worships an ideal in the ab-
stract, and usually ends by loving a mere
man in the concrete.

It is just her luck!

On Cotrespondence

S I was wending my way home-
A homeward from the post-office
the other evening I heard some-
body behind me say, “I don’t

owe anybody a letter.”

This frank statement gave me a
“pause,” and I thought to myself, “I
wish I could say the same.”

The simple remark started a train of
thought in my mind on the many little
courtesies and obligations connected with
our correspondence, which I think we
are oft-times apt to forget.

We hear quite a lot about the deter-
ioration of modern letter-writing, and I

suppose we all know from experience,

that the accusation is not entirely un-
merited. When one thinks of the many
incoherent, stupid, illegible scrawls, that
often pass for letters now-a-days, one
is apt to wonder why this charming art
should be so neglected, so unfinished, and
unpolished. A well-expressed, well-writ-
ten, kindly letter is a joy forever, and
simply brims with sweet influences.

This is not intended as a “preachment”
against the modern correspondent, but is
intended merely as a friendly chatter on
a subject that should be of universal in-
terest.

Letter-writing is an art, and like all
arts must be cultivated if one wishes to
obtain fluency of expression and pro-
ficiency of style. Of all the arts, I sup-
pose letter-writing is the most neglected.
Anything does; .a few blots or erasions
more or less’do not matter, and even

grammatical errors and mistakes in spell-
ing are often lightly passed over. This
may be rather an extreme view, but yet
I venture to think not altogether un-
justified. It is astonishing how few peo-
ple take the trouble to express themselves
lucidly and gracefully through the me-
dium of pen and paper, and yet the mis-
ston of the letter is such a manifold one,
its messages so varied, and its influences
so tremendous.

Every hour of the day and night, mil-
lions of these silent messengers are trav-
elling on their errands of joy and sorrow,
of life and death, of love and enmity, of

peace and war. Sealed within the small
compass of the envelope mighty issues
pass on their quiet way, moulding the
minds of men, and the destiny of the
worid. Looked at in this light, letter-
writing assumes a larger aspect, and the
importance of written words a greater
significance. We may not all wield pens
of power and words of wisdom, but
everybody may have the gift of kindly
expression and unselfish thought if they
only take the trouble to cultivate their
mind in the right direction.

There are many things which acquire
a deeper meaning and a new dignity
when committed gracefully to paper, and
through the eye and brain they filter
right into the heart, forming some of
life’s most precious memories. We, all of
us, have these little sanctities hidden
away in their own sacred places, where
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we may go in the quiet intervals and re-
read and live them all over again.

The painter takes infinite pains and
trouble, and uses his utmost skill to por-
tray in his picture the message he wants
to give to the world; why should we not
use a little of the same thought and in-
telligence to convey with our pen the
many messages we send through the mail
to all corners of the earth.

Let us try to make our letters better
worth the reading, with something more
in them than frivolous chatter, or mere
gOssIp.

At the Shrine

IFE were indeed a solemn session,

L if glad-ewed Mirth kept away

from the proceedings altogether.

As Charles Lamb has said, “A

laugh is worth a hundred groans in any

market,” the moral of which is, of course,

laugh often, and groan only at intervals
very rare intervals at that!

Mirth mixed with Merriment, makes
an excellent medicine for the megrims of
melancholy, and should be taken fre-
quently in liberal doses as a preventative
as well as a cure.

The world needs liberal-hearted laugh-
ter-lovers, who, having drunk deeply
themselves at the sunshiny source of sup-
ply, carry away brimming cups of the
magic elixer, that others may also drink
of its wholesome felicity.

Laugh, not with the laughter of De-
mocritus, at the folly of your fellowmen,
but laugh because the world is fair, and
life is worth while for those who make
it so.

The Editor has accused me of being a
philosopher, so I must live up to my re-
putation; but, (let me whisper it, lest it
reach the editorial sanctum), I can
“merry-make” with the best, and that is
why I intend every month to take you
for a five minutes space to the shrine of
the goddess of perpetual cheerfulness.
The philosophy of fun is too much of an
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A letter very quickly gives away the
character of the person who writes it
and it is small wonder that graphologists
find it an easy matter to become very
proficient in their profession.

Few people realize what an education
letter-writing really is, and what a lot
may be learned as one goes along, if one
only takes the trouble. Instead of being
a “bore” as so many people find it, letter-
writing should be one of our -greatest
pleasures and recreations.

Try and get a new view of the subject,
and prove it for yourselves.

of Euphrosyne

unknown quantity, and if by any chance
no such thing exists, I invent it right
away.

One sunny soul has left on record,—
“There is nothing like fun, is there? O,
we need it! We need all the counter-
weights- we can muster to balance the
sad relations of life. God has mace
sunny spots in the heart; why should we
exclude the light from them ?”

Why, indeed? Polish the windows of
the mind that not a speck obscure the
pure radiance, and then let in the light
until the darkest corner is illuminated,
and there remains no possible chance of
stumbling over shadows, either real or
imaginary.

New let us laugh! Every month you
shall have the best and funniest stories
that come my way ; here are two or three
to begin with:

A Prudent Wooer.

Very careful was the farmer who en-
tered a telegraph office in New York
and sent this message to a woman in
Canada: “Will you be my wife? Please
answer at once by telegraph.” Then he
sat down and waited. No answer came.
He waited till late in the evening; still
no answer. Early the next morning he
came in again, and was handed a des-

-patch— an affirmative reply. The opera-

tor expressed his sympathy. “’Twas a
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little rough to keep you so long in sus-
pense.” “Look here, young fellow,” said
the farmer, “I’ll stand all the suspense.
A woman that’ll hold back her answer to
a proposal of marriage all day so as to
send it by night rates, is jest the econom-
ical woman that I've been a-waitin’ for.”
- An Unexpected Answer.

The lesson was from the “Prodigal
Son,” and the Sunday school teacher was
dwelling on_the character of the elder
brother. “But amidst all the rejoicing,”
she said, “there was one to whom the
preparation of the feast brought no joy,
to whom the prodigal’s return brought no
pleasure, but only bitterness; one who
did not approve of the feast being held,
and who had no wish to attend it. Now,
can any of you tell me who this was?”
There was a breathless silence, followed
by a vigorous cracking of thumbs, and
then from a dozen sympathetic little
geniuses came the chorus, “Please teach-
er, it was the fatted calf!”

A Story of W hittier.

A little girl, who was staying at the
same house with Whittier, the poet, and
of whom he was very fond, asked him
to commemorate in verse the death of
her kitten, Bathsheba by name. Without
a moment’s hesitation the poet recited
solemnly :—“Bathsheba, To whom nons
ever said S’cat! No worthier cat ever
sat on a mat, Or caught a rat. Requies-
cat.” The same little girl had a pony
who broke his leg, and again the poet
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was called upon to comfort the child with
some poetic sentiment. “I have written
some lines myself,” she said, “but I can’t
think how to finish the verse.” “What
did you write?” asked Mr. Whittier.
“My pony kicked to the right, he kicked
to the left; The stable post he struck it;
He broke his leg right off—" “And
then,” added Whittier, “And then, he
kicked the bucket.”

Notices Which Make You Smile.

There is quite a rich crop of humor,
usually unconscious, to be reaped by the
observant in the notices displayed in shop
windows, of which the following an-
nouncement by a Southend bird-fancier
is not at all a bad sample: “Doves for
sale, cheap. Eat nearly anything. Fond
of children.” Not long ago a Farring-
don-road butcher had in his window this
notice: “Wanted, a respectable boy for
beef sausages.” “Wanted, a warehouse-
man,” ran another similar notice. “Ap-
plicants must be accustomed to rigorous
discipline. Only the offers of such can-
didates will be entertained who have
served in the Army or been married for
a considerable length of time.” Equally
amusing is the following notice by a
Japanese laundryman in America: “Con-
trary to our opposite company, we will
most cleanly and carefully wash our cus-
tomers with possible cheap prices as fol-
lows—Ladies, two dollars per 100; gen-
tlemen, 1 1-2 dollars per 100.”—West-
minster Gazette.
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My Valentine

Blanche E, Holt Murison

I’m in love with a little Dutch maiden,
With hair of a glorious hue;
And lips with sweetness laden,
And eyes of a ravishing blue:
But she only laughs and teases me,
This little Dutch maid from the Zuyder Zee.

She’s as dainty as a woodland flower,
And as fair as the sun at noon;
As fresh as a Summer shower,
And as sweet as a rose in June:
But she only laughs and teases me,
This little Dutch maid from the Zuyder Zee

I'm in love with that little Dutch maiden,
With her eyes of ravishing blue;
But still with grief I'm laden,
Oh, what can a lover do?
I never can make that maiden mine,
For she came by mail—as a valentine!
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VIII

LEXANDER Caulfield Anderson,

y A in his valuable “Notes on the
Indian Tribes of British North

America, and the North-West
Coast,” written in 1855, refers in
his own inimitable way to these same
white dogs: “Irom point to point as
we descend the river,” he remarks, “the
palisaded villages which I have mentien-
ed appear. Around gambol whole hosts
of white quadrupeds, some shorn like
sheep, others sweltering under a crop
of flowing fleece. A stranger, sentiment-

ally disposed, might possibly, on getting

a distant view, imagine a scene of Ar-
cadian felicity, people it to his heart’s
content, and sing as did one of yore,

“Heureux qui se nourrit du lait de ses
brebis

Et qui de leur toison, voit filer ses
habits.”

But alas! worthy stranger, these are only

l

dogs: their owners (alas again), the ver-
iest knaves and pilferers under the sun.
The dogs in question are of a breed pe-
culiar to the lower parts of Fraser’s
River, and the southern portions of Van-
couver’s Island and the Gulf of Georgia.
White, with a long woolly hair and bushy
tail, they differ materially in aspect from
the common Indian cur, possessing, how-
ever, the same vulpine cast of counten-
ance. Shorn regularly as the crop of
hair matures, these creatures are of real
value to their owners, yielding them the
material whence blankets, coarse it is
true, but of excellent fabric are manu-
factured. My habits of life since early
manhood, have possibly tended in some
degree to blunt the power of apprecia-
tion in these matters, but I confess I
could not witness without satisfaction,
the primitive approach to texile manu-
factures which here first recurred to my

~ view after the lapse of many years. An

additional interest was afterwards cre-
ated in my mind, when on examination.
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1 found the implement used for weaving,
differed in no apparent respect from the
rude loom of the days of the Pharaohs,
as figured by modern archaists.”

By dint of perseverence and excessive
labour the explorers at last reached tidal
water. On Iriday, the 3oth, the Indian
precursor of the little hamlet of Yale
was passed, and a point reached where a
large stream joined the river from the
left bank. The stream here referred to
we take to be that now known as the

Chiliiwack. A round mountain loomed
up ahead, called by the natives
Stremotch. Masson, in a footnote, bald-

ly states that this same round mountain
was no other than the Mount Baker of
Captain George Vancouver, but, in view
of the fact that the editor of Simon
Fraser’s Journal had no local knowledge
of the scene of the exploits of the young
fur-trader, we are quite justified in
doubting the accuracy of the observation.
The student will observe, indeed, that
few of Masson’s annotations are of any
value, either geographically or ethnologi-
cally. We are inclined to think that the
Stremotch (Sumas) of Fraser was the
“Sugar Loaf Mountain” of Archibald
McDonald, referred to by him in his
notes on Sir George Simpson’s journey
to Fort LLangley.

At this point seals were observed in
the reaches of the river and such a cer-
tain indication of the close proximity of
the sea must have been almost as
welcome to the toil-worn travellers as
the appearance of the dove with a twig
in its beak to the weary voyagers in
Noah’s Ark. After sunset the party en-
camped near a spot where vast cedars,
“five fathoms in circumiference,” reach-
ed majestically skyward. Being entirely
without provisions, the men went supper-
less to bed, the faithful Indians, who had
accompanied them, faring no better, for
they also were without food of any de-
scription. Those pests of the marshes,
mosquitoes, made their appearance in
clouds and added to the discomforts ex-
perienced on the occasion. Unfortun-
ately, it is impossible now to exactly
place the site of the encampment, but, in
all probability, it was at, or in the near
vicinity of, Yale.
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The canyons and dangerous places of
the river had all been safely passed and
one would naturally think that little or no
difficulty would have been experienced
in traversing the broad bosom of the
Lower IFraser. But, on the very threshold
of success, disaster threatened to over-
whelm the entire expedition.  So
far Fraser had been engaged in
overcoming the stupendous obstacles
which nature had placed in his
path, but now, when that path was clear
of all natural impediments, he was called
upon to contend with the declared hos-
tility of powerful tribes. In the first part
of the journey the friendliness of the na-
tives had been an important factor in his
success,—now the position was revers-
ed, and the leader of the expedition
found the clear road before him barred
by the savage ill-will of the aborigines.
Surely the very irony of Fate! Here-
tofore the fur-trader had pitted his wits
against Nature and, after a long battle,
the fur-trader had triumphed; now the
furtrader was to pit his wits against the
wiles and machinations of the savage
folk, and the fur-trader was again to be
the victor in the unequal struggle. Here,
if anywhere, and now, if at any time,
Simon Iraser would be called upon to
prove himself.

Mist shrouded the river on the morn-
ing of July rst. After it had cleared

away the brigade again embarked. At
8 o’clock an Indian village of some two
hundred souls was approached. Here
the hungry party enjoyed the fish, ber-
ries and dried oysters which the Chief
spread before them. The Little Fellow
(of the Hacamaugh or Thompson na-
tion), who had faithfully remained with
the expedition since June 20th, now, by

~virtue of his many and great services,

ranked with the leaders of the expedition
and on all occasions accompanied them.
So now he is served with Fraser, Stuart,
and Quesnel. The consideration with
which he was treated no doubt added
greatly to his prestige among his
fellow red men. It is much to be
regretted that we do not know the
Indian patronymic of the Little
Fellow, for ‘he deserves to have his
name handed down to posterity. If ever



140

a native ally deserved honourable men-
tion it is this Little Fellow, who
so cheerfully ajded his white friends.
We know very little about him, but as
long as Simon Fraser’s great exploit 1s
remembered, the Little Fellow will be
honoured as a true friend in need. He
emerges from the darkness which
shrouds pre-historic times, fits across the
stage before us, and departs, we know
not whither. He is to us now nothing
more than a very shadow, a vague but
pleasant memory.

The chief of the clan was evidently
hospitably inclined for he presented his
guest with a coat of mail (leather) of
which much needed shoes, or moccasins,
were made. Moreover, the strangers
were entertained with weird songs and
a dance no less weird. The hospitable
chief stood in the centre of the ring
formed by the dancers and directed their
movements, while a primitive orchestra
vigorousiy beat a drum upon the wall
of the communal house—making ac-
cording to an eye witness, “a terrible
racket.”  To shew the chief that his
courtesy and entertainment were appre-
ciated, I‘raser presented to him a calico
gown, which delighted the heart of the
unsophisticated warrior,

It was remarked that the Indians at
this village evinced neither curiosity nor
surprise at the appearance or weapons of
the party, and in view of their apathy
I'raser concluded that they had seen
white men before. They dwelt together
in one large house six hundred and forty
feet long and sixty feet broad. At first
the adventurer thought that they were
fair, but afterwards he discovered that
they used a white paint which effectually
disguised their swarthy complexions.
Once again he notes the dogs’ hair rugs,
which, it is stated, were spun with a
distaff and spindle.

The Indians who had piloted Fraser
thither, now departed homeward with
their canoes. This caused some de-
lay as the natives of the village refused
to part with their craft under any con-
sideration whatever. Finally, however,
the Chief consented to lend the strangers

his own large canoe ; he also promised to
accompany them as guide.
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I'raser spent the night at the village
of the white-painted Indians, or en-
camped near it. It is not possible from
his inadequate description of the place
to ascertain its exact position. In those
days there were many villages between
the present site of Hope and New West-
minster. Not a few of them have un-
doubtedly been completely obliterated
in the hundred years which have pass-
ed since Fraser’s exploration.

IX.

The 2nd of July, 1808, was a memor-
able day in the life of Simon Fraser.
Seldom even in the adventurous life of
a fur-trader have so many exciting inci-
dents been crowded into the brief space
of a few fleeting hours, His troubles com-
menced early with the discovery of the
thieving propensities of the natives—in
that respect they seemed verily to have
been “whited sepulchres.” Being anxious
to proceed without delay, the explorer
applied for the canoe which the Chief
had promised him the day before, but
to his chagrin no attention was paid to
the request. What followed may be
given in the words of the written ac-
count of the day’s proceedings:

“I therefore, took the canoe,” the
Journal reads, “and had it carried to the
water side. The Chief got it carried
back. We again laid hold of it. He still
resisted and made us understand that he
was not only the greatest of his nation,
but equal in force to the sun. However,
as we could not get on without the
canoe, we persisted and at last gained
our point. The Chief and several of the
tribe accompanied us.”

On arriving at a village

(about
two miles

above New Westminster
—Coquitlam probably), a few hours
later, Fraser was warned not to
proceed further as the Indians at the
Coast were wicked and at war with their
neighbours, and it was more than likely,
so thought the aborigines, that the white
men would be killed by their warlike
brethren at the mouth of the river.
Little or no attention was paid to
these remarks and the men prepared
to embark, but they were prevented from
doing so by the natives who seized the
canoe and dragged it out of the water.
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At this juncture Fraser and Stuart were
invited to the principle house of the vil-
lage, but no sooner were they out of
sight than the Indians began to make a
“terrible noise” near the baggage. Stu-
art immediately went to ascertain the
cause of the disturbance. He found that
one of the natives had pilfered a jacket
from the canoe. The article, however,
was promptiy returned by order of the
Chief. But the trouble was not all over
as we learn from an entry in the Journal
which reads: “We then made a motion
to embark with the Chief, but his friends
who did not approve of his going, flock-
ed around him and were embracing him
with as much concern and tenderness as
if he were never to return. Qur native
rollowers seeing this scene of apparent
distress between the Chief and his con-
nexions, changed their mind and declined
to go any further. Even our Little Fel-
low would not embark, saying he was
afraid of IKa-wa-chin (Cowichan) or
Indians of the sea. Some of the In-
dians laid violent hands upon the canoe
and insisted upon taking it out of the
water. We paid no notice to their vio-
lence, but made them desist and embark-
ed without them.”

As the succeeding paragraphs are
important and vastly interesting, we
will quote them in {uil, in order
that the reader may the better un-
derstand the unhappy predicament of the
expedition at this juncture. ‘“Proceed-
ing on for two miles,” the Journal con-
tinues, “we arrived at the place where
the river divides in several channels,
when we perceived a canoe following us
and we waited for its arrival. One of
the Indians embarked in our canoe, with
a view, as we thought, of conducting us
in the right channel, but we soon remark-
ed that several other Indians from the
village, armed with bows and arrows,
spears, clubs, were pursuing us in their
canoes, singing war songs, and making
signs and gestures highly inimical. The
one who had embarked with us became
also very unruly, singing, dancing, and
kicking up a great dust. We threatened
him and he mended his manners and be-
came quiet.

“This was an alarming crisis, but we
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were not discouraged; confident upon
our own superiority, at least on the
water, we continued and at last we came
in sight of a gulf or bay of the sea; this,
the Indians called Pas-hil-roe. It runs
in a south-west and north-east direc-
tion. In this bay are several high and
rocky islands, whose summits were cox-
ered with snow.

“On the right shore we noticed a vil-
lage called by the natives, Misquiame.
We directed our course towards it. Our
turbulent passengers conducted us up a
small winding river to a small lake, near
which the village stood; there we land-
ed, but only found a few old men and
women, the others having fled into the
woods on our approach. The fort is
1,500 feet in length and go feet in
breadth. The houses which are con-
structed as those mentioned in other
places, are in rows; one of the natives,
after conducting us through all the apart-
ments, desired us to go away, as, other-
wise the Indians would be apt to attack
us. About this time, those that had fol-
lowed us from above, arrived.

“Having spent an hour looking about
and examining the place, we went to em-
bark, but found that the tide had ebbed
and left our canoe on dry land. We,
therefore, had to drag it some distance
to the water. The natives seeing our dif-
ficulties assumed courage and began to
make their appearance from every di-
rection, dressed in their coats of mail
and howling like so many wolves, and
brandishing their war clubs. We at last
got into deep water and embarked; our
turbulent guide no sooner found himself
on board again than he began a repeti-
tion of his former pranks. He asked
for our daggers, for our clothes, in fact
for everything we had. Fully convinced
at length of his unfriendly disposition,
we turned him ashore and made him un-
derstand, as well as the others who were
by this time closing upon us, that if they
did not keep their distance we would fire
upon them.”

The foregoing remarks of the explorer
plainly indicate that he actually reached
the Gulf of Georgia. Not a few writers
have asserted that he turned back at
the point where the City of New West-
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minster now stands, but if this had been
the case the downward voyage would
have ended at the “place where the river
divides into several channels,” which de-
scription evidently refers to the reaches
immediately below the Royal City. We
may also conclude that Fraser fo.lowed
the North Arm from this point and not
what is now the main channel. If he
had descended the river to the present
site of Steveston or beyond it, he could
not have recognised so easily the village
of Musquiam, so particularly referred to
in the Journal. Musquiam is situated
exactly at the mouth of the northern out-
let of the North Arm, and it faces both
the Gulf and the River. Therefore we
may safely conclude that Simon Fraser
not only reached tidal water but that he
also actually viewed, from the shore
thereof, the arm of the sea visited by
Captain George Vancouver in the year
1792, and named by him the Gulf of
Georgia. If further proof should be re-
quired we have only to turn to the chart
of John Stuart and to read the legend
quaintly marked thereon at the point
where the river flows past “Massquiame
Village.” This is the legend: “Mr. Si-
mon Fraser and party returned from
the Sortie of the River.”

With reference to the “small winding
river” and “small lake,” we may remark
that a little creek flows past Musquiam,
and the lake was no doubt formed by
the flooding of the low land between the
river and the village. This land, having
been dyked, is not now subjest to over-
flow. The river was at its highest stage
when Fraser descended it in 1808.

Much as Simon Fraser desired to ex-
plore the arm of the sea, he was obliged
to give up the idea. The hostility of
the natives, and the lack of provisions,
proved an effectual bar to further pro-
gress. The odds were against him and
he was forced to retire. But he had ac-
complished his purpose so steadfastly ad-
hered to,—he had reached the sea—not
by the Columbia, however, but by an-
other river which henceforth was to bear
his name. That he did not view the
Pacific ocean itself was a bitter disap-
pointment, as indeed we may gather from
the following entry in his Journal: “Here
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again I must acknowledge my great dis-
appointment at not reaching the Main
Ocean, having gone so near it as to be
almost within view; we besides wished
very much to settle the situation by an
observation for the longtitude. The lati-
tude is 49 deg. nearly, while that of the
entrance to the Columbia is 46 deg. 2o0.
This river therefore is not the Colum-
bia. If I had been convinced of this
when I left my canoes, I would certain-
ly have returned.” We may be thankful
that the explorer did not find out his
error earlier, as, in that event, we wouid
have been deprived of one of the most
interesting chapters of the early history
of our Province.

Having accomplished his purpose,
Fraser started homeward. But his dif-
ficulties were by no means over. In the
first stage of his return journey he was
continually harassed by hostile natives,
who persistently followed him with the
set purpose of annihilating the whole
expedition. Once the Indians slily tried
to upset the canoe but fortunately their
object was divined and the attempt frus-
trated. The continual dangers and perils
so wrought upon the nerves of the voy-
aguers that on the sixth day of July
they mutinied and threatened to desert
in a body. But, after a conference,
peace was restored and the men solemn-
ly resolved to keep together until the
end of the journey. To make this reso-
lution binding upon the consciences of
one and all, each member of the party
subscribed to the following oath: I
solemnly swear before Almighty God
that I shall sooner perish than forsake
in distress any of our crew during the
present voyage.”

After harassing days of innumerable
hardships, the expedition reached the ter-
ritories of more friendly natives, who
were much surprised at the re-appear-
ance of the white men—they had evident-
ly expected that their genial congeners
of the Lower River would have effect-
ually disposed of the travellers in a
manner becoming the traditions of the
race. At 2 o’clock on the afternoon of
Thursday, the 14th, the party arrived at
the Thompson River; the Chilcotin
River was passed on Tuesday, the 25th;
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a week later Quesnel River was left be-
hind; an at last, on the 6th day of
August, the expedition reached Fort
George, finding there Hugh Faries and
his two men.

It is interesting to note that, while
forty days were consumed in descending
the river, the ascent was accomplished
in thirty-five days. In going to the sea
Quesnel was reached on May 3oth, Lil-
looet on June 15th, Lytton on June 20th,
Jackass Mountain on June 22nd, Spuz-
zum on June 27th, Yale probably on
June 3oth; New Westminster on July
2nd, and Musquiam, where the outward
voyage ended on the same day. In re-
turning the Thompson River was passed
on July 14th, the Chilcotin River on July
2s5th; on August 6th the journey ended
at Fort George, the place of departure.

Such was the nature of Simon Fra-
ser and John Stuart’s achievement.
Such is the story we have almost for-
gotten. Surely these men who so nobly
persevered in their undertaking are in-

deed worthy of all honour and respect.

X.
After his three or four ardu-
ous years in New Caledonia, where

he had been so strenuously employed in
enlarging the territories of the North-
West Company, Simon IFraser returned
to Eastern Canada. As a reward for his
distinguished services he was given
charge of a district in the Middle North-
West. In 1811 we see him at the Red
River; two years later on the Mac-
Kenzie. In 1816 he was at Fort Wil-
liam when that post was captured by
the Larl of Selkirk. :

It is passing strange that the story of
his adventures was not given to the world
in the form of a book. While the re-
sults of Sir Alexander MacKenzie's
journey were duly set forth in the form
of a quarto volume, which appeared in
the year 1801, and while the Govern-
ment of the United States took very
good care that the world should not re-
main in ignorance of the important dis-
coveries of Captain Lewis and Captain
Clark, in the valley of the Colum-
bia, so far as we are aware, no at-
tempt was ever made, publicly or pri-

vately, to publish a full and authentic
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account of Simon Fraser's equally im-
portant expedition until long after the
deccase of the chief actor in that daring
episode.

It should be borne in mind that at the
time of Simon Fraser’s descent of the
river it was at flood-height. His achieve-
ment is ail the more remarkable on that
account. Had his journey been under-
taken in the same season of the year as
that of Sir George Simpson in 1828 the
task would have been far less difficult,
and the accomplishment of it by no
means so memorable. Sir George Simp-
son, the energetic and wide-roving Gov-
ernor of the Hudson's Bay Company,
passed the “ruins of Fort George” a few
minutes before five o’clock on the morn-
ing of Friday, September 26th, 1828, and
he reached Fort Langley, which had been
established in 1827, precisely at eight
o’clock on the evening of Friday, October
26th, having thus consumed but fourteen
days in covering a distance which took
Simon Fraser considerably over a month
to traverse. But everything was in fa-
vour of the Governor, who had at his
command all the men and resources of
the Western Department, to say nothing
of the hearty co-operation of the Indians,
while Fraser was entirely dependent up-
on the adventitious resources of an unex-
plored and unknown country, peopled by
natives of whose disposition and propen-
sities absolutely nothing was then known.

We are told that the worthy explorer
was offered knighthood as a reward for
his services, which honour, it has been
asserted by several writers, he declined
on the ground that he had not the means
to support the title. Very interesting
such statements, but in all probability
rather misleading. Ifraser was at one
time a comparatively wealthy man and
he could have supported the honour of
knighthood with a becoming -dignity—
after all knighthood is not an expensive
luxury. But, it has been inferred that
he had a far more important reason for
declining the title. It would appear that
he traced his descent, in a direct line,
from the fourth Lord Lovat—claimed in
fact that he was the rightful successor to
the title and ancestral estates of the
Lovats. It was on account of this claim
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that he refused knighthood. He would
not accept, so the story goes, any title
beneath the title of Lord Lovat in dig-
nity. In later years the explorer unfor-
tunately lost money through the burning
of some mills in which he was interested,
and he died a poor, but not a poverty-
stricken, man.

Simon Fraser married a daughter of
Captain Allen MacDonnell, of Matilda,
Ontario, we presume, shortly after his
return from New Caledonia. Retiring
from active service, probably at the time
of the union of the North-West Com-
pany and the Hudson’s Bay Company in
1821, he took up his residence at St.
Andrew’s, on the Ottawa River. Here
he lived for many years a much respect-
ed member of the community. He died
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in 1862, his wife surviving him only a
few hours. They were buried, on the
same day, in the same grave.

[Note.—Several mistakes have inad-
vertently crept into my Dbrief note on
Simon Fraser, but, as the material, so
hastily compiled, will shortly be revised,
elaborated, and published in another and
more permanent form, I have not deemed
it advisable to trouble the reader with
minutiae at the present moment. I take
this opportunity to acknowledge my in-
debtedness to Dr. C. F. Newcombe, of
Victoria, His Honor Judge Howay, of
New Westminster, and Mr. James Teit,
of Spence’s Bridge, for much valuable
information and kind assistance.]—

E. O.S. S.

Sunrise
Francis G. Strong

O distant glow of early dawn,

Why flushest thou so faintly rose

With such ethereal light?

The golden Sun from realms of Night
A ray to kiss thee gently throws,

To wake thee to the morn.

O crystal drop of morning dew,
Why tremblest thou so nervously

Within thy fairy nest?

The golden Sun knows what is best
As now He comes in search of thee
To waft thee to the blue.

O Nature fair awake and sing

Thy happy songs—the Day is here
With Life’'s own Promise sweet ;

O glorious Sun with joy we greet
Thy living Presence bright and clear,
And all our homage bring.



A Drug Story

R. M. Eassie

four “tots” of raw spirit in rapid

succession, the toothache of Cur-

ly Pete continued to rage vio-
lently.

“Crool, I've got it,”" he groaned, “sim-
ply crool! Can’t shift the blamed pain
nohow!” He ceased swaying his head
to and fro, and eyed the whisky bottle
wistfully. ‘

Notwithstanding his companion’s re-
putation as a malignerer, Big Jim was
sympathetic; yet he was anxious to save
the remnant of his seven-year-old rye for
a more legitimate purpose. With the
stem of his pipe he indicated a half empty
phial that stood uncorked upon the rough
table. “Guess you oughter try a dope o’
that nerve killer o' mine, Pete,” he sug-
gested persuadingly. “I ain’t got no ob-
jeck in boostin’ the stuff,” he added, pre-
varicatingly, “but the way it wiped out
a ter’ble jawache o’ mine las’ fall was jest
about the slickest thing ?

“I don’t hold with nerve-killin,] " in-
terrupted the sufferer peevishly. “It’s
agin Nater. Wuz we givin’ nerve ter
kill? No, sir! Not no more’n we wuz
given arms ter cut off. What nerves
want when they git obstrup’rous an’
jumpy is dead’nin, an’ not killin’; an’
fer dead’'nin’ nerves ther ain’t nothin’ ter
touch whisky.”

Big Jim shrugged his shoulders and
accepted the inevitable. With scrupulous
care, he divided the remainder of the
spirit into two equal portions, and passed
‘one over to his companion.

Pete made one gulp of the coveted
draught, and, having gained his purpose,
began to feel a trifle ashamed of his im-
portunity. Therefore, to justify his con
duct somewhat, he began further to dis-
course concerning the inefficiency of any
toothache-cure but whisky.

“Ef it ain’t a rude question, Jim,” he

D ESPITE the internal application of

asked presently, taking up the rejected
phial gingerly, “how much did yer waste
on this proposition ?”

“Paid a dollar fer it in Morrisville,”
replied Jim shortly.

. Pete snorted contemptuously, and
made a show of reading the label. Then
with a grimace, he withdrew his nose
from the region of the tiny bottle. “Queer
grafters them druggist outfits,”” he
mused.  “The smaller the quantity, the
more yer pay fer it. Take this here Kil-
ler o’ your’n, f'r instance. Yer go an’
part with a dollar fer two thimblefuls of
it. Now, ef it wuz made up in a fair-
sized med’cine flask an’ called Liver
Cure, they wouldn’t ask yer no moren
four bits fer it. An’, ef it wuz sold in
beer bottles an’ labelled Embrercation fer
sprains, it wouldn’t cost mebbe no more’n
eighty cents. Like as not yer kin git it in
jars fer horses, or in bar’ls fer elephants
fer a quarter or thirty cents a gallon.”

“Wuz you ever in the paten’ drug biz-
ness,” queried Jim, with marked sar-
casm.

“Waal, no,” replied Pete easily, “but
somethin’ happened ter me years back
thet kind o’ med me shy o’ takin’ drugs,
an’ sort o’ give me the notion thet they
ain’t all they’re med out ter be. I reckon
yer never heard tell o’ how I tried ter
suicide meself once?”

In spite of Pete’s notoriety as a re-
counter of unreliable anecdote, Jim as-
sumed a pose of languid interest. “Ken’t
say I did,” he answered slowly.

Waal, it wuz jest after I sold out at
Roughtwater Creek; jest about the time
thet Lucy Miller threw me over fer the
beauty that druv the stage ter Percy's
Landin’. P’raps yer never bin given the
go-by by the gel yer wuz sweet on?”

“P’raps not,” articulated Jim in the
midst of sad reminiscences.

“Waal, it ain’t a bully feelin’ while it
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lasts,” went on the other, “an’ it sent
me on the toot. Night an’ day I wuz up
at Flynn’s bar, lickerin’ up an’ playin’
faro, till I wuz thro’ with me pile. Then
I reckoned it wuzn't worth livin’ no lon-
ger, so [ med up me mind ter pass in me
checks, nice an’ quiet, an’ no shootin.’
Jest as [ wuz bummin’ around, wond’rin’
what wuz the shckest way ter die, durned
if some low down cuss of a drummer
didn’t come along an’ kind o’ show me a
way out. e wuz hawkin’ drugs, an’ had
no end o diff’rent lots o’ cures in his
pack; an’ they wuz all med up in bottles
in all sorts o’ shapes an’ sizes, an’ the
labels on ’em wuz all colors. ’Cording
ter that ther hobo, if yer’d fixed yerself
up with a complete set of his med-cines,
yer cud hev cured yerself an’ yer ox an’
yer horse an’ all thet wuz yours, of every
blamed discase goin’ from poonoomonia
ter bunions.

“Waal, one of his fakes wuz called
‘Rub It On,” an’ he said it wuz a dandy
fer sprains, an’ I giv’ him a dollar fer a
hottle of it.”

"Yer'd better be careful, boss,” sez he
ter me, an’ not leave it lyin’ around, be-
cuz its kind o' dang’rous.”

“Waal, the only reason I'd bought the
darned stuff wuz becuz it had a small
red label on it marked deadly pizen. 1
reckoned ter do my bit o’ bizness with it
anyway. Still it wuzn't up ter me ter
tell him thet much.”

“Will it kill animals?" sez 1.

“You betcher,” sez he. *“Sure thing.
Ten drops or s0,” sez he, ““ "ud wipe out
a trav'ling circus, riders an’ ringmasters,
an’ all the whole outfit,” sez he.

“Waal, [ put the bottle in me pocket,
an’ rustled two sheets o’ note paper at
the hotel, an’ wrote onc letter ter me ol’
dad, tellin’ him he wuz a stric’ father but
a good 'un, an’ thet I wuz a bad son:
an’ warnin’ him not ter hev any thin’ ter

"do with shakin’ dice, or drinkin’, or
wimmen, which wurnt likely becuz he
was deacon in a chapel down east. Then
I wrote ter Lucy sayin’ I was broken-
hearted thro’ her runnin’ off with the
stage-driver, an’ that she’d never see ime
alive agin. After I'd posted them ther
- two letters I went an’ put me las’ dollar
bill across the bar, fer jumpin’ powder.
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Then I walks upstairs ter one of the
sleepin’ rooms, an’ undresses, an’ goes
ter bed, in broad daylight, an’ gits out-
side the whole bottle o’ that ther deadly
pizen an' lays back ter die, nice and
peaceful.

“But d'yer think that durned pizen
'ud kill me? No, sir, not a killt I wait-
ed two minits, five minits, ten minits,
quarter of'n hour. DBarrin’ a kind o
warmish feelin’ inside, I felt as live as a
squir'l.  Waal, bein’ in no special sort
o' hurry ter peg out, an’ reck’nin’ praps
thet thet ther ‘Rub It On’ was one o’
them slow pizens I've heard on, I lit me
pipe an’ giv’ it more time ter work. But
it wuz no good. Eggsckly one hur after
dopin’ meself with thet ther deadly pizen
I wuz feelin’ better'n I'd ever done in me
life, before or since! Gee! I wuz riled.
I got up agin, an’ dressed, an’ started ter
hunt that durned bummer an’ his med’-
cine outfit. I picked up his trail ter Red
Scotty’s shanty, an’ foun’ him ther tryin’
ter sell the oI’ man a bottle o’ Temp-rance
Mixture which he calkerlated wud fix
him so thet he would never want ter
smell spirits agen let alone drink ’‘em.
Wall, T didn’t want ter shine off a dead
beat, so I pulled Scotty off him, and took
him outside an’ told him ter git himself
ready fer I wuz goin’ ter hurt him some.”

“Woffor?” sez he.

“So 1 explains.

“Waal, then thet ther son of a tinker
gits ter work ter make excuses. TFust he
reckoned he’d mixed up the labels an’ I’d
swallered a pint o’ blood purifier by mis-
take; then he calkerlated I wuz pizen-
proof, an’ cud make me pile at a dime
museum; then he had the face ter try
ter make me give him a testimonial be-
cuz only fer his durned med’cine I'd hev
bin in the boneyard.

“Yes, sir,” sez he; ‘my ‘Rub It On’
has saved yer life; an’ that’s a blamed
sight more then any other pizenous em-
brercation wud hev done fer yer.”

“Look here, me son,” sez I, drawin’
me gun on him. “All yer talkin’ don't
cut no ice. Ef you don’t want ter travel
back ter Roughwater feet first, jest you
draw the corks out er six bottles o’ them

fake cures o’ yours an’ swaller them
down right now.
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“Wall, that bummer he squirmed an
howled fer all he wuz worth, but, seein’
[ wuz puttin’ up no bluff, he set to an’
emptied jest haf a dozen of his rubbish
inside him.

“I picked out the ones I fancied most
fer him. I started him on Bronchitis
Balsam, then I followed that up with
Muscle Builder, an’ Infants Food; then
I turned him on ter Gripe Water an’ Dis-
infection Fluid. Jest ter finish up with I
persuaded him ter sample a bottle o’ the
same stuff he sold me, an’ I med him take
the deadly pizen label off an’ swaller that
as well. DBut you'd reckon that puttm
away all them mixtures med a bit o’
difference to thet ther bummer? No,
sir. May I never taste whisky agen if he
didn't look fresher after he'd got ’em
down, than he did before!

“Bein’ rather curious fer the reason o'
thet, I scared him by tellin’ him I’d mek
him drink another six bottles of his
muck if he didn’t kind o’ give me partick-
lers. Then he sed he reckoned it was all
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the same, an’ quite harmless, an’ thet
none of it wuzn't good fer anythin.

“Waal, I let him scoot after thet, after
mekkin' him pay me five dollars of his
own free will as kind o’ damages fer
disappointin’ me in thet ther su1c1c11n
propersmon o’ mine.’

“What happened ter them two dyin’
letters yer posted?” asked Big Jim with
a sudden show of curiosity, and the air
of one putting a poser.

“Waal,” replied Pete unabashed, “I
had ter quit Roughwater when the yarn
got about. There wuz too much hot air
ﬂym around. I never heard what Lucy
Miller thought o’ me fer not dyin’, an’
fer takin’ back the di’mon ring I left
her in me letter; but me dad paid a dol-
lar to put a notice in the paper sayin’
his lovin’ son wuz dead an’ deeply
mourned. I went an’ saw the ol’ man on
the strength o’ thet ther notice, but he
wuz ter’ble riled at me fer foolin’ him,
an’ he wud'nt use a cent ter celebrate
my comin’ ter life agin.”

Warming the House in Winter

E. Stanley Mitton

and comfort being of paramount
importance to the home builder,
that he would devote considera-
ble thought to this side of the building
problem, and expect to have it solved
satisfactorily.
So far is this from being the case, that
I believe most people give less attention
to this most important detail, than to
any other in connection with their homes,
the result being that, frequently, thev
are deprived of a good deal of comfort
in winter, or else put to considerable ex-
pense for fuel, both conditions to be
avoided.

Indeed, experience has taught me that
many architects, even, are inclined to
slight the matter, being perhaps, of an
artistic instead of a practical tempera-
ment, and throw the burden entirely upon

O NE would naturally thiﬁk, warmth

the shoulders of the contractor, who,
honest though he may be, has naturally
enough his own interests nearest at heart,
and lacks the architectural knowledge
necessary to secure really first-class re-
sults.

Believing, as I do, that comfort is one
of the primary requirements of our
homes in the winter season, I propose
taking up briefly, for Westward Ho!
readers the-different methods of heating,
and how they may be applied to obtain
the most satisfactory results.

Naturally, by right of antiquity, as well
as actual merit, fireplaces come first. By
all means let us have fireplaces—several
of them, if possible. They give a cheery
home-like appearance to a room, and
smile like the faces of kind friends, in.
the chilly autumn and winter nights..
Frequently, too, even m late spring and
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early fall, the fireplace can be called into
requisition, and a cheery blaze obtained
in the twinkling of an eye, to comfort
the members of the home circle, or to
welcome some friendly visitor.

The simplest and least expensive
method of warming a small house or cot-
tage is the hot air furnace. For a small
house of six, or not more than eight-
rooms it has many advantages that com-
mend it to the home builder. In the first
place, it is comparatively inexpensive, as
compared with other systems of heating;
there is no danger of damage to floors
or ceiling from leaky pipes or air valves,
and the amount of heat may be readily
regulated according to outside tempera-
ture.

Among the chief advantages is the
fact that the heat supply is somewhat
variable. In our mild and genial climate,
this is not a matter of vital importance,
but I mention it for the benefit of those
readers of Westward Ho! who are less
favorably situated. Furthermore, dust
and ashes are sometimes carried through
the rooms through the air flues, and
some people complain of the dry or over-
heated quality of the air.

Taken for all in all, the hot water fur-
nace is probably the most satisfactory,
and economical of time and labor. It
furnishes a pleasant heat that may be
readily adapted to meet the requirements
of the season, is clean, uses a minimum
of fuel, and requires little attention on
the part of the head of the house.

I have known people who made the
mistake of putting a small furnace in a
big house, and wondered thereafter why
they had so much difficulty in keeping
warm. In houses hastily built for sale
purposes, the contractor, for the sake of
economy and subsequent profit, usually
performs this adroit trick. A small fur-
nace has its uses, and is well enough in
its way, but when I design a ten-room
house, I do not propose to put in it a

furnace originally intended to heat but
six rooms,

In locating a furnace it should be so
placed that the warm air pipes connect-
ing with the flues, will be nearly of the
same length, but favoring those leading
to the coldest rooms. This is done by
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placing the furnace somewhat to the
north or west of the centre of the house,
or toward the point of compass from
which the prevailing winds blow.

Carry the smoke pipe to the chimney
as directly as possible, as bends add to
the friction of the gases, and reduce the
draft. All woodwork should be properly
protected by suitable air spaces, around
the pipe, and covered with tin or asbestos.

For small houses and cottages, the hall
stove or base burner will always main-
tain its popularity, undisturbed by the
different modernized forms of house
warming that have come into fashion.
This is an inexpensive method of pro-
viding for the requirements of a small
house, and one that is reasonably satis-
factory. I could wish that the makers
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would secure some new and more artistic
designs for their productions, and re-
place their present barbaric ornateness$
with simpler and more subdued patterns
better suited to modern decoratlve
schemes,

In conclusion, I again express my de-
sire to hear from Westward Ho! readers
about their building problems. I shali
be glad to devote a portion of my time
to answering any questions that may
arise if you wi]l address me in care of
the Editor of Westward Ho!

I want to make this series of real value
and assistance to you. If you desire any
particular style of residence or plan, give
me full particulars of it, and I shall pre-
pare a design, with full detailed informa-
tion regarding it, for an early issue.

Sunset.

Francis G. Strong

Far to the West in a vapour of light,

Flooding the hills with his crimson and gold, g
Sinks the great Monarch of Day; i
Touches the clouds as he passes away— i
Shadows are formed into glories untold, A
Richly and tenderly bright.

Far to the West where the scenes ever change,
Slowly the colours grow deeper in hue,
Quietly waiting for rest;

Softly the breeze which those wavelets caressed
Sighs on its way to the still azure blue,

With a tranquility strange.

Far to the West the last roseate gleams
Fade, and the clouds nestle close in the cold,

Sllently ready for sleep:

Over the water the pale shadows creep,
Coming the whole of the world to enfold,

While softly tired Nature dreams.

-
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The Development of the Wood Pulp and Paper
Industry in British Columbia.

A Rare and Splendid Opportunity for the Creation of a Great
Important Industry in Western Canada.

J. MORGAN PARKS

ESTWARD the course of Em-
W pire takes its way, it moves
slowly perhaps, but it moves.

For years the development of

the Wood Pulp and Paper Industry in
British Columbia has been a matter of
common and persistent discussion. LEx-
perts have looked upon our vast forests
and marvelled at its possibilities. The
Bureau of Provincial Information has re-
peatecdiy pointed out in special literature
the tremendous possibilities which Brit-
ish Columbia possesses in the way of
raw material for the manufacture of
wood pulp and paper. Various booklets
have been issued elaborating on our vast
water powers and unlimited forests, un-
equalled by any other country in the
world. Men trained by long experience
in the manufacture of wood pulp and
paper, have repeatedly emphasized the
natural advantages possessed by this
Province for the manufacture of these
products, and yet until the last year, the
people of Western Canada have turned
from actual participation in the great
wood pulp industry as though it were a
matter of little consequence or of no
concern. During the last fifteen years
while Western Canada has been indulg-
ing in idle speculation on the subject.

Quebec and Ontario have gone quietly
on and increased their output from 300
to over 4,000 tons per day. The towns
of Hull, Grandmere, Hawkeshury, Fra-
zerville, and scores of others, during the
last eight or ten years have grown from
sleepy hamlets to progressive towns as
the result of the location of pulp and
paper mills. During our meditation, the
great Pacific Coast milis of the United
States such as the Everett Pulp & Paper
Co., Everett, Wash.,, Willamatti Pulp
& Paper Co., Oregon City; Crown Col-
umbia Pulp & Paper Co., Oregon City,
Oregon; Iloriston Pulp & Paper Co.,
Floriston, Cal.; California Box Board &
Paper Co., Antioch, Cal.; Lebanon Pulp
& Paper Co., Lebanon, Oregon; Camas
Mills, Camas, Wash., have come into ex-
istence as the result of American pluck
and perseverence, giving employment to
thousands of people and paying immensc
dividends. While we are still engaged in
meditation, all our vast supply of paper,
representing hundreds of carloads per
year, is hauled across the country 3,000
miles, from Quebec and Ontario, or se-
cured from the United States or Europe.
But things are now changing—the dawn
of the better day is approaching and in
the dim shadow of the light can be seen
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the handwriting on the wall, which indi-
cates that soon the Western country will
be independent of the East for its supply
of paper, and that British Columbia,
with its glorious wealth of raw material,
will be the leading producer of wood
pulp and paper in the world; and why
should it not be so? What has Quebec
and Ontario got that British Columbia
has not got in equal quantity and rich-
ness? Why should we go away from
home for that which we can produce as
cheaply ourselves? What is there in a
ton of pulp or a ton of paper that cannot
be secured or produced with equal ad-
vantage in British Columbia as in On-
tario or Quebec? The elements of one
ton of Sulphite pulp are roughly: Two
cords of four-foot wood, three hundred
pounds of sulphur, two barrels lime, fifty
pounds of magnesite, labor and fuel, ad-
ministration and depreciation. Regard-
ing wood, we have an advantage over
our Eastern neighbours. Sulphur pyrities
from Japan is sold on the Pacific Coast
equally as low as Eastern mills can se-
cure the same product from Italy or

AND PROFITS
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Louisiana. There is no material differ-
ence in the cost of Magnesite or Lime,
while in the question of coal, the British
Columbia manufacturers, on account of
the proximity to the Nanaimo and Cum-
berland collieries, would have, if any-
thing, an advantage over Eastern Manu-
facturers. In the matter of wages, the
difference in favor of Quebec and On-
tario would be about 25 per cent, but as
the labor involved in a ton of pulp
amounts only to approximately about $5
the difference is of no material conse-
quence, and is more than counter-
balanced by our supply of wood which
can be secured at from $2.50 to $3.00
per cord as against $4.00 to $8.00 in
Quebec or Ontario, and from $8.00 to
$15.00 per cord in the United States.
Everything considered, there is no rea-
son why wood pulp and paper should
not be manufactured in British Columbia
from $2.00 to $4.00 per ton lower than
Ontario or Quebec. Notwithstanding
our splendid water powers and immense
timber lands, we still have a greater ad-
vantage over the Eastern manufacturer
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by being on the threshold of the great
Oriental markets instead of from 3,000 to
6,000 miles away. Last year China,
Japan, Australia, New Zealand, Hawaii,
and the Philippines, imported over $10,-
000,000 worth of paper, principally from
Germany, Great Britain, Eastern Canada
and Eastern United States, Norway and
Sweden. Every dollar of this great trade
properly belongs to British Columbia,
on account of our geographical position,
and within ten years there ought and
will be, sufficient mills in Western Ca-
nada to control these vast and growing
markets. It is rarely, if ever, a country
is presented with such an unusual op-
portunity for commercial development as
that which is now almost forced upon
us, in the manufacture of wood pulp and
paper. So, therefore, let us be up and
doing. What other states and provinces
have done, we also can do. We have the
brains and the material should we wish
to exercise it, with which to create in
this province, one of the most useful
and necessary industries of the world.
An industry that will give employment
to thousands of people and will build up
new and prosperous towns on every im-
portant waterway of Western Canada.
During the past year, a great deal of
splendid progress has been made in the
establishment of this industry in British
Columbia, but there is still room, room.
nothing but room. The British Canadian
Wood Pulp & Paper Co., Ltd., have now
almost completed their splendid plant at
Port Mellon, near Vancouver. This
modern plant will be ready for operation
during the early part of March and will

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

open with a capacity of 150,000 pounds
of high grade fibre paper per week. The
Western Canada Wood Pulp & Paper
Co., Ltd., of Victoria, have recently se-
cured the entire pulp limits representing
Jo soquu ayenbs paipuny duo jsowfe
pulp timber on Vancouver Island, for-
merly owned by the Quatsino Power and
Pulp Co., and are now proceeding with
the erection of a mammoth plant at Quat-
sino Sound, exclusively for the manu-
facture of news and wrapping paper.
This new company is backed by such
substantial men as Mr. Chas. J. V.
Spratt, President Vancouver Iron
Works; Dr. Lewis Hall, Mayor of Vic-
toria; Mr. Frederick Appleton, Manag-
ing Director M. R. Smith Co., Ltd.;
Joseph McPhee of Cumberland ; Richard
Hall of Victoria, Chas. Lugrin, Editor of
the “Colonist,” F. J. Marshall, Col.
Henry Appleton, R.E., and other sub-
stantial men of British Columbia, and its
success is therefore reasonably assured.
One of the most conspicuous workers in
the development of the wood pulp and
paper industry in this province has been
Mr. Greely Kolts, who has labored per-
sistently in behalf of both the Western
Canada Wood Pulp & Paper Co., Ltd,,
and the British Canadian Wood Pulp &
Paper Co., Ltd., but what we need is
not only more mills, but likewise more
men—men that can make such enter-
prises possible and profitable and who
are not afraid to go out of the beaten
path and lend their time, their talent,
and their efforts, in the building up of
new industries such as will develop the
country and give employment to the in-
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creasing population. If we are to mean
anything in the industrial life of Canada,
we must proceed to develop the natural
resources which nature has so bounti-
fully supplied us with.

A NEW FORM OF INSURANCE.

Nothing is of more importance to the
modern businessman or wage earner,
than the question of insurance. As a
prudent man keeps in touch with his fam-
ily physician in case of emergency, or
will lay in a store of fuel for the Winter,
have a raincoat and umbrella for the
rainy day, so will the ordinary man carry
Insurance for protection in case of em-
ergency.

The ordinary Canadian has been edu-
cated to Insurance to such an extent that
it is unnecessary to ask him if he is car-
rying Fire Insurance on his buildings,
stock of merhcandise, etc.; or Life or
Accident on himself, but Insurance on
Live Stock is to a great many a new fea-
ture.

It has been hard to establish such Com-
panies. The rate of mortality was hard

to arrive at, as our Government keeps no
statistics upon the loss of live stock. It
has only been by guess that companies
attempting this business could base a rate
for insurance until THE BRITISH AMERI-
CcAN L1vE SToCcK AssoCIATION, with their
main office in the Johnson & Howe
Building in this city, was organized. They
have, however, taken the trouble to gath-
er from the books of the other Live Stock
Insurance Companies doing business in
Canada, United States and Europe, the
ratio and causes of death, and it is said
they have now the most complete and
compiled figures.on the .subject. .

The Management of this Company sets -
forth the argument that there are hun-
dreds of dollars of loss to stock-owners
through the death of their animals, when
by the same calamity a few dollars are
lost by fire to buildings. It does seem -
strange that a man owning a stable or-
small house worth but a few hundred
dollars would seek insurance on it against:-
loss by fire, while habitually housed in::
the same building there might be horses.
worth from hundreds to thousands, liable.::
to -loss- by -fire and-a hundred different::
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causes, wholly uninsured simply because
this species of insurance was totally un-
known to the owner.

"The Company, which first started do-
ing business in this Province only, has
been registered in Alberta and Saskatche-
wan, and has written a large amount of
business -in both Provinces, and expects
to be taking risks in every Province in
the Dominion during the present year.

Vancouver has given it every en-
couragement. When effort was made by
the Live Stock dealers and Stock-owners
of the Prairie to induce it to move
its main office East of the Mountains,
the Company decided to stay with Van-
couver, and has taken a long lease of the
premises it now occupies.

At all the principal Fairs of this Pro-
vince and the Prairie Country, this Com-
pany has been very liberal in giving cups
as trophies and in pursuance of that pol-
icy, the Board of Management has de-
cided to purchase one hundred cups, to
be distributed as prizes throughout the
Territory in which the Company is do-
ing business.

The Company point with pride to the
great progress they are making in new
fields, and to the fact that there i1s not an
adjusted loss claim under a policy of the
Company unpaid at the first of the year.
Their policy is “A square deal, and a
quick action”—not an action at law to
frustrate payment, but an action by the
Company to promptly recoup the loser
who is covered by their Insurance.

The officers of the Company at the
present time are as follows:
W. J. WALKER, President and Manager.
C. E. BurnuaM, Secretary., '
‘A. A. WALKER, Treasurer.
F. A. TaowMmpsoN, Inspector.
J. R. Carucarr, General Agent.

GASOLINE MOTORS.

The twentieth century or “The Mach-
inery Age” has brought forth many in-
ventions. Some of them are only suited
to a few scientific students, while others
are suitable for use by the general public.

One of the most popular of these is
the gasoline engine. Up to a few years
ago, it was very expensive and not alto-
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gether reliable. But in the past four or

‘five yedrs a great many improvenients

have been added; and since the manu-
facture became general in America the
price has been reduced about five hun-
dred per cent., so that at the present
time any-one can afford to have his own
pleasure boat, and no one needing a boat
in a commercial line can afford to be
without a gasoline motor.

The fisherman can no longer be be-
calmed as he used to be. Now he uses a
small motor, which drives-his boat about
seven miles an hour.

The fisherman is only a single instance
showing the commercial value of gaso-
line engines. As for pleasure boats mere-
ly a mention is necessary, as you have
seen the great number of launches of all
sizes and descriptions on the harbor on
every holiday or fine afternoon.

There are two types of the marine mo-
tor on the market. The four cycle and
the two cycle. Lhe latter is less compli-
cated and more suitable to general use,
and is aimost exclusively used in small
pleasure or working boats,

Easthope Bros. Factory, which is sit-
uated at 1705 Georgia Street, on a wat-
erfront lot, is the pioneer gasoline engine
factory of Vancouver, B.C. The Com-
pany has the only machine shop in Van-
couver devoted exclusively to the manu-
facture of the two cycle gasoline engine.

‘They manufacture engines in single
cylinder sizes of five, eight and ten horse-
power, and any power necessary can be
obtained by multiplying the units.

The engines are of the heavy duty type
made to stand long and continuous run-
ning and the horse-power rating of the
different sizes is a fair one. The power
being determined by a brake test of the
engine running at four hundrd and fifty
to five hundred revolutions per minute,
and all these engines are capable of being
speeded to seven hundred and fifty re-
volutions per minute if desired for fast
launches or speed boats.

Easthope Bros. guarantee their engines
and will replace all parts where either
material or workmanship shows any de-
fect.

That this advantage is appreciated is
shown by the rapidly -increasing share of
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the marine engine business which s fall.
o thent.

Easthope engines are now in evideney
i1 at least two out of every three of the
ver driven fishing boats on the Fraser
River, while around Vancouver probably
more of their engives have been nstalled
than any other make. The Easthope en-
gine is manufactured in Vaucouver from
the casting up.

In addition to engines Easthope Dros.
arc also builders of all kinds of jaunches.
Their own motor launch “Pathfinder,”
ahich is the unchallenged champion of
the British Columbia coast, is a striking
‘example of what they can do both in the
hall and engine building when speed s
desired.

- In this connection it may be mentioned
‘that a g2-inch cruising launch is now be-
ing built for Dr. A, R. Daker, of Van-
conver, and it is pronounced to be the
st boat of its kind in B. C. She will
be equipped with a 30 horse-power Fast-
hope engine, a duplicate of the one m
the *“Pathfinder.”

Eastern vapilale-rendy to investigate
legitimate investments—iunds, timber or
fnes-——in . British Columbia,  Address,
(ith Pl particplars, In fHest instanco-
capital” eare Noble & Co. Muolsons
Bank Butlding, Vancouver, 8.0

WILSONS

AL PORT

i Ling du Pergo

Pave dusiy dividemds
e health, strength and
MEROT, By tnoreawing
HHpetite, helping di-
goestion,  and  pebdly
toning the gutige
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A healihe Mimulan:
An bnvigorating Dinnk
A Delightivl Arpetizer
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Wallpaper. Painting.

Gn to Cross & luestis for Bne Wall
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saming, sod daoe Lognatarinds
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Cross & Huestis

437 Bomer 5. Opp. “Warld"™ Bllg.
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Cadl oor oweite for Tu'l fnduee
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The Alberta Canadlan
Oil Company

INCORPORATED WITH A CAPITAL STOCK OF $2,000,000.
DIVIDED INTO 2,000,000 SHARES OF A PAR VALUE OF $1.00 EACH.

DIRECTORS:
ALVO v. ALVENSLEBEN (of Alvo v. Alvensleben Limited).........President
SILAS M. SHIPLEY ..iiiiir e iiicveninnanns Crenan v iiarr et Secretary
WILLIAM HEMRICH o crer i tanasssrnsrinnnarnsasnsonsy Treasurer .
H, L WILLIAMS . i it e e e aeaans General Manager -

WA D PASSMORE.

The Alberta Canadian Oil Company controls 1120 acres. This land is situated
23% miles northwest of Edmonton and is adjoining the American Canadian Oil
Company’s holdings.

This latter company has at present reached a depth of 1300 feet, entering
the cretaceous formation at 1100 feet. They closed thexr works several weeks
ago on account of the extrenic cold weather and are going to begin operations
again early next spring.

Everybody who has followed carefully the work as carried on by the Ameri-
can Canadian Oil Company is aware that the outlook for this particular’ company
is at the present time a great deal better than it hus ever been before, and conse~-
quently people who have had such inside information have bought up a great
many of the American Canadian Oil Shares on the open market; n consequence
of this the shares of the latter company are now held very closely,

The best proof which the writer of this may advanee as to the very bright
outlook for the American Canadian Oil Company is the fact that the anadian
Northern Railway have sent an outfit costing them approximately 330,000 to
Edmonton, where it is at present stored, waiting until the spring before com-
mencing operations on the land which the latter company has acquired, and
which 15 in close proximity to the land held by the American Canadian-Oil
Company, as well as that held by the Alberta Canadian Oil Company.

This railroad has had, previous to these movements, one of their experts
in Edmonton, who has {ollowed closely the work as carried on by the Ameﬂcm’t
Canadian Qil Company.

As the above-mentioned shipment of machmcr} by thie said railway corpora-
ation has been subsequent to the visit of their oil expert we may safely assume
that the report of said expert was favorable,

It is further of significance that the Presxdem of the American Canadian Qﬁ"
Company is a man who has had twenty years’ experience in Texas and Californiay
that he has 4 record of pulting downa the first submarine o1l well at Summerland, .
California, and that he has fnrther opened np several oil fields in these states,
which are still deing bplendxd business. We know for & fact that this gentjemw
has invested over $zmxm in hard cash by securing leases of lands which ate ;r
clase proximity to the holdings of the aforesaid oil companies’ holdings. :
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- We believe that by next summer the country porthwest of Fiwonton wiil ser
he greatest ol boom ever experienced by any countey. s the Amenenn Cann
dian Oil Company’s lunds are adjoining the lands of the sew Coanpuny the work
done by this concern as well as the indications which were fout whea borgu
“are of the greatest interest to the new Counpany awmd to 1y Sharehoblers, and
we are; therefore, giving you a full accoumt of these achievemuvits, which sre o
follows:

. The Company first struck gas at 330 feet and another heavy foaw v g0 foet,
* besides going through a bed of asphaltum 6 Teet in depth.  The istter Seav of pay

was 30 heavy that it enabled this Company to secure a gas fraachise for vhe oties
i of Edmonton and Strathcona for 3o years, Then nt a depth of not quite 110n
. feet they entered the cretaceous formation.

. They firmly believe they will find oil the moment they have gone through
said cretaceous formation, and anybody who knows anything about the successiul
il ficlds in Texas will know that the indications encowtered m this country,
‘northwest of Edmonton, are absolutely identically the same and should therelore

bring us to the same result, namely, oil.

In order to disperse any doubts which may be in the mawd of anvbeody as to
the absoluge bona fide motives of the Directors of Alberta Canadian Oil Company,
we make it herewith public thar the stoeck which has been given wn pavinent for
950 acres of the Alberta Canadian Oil Company lands hus been plaved ia esprow
with the Trustees of this. Company, with an agreement settiog Gh thut ths
stock can only be released after the Alberta Canadian Oil Company hus sold all
of ‘its treasury stack or found oil

This will, therefore, make it absolutely impeossible for anybady 1o take
advantage. of the new company's work or advertising to sell thar owa stock
and therefore hurt the prospects of the new compuany—or, in pluin words, this i
not a promotion scheme.

. We have been on the ground ourselves and will be glad o g0 further o
details with anybody who will call at our otfice {or such purpose

Before closing this ad we want it cleurly anderstood by evervbody, that
although we are extremely sanguine about the successiul outcome o the, com
‘pany we cannot, and will not, guarantve el We can only guarantes that the
‘statements made above are absolutely correct, and that they ndwnte the
existence .of oil. A risk is always connected with these undertakins, and we
want yvou to be fully aware of this fact before you invest your maney

One Dollar shares, fully paid and non-assessable, vre at prescor cabersd for
toc per share,’ This offer is made by the company, yiving the purchiser 10 9 ¢
on the par value of the share alone, not to speak of the vatue thay exel share wald
have the moment this company strikes oil, and in which evenr the stock shonid
be well worth $3 per share and over, In order to show to the pubbic thar we
are not using big figures for the purpose of inducing some aniniormed people
1o Jinterest: themselves;, we point out the fact that 31 shares of successial sl
companies in Texas have been bid up as Bigh as S0 per share. We have nn
dounbt that inside of three months we will have sold every stugle shure o the
first block offered at 10c per share, and we invite you to investaniy Jurther dnti
this matter by writing to our office.

‘A v. ALVENSLEBEN,

LIMITED

SRR

s

| ’_SOO‘H-\aSﬁngs St. West Vancouver, B. C.

RELIABLE AGENTS WANTED,
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1 Ax you all know {z the pride of Hun-
by dreds of families in British Columbia
b and jt i¢ kuown by them to be the best
g Range manufactured. ’
B THE MONARCK is manufactured ou
't of Malleable Iron and. Russian -

't Steel, and therefore is unbreakable;

§:§ The Oven of the Monarch is riveted
it together with Norway Irop Rives,
3t therefore is air-tight—heware of the
3 Range bolted together nnd the seamn
{% Alled with Stove Putty, a8 ‘both will

work leose and fall out and your Range
is ruined, : i :

sSend for Catalogue, “Hints to Range
!%uyevrs." and also find out our proposis
tion, ¢

Dyl
£

T2

Soll only and guarantesd by

ki el itsnd Lan R

PSRRI

Pinorovrindagtindaoronteondis sdatadeltindnitdetion i orin e
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‘X o

Ars built for ‘aXl  dlass
services, o

Medinm Duty Two Uy
Have Meritoyous

Write for particulars,
and Inatructive Ball
on Igaition, .’

Manofsetnred by -

HUTCHISON BROS.
LIMITED.

ENGINEERS AND FOUNL

Ignition Appatatus Testing

Vancouver Agents, Instruments, Dynamos, M
. Storage Battsry and Elec
LANGLEY &k WILLIAME, Pender St EBquipment, .
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This is the Tamous “Schebler” THE
carburetter, called rightly by many
thousands of users the srour heart of 3
marine engine. It needs no intrsdus.
tion. We are heartily tired of experi.
menting with other makes. Prices now
reasonable.  Special  inducements  for
exchange to our old customers.

As to
Motor Boating:

Qur large rgog Marine Catalog and Price List is out. It coutains hughle
mteresting information on everything up-to-date in Motar Bont sovesanies anid
i supplies,
QOur sample display iucludes devices mever seen before horr

The Catalog also gives instructive details on our 1900

| Fairbanks-Morse Marine Engines
which have met with such unparalleled success in reesur yonres

They are now built in all sizes and types i our Gioadio Laetery whieh o
| thelargest amd best equipped of its kind

T a1 all interested get the Marine Catalog i is worth hoking e

| Canadian Fairbanks Co. Ltd.
101=3 Water St. Vancouver, B. C.

lONTREAL TORONTO WINNIPE( CALGARY ST, JOMN

|
!
|
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NORRIS SAFE AND
LOCK CO.

P —

Five and Burglar Proot

Safes

Vault Boors, Time Locks,

Bank and
Safec Deposit Daults,

Fail and Prison TWlork.

——

316 Cordova Street West,
VYANCOUVER, B. C.

A JOBWALD, -

Local Manager

OO0 O OO OO OEIC GOTIOON 1t (]

PADMORE’S
CIGAR
STORE -

Tobacco Jars, Cigar Cases |
and some Good Case
Pipes at Reduced
Prices.

No. 1—3%, THE ARCADE

Vancouver B. C.

A Choice
Investment

12 Per Cent

DIVIDENDS LASRT YEAR.
The stock of the

PRUDENTIAL INVESTMENT
COMPANY, LIMITED,

Is now eoffered to the public on easy
tirms of payment.

Subscribed Capital ...... . .. . $158,000.00
Paid-up Capital 68,000.00
Regorve awn 9,248.67

Surplus .......8$

THOS, T. LANGLOIS,
Preuident and Manager.

JAS, BAMSBAY,
Vice-Prosident,

Ofce: Cor. Pender and HMomer Streets,
YANCOUVER, B.C.
Write for literature

L

FRUIT CULTURE
GARDENING

Valuable suggestions are to be had
from our books

Beeton's Garden Management .....$3.0
The American Fruit Culturist——
J. ThOMABE . vorrnrernaverss 3300
L. H. Bailey .......... eeree. 82,000
The Nursery Book-—
. ,........82.00,
The I‘r\ming’ Book~—
Hailey .. ]
L. 1i Balley ........... ceaitn00 |
Principles of Vegetable Gardenmg-— 0‘
RKoils, Their Pmperues and Manage«
ment—C, W.
Roses and Their Culture——
WD FrHOr v caan i s 350
Wright & Castle (... . ciuiev. .80
Practical Vegetable Gardening—
Practical Potato Growinge
Wricht & Castle ..4

Principles of Fruit Gardening—
. Baitey ........
« ‘.‘.....“‘.....820&
Gurden Moking—
1. H. Bailey ..... careciaei o B00
Burkett .........$1.50
Practical Flower Gardening—
Woright & Castle .cvirans v rean 80
‘\Iu!tum{in ~Parva Gardening——

STATIONERY Gb.

325 HASTINGS ST, "PHONE 352
EANMCOUVER, B. 0. '
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| NO MORE
GREY HAIR

Madame IHumphreys has just recelved
a large counsignment of Mary T. Gold.
maun's  Halr Restorer, without exception
the  best article of its kind on the
market today., Just 8s good for gentle-
men a8 ladies: eaxy to use; doex not
b off.

¢ Beautitul Marcel Wave, 50c¢; Sham.
poo, 2bc and 60c; Face Massage snd
treatment for all Kinds of skin troubles,
b and buflding up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles,

Pimples * and  blackheads positively
healed.

Young gentiemen treated as well as
jadies at

The Alexandra

‘ Madam Humphreys

589 Granville Bt. - VANCOUYVYER, B.C.

4

OUR
FURS
ARE THE
FINEST
IN THE
PACIFIC
WEST

Highest
Prives
Puid for
Raw Fuais

SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.
E. A, Honerts., Manager.

919 Granville St., Vencouver, 8, C,

DR. T. PEXLIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifles us well as Beautifies the Skia.
Ng other cosmetle will do it.
Removes Tan. Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches,  Rash and 8kin Diseases, and
every blemish on beauly, und defiles de-
tection.. It has stood the test of 80
sars; no other has, and is so harm-
o8- Wa Lasgte it 10 he sure It ls pro-
pariy made. Accept no counterfeit of
. similayr name,  The distinguished Dir. 1.
A. Bayre sald to a Jady of the haut-ton
(a patient): “As you ladles will use
them, 1. recommend ‘GOUBAUD'S
CREAM' as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations,”

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET
POWDESR

For Infants and adults. Exquisitely per-
fumed. Releves Skin Irritations, cures
Supburn and renders an excelient com-
plexion,

Pricw 35 cents, by mail.
GOURAUD'S POUDRE HSUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair,

Price $1.00, by mall
TERD, T. MOPXINS, Prop.
New York City.
KENDERSON RROK.,

Wholesale Distributars,
Tanconver and Vietoria’ W0,

Ofimeure Cough
Boannlring eu e s
witheut  fxid
WMo s aperiaes
e s and
Fretee G
Hinil EX AR I O Y

prooKeng A Foar
sl ungy hy

LTRLIE
G, HENDERSON.

Cor. Oeorgia aond
Granville Bts., and
2418 Westlwfoster,

S VANCOUVER.B.C.
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Sutton’s
Seeds
Grow

and are the Finest Seeds
That Grow

Tested and proved to be the

Best For All Climates

New Stock just arrived. Write for
Descriptive Catalogue.

The Brackman-Ker
Milling Co., Ltd.

SOLE AGENTS

136 XASTINGS BT, WEST,
VANCOUVER, B.0C.
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UNDERWEAR

KNITTED (NOT CUT) TO FIT
THE FORM. ADAPTS ITSELF TO

EVERY MOYEMENT OF THE BODY.

Made n Canads by

The C. TURNBULL Co.
or CALT LimiITED .

The Stock was never bet-
ter than it is to-day.
Buy direct—you save all

agents' profits, and have the

satisfaction of dealing direct

with the best xnown nursery
on the Pacific Coast,

Catalog Free.

M. J. HENRY

Greenhouse:
3010 Westminster Road,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

NURSERIES
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Shorthand School

Day and evening classes.
Class or private tuition,
Competent teachers.

Shortest
method.

and  -quickest possible

E. F. LINDNER, Principal,
633 Hastings St. W,, Vancouver, B.C.

Chesterfield School

Narth Vancouver, B.C.

Residential and Doy Sclusd for Bays
Principals— A, H. Scriven, Esg., B.A.
R. H. Bates, Esq., B.A,

Yavs prepared for the Universities
and Comouree,  Preparitory ddeparts
ment, Manual Tratning, Gymsasucs,
Miitary  Dindllo Five acves athietwe
field, covered plav-uraand
Prospectus and terms on application.

ST. ANN'S ACADEMY

408 Dunsmnir 8t, Vancouvsr, B.C.

Boarding and day school, conducted
by the Sigters of 8t. Ann, offering suft.
able accommodationz, modern saniiary
squipments,  Dixcipline miid, but frm,
uniting ‘a careful training of manners
and charadter, with the best intellectual
and physieal. training.

Curriculum — Primary,
and - Academic grades, together with
Music and Art Studies. A complete and
practical Commercial Course {s also at-
tached to the establishment,

For Turther particulars, apply to
RISTER SUPERIOR.

Intermadinte

Our Xeyuots is

PRACTICAL
EXPERIENCE

May we sond you our Prospscius?

Calgary Business College

CALGARY, ALTA.

HIGHER STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC.

Also.  elementary classes: careful
paration for all examinations. Rev, Al
Bt John Mildmay, M.A, Oxford (late
Principal Vernon College), 1061 Barclay
8t., Vancouver, B, C.

nre-

Studio of Arts and Cralts.

Clagses In china dacoration, tnetad
work, leather ceaft, and sténciling Full
stock  of  materials kept. For terms
apply to-—

MRS ELLIS -
1056 Georgia St., VANCOUVENR BO

PITMAN’S

Shorthand and
Business College

The sldest, hirge=t, amd Bost ooupled entlege on
thy Pacite Coast, Al samasmer el salpreis
pnughit, sedivilonl taltves ool sttendbng FeiE 1!
to bavkwand stadosis,

shvee aenibe e, ki

Fros gne taonth §ib e
months $7L Text oo fres

Wrse Jor proshevtar senl {tee thng weiek poeg

BILLM L peptonar Stoert VANCOLY EW, B,
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ment.
itself the first year,
1f interested write for particulars,
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FRASER VBLLBY FRUIT FARMS

Tmproved and unimproved fruit and dalry farms Iin ceuatre of prosperous settie-
Soll i# & rich loam—{free from stumps and stones,
Small cash payment,

J. W, HAND 3u Homer St., Vancouver, B, C,
o’:ﬁ‘ooz%

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE.
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The land will pay for
balaice on easy terims.

."L’O » bo

200 S DUTROR PO L RO ROC St ol

RESTAURANTS.

The Granville
$4.50.  Four
breakfast, lic
sent out.
Houm.

Cafe-—35.00 meal tickets for
course dinner, 23¢. Bpeclal
Naat, clean, homelike, Trays

762 Granville 3t, opposite Opera

\anvou\er, B.C. W. ¥ “’imera,

MASSAGE

“Thermal Baths by Sclentiflec Masseuse, Mag-
netic Vibratory and Electric Treatments
Flat Six, 872 Gronville Stireet, \"amouw

OLD BOOXS. T

T buy Old Books, Magazines, Manuascripts, elc.
Have on hand Jarge selection of reference
books and works, Write full particulars. E.
é. gpanaway. %2 QOranville st, Vancouver,

YACK‘X‘ AND LAUNCE FITTING.

The piace for your Cushions, Awnings, Sgrmt
RBerths, ete, Langridge & Co., 1039

ville 81 Phone B 1464, Vancouver, B.C,

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES.

A Dritish Columbla Jewelry Manufagturing
Business—yvery profitable enterpriss-—lacks
capital 16 expand as conditions demand——an
ummrtumxs -—Price $2,500.00. Terms. ‘Wri tg
PO Box 1135, Vancouver, :

BRITISE COLUMBIA TIMBER

We arve exclusive dealers in British Golumbx&

Timber Lands, No hetter time to buy than

now, for invesiment or !mmediate wszlmr.

Write us for any sized tract. K. R. Chan
407 Hastings 8L, Vancouver, B.C.

—

M Kosbidiee &a;..afb N o FET A L u:m—ng
§ TORONTO , MCINTREAL,
WINNIPEGC , VANCOUVER.

AXM4
FADOIVALVY
CATALOOUE
rReEe€ .

VANCCUVER STORE
122 HASTINGS ST.W.

P.O.BOX 1273,
| —_—_. " J

(folden
Opportunities

I wou are fnterested in the Canadian \Wes
suml 10 eents i stianps for three faie l&iuﬁal,
af Wostward Hol, containiag fully diustrat
fescriptive articles about dairying, fruit grow
ta, pewitry radsing aml general iarmlng £

SMitions o Manigeba, Sokatehewan, oAl

vt Britdsh Coebaabia,



DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED BY THE

EVAN’S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

The Evansg Institute has now bean Macdonald, ex-Mintater 07 the Interior
established over fourtesn years in Wins snd axsFromiey Staaviinba, Ven
nipog and one year in Viacouver., [t Archdearon Foruin dlay Treinity, Winnis
hag mot with entlrg success, even in peg, Rev. e Daivas
casan whieh had heen rvegarded as ab- eral Aseewnbtliy, Mr
solutely hopeless, The treatment not Cansda;  ex-Mayor
only entirely «ispels the craving buol ex-Mryor HRyan. Q3R wr-Mayar
oreates & positive distaste for atlmu. Jarmeson, Winnipay, e Maynr (e
lants. [t also restores the nervous sys. Creary, Winnipeg, Lir W lardos
tem, Induces nntural slesp. credtes a {Raiph Conrory, Winuies iy ¥ &,
healthy appetite and {mproves Lhe gon Uhapman, M, Winnipeg:  Dudpe Pric
eral health of the patient. The treat- chnrd, Carman, Maro: Pre! 0 B0 U
ment s gradual, and patients are al- dell, Winnipes.
lowed thelr usual stimulants until in ) . .
from tour to five days, they no janger A prospeetus conlaleing a3 infer
want them. mation regarding the tresOuent wiil be

Wa refer, by permission. to the fol- matied privately an spplizatinn
lowing from among the thousands who The Fovany Justitute of Vascouver
are ramilinr with and approve of the RE8 now removed o more cammedinge
Evans treatment: The Hon, Hugh Jonhn quarters at

850 PARX DRIVE {Grandview Carline) VANCOUVER, B.C.

PHONE

Ta

Ineorporated with the Vancouver Photo Kngraving Co, 63 Granvitte ${, YANGOUYER,
a0t AN A I DA G IO e S-S 00D 08 :.::.:.:.::.::.::.:.::.:.::.;:.:ny’.:‘x.;:.g::.:a;:.::‘:;.:,::': ;_:;:.::.::.;:.:.:v,:::;g
# i
: 11
i “ ? PIANOS i
] i
e “New Ar S i
: Will last in your home a lifetime. The manufaciurers WARRANT TREM for M
i TEN YEARS ;
3
: ?8 They have more GENUINE and HONEST endorgements from prominent Muasical §
6 Institutions and jmusical people, than any other Canadian Piano. 2
g They are sold in B. €. by i
it
- - %
§ Vancouver's Largest Piano Store ¢
3 i, : . rar 1
$ which g satd by Eastern Manufacturers to be hetter equipped, and o o8rT¥ 4 5
i3 larger stogk, than any othex music Concerns weet of Montreal ‘3
} 3t
. At our store customsrs nave s chioce. §§
4 3t
i . S g‘f
i ius Piano H :
: l.td :’;
& the Montelius P1ano House :
i . FANC VR O, £
4 HASTINGS STREET : . VANCOUVE !
. e e ]
P R R X X e

o oS L X Y

S . _ - R e ek b 8 0
70 oafeorinll erdnduiadedtindndrinprinpiate e i ous IR TR AR e T AT I e RIS S
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INVESTMENTS: SECURITIES

9 LANDS BonDs,Stocks ETc. e

THE SOUTH-WEST ALBERTA LAND CO., Limited
(INCORPORATED IN PROVINCE OF ALBERTA),

invests funds on first mortgages on Albertan Wheat Farms at Eight to Ten per Cent.
per annum. The Large margins and the upward trend of values make these 1ands the
best secured investments at the highest intercvat for both home and RBritigh Capital,

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

Refer to UNION BANK OF CANADA #olicitor ior 5. W, Alberta Land Co, Lid,

HAROLD MAYNE DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

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

money JOHN J. BANFIELD Estp
> |

© REAL ESTATE, IN
LOAN INSURANCE, INVFSTMENTS, 1891
607 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C, .

Yorkshire Guarantee &

Securities Corporation,
Limited, of Huddersfield, England

CAPITAL - . .- $2500000.

MORTGAGES ON REAL PROPERTY
MUNICIPAL BONDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
ESTATES MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS.

Vacant and Improved Properties for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouver,
Victoria, and New Westminster

Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

General Agents in B. C. for
YORKSHIRE FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, LIMITED,
OF YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $10,000,000).

R. KERR HOULGATE, MANAGER
440 SEYMOUR STREET - - , VANCOUVER, B.C.
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Losses Promptly Paid

Decemher Jod, 1eos,
T6 Whom It May Concern:

This 18 (o certify that on the 13th
day of November, 1708 1 lost g hwrse
insired with the BRITISE AMERICAN
LIVE BTOCK ASSOCIATION, LTD, of
Vaneouver, 1L.C, and have this day res
eotesd - a  rettiement dn full fur the
pmount of my cialm, which was $IDH.80

Thapking ¥ou very much oy prompt
attention in thiz mauer.

Yours very traly,

JoW OO, )
Langley Peatrie, B O

Established 18368
Purely Mutual-Purely Canadian,
will e giad to faramh rates and samples of
nolicies for inspection, and it would be a bueoiose
wmtstake tor anyone contemplating Life iairance, to
place his application oith any compasy without
Hrst consnlling me,

WILLIAM J TWISS, Manager
VANCOUVER. B. .

There is Only One
Nechaco Valley

AND THERE IS NOT MUCRK
OF THIS LAND LEYT.

Uneunltivated %16 the Kcve

Cultivated 830 the Acrs

Al W atfer you

ARlees Yl WOy

©OYhaL geare

S¥ean 5 Eey

Ve Ui b V3 Cemt e el

A rite s

Appleton Investment Corp. Lid.

WEITE BLDG., SEATTLE,
or

FAIRTIELD BLDG., VANCOUVER,. B.C.

S ad D R et aods P B 0 B B s D RO A G0 €08 I S8 T B DEN br AR g o 9 o
?:on':'::‘a‘n‘::‘a‘oc n’h‘n"u'u‘n’«‘u'M‘n’;;‘n'nc‘n’oo’n’n‘n‘”'oq'n‘n‘u‘..‘. JOAC AP I A Mo e

26,68 0 s ba 0w b,
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Then travel on the

or wire rexcrvations,

330 SPYMOUR BTRELET.,

ARE YOU GOING TO PRINCE RUPERT
“RUPERT CITY ”

: Tre largest and best aprointed steamoer on the Northern Brivish Ootamdas
Leaves Vinconver every Monday for Prince Iuperi, Port Muelagion o W

MACKENZIE BROS., Limited

SYANCOQUVER., BC

S D A I

; 200008 », S R AL s g o e oo, . et DR o S Kl B 4,
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>

YT FERRO. 11OLLIDAY, AUTOMATICE
TIORNYCROFT MARINE MOJORS. ALSO
- MARINE PRODUCEFR GAS FLANTS 65

The fuel bill of our
Four-CycLe Motors . will
save you one-half the cost.
of mator in one season.

We carry a large stock
on hand, also engine fi
ings, shafting, propeller
reverse gears, whistle outs
fits, and electric cqxﬁpment;

28 POoWELL STREET,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

: oy
V. M. Dafos Westorn Canadian’ Reprédentative.
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GASOLINE ENGINES

WE WANT YOU TO SEE QUR 1309 ENGINES BEPORE YOU BUY FLSEWRERE.

5 ®HP . AN . $185.00 complete
8 BRP $2350.00 comilete
Wa build from 3 to 40 H.P.

WE MANUPACTURE THREM,
WE GUARANTEE THEM,
WE SEE THRAT YOU ARE SATISFIED,
YOU BUN NO RISKS WITHR USs

EASTHOPE BROS.

Manufacturers of Marine Gasollne Eungines.
HBuilders Complets Lannches.

Oftice and Pactory: 1705 GEORGIA STREET, - N VANCOUVER. BC.

single Cviinder Piohte owtimlor

LR IR £ A S AT A

Qnr sagines go to veu ey fo Instnd oo the following brisos

BHE e e % oLy
THP .. s el . O T8 o
ADAMS engines are sinple, rHoble and ponnmemiond aad il gooe v el U

any wark. Write for free catalog
ADAMS LAUNCH & ENGINE MANUPACTURING COMPANY.

108 WATER STREET, Vanconver, B.C.
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41 CALIBRE REPEATER RIFLE--
SPECIAL PRICE $6

We have just received a limited putmber of army vifies; the product of one of
the Dbest Arsenals in EBurope. These rifies were made under the direct supervision
of the Swiss govermment.

e The stock is of & beautiful walnut with steel butt-plate; barrel is of the highest
F31 srmy steel. The rifie Is fitted with swivels for sling straps. The wmagazine holds
5 twelve cartridges with an extra coe in the chamber-——making thirteen in all

3

e A A A

i THE RIFLE FOR BIG GAME.

4 A cleaning-rod and box of smmunition will be supplied with sach rifie. Ammuni.

b tion cam be had at any sporting goods store.

{: 'x'ls:uo rifles are highly recommended. They originally cost the Swiss govern-

+ ment 835.

1t They are not old or obselete and nave had very little nse and hest of care.

i The Swiss government has decided to issue rifles with a longer range than this

It particular type of rifie,

§~: We give this rifle to you with a guarantee that they are in perfect condition

,-: and that they will give good service for many years. They would sell, in the ordinary

,-; way in this country, at from $25 to 8§35 and are 3o simple in coustruction as %o

¥ warrant us 1 saying that they will practically last & lifetime.

o REMPMEBER THE PRICE OF TRIS RIPLE IS $6, including a box of cartridges.

T Unless you order promptly we do not promise delivery, inasmuch as we have only

It a3 limited number. Send us a money order or cash with your letter,

11 R

i J. A, FLETT, LTD., 111 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C.

':f::-:-:-z‘:-:-m:-::-:-:-:o:-::‘:-xm:-::::-:-::-::-x-::a*.&:-:‘.-::-:-:::-z-::-::x:-::-:':-:-:::-::-.’:~:~:‘:-:-:'=-::-:w:.‘-z~:.‘»x§i
P

GlobeWernicke
“Elastic”’Bookcase

with perfect end-locking
device, perfection roller-
bearing dust-proof doors.
A perfect sectional book-
case for home er office.
Just the thing for a

X'MAS PRESENT.

WAt covLh 1 MORE SKXNSIBLE THAN T0 OFFER A GIPT 0F GLOBE-WERNICK

l-;lu\.b'rlu SECTIONAL BOOKCASES, We sl handreds of these exoery 1&1!{331‘&&5

Those who hava thentadd tethens, Those who have not fnaugurated s plan of Keepv

tng and protecting bovks that will e aupreciated by the recipient for all time,
Catalogues on request,

THE WEBSTER-HANNA CO.
126-428-430 Cordova Stroel ;Wesl, SVANCOUVER, B, C
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a For Young
Useful or ©Old
Gift What Nicer
is Than
Always a
Appreciated Kodak
Write for Catalogue and Prices
KODAK HEADQUARTERS —

COCKBURN'S ART_GALLERY

665 Granville St.
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Nicola Valley Coal s

THE BEST DOMESTIC AND STEAM
COAL IN THE WEST.

Agencies at:—
VANCOUVER, ASHCROFT, KAMLOOPS, REVELSTOKE,

VERNON AND OKANAGAN POINTS,
NELSON AND KOOTENAY POINTS.

Head Offica:-- VANCOUVER, B. C.
Collieries : —MIDOLESBORO, B. C.

Nicola Valley Coal and Coke Co.Ltd
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I NEW WESTMINSTER

NEW WESTMINSTER is the centre of the agriculture, fishing, and lumber-
ing industries of the Fraser Valley, British Columbia.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the meeting point of two great transcontinental
railways—the Canadian Pacific and the Great Northern, while the V. V., & E,
railway now under construction will shortly become a feeder to the city’s trade
and industry. A network of inter-urban electric railways connecting with
Vancouver, Eburne, Steveston, Cloverdale and Chilliwack are so laid out as to

converge at New Westminster, adding considerably to the commercial prosperity
of the city.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the only fresh water port on the British' Pacific.
Over 1,200 deep-sea and coasting vessels visited the port last year, and the
Dominion Government has just decided upon plans for a deep water channel to
enable the largest ocean going steamers to navigate the river at all stages of the
tide. The G. N. railway, Gulf-Car-Ferry and the C. P. N. Cos steamers and

passenger vessels, and tugs of other companies make the “Royal City” their
home port,

The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
WHITE, SHILES & CO. AND TRADING CO.

Fire Insurance {Royal City Planing Milis Branch)

. ) . Manufactorers of Doors, Windows, Fish and
Real Estate and Financial Agents grﬂiitt ftoxcs and sil Descriptions of interior
inlsnings,

Westminster Iron Works | Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

JOHN REID, Proprietor

Manutactorers of \\'r(@ghi h;:m Gates, Fencos, Real EState’ Insurance and
Ornamic ma:“l‘:'{x?n";:’ n,mi‘m Escapes, Financial Brokers.

OFFICE AND WORKS, 1oTH STREET,

FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALTY.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO' MAGAINE

" THE ROYAL CITY

e,

NEW WESTMINSTER is the Government sent jor tie

Works, jail and asylum as well as the Fisheries, Land aned
while the city is also the headquarters of the Pravineis! Governa

’ NEW WESTMINSTER is pre-eminently the home o none
o Works, Feed Mills, Fruit and Fish Canneries, Cigur Uactorn
\ Lumber Mills, Tanneries, Ship Yards and Can Factorics

NEW WESTMINSTER boasts of 14 Churches, & Coileges, o fhonks, 3
Hospitals, as well as High and Graded Schaols and @ Pallic Lsbrary  Vhere
are two papers published daily in the city.

The assessed value of realty is estimated ar $2, 200000 el
conservatively, at $1,000,000

NEW WESTMINSTER, on account of the steady grawth and slevelopemeng
of the resources of the surrounding tersitory offers desirable openings o 1viny
manufacturing, wholesale, retail and professional lines. smony whiey
mentioned Wholesale Grocery, Woollen Mills, Furoniture VFarroo

giore b oyt

anehin be

vew, Pegnge,

Starch and Beet-Sugar Works, a2 Hemp Factory, Fruit Canneries, us well

A &
plant for condensing milk. The city also offers advantagesus ripents {or
the location of new industries. Electric power and light are cheap und the
supply is practically unlimited. For further information wrie 1o sky New
Westminster advertiser on these two pages who will chiceriully supply same

HALE BROS. & CO., LTD. | ""{iom

The Settlers' Association

SPECIALIZE IN of B. C.
S‘ACRE FRU‘T pLOTS Keal Estate, Flu):::;‘ia:ﬂ:&"gusmma Broker:
Box so0 New Westminster, B, €, Oppostte Windsor Hotel.

PRODUCTR OF THE FRAMLR VALLEY
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Mahogany

Every advance in the price of lumber means a corresponding profit to the
timber owners.

Walnut logs advanced to such a fgure that large profits were made by
digging up and marketing the old stumps,

Mahogany bears the same relation to other varieties of timber as gold does
to the other metals. It is already high, thus affording great profits to the owners
of the standing timber,

This Company owns 91,610 acres of the highest grade mahogany timber in
the world. It is an easy logging proposition and is located less than 1,900 miles
from New York City, and only 840 miles from Galveston, Texas, by an all
water route,

1t is where up-to.date machinery and modern methods are just beginning to
be introduced. It is a pleasant and healthful climate there and plenty of cheap
labor is always available.

The soil i3 of almost unbelievable fertility and will yield a large and ever-
Jasting income after it has been denuded of its timber.

As additional funds are needed for operating and developing this property,
a limited amount of stock is offered for sale at $i:0.0c0 per share, payable in
monthly instalments of $5.00 each. Each share represents over two acres, and
all stock is fully paid, non-assessable and equally participating.

Frederick Starr, Ph.D., Professor of Anthropology in the University oE,:

Chicago, refers to this immediate locality in the following language:

* * % “that wonderful fertile plain of black alluvial soil which
makes the eastern end of Chipas and part of Tabasco. Here is

the home of the mahogany and other famous timbers and of wﬂd
rubber. Here is the paradise of tropical agriculture. Here in
this little stretch of precious black dirt are already located a full
dozen American rubber companies. A few years will see the last
foot of available land cleared and replanted with this most
promising of orchards.”

Your name and address on a postcard will secure literature and partculars.

Chacamax Land Development Company

Amerioan Bank Building, Seattle, Waah., U. 8. A.
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As Long as You
Live

GECURED BY SMALYL MONTHLY
PAYMENTS
T Lie less money you bave, the greater
the need to place it where it will
work hard and fast for you

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

Do you want an Income of from $100.00 te $1,000 a year for life? If 80, returr
thix coupon prompily. You take absolutely no risk of any kind, If upon exame
nation yon are not tharoughly convinced that this Is one of the GREATEST .
OPPORTUNITIES of your iife to secure a steady, permanent incomse, as jOng
as you tive, you are under no obligation.

R A R

R LR

¥rovioce .

[lease reserve for me {dfe-Income Investment Honds
ivalue $100.008 each}, It T am convinced that yopy ens
terprize i~ one of the Souncest character, and will prove Enormonsly profit.
able, T will pay for the same at the rate of $3.00 cash and $5.00 per month

on each $10udv Hond until fully paid. No more than 160 Bonds reserved for 0
ANY one persun.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.
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“BANNER" SPIRAL SPRING COUCH

3

>>>>>>>>>>

Makes a Delightfully Comfortable Cosy Corner

Bl eagata g
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This Couch is made for hard service and comfort, as
well as for appearance.

It is made exactly like the well-known “Banner” Spring
Bed, which is giving satisfaction to thousands of Cana-
dians to-day.

The 50 Spiral Springs, mounted on rigid sleel bands,
are vil-tempered and japanned, and will retain their
“springiness” for years.

The width is 2 ft. 2 in. by 6 fl.long, and makes a com-
fortably roomy Cosy Corner or Lounge and a luxurious
“Banner” Spring Bed for night use.

The Padis filled with buoyantlayers of pure, new cot-
ton felt, and covered with good quality olive-green
denim, the pleated vallance being of the same material.

Your dealer can sell you the “Guaranteed Banner
Couch” as cheaply as a poor sofa. Ask
to see our trademark before purchas-
ing. It is put on the side of cvery
genuine “Banner” Couch for your pro-
A ———— - .
tection and ours. O, if he cannot supply you, write to
us for full information and price.

§ THE ALASKA FEATHER & DOWN CO., Limited

MONTREAL

et
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Real
Estate

The bistory of Reéal Estate investment 'in
Vancouver and British Columbia reveals indi-
vidual dsistances of profit that read like fairy
tafog.  Vatcmiver s pre-sminently Canada's

natural port, aud as sueh she has o wonderful
future.  British Columbla 1= the last West,
ansl has gy begua oo develop. - And It s au
estabiisvhed fact that Heal Estate values in-
eroase with ineeenge of popilation. Our Reay
State Dpartyoent is folly versed In sl mat-
tars  pertuining o profitable investment, and
persung consuiting our experty will fimg the
able to place them in the mosl desivable sec.
Uong of dthe oty  or country, and ‘in the
districts which arve most raptdly Increasing in
value,  Having thelr fhwers on the pulse of
the eity activitles they kpow “where moncy
can be placed to the greatest advantage. Weo
have made. large sumy of maoney tor our cllents
who have invested In Real Estate through ow
offier.  We van make you a safe and profitable
investment in elty Juoperty by purchasing
vacant lots am! erecting bulldings thereon
which will net you from 410 13 per cent. per
annum, hesides the increase in: valne of the
property, which 18 very often in excess of the
profits made from the rents.  The combined
protits of  both rent and Inerease of valuoe
often making 4 very handsome profit,

If vou are interested. in Farm Lands. we
have always on hand a  good selection of
desirable farmas, while our- New Westminater
offlece makes o spedalty of farm and fruit
lands in the rich Fraser River Valley, and
has & thorough kunawledge of values and a
large list of desirible farm ilands In all parts
of the Provinee to choose from, These iists
sent to auy address on application.




