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LELAND HOTEL
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You can walk to this splendid-
BQSt ly furnished and modernly equipped
RQfI'QSbmenfS . hotel, from the C. P. R. depot, in
a”d Cigal's just two minutes, and it will take

‘ you one minute to cover the ground
between the Leland and the Post
Office.

We are right on the corner of
Hastings and Granville Streets,
the two busiest streets in Van-
couver, and cars pass our doors
almost every minute to all parts
of the city.
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There are lots of other hotels
in Vancouver, but our patrons
would not change board with any
of them. First-class meals and
courteous attention.

Once you come to the Leland
you will like it so well that you
will stay there.

It is first-class in every respect
and our rates are reasonable.
PROPRIETORS s
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JAMES EDWARDS
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Dominion Trust Gompany
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SUBSCRIBED CAPITAL, $50,000.00

L
WE n A General Trust and Financial Business, act as Executors,
Trustees, Assignees and Agents.

WE HAV The best facilities for placing Private Funds where
they will earn the greatest profit of any Company

doing business in British Columbia.

WE cAN Purchase for you Central business property in Vancou-

ver, which is rapidly increasing in Value; or Farm,
Fruit, Lumber or Grazing Lands in any part of British Columbia. This
is a new field with great possibilities.

WE MANAG Estates ; keep Properties Rented; collect Rents;

pay Taxes; keep in repair and remit monthly.

WE cAN LOAN You money at 7 per cent. interest, paid

quarterly, on good First Mortgages on
50 per cent. Valuation. We will guarantee mortgages for 1 per cent.
We will collect interests on mortgages and agreements.

SAFETY DEPOSIT VAULTS

WE RENT BOXES IN OUR SAFiETY VAULTS AT FROM $5.00 PER
YEAR UP. THESE BOXES ARE SECRET AND ABSOLUTELY SAFE

THE PLACE FOR DEEDS, FIRE AND LIFE POLICIES AND OTHER VALUABLES

WRITE US FOR INFORMATION WE WOULD BE PLEASED TO SEND IT
J. B. MATHERS, T. R. PEARSON,

GENERAL MANACER, VANCOUVER, B. O. MANAGER NEW WESTMINSTER BRANCH
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To the Public

THE APPEARANCE OF A NEW MAGAZINE
REQUIRES A WORD OF EXPLANATION

~9) EFORE we entered on the undertaking
’ﬁ of publishing 5000 copies of a high

class literary journal, we interviewed
a few prominent business men, who are also
extensive advertisers, about the desirability
of bringing out such a publication.

Each person we interviewed gave us
every encouragement and promise of sup-
port. On the strength of these promises we
ventured forth, and the present magazine is
the result.

It is not what we hope to make it in
the course of a few months. Of course its
ultimate success will depend on the encour-
agement this number receives.

We are thankful to the numerous
persons who have encouraged us to go
forward, and who have rendered us ‘such
splendid service in connection with this first
number.

To those who have held aloof awaiting
to see the outcome, we now appeal for
practical support. We want your subscrip-
tions and we want your advertisements.

Authors who have MSS lying idle are
also invited to allow us to see their contri-
butions. Suggestions as to how to improve
the magazine will also be highly appreciated.
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“ ‘BIRKS’ g

IS THE NAME that ‘¢ Hall Marks > all articles

of Jewellery or Silverware, assuring the purchaser

of its quality and true value.

71t also speaks of typlcal Canadian progressive-
ness, in serving . their customers to their best

advantage and to their entire satisfaction.

““ BIRKS” will spare neither time nor expense

to win a good name in British Columbia and the

Y ukon.

~ Some” time ago the two firms, Geo. E. Trorey
and Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd., appreciated the
advisability of amalgamation. This now places at
the service of the people of British Columbia and
the Yukon the greatest Retail Jewellery Manufac-
turing concern in the world with a record of
réliability and fairness to which its present pros-

" perous condition is largely due.

'HENRY BIRKS & SONS

LIMITED
GEO. E. TROREY, VANCOU VER, B. C.

. | Managing Director.
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Key Notes by Our Own Poets.

BRITISH COLUMBIA

( Copyrighted by W, Dalton, 1906 )

Land of the West!
Of the old and the new!
After ages of rest
Comes the dawn unto you.
Golden dreams, like the dew
That bespangles the morn,
Round the half-wakened beauties
Entrancing are born. 7
O land of the West!

Of the brave and the gay!
When. the dreams and the dew
With the dawn die away—
When the triumph of noontide

Shall come unto you
Grant the noblest of nations
With justice shall say,
‘“ Hail ! land of the West!
Of the noble and true!”

From *“ 4 Sonwvenir of Vancowver,
by Annie C. Dalton.

- WESTWARD

Follow on, follow on! After the west wind
Over the plains,

Out of the golden-barred gates of the sunset
Where the day wanes !

Follow on! Steep are the paths and the passes
There in our way, .

Yawning with peril and deepening crevasses—
Not yet we stay !

Still there are heights to be scaled, all undaunted
Now with a song

As of the victor who dreams of the vaunted
Crown—we press on !

Out of the swing of the sunny Pacific,
Freedom of soul
Where close the golden-barred gates of the sunset

There is our goal !
Irene M. McCall.
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PRIZES

HE B. C. Home Magazine will give a prize of

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

We will also give 14K Gold Cuff Links, or a
14K Scarf Pin, or a Fine Enamel Flower Crescent
Brooch, with Two Whole Pearls, or any other
article to the value of $5.00 to the person sending in
12 subscriptions.

AND

to the person sending in 20 subscriptions we will

give a very beautiful Waltham Watch in a Sterlmg
Silver Case, value $8.00.

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

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

—The
Publishers B. C. Home Magazine

26 Empire Bldg. @  VANCOUVER, B. C.

Hastings Street
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The Humor of Trees

BY ANNIE C. DALTON, WITH ILLUSTRATIONS BY JOHN KYLE, A.R. C. A.

Humorous men are occasionally heard
oi, and humorous animals are still more
rarely to be met with; even trees have
their whimsical moods, and, stranger still,
their humor gencrally takes the form of
mimical idiosyncrasies of the denizens of
the animal world.

Our first experience of the imitative fac-
ulties of Pritish Columbian trees was
accidental. '

Threading our way one day, through an
entangled thicket, in Stanley Forest, Van-
couver, B. C., we were startled by coming
across an absolutely unique caprice of na-
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ture. Just in front of us was the huge
pillar of a Douglas fir, while close behind
it appeared to he standing the compact
hody of an immense animal. Mighty game
roams through the primeval forests of
British Columbkia, but neither guides nor
guide-hooks had led us to expect to come
face to face with a royal elephant, for
such it appeared to Dbe.

C@lxtious investigation disclosed the tre-
mendous girth and bulk of a magnificent
cedar. In the gloomy half-light, the illu-
sion was perfect. Down one side hung
trunk and tusks ; stout legs supported a
huge body, and it needed very little ima-
gination to supply eyes, ears and tail from
the ubiquitous fern, which secems to take a
delight in perching in the most unlikely
places ; in fact, it is often seen, airily
waving in the hreeze, at least a hundred
feet from the ground.

This amusing discovery put us all on
the qui vive for others, and the daily walk
hecame a delightful pastime.

It was soon a point of hon:r with us
that something must be: discovered before
we returned home from our rambles, and
not a few jokes were cut at the expense

¢f the most enthusiastic of our party,

‘pole hetween its paws.

whose imagination took the most sanguine
flights, in a futile attempt. to add to our
collection of arboreous rhsurdities.

Forest fires accounted for some strange
freaks. Charred and blackened poles tow-
ered far ahove the graceful jpeaks of a
later generation of pires and firs, taking
on a grotesque resemblance to men and
animals. One soaring shaft supplied a
double illustration of ‘“Lthe trapjer and the
trapped.”’ Seen from one side, its summit
exactly represented a hear with a short
From the opposite
side, it appeared an excellent fac-simile of
an Indian trapper in the act of shooting—
his black silhouette clearly defined against
a glowing evehing sky.

Down in the cool and mossy recesses of
the forest, the sunlight is dealt out very
sparingly. Through the cloud-like cano-
pies of the forest monarchs, the sunbeams
shoot their shimmering shafts with diffi-
culty to the slender, straggling saplings
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far below, which seem to struggle and
writhe through an unvarying existence in
an atmosphere of pathos and solitude, and
of silence almost oppressive,

From the soft, spongy mould, which is
never dry in the hottest summer, spring
with marvellous rapidity, a thousand spe-
cies of rank vegetation. Shrubs, plants,
ferns, vines, bracken and tangled thorn, all
flung one upon another in hewildering and
almost cruel prodigality. —

N o e 3

Firmly rooted on either side, weird fan-
tastic arches span the cool, treacherous
depths of the dusky undergrowth, support-
ing in the air healthy and ambitious
voung pines, firs and maples, sometimes
exactly in the centre of the arch ; oftener
still, along its entire length. There, too,
crouch dainty ferns, which spread out
their tender, semi-transparent {ronds in
mid-air, mingling with heavy festoons of
drooping mosses, and evidently ahle to

flourish equally well, either in or out of
their natural sphere.

After an unusually mild winter, these
mosses wreathe and drape every branch
and bole, giving a curiously tropical ap-
pearance to the forest, where the sinuous
limbs of the saplings dic with the con-
tortions of the Laocoon.

A perfect labyrinth of serpentine loops,
and of round and pointed arches, all
thickly hung with the pendant tresses of

moss, furnished the lively figure of a mon-
key swinging from the branches.

To one given to reflections of a sombre
cast, the dreamy stillness of this realm of
shadows brings vividly to mind that mys-
terious sadness which ever broods over
nature in her fairest and most secluded
haunts, and yet to one blest with an in-
nate sense of humor, these self-same re-
treats are the strongholds of a thousand
delightful .and humorous surprises.
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On every side appear quaint and gro-
tesque caricatures. It is as though the
forest giants in their immense yet re-
stricted playground waived their col-
ossal dignity, and amused themselves in a
contest of grimaces and contortions. The
flickering sunbeams playing around their
rugged coluinns assist the illusion, until
one could almost imagine that the mythi-~
cal hamadryads were still imprisoned with-
in the woods, the unavailing struggles for

freedom exciting the

their grim gaolers.
-Indeed not a little' of the quaint effcct

is attributable to the lights and shadows,

risible facultics of

caught and cast, during favorable mo-
ments of the sun’s carcer. He, like a
mighty magician, in his diurnal flight,
charms and enchants with his golden wand
in. the . very : depths of these bhewitching
solitudes., Groined arches, gargoyles, clus-

tered columns and sweiling crockets of tiny

ferns are lighted up in fitful, fantastic
fashion, while far below in the gloomier
aisles lurk strange shapes and shadows,
changing their chief characteristics every
hour.

One of, the most astonishing freaks
which we discovered, was that of a pine
tree which bore an absurd likeness to a
tall giraffe ; its fore feet resting on a mass
of logs and debris, and its head appar-
ently lost in an aerial feeding-ground of

‘
.
.
1

succulent green shoots and branches.

We cannot wonder that the native who
once roamed these dusky and mystical for-
ests was seethed in superstition. IFach
little brown papoose, turning timidly from
its mother’s breast, saw in the still and
silent cloisters around him, a strangely-
peopled world ; faces and forms looking
threateningly down upon him, from arch
and pillar; and with his mother’s milk
drank in, unconsciously, a wild, unreason-
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ing fear, that well prepared his maturing

mind, for the glamour and witchery of the.

weird legends of the woods,

Benecath the thin veneer of modern civi-
lization that covers the Indian of to-day,
lurks an unfailing awe of the spirits wor-
shipped by his ancient fathers. For him,
everything in nature holds a spirit; dark-
ness and dreams arce endowed with name-
less dread ; the very wind that fans his
hot cheek is to bhe feared, for is it not
causcd by the flapping of the wings of the
mysterious Bird of the mountains?

The typical Indian leaves humor sever-
ely alone. Strange things that to an or-
dinary mind afford endless amusement, for
bim are full of dread omens of sad signi-
ficance.

As a rule, the maple and the alder seem
to grow with prim precision, as though
scorning to indulge in the vagaries of their
more frolicsome uneighbors. We found one
maple which was a notable exception. We
named it ‘‘Premier Contortionist,”” and the
title was well deserved, Neither sketch
nor photograph could do justice to the ec-

centricities of this remarkable trce, whose
wilfulness incited it to travel by leaps and
hounds, presumably with the intention of
burying itself in the earth; instead of
which it sent capriciously a lusty shoot
into the air, and again took a long leap
forwards. Again and again this feat was
repeated until the tree’s vivacity was ap-
parently exhausted, and its final effort was
expended ih one more towering shaft to
the sky.

Not the least of the attractions of this
noble forest is the delightful fragrance of

the resinous odor from the pine trees, par-
ticularly after rain, or in the evening,
when the air is with ambrosial
dews.

heavy

The cedar, too, has a peculiar aromatic
rrragrance of its own. KFor noble grandeur
it is unsurpassed, even by the Douglas fir.
Both may be seen to perfection in this
magnificent park—Vancouver’'s unrivalled
glory. Tere indeed extremes meet. Prim-
ordial forest, stately avenues and the most
chavming of dear, old-fashioned English
gardens lie in close proximity.
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The real fastnesses of the forest are modern conventionality, must also have
practically impenetralle. Half-rotten trces  had its drawbacks.
lean in perilous positions ; huge reccumbent Here and there we came across traces
boles lie in the wildest confusion and form of the old skid roads, roughly made for

an impassable barrier; an.l gnarled branches the convenience of the loggers in earlier
and snags, hidden deep in moss and rot- days. Immense stumps still standing, at-
ting leaves, form a most treacheroustrap tested the inimitable grandeur of the an-
for an unwary pedestrian. nature as nurseries for thriving young sap-

Prostrate trunks made an e¢xcellent
foundation for enterprising young colonies
of trees, which, in groups of six, and
) sometimes  more, ranged themselves in
rows on the rotting bones of their ances-
tors, and made no secret of their satis-
faction. On one glorious summer after-
noon we penetrated almost to the very
heart of the Park’s most mysterious
region. After a long drought, some of the
most jeatously guarded and secluded re-
cesses are fairly accessible, although it
seems as if no amount of hot weather
would avail to dry up the innumerable
quagmires, which lurk under the deceitful,
though beautifully decorated boles of fallen
trees.,

On this never to be forgotten day we
walked into a wveritable fairyland, or
rather a demon-world. Death-like decay
was rampant, side by side with teeming
life, and still, humor was paramount, that
is, humor of a grim sort, for from the
thickets around grinned the most strange
and prehistoric monsters of huge and sin-
ister proportions, peeping from dense cov-
erts of snags and snarls inextricably en-
tangled together. These visionary mon-
strosities made one realize that antedilu-
vian life, with all its freedom from
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lings, which seemed to flourish even better
than when rooted in the c.arth. As they
grew stronger, thick, tough roots forced
their way down to the ground, through
the very heart and vitals ¢f their fcster-
mother,

Profound silence reigned, excepting for
the timid chirping of a chipmunk, or the
faitit rustle of a harmless snake through
the undergrowth. The still, green mazes
seemed to claim comparative immunity
from signs of real animal life, al-
ways excepting the unspeakaile mos-
quito, which Jor ever lay in wait in
cach dark and moisture-lacden nook. It
was a little comiort that he usually
hunted alene, «r at most, in couples. In
the former case he was simplyv a nuisance;
in the latter, matters bhecame meore ser-
tous ; Ter Mrs. Mosguito is always deadly
in earrest and takes life much more ser-
1ously tran her lord and master.

However, this was the only drawback
to our perfect enjoyment of the Leauties
and real wonders of this grand rorest.

Apart from any interest in tle abnor-
mal and occasional, it is a glorious privi-
lege to wander through the dreamy glades,
and to gaze at the colossal cedars, and
the hoary trunks of the Douglas firs,
which run up to a giddy height, utterly

devoid of verdure, to spread their dusky
toliage three hundred feet from the ground.

The cedars ifrequently attain a girth of
66 feet, and are often statelier and even
more imposing than the Douglas fir,
which is generally conceded to he the mon-

arch of the British Columbian forests.

We saw several immense excrescences,
which had developed from the massive
sides of the cedars, giving in one case,
the vivid impression of a panther about to
spring upon its prey; in another, of a
bear comfortably scouting twenty feet
from the ground.

Emerging from the c¢ool and denser
coverts to the comparatively open glades,
we saw a few squirrels and heard the
hoarse ‘‘caw,’”’ of the crow, which seems
to be the only bird which has the legiti-
mate use of the Park; and which (we
were told) is the chief cause of the
scarcity of singing-hirds.

Having arrived once more at the pre-
cincts of civilized sylvan life, we turned,
with a sigh of regret, to look down the
long vistas of dreamy green and gold, and
narrowly missed, secing the excellent fig-
ure of a. harve, poised on the very edge of
the pathway.
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The
water,

park is almost. surrounded by
and as we walked
smooth, white roads which meander
near its outskirts, we caught @
perfect panorama of delightful views, and
lovely glimpses of sea and mountains ; of
sea, where stately ships and snowy sails
go by ; and, in the season, the silver sal-
mon are seen leaping from its blue waters;
of mountains, whose wooded sl°opes roll
back in sublime majesty, their pine-clad
peaks standing crisply against the sky.
DPown on the narrow bheach, nestle pictur-
esque coves where in the spring time, the
gay wild rose trails its waxen bloom to
the very edge of the hissing surf, and
freely mingles with the tossing fringes of
brown and green seaweed, while close by,
black shadows lurk amongst the pines,
relieved by brilliant patches of green,

which some stray sunbeam has clothed in
transitory glory.

along the

A great feature of the Park is its free-
dom from clouds of dust. In the dryest
and hottest weather, everything glows
and glances in the sunshine with spring-
like freshness, and the greater part of the
verdure seems to retain its pristine purity
and vigor all the year round.

We always leave, with regret, its cool
and sequettered cloisters, which scem sac-
red to reverence and worship quite as much
as those of any gloomy cathedral, whose
solemn glories to our mind, speak more of
death and decay, than of beauty and ever-
lasting life.

It is a far cry from the accidental
humor of trees, to clerical contemplation,
Our sole excuse must be, that the Park
lends and adapts itselfi to every varying
mood, and is in every sense cosmopolite—
a tiny kingdom of beauty, rest and enjoy-
ment that cannot fail to captivate the
heart of any citizen of the world, no mat-
ter what his taste or nationality may be.
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Petronilla.

FOUNDED UPON A TRADITION AND QUOTED BY CLEMENT OF ROME.

BY JOSEPH MARKS.

She was a fair maiden, of medium
height, slight. with grey eyes and rather
dark hair. lHer countenance was bright,
but her eyes occasionally revealed a ten-

dency to mysticism. Now and again she
would fall into a thoughtiul mood, and

ner soul seemed to be holding conversation
with an invisible friend. She was the only
daughter of Simon Peter, the fisherman
apostle, and the hero of many a struggle.
Petronilla had accompanied her father in
many of his missionary tours, and she had
been of great service to him in visiting
the harems of the women. 1t was her
chief delight to do that kind of work, and
her face was never so bright as when talk-

ing to somecone abhout the crucified Sav-
iour. She was a very little girl when the
scene of the crucifixion took place, and

she was among the pious women who be-
lieved in Jesus when the incident occurred.
Her father had refused to accompany her
to the scene of the tragedy, so she had
gone in the company of the pious women
icaving her father at home weeping. Poor
Peter! TIlis heart was on the cross with
his Lord, but how could he dare go to the
scene and look into the face of his agon-
izing Iriend? Ile would have preferred
rather than the whole world that he had
not uttered those rash words the prev-
ious night. But the deed had heen done,
and he could only express his repentance
in sackcloth and ashes. But after sunset,
during the dusk hours of the cvening, he
stealthily stole away 1{rom the house,
without uttering a word Lo Perpetua, his
wife, and visited the scene of the tragedy.
Ite could sce the three crosses in the dim
twilight, and a certain dread came over
his soul as he stood gazing on the scene.
The centre cross seemed to him as if it
were on fire. But while gazing with tear-
ful eyes and wonderment on the centre
cross, he heard a sweet voice from bhehind.
It. was the voice of Petronilla.

“Abba,’”’ said the girl, in her Aramaic
tongue, ‘‘what are you doing here now ?
The people have all gone home, and Jesus

_they have buried in Joseph of Arimathea’s

new tomb.”’

““Aund my Lord deserved it,”’ replied the
sad apostle, ‘“‘but 1 never thought that
Jesus could have died at all.”

’

"He was more than a man, was He
not?”’ quericed the innocent child., ““I have

heard people say this afternoon that Ile
must have been a god.”’

“Not a god, my child,”” replied Peter,
“‘but Fle was the Son of God, and that’s
what 1 cannot understand. Tow could the
Son of God have died?”’

“But some say Tie
days, and they have
guard His grave.”’

“Rise again! T wish He would! DBut,
alas, it's too late now—too late now, my
child! No, we shall never see Him again,
My dear Lord., He’s gone, gone!”” And the
poor man buried his face in his hands.
“We’ll go home, my child: your mother
will wonder where T am.”” And with an-
other longing look toward the cross., he
wended his way home.

But Petronilla never forgot that scene
and her father’'s words, ‘“We shall never
see Him again.”’ She often reminded him
ol his former doubt and understand-
ing. And whbeu a Jew or Jewess or a Ro-
man suggested to Petronilla that her fa-
ther and John and a few hysterical
men were the inventors of the story of the
resuwrrection, she would reply with all the
vehemence of “her soul, ““1f you knew as
much as I do, you would not think of sug-
gesting such a thing. My father or no one
else of our Tord’s followers ever dreamed
of seeing Him after His death. When
they heard of His end and knew of MHis
burial they gave up all hope. My father
told me the night our T.ord died that we
should never see Mim again, and not un-

rise in three
soldiers to

will
ordered

stow
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til he saw the empty grave and conversed
with Jesus did my father believe that the
resurrection was possible. So it is not an
invention, but a solemn fact, and a fact
that no one feels it more difficult to be-
lieve than my father felt himself.”

But Petronilla, had no sympathy for
those who doubted the story of the res-
urrection. For to her, nothing seemed s
reasonable and fair. .

““If Jesus,”’ she would often say, ‘‘was
not raised, then surely no one else will be
raised. If God did not raise the best, the
purest, the fairest of men, surely He will
not raise the inferior people. And if God
did not raise Jesus, what difference is it
whether we live a life of virtue or a life
of fraud? The end of one is the end of
the other. So let us eat and drink, for
to-morrow we shall die.”’

And sometimes, when her antagonists
would tell her that she was making use of
St. Paul’s arguments, she would quietly
reply that she had made use of these ar-
guments before she ever read St. Paul’s
Epistles.

But Petronilla was not of a debative
character. She endeavored to avoid debate
as much as possible, for she had taken
her father’s advice, and was ever ready to
.. give a reason for the hope that was in
er,

But the young girl never felt it so dif-
ficult to carry on a conversation about
Jesus as with a young Roman named Val-
erius Flaccus. Flaccus was of noble birth,
and belonged to the Roman army. He had
met Petronilla in the house of a friend of
his, a merchant Jew in Rome, whose wife
had adopted the Christian religion.

Flaccus had recognized in Petronilla a
type of womanhood that he had not met
with before. She was so meeck and chaste
in her bearing that Flaccus had not dared
to use any wvulgar language in her pres-
ence. He had frequently, during one af-
ternoon, attempted to turn the conversa-
tion from the Nazarene, with whoin, and
for whom, 'he had no sympathy, to some
worldly topic. But as soon as he com-
menced jesting, Petronilla would blush
and hecome silent. And not a word could
he get her to speak on any subject that
was not bheneficial to her soul. But the
more reserved and chaste Petronilla was,
the more his heart burned with love for

her. And he so lost control of himself
one evening that he ceclared his jealousy
of Jesus.

‘““You need not be jealous of Him, who
is my eternal Dridegroom,’’ silently re-
torted the young girl. ‘Do you know that
I am wedded to Him forever?’’ she said,
‘‘and from His love no earthly power can
scparate me?’’

Flaccus, flushed with wine, went into
a rage at this, and left the house swear-
ing that she should bhe his wife if the gods
were not dead.

I1.

Soon after this Petronilla became so
sick that friends despaired of her life. But
her father knew it was for her good, so he
left her to pine in weakness. The poor
girl was so missed at the meeting housc
that several cf the brethren and sisters
blamed the apostle for permitting his
daughter to remain in that state.

‘““You,’” said one elder, ‘‘who go about
healing strangers and friends, surely ycu
ought to heal your own sweet Petronilla.”

“But sickness,” replicd Peter ‘is the
best physic for a godly person’s soul. Pet-
ronilla has made the acquaintance ¢f one
Valerius Flaccus, and I am afraid the
acquaintance has done her soul no good.
She speaks of Flaccus in her dreams and
says he is noble, handsome, but then she
gives a shriek and awakes. Ah! good
brother Persis, I surmise that this is from
the Lord, and I must let it have its
course.”

‘“Does the maiden, do you think, lo ¢
Flaccus?’’

“I think she could love him, were he to
love her Lord.”

‘““Noble girl!’’ replicd Persis. And with
this drew near to the couch on which she
reclired. Pctronilla was asleep, and a
thick veil was on her face.

‘“Take off the veil,”” said Persis, ‘‘and
let us see the expression of her counten-
ance.”’

The father complied with the eclder's
wish, but the girl awoke.

‘‘Oh, father,” she said, ‘‘have you scen
And with this she recognized
Persis. ‘‘Excuse me, Brother Persis,’”’ she
continued, a little flushed, ‘‘it was a pri-
vate person I was going to inquire about.”

“He knows whom,’”’ replied Peter, ‘‘so
thou canst speak.’”’

—_—?II
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*‘Oh, father,’”” she beseeched, ‘‘how can
y¥ou, why did you?’”” And with these words
she made an effort to rise. ‘I am so
weak,’’ she said, when Persis and her fa-
ther helped her. ‘““But 1 shall soon Le
better. Yes, I shall soon Le well. In a
few days I shall be walking the streets of
the city, and singing the praises of my
Saviour.”’

“You singing albout the streets of
Rome?”’ inqguired Pereis, in surprise. ‘“No
my child, you must not do that.”

Petronilla smiled, and only added, ‘I
shall soon be well.”’

‘““And you have spoken the truth,” said
her father, ‘“for I expect the elders here
to-night, and you must wait upon them.
Here they are at the door. *‘‘Come in.”
And six middle-aged men stepped into the
meeting-room. After the usual congrat -

lations, Peter arose, and beckoned his
brethren to follow into the presence of
Petronilla.

““My dear child,”” said one, ‘““and you
are still ill. Are we to conclude from this
Brother Peter, that thou art unable to
heal those of thine own household?”

“It is not so,”” replied the Apostle,
““and in order that you might know that
the good Lord is able by me to heal even
my own child, witrness now His gracious-
ness and power. Petrorilla, my child, in
the name of Jesus be well and arise.”

‘The men looked with amazement into
her countenance, hut a few seconds passed
hefore tkey witnessed any change. In
less than a minute her eyes betokened new
life, and her checks became ruddy, and she
stood on her fecet Dbefore them all, and
commenced to arrange the supper.

‘“How marvellous are the works of the
Lord,’’ cried one, as he watched her serv-
ing with her usual alertness.

““But this is only temporary,” ex-
plained Peter; ‘‘when the supper is over
she shall relapse to her former state; the
I.ord has granted me this grace that ye
might not doubt His Apostle’s power. But
Petronilla is in danger; her soul is in dan-
ger of corruption, and her present sickness
is her refuge and her strength.’”’

But while the grave elders discussed
religious matters in an ante-room in the
house, a messenger had knocked at the
door, to which Petronilla had answered.
The messenger carried a note, written in

Latin. The note was a request that Pet-
ronilla should accompany the messenger to
the house of a well-known friend of hers,
not far distant.

Petronilla. looked around and seemed to
hesitate. ‘‘Come,’’ said the man, ‘I have
a carriage here awaiting, and I will bring
you back in a short time.”

“I have au meal to get ready by ten.”

*““And it is only eight now,’" replied the
strange man.

‘““Can you tell me if there are any
friends at Nereus’ house beside his sister?’’

The man hesitated. ‘“‘“Would it be your
wish to see any other friends there, my
good lady?”’ _

‘““You do not answer my question, sir.’”’

‘““Well, I think their friend Flaccus will
be there by nine.”’

“Then I cannot come this evening.
Kindly tell Nereus and his good sister
that father has some elders here to sup-
per. Fare ye well.”

With this the man threw off his dis-
guise, and was about to force the girl in-
to the carriage, when she screamed.

‘“Tam TFlaccus,”” said tke man, “and
the gods of Rome are dead if you will not
be my wife. I love you! I love you more
than my own life! You say Jesus died for
you, and so will I! I deserve your love
therefore, as much as he does.”’

These words were uttered while Pet-
ronilla was being borne to the carriage
and she was about to bhe hurried away
when the men rushed to the door. Oneran
to the horse's head, while the others made
for the carriage.

‘““There is no danger,”’ said Flaccus.
““Nereus and his good sister desired to cee
Petronilla, and I came for her, and she is
not very willing to come. But she shall
return in less than an hour.”

This cooled the men considerably. But
Peter firmly explained that his daughter
was not well , and that she was expected
at home that evening. This ended the
afflair that night, but Flaccus drew away
in a rage and swore hy the gods of Rome
to wed Petronilla.

““You see, brethren,’”’ said the Apostle,
when they returned to the house, ‘‘“you see
the danger my daughter is in. So it is
the good will and wisdom of the Lord that
she should be kept ill.”’
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The following day Petronilla was as
weak as ever, and lying on her couch when
Sila, Nereus’ sister, visited her. And their
conversation soon turned to the inciden:
of the previous evening.

““I thought you would come to see
me,’’ said Sila, ‘‘but I was not aware of
your illness. To tell you the truth, I
want you to marry Flaccus, for 1 have
promised to marry Junius. And Junius
is not yet a Christian; but, as your father
says, we ought by our meek and chaste
behaviour, and by all other possible mmeans
to try and gain our husbands.’

‘““That is quite right,” replied Petron-
illa, ‘“‘but you must remember that my
father’'s advice is to those Christian wo-
men who are married to heathen husbands,
but my father does not advise a Christian
virgin to marry a heathen. And, my dear
sister, if you cannot get Junius to be a
Christian before you marry him, I do not
believe you will succeed to do so after you
have entered into matrimony. No, I shall
never marry Flaccus unless he first of all
becomes a Christian. ¥e must love my
Lord hefore 1 shall love him as my
husband.”’ '

“I wish I could control my love as you
do, Petronilla. I love Junius, and I can-
not bring miysell to do othérwise. And I
know he loves me.”’

“But the difference between us is this,
Sila, I am wedded to Christ. He is
dearer to me than my own father. Oh! 1
could not think of allowing anyone to
share my love unless he too, were wedded
to my Saviour.”’

Sila glanced into Petronilla’s eyes, and
began to feel ashamed of herself. Ilow
much inferior she was to that frail form
and tortured lhody. She had often
thought that she could not bhe happy un-
less she married Junius. 1t was her joy
tc think of her wedding day and the time
when she and her Junius would be hus-
band and wife. But here was a girl of the
same age and passions, whose joy was to
think of her Lord. Her joy was heavenly
and constant, and her soul was ever ser-
ene. How like each other they were, and
vet how diffcrent. The one was ever happy
with her Lord while the other had to seek
the love of man,

‘“Pray, sister,”” said Petronilla, after a
few minutes’ silence, ‘‘why are you so sil-

cnt?  Why do you stare at me in
fashion? Flave I offended you?’*

“You have not, my dear sister; but
make me feel ashamed of myself. I was
just looking into your eyes; for though
your body is here, your soul seems to he
somewhere else.’’

‘“You are jesting.”’

“I am not. Oh, how I would like to
be as you are. You are happy without
the love of a man. But 1 am not. So
you are so much higher than I am. You
are in the world, but not of the world.
And I would give the world, were it mine,
to feel as you do.”

‘“There is someone at the door.”

“*Junius and Flaccus.”

“‘Sila, I cannot see them today.”

“But, my dear, let me call them in ;
they shall not stay long.”’

““Very well, but they must
more than thirty minutes.”’
now sat upon the couch, and
thick veil over her face.

that

not stay
Petronilla
placed «a

‘““Are we not to see your handsome facoe
to-day?’’ inquired Flaccus.

“My dear, don’t bhe so silly. Take it
off; for you have only granted us thirty
minutes, and that is not a long time
to look at you.”” And with the words he
was going to remove the veil himself and
welcome her with a kiss.

“You must not touch me,
please; you are not a Christian.”

‘“But I love you more than any Christ-
ian, I love you more than—well, as much
as that Jesus you talk about.”

‘Hush!”’

‘But I imean it."”

““You Dblaspheme,”” said DPetronilla,
and if you say that again, T shall ask you
to leave the room.’’

Ile then took a seat, but had a des-
perate look on his face, and, turning to
Junius, he said: ““Does Christianity mean
that 2 man must not spcak the truth?’

*“Christianity is truth,”’ responded Sila.

“It is more than truth,”” responded
Petronilla, ‘it is ‘'truth and love; and,
Flaccus, if you loved me as my Saviour
does, you would renounced everything for
my sake.”’

“And T will, by Jove! Everything!”’

“Not by Jove. .Jove is no god.”

“Well, by Jupiter; he is a god.”

.

Flaccus,
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‘““There is but one God, Flaccus, and
He is Jesus.”’

‘“Nonsense!”’ cried Flaccus, in anger;
‘““nonsense! Are all the Romans fools?
Arce all the Greeks idiots? Are you, who
call yourselves Christians the only wise
people in the world? You are under a
delusion, my dearest Petronilla, but it is
not your fault, it is your father's.”

“You said you love me, Flaccus.”

‘““And 1 do.”

“And that you would renounce every-
thing for my sake.”

““And 1 will.””

“Then you must renounce your gods.'

**Oh, Petronilla, vou are unreasonable!
Did Jesus renounce lHis CGod for your
sake?”

“Well asked,” joined in Junius in high
glee. ‘“Now, Petronilla, don’t be offended:
it is a fair questien.™

“But I am so sorry for your ignorance
of my Saviour,”” vresponded the girl,
guictly. ““Jesus is God—He is one with
the Itther.  But e who is God became
wan flor sake, and in some myster-
jous sense Fe did empty lHinseli. So can
you.  Will you cease to be Flaccus, the
noble, wealthy, and powerful Roman, and
become a poor despised, rejected Christian
for my sake? That’s the question vou
must answer, and unless you are prepared
to do this, you must consider my heart
dead so far as you are concerned.”

‘‘Oh,
cried

our

how hard, how hard you are!”’

Junius. My dear little Sila never

asked me to make such a sacrifice, did
you, Sila? Now come, don’'t be so hard.

Tell him you'll be his wife, and, take my
word for it, will never repent. e
will be true and faithful to you, and for a
Roman of his birth that itself is a great
sacrifice.”’

“But, my dear Petronilla, what a fool-
ish request you make. If T give up all and
become a poor I shall not bhe
uble to keep you as T would wish to. I
want to give you the finest
the most precious jewels.
know what comiorl and
Now say you will be mine.”

you

Christian,

dresses and
I want you to
hup‘piness is.
“Yours, never! 1T am wedded to Jesus,
and all the earthly comfort you can give
me is nothing to he compared to the joy
of my Lord. Fare ye well.”

“1 shall not give you up, Petronilla,

not for all the world! You must be
mine. d shall call again in a week’s time,
and by then I hope you will be better—one
kiss and I shall go.”

no!

IV.

Peter had left the house early that
morning, and with tears in his eyes, he
had Kkissed his daughter and expressed his
hope that the gracious Lord would protect
her. The Christians were then {uriously
persecuted at Rome, and an order had been
issued to capture Peter. He had been in-
formed of the summons, and his old timid-
ity crept over him. He had struggled a
great deal against the fear of death, but
dread at last conquered, and he resolved
to flee the city.

But Petronilla! Ah! that was his
trouble. She could not flee with him and
she had to he left in the charge of Brother
Persis. But he never whispered a word to
her of his danger. 'lTe left the house early
bhefore the people were about, and pro-
ceeded along the Appian Way in all speed,
when suddenly he met a stranger coming

/ .
towarid him. As he drew near to the
stranger, he recognized 1lim to be His
Lord, and in astonishment, asked: ‘‘Mas-

ter, whither goest thou?”’

“I go to the city,” was his Lord’s re-
ply, “agnin 1o be crucified.”” 1 saw thee,
weak Peter, fleeing from honoring Me by
thy death, so I go to dic instead of thee.”

“Once is suflicient tor Thee, my Lord,
instead of me ; 1 return and f[ulfill
TThy command.”™

“And 1
Saviour's promise.

On his way back to the city, the first
met was Flaccus.

“Thou art leoking awtully downcast
this morning, father, hast thou heord
the summons?’’

““1 have, and [ am prepared to die. My
daughter—Oh, my only Petronillal—she
only troubles me.”’ '

“‘Aht'  Ah! TFear coucerning  thy
daughter, she shall have my protection.”

“But, my dear Flaccus, thou needest
protection ftor thyseli. Who is thy pro-
tector?"”

“My own power and wealth, and the
gods,”’ replied the young man with con-
fidence.

to die

shall he with thee,”” was the

man he

not
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““Oh, ¥accus, I could easily trust my
daughter to thee as an earthly friend and
protector, if thou wert a believer in Him
who is the one only Protector of the Soul
from the wages of sin, which is death.”’

“Bosh! Sin is an hereditary weakness,
but my ancestors were all noble peorle,
so none of that weakness belongs to me;
I am strong, I am virtuous; thou neecdest
not fear to trust thy daughter to me.
But, pray, why should’st thou die? Why
should’st thou give thy life for the sake
of an illusion and a poor fanatic? That
Jesus, a poor carpenter dying in ignom-
iny, and here thou art, dying for His
sake. Fool! Give up thy silly notions,
and be once more a man.’’

““Ah, Flaccus, I remember a time, if
any man called me a fool, he would know
the strength of a fisherman’s arm. But I
can now forbear. Yes, thou canst call me
a fool, but remember that God hath chos-
en the foolish things of this world to con-
found the wise. Rome will one day, Flac-
cus, be at the feet nf Him. I shall soon
die for His sake. Farewell.”’

With this two Roman officials appre-
hended the Apostle, and hurried him away
to prison, and Flaccus hurried to console
Petronilla.

‘““Hail, my dear, hail! The gods bless
~ thee! Your dear father has been taken
prisoner, for introducing a strange God to
the city, and for disturbing the peace. But
he gave thee to my charge; at least, with
thy consent, I am to be thy earthly pro-
tector; in other words, thou must now be
my wife.”’

‘“Oh, my Jesus, my Saviour, protect
Thou me and my father. O, Father, fa-
ther! Shall I not sce thee again? My
Lord, and is my father to lay down his
life for '[’hee? Thy will be done!”’

With these words skte fainted away in
the arms of Flaccus, whose heart was
touched a little, and he looked upon his
love as a mother looks upon a weak child.
The servant was called, and Flaccus en-
deavored to get her to take some medicine
but she refused.

“It's wrong of me to give away in this
manner,’”’ she said, after a few minutes.
‘0, Flaccus, you are kind, but you must
ieave me to-day, for I am so weak.’”’

‘““My dear Petronilla, you must come
with me. Your father will to-morrow very
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likely be put to death. So you need a
{riend, you need care and medicine and
comfort. You have no comfort here, and
vour best friend will have to leave the
city. I am now responsible for you, so
vou must come with me.”’

“0, TFlaccus, leave me to myself for one
hour. One hour, and then come and sece
me.”’

‘“Very well, one hour, and during that
time T shall send for my carriage. One
hour and thou art my bride.”’

As he left the house he told the ser-
vant girl to watch her and see that she
did no harm to herself.

When the servant went to the door of
Petronilla’s room she was praying audibly:
‘““Lord, I am Thine, Thine only; my soul,
dear Saviour, is wedded to Thee, and it
is not my will to bhe wedded to another—
for he does not know Thee. But Thy will
be done.”’ .

She stopped and her head fell on the
couch, and the servant fancied she heard
a still small voice saying: ‘‘Petronilla,
thou are My bride; body and soul hast
thou given to Me, and no one shall snatch
thee from Me.”” With this Petronilla
raised herself from her knees, and reclined
on the couch and commenced to sing. Five
minutes later she raised her bare white
ing——" and her arm slowly fell to her
side.

‘““Petronilla, come,’”’ said Flaccus, when
he re-entered the room, ‘‘the carriage is
awaiting thee. Nereus and Sila, your
friends, are here, come. Your father will
be crucified to-morrow with his head down-
wards--that, it secms, is his strange wish,
So come, or clse they’ll be after you, and
you’ll share the same fate! Petronilla,
why don’t vou speak? Here, take a drop
of wine, and you’ll feel stronger. How
strange, the girl does not move, and her
hand is rather cold. Dead!—the gods, you
have mocked me!—Petronilla, you are
dead; say one word. Ugh! she does not
breathe! Dead! Dead! Dcad! And he feil
down by her side and wept.

‘“Poor Petronilla!”’ cried Sila.
has joined her Lord at last. How happy
she must be now. She vowed that she
would not wed a man who did not love
her Lord, and she has kept it. Good-bye,
dear, thou art happy now, in the presence
of the King who is dearer to thee than
thine own soul.”’

‘““She

‘“Hang the gods!’”’ cried Flaccus in
anger, ‘‘if they could not save this maid
tor me, of what good are they?”

‘““Ah, Flaccus,” replied Nereus, ‘‘there
is but one God who could have saved her
for thee, and He is Jesus ; but it was His
will to save her from thee.”’
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Members of a Superior Race.

A STORY.

“The human species, according to the
hest theory 1 can form of it, is composed
of two distinct races, the men who bdbor-
row, and the men who lend. The infinite
superiority of the formier, which 1 choose
to designate as the great race, is discern-
able in their figure, port, and a certain,
instinctive sovereignty. ‘The latter are
born degraded. ‘‘He shall serve his breth-
ren.”’—Charles Lamb.

Tom Brown was a genial fellow, one of

the noble race, the superior class, as
Charles Lamb would say. He belonged to
the class that borrowed ; for Tom was

always borrowing f{from his humble ser-
vants, the money-lenders. These men made
money and saved money in order to serve
the superior race, the spending people of
which Tom was an honorable member.

He was tall, full-faced, with grey eyes,
and dark brown hair, always smiling, and
sociable, and generous. He spent like a
lord and lived like a millionaire. Money
may make the mare go; but Tom made
money go with lightning rapidity. When-
ever he had a ten-dollar bill, he was as
restiess as the waves on the bosom of the
Atlantic, and as jolly as a boy of fifteen
summers. The world was all sunshine in
such days, and the only gloomy hours he
experienced were those when he was short
of cash.

Tom worked in the offices of Buston &
Date, one of the leading firms in drygoods
in the city of Vancouver, B. C., and his
employers thought much of their clerk.
His wages were not very high, just $75
a month, without board, and as he was a
single fellow, with no dependences, one
would think that Tom would have lots of
money in the bank. But he did not, and
besides, he was in debt. The fact of his
indebtedness, however, was not generally
known among even his own {riends, in fact
only his creditors, who were his landlady,
and his employers, seemed to know any-
thing about it. T¥e had overdrawn from
his employers to the tune of six months’
salary. That was in order (o go to Bur-

ope one summer with his sweetheart’'s
parents. Tom could not think of drudg-
ing away in his oflice for three long
months without his sweet Lilian, so he
begged of his ecmployers to grant him
three months’ holidays and six months’
salary in advance. Tom had been in their
service for more than three years, and
when he explained the object of the trip
to urope, they readily granted the
money, and the holidays, for Tom was a
trustworthy fellow.

That was the real beginning of his in-
solvency. It was not drunkenness or over
speculation, but pure love for his girl, and
his great desire to be with her. Of course
had he been cconomical, and so forth,
during the three years he had been with
Buston & Date, he could have saved that
amount, but, bless your heart, when does
a warm-hearted young fellow think aboul
caving? .

So Tom went to Kurope, and his fu-
ture parents were really delighted with his
company. Tom was a real good boy, who
always seemed to have plenty of money,
and he was always willing to spend it.
But it never entercd Mr. Whyte's mind,
that Tom was spending horrowed cash. e
thought the fellow had been economical,
and that he had judiciously invested in a
few profitable speculations.

The trip to Iurope, however, though it
cost Tom $450, was full worth the money.
He always speaks of it with enthusiasm.
The sea voyage, in spite of his two or
three days’ sickness, delighted him, de-
lighted him so much, that he tipped all
the first-class waiters with a 85 hill. Lil-
ian protested against his extravagance,
but what was $50 to this man of the su-
perior race? -

But spending was not his only forte.
Tom was also a born hero, and a young
fellow of honor. Meanness he could not
spell with pen or tongue, and his hand
conld not move to perform a mean act.

One starry night, while Tom and -his
little idol were enjoying themselves on the
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deck of the ship that bore them to Eur-
ope, Tom heard a shriek, and then a
pbitter cry. It came from the third-class
quarters, and when Tom got there, he
found two young fellows trying to molest
a Galician girl, and as the girl was cry-
ing bitterly, Tom told them to quit their
dirty work. But as soon as he uttered
the words, he found himself measuring the
deck with his length. Lilian screamed,
and ran for help, but while she was away
the two rufflans kicked him sorely, and
then rushed away. He was not much hurt
but his spirit was roused, and though he
never uttered a word that indicated the
slightest feeling, yet he would not be
cowed by such a cowardly attack.

The following morning after breakfast,
Tom thought he would take a walk
through the third-class passenger quarters,
and as he expected and hoped, he met the
bullies of the previous night. Tom ad-
vanced courageously, and offered his hand.
One of them took his hand nervously in
his own,

“Now,’”” said Tom._ “You feliows did
two mean things last night, and rvather
than report your action, suppose we settle
it betwceen ourselves. 1 will take one of
you, the best of you, and we’ll say ten
rounds.’’

Tom was cool and deliberate, and had
the appearance of a fellow meaning busi-
ness. The cowards declined the challenge.
This enraged Tom, and made him iunsist
that some compensation should be given
the wronged girl.

““It’s no reason you should abuse her
because she is poor and ignorant,” said
Tom, “‘and though I can forgive your
meanness to me, I insist that you com-
pensate the girl.”’

“We, too, are poor,” responded the
hullies, ““and we have no money.”’

“You must forfeit $10 each,”” replied
Yom, ‘““or else look out for yourselves.”’

The money was paid over to the girl,
who was about eighteen vears of age, and
very heautiful, but could not speak a word
of English. Her father had died in Sas-
katchewan and she and her mother were
returning to their own country.

This shows you the kind of fellow Tom
was. Surely he belonged to the superior
race, not only because of his open-handed-
ness, and borrowing faculty, bul on ac-
count of his nobhleness and honor.

The tour through Kurope included Wales
Ireland, Scotland, England, Paris, Berlin,
and Petershurg, and, as I have said it was
to continue three months, but in less than
six weeks Tom was reduced to $74, in-
cluding his return fare to Vancouver.
When he found out that $§450 was
not really hali enough to tour Europe
with and to spend like a millionaire and
tip everybody, as if he were a duke, he
commenced economising, and things that
were really worth buying and should be
purchased were passed over. The sudden
change in his manner excited a little cur-
jo8ity in the mind of Mr. and Mrs. Whyte,
put they thought that the young man was
getting tired of touring and sight-seeing.

But, economise as he did, his money
grew less, and one evening he found to
his consternation that he had only 845
left. He was still eight days away from
the arranged time to return home. What
could be done?

A lie entered his mind. ‘I will raise an
alarm. At two o’clock in the morning I
will ring my bell, and say that I was
held up by a masked thief.”” They were at
the Hotel Cecil, Travalgar Square, ILon-
don, and it would not be an altogether
strange thing to happen. ‘I will say that
he made me surrender all I had. But no!.
that would not work. Tlang it! I wish
the Hotel were on fire! No, that would
not do. He would make a full confession
to Lilian. e would tell her everything.
But that would be giving himself away,
while Lilian and ner parents were still
under the illusion that he was the pos-
sessor of thousands with splendid pros-
pects of becoming a partner in the Date
& Buston concern. No scheme seemed to
work successfully, and yet something must
be done. Five dollars, great scot! +to
spend seven or eight days in London! He
threw himself onto the bed without un-
dressing, and would sleep, but sleep would
not come. At last, after a few more
hours of weary thinking, rest came and
Tom slept.

When he awoke the following morning
the sun shone beautifully into his room.
It was in August, and the English horizon
for once was blue and worth looking at.
But the sun had no pleasure for him. He
was the miserable ownaer of $5.00 and on
a tour with a rich prospective father-in
law, and the nicest and sweetest girl in
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the world. Would she love him if she knew
just how he was fixed? For once, he felt
that Charles Lamb was wrong in calling
the Borrowers the Superior race. By Jove
they may be, thought Tom, but I would
like awfully well to be the Lender just
now. But what could be done? No scheme
seemed to satisfy his critical and moral
training. When he met Lilian, however,
at the breakfast table, he was as jovial as
ever, and no one suspected that the gay,
open-handed ready spender was only worth
$5.00 in the world and $445 in debt, with
6 months of his labor mortgaged to his
firm, beside other encumbrances.

That day was spent visiting London
sights, in the shadow of Mr. Whyte. Tom
swore to himself that his gold sovereign,
the equivalent of his $5, should not be
hroke that day, and so, whenever paying
time came, for the cab, or the bus, or the
dinner, Tom was either busy talking with
Lilian, or reading a paper, or interesting
the ladies in some curiosity.

So that day the old chap had to foot
each bill. And that evening Tom, before
going to bed, kissed his one-pound ster-
ling and hugged it as the keenest miser
hugs his idol.

‘““You dear old English sovereign. You
are all the wealth I possess in this mortal
world, and you have wonderful possibili-
ties. I have heard of men making
fortunes with less than five dollars. Have
you that secret power? Are you one of
the million makers?’’

“If you are, tell me your secret! Tell
me now! If you don’t I will have to buy
a pistol with you and shoot out my
brains, if I have any bhrains at all. Now
come, old soveréign, come. You are old
enough to tell me something. You were
made in 1869, a mystical year, and if the
planets are true, a most fortunate one to
all who were born therein. Now come,
speak, dear old sovereign, what am I to
do with you. You will not speak, eh?
Very well, by and by, you shall do the
acting, and I will try my hand at the
speaking.’’

The sovereign was replaced in his pock-
otbook. It was 8 p.m. and the party were
preparing to go to the Lyceum, to see
Henry Irving act, ‘“The Merchant of Ven-
ice.”” Tom was the last to enter the car-
riage, and while Mr. Whyte was raising the
tickets, Tom found something look at

and take away his attention. The old
man bought tickets for them all, and so
Tom once more saved his precious sov-
ereign.

The play had little interest for Tom.

‘I hate that old Jew,”” he said to Lil-
ian, ‘‘and I would not be in his shoes, no
not for all the money in the Bank of Eng-
land. He is mean. Give me the merchant
and his debt a thousand times before that
mean old cur.”

He spoke vehemently, but Lilian did
not know that Tom was speaking from fel-
low-feeling. Between the acts, Tom was
reading the advertisements in the Evening
News, and they seemed to interest him

mightily. Among other things he read
this one :—
‘““Money! Money! Money! Do you

know how to turn one pound into one hun-
dred pounds? If you don’t, see us. Gab-
riel & Gabriel, I.ondon, E. C.”

‘“Who are these fellows?'’ said Tom to
himself. ‘‘That is u pretty vague address,
anyhow, and they must be a well known
firm.

@Gabriel & Gabriel were Jewish sports-
men, and they had a hundred to one bet
on ‘‘Satan,”” who was to run on Friday
at Birmingham. He was considered such a
sure winner that sportsmen could get no
money on ‘‘Fancy.’”” The proposition was
explained to Tom by Messrs. Gabriel on
¥riday morning. The race was to come
off at 2 p.m. that very day. Tom did not
wager his precious sovereign on ‘‘Fancy’’
at once, hut asked for 30 minutes to con-
sider the proposition. The sportsmen
smiled. ‘‘Dreadfujly cautious about your
sovereign, young fellow,’’ they cried, but
Tom made no reply.

“If I bet this, my only sovereign, on
that horse,”’ thought Tom, ‘‘what chances
have I to win? The sportsmen are all
dead sure of ‘“‘Satan’’ winning. No one
will venture a pound on ‘Fancy.’ If I bet
on ‘Fancy’ I will be going against the
odds, dead sure. But then something may
happen to ‘Satan, he may break a leg, he
may not be in good condition. His jockey
may ride false. There are more than a
hundred to one chances that ‘Fancy’ may
win. Besides, if it is such a dead cer-
tainty that ‘Satan’ wins, why do they run
at all? The owners of ‘Fancy’ would not
run her without some chances of win-
ning. Well, here goes my sovereign.’’
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Poor Tom, rich Tom, noble Tom. What
shall I call him? He had the nerve oi a
desperate man. The moneyed men would
not bet on ‘“Fancy.”” I'ney prelerred risk-
ing their hundred on ‘‘Satan,”’” to one
single sovereign on ‘“‘Fancy,” and if an
occasional straggler desired to wager his
money on “‘Fancy,”’ it was considered in
the ring as a sign of financial weakness
and craziness. 1t was more honorable to
lose a hundred pounds on °'Satan,’’ than
to win a hundred pounds on ‘‘Fancy.”
Poor Tom felt the sting in the smiles and
side looks and critical examinations of the
sportsmen.

Tom had promised Lo meet his friends
by one o’clock at the main entrance to
the zoological gardens. But Tom was too
nervous to go 20 yards from the oflices
of Gabriel & Gabriel, but each hour was
as long as hall a dozen, while he lingered
around the district.

His sovereign had gone, so he had just
25¢ left, just one English Shilling, that’s
all. And. though he was not accustomed
to praying, he felt live praying then, "“God
put speed into ‘Farcy's’ limbs.” One
o’clock came, but he must go without his
lunch. Twenty-five cents were nothing to
lunch on. He was thirsty, but Fe d-re
not spend a cent, and for the first and
lJast time in his life, he begged for a
glass of water to drink.

What if “Fancy' lost! What story
would he make up? Besides his being
away from the party that morning was
suspicious! Why should he be compelled to
leave his fiance, who had so lovingly vol-
unteered to accompany him that morning®
The clouds were getting darker and
darker, bhut what excuse c¢nuvld Fe mak%e?
The clock struck two. A little crowd had
gathered around the office of Gabrial &
Gabriel. Had the horses started? Tom
came up to the little bunch. Tfe had a
sovercign at stake, and more thon a s v-
creign, if they knew everything. for if ke
lost—well, you may guess.

Three o’clock came and vet no
knew of the race. Three, three-thirty nvd
there was no report. A few minutes l-ter
there was a commotion in the little
crowd. What had hanreved? What! “‘Sat-
an’’ ha won? No! “Fa»cy’’ wi+s. The tele-
aram reads ‘“‘Fancy wirs by a nee™.”

“Gondl Goad!  CGond!”’  cried Tom,
repeatineg the word ahout a hun-red times.

onaoe

fluence,

“My hundred pounds!”’ and to his as-
tonishment he was the only man who had-
ventured his sovereign on ‘‘Fancy.”’ Sev-
cral of the sporting men were anxious to
talk, but Tom was anxious for his check
and to be off. The money was paid hon-
orably. And as he was placing the check
in his pocket book, he quietly remarked:

“This is a bhit of Yankee pluck. You
English devils could not spare a soverdign
on what was a probahle chance. You pre-
ferred risking your hundreds on what was
only a very strong possibility. You are no
real speculators, anyway.’”’

This little speech revealed his nation-
ality, and in a second, Messrs. Gabriel &
(rabriel, instead of looking at him as a
specimen of financial bankruptcy, looked at
him as a bold financier. And as he went
away Tom gave a farewell shout, ‘““‘Re-
member, boys, that the gods are f{re-

quently on the side of the odds.”
® 08 o n

With $500 in his pocket, Tom once
more became a millionaire. He pleaded
with Mr. and Mrs. Whyte to prolong their
visit in London. This new feature again
aroused the curiosity of Mr. Whyte. He
Becaune more and morve fascinated with his
Tuture son-in-law. But the visit could not
be prolonged, so Tom, conscious of his in-
commenced {treating and buying
presents in a most lavish manner. Two
hundred and fifty dollars were spent in
this fashion in one day, and by the time
Tom arrived home he was reduced to
$50. With this be had to pay his board
and treat his sweetheart for six months,
but Mrs. Whyte had hinted in less thau =«
week after their Furopean tour that tle
young people should mavry. Ske was un-
der the impression that Tom’s financial
aflairs were all that was necessary to
maintain himself and his bride in comfcert
and luxury. Mr. Whyte also had sevewnl
interviews with the young fellow
marriage. And one evening while strol-
ling through the garden together, M.
Whyte had talked 1long and empha-
tically on the hencfits of early mar-
riages. Tom  was young, but he
had secen twenty-five summers. And
Lilian had seen just twenty. She was a
sweet-tempered ‘ivgin of medium height,
blue eyes, and dark hair. You may not
like the contrast, but if ever you will sce
such a girl, and especially when you acd

alynit
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cherry dimpled chceks, a ‘slight, but well
proportmned body, a small dainty foot,
and, if you think she is not handsome
a beautiful girl—that’s all. '

Tom felt that marriage some day was
inevitable. In fact he longed, for it, he
wished..it could be the next day, any day
in fact, for it could never be too soon.
But then he was mortgaged for six months
and he had only $50 in the world and $25
of that was owing his land-lady. But in
talking the matter over with his future
father-in-law, of course, he was bound to
confess that there was no reason why the
marriage could not be arranged soon, in
iact any time. He did not care to reveal
to Mr. Whyte, however, his true financial
position, for that, he thought, would ruin
everything.

The conversation in that garden some-
what fixed him, and he was honor bound
to marry the idol of his heart. Of course
Mr. Whyte was very rich and the girl’s
dowry would be fixed at $25,000 the day
of her marriage. But matters were get-
ting to a crisis and somecthing must be
done. He paid his landlady the $25 he
owed her, and then he had, after -a few
more purchases, $20 left. Twenty dollars
and five months still owing his firm.
speculation came to his mind once more
as a means of escape.
ture had proved a great success, and with
this in view, he searched for great odds,
but he was unsuccessful.

One evening, however, his eye caught
an announcement like this: ‘‘Send us ten
dollars and we may return you $10, $20,
$50, and $100. Have you the nerve?’’ He
had, of course, he had; but it was a fail-
ure. He tried again with his last $10 and
again it was a failure.

'He was not discouraged anyway, but
he decided that Fate would have him try
something else, and his mind was turned
toward the advertisements in the papers
and journals. ‘“There are gold mines
sometimes in these advertisements,’”’ he
thought. And he did not search long be-
fore his mind lighted on this announce-
‘““Ten thousand dollars in cash for
a short story! Try it!”” He read the full
announcement and the conditions, and
everything seemed square. The publishers
were not paying $10,000 for one story,
however, but for a number of them, in

The London ven-’

jact for enough to- last them, - probably,
for a whole year. But then.came the de-
pressing thought! - ‘‘Bosh, there will be
thousands trying for- thosé - prizes and
among them the cleverest story tellers of
America, and my poor manuscript won’t
be read at all—not even looked at. The
result, however, would be announced in
three months, and the manuscripts were to
be sent in no later than five days after
he read this announcement. It had been
running in the papers for three months
without his seeing it, but then he had
been away to Europe; he must be ex-
cused. So he had just five days to win
his prize. Poor Tom! But again he
backed up the odds. The odds were
against him and so were they in the Eng-
lish race. He spoke of his purpose to no
one, not even to Lilian. He must work it
out alone. In three days the story con-
sisting of 5,000 words was ready. He
worked at it day and night and lived on
bread and milk and eggs and coflee.

It was a really remarkable story, the
*‘story of Tom Brown’s own life.”” He
knew of nothing else worth telling, and so
he told it with all the fervor and enthus-
jasm and warmth of a spend-thrift’'s
heart. .

Ee sealed the package and sent it
away. Tt reached the publishers in time,
hands. The arrangements for the wedding
were proceeding merrily. And it was to
take place six months after the IZuropean
tour.

But during the preparations poor Tom
did not possess a cent to buy anything or
go anywhere. But, fortunately, the fam-
ily credited him with economical prudence
and thrift, and such a man' of course,
would be an‘ideal husband for their dar-
ling Lilian. Those were hard days for
Tom. But he again gave way to the fas-
cination of borrowing, but this time from
his real slaves, the -money-lenders, who
charged him at the rate of 80 per cent.
for their little bit of humble service to his
lordship.

So Tom ran up another bill to the tunc
of $150 with his servants. Most of the
money was spent on amusements, excur
sions, innocent pleasures, and small pres-
ents to his fiance and a wedding suit to
himself. But the wedding rings were not
vet bought, and as Lilian was not ambi-
tious in that direction, she had chosen



THE B. C. HOME MAGAZINE. 27

rings worth only $250, hut when the bill
came to Tom he fairly staggered. He was
already behind with his board; $150 in the
money-lenders’ deht, and §250 for the
wedding rings, and two months' labor
still mortgaged.

But rich men never bother themselves
about such petty affairs, and why should
fie trouble? There were two months yet
before the wedding, and the verdict of the
story affair would be published in about
three weeks’ time. And so he held on. But
one c¢vening while alone in the parlor with
Lilian, and while the curtains were all
drawn and the doors locked, Tom took the
girl of his heart into his arms and soli-
loquised into her ears, with his lips now
and again touching her cherry cheeks:

“Dear Lilian, you know 1 love you. 1
don’t often say so, but I do, and I believe
that you love me.”’

She turned her bheautiful face towards
his and looked him straight in his eyes,
and their eyes spoke louder than words,
and then she kissed him on thelips. So
he went on:

‘““Supposing, Lilian, that you sudde:ly
found out that I was very poor and in
debt, would you then love me?’’ The dear
girl was entirely unconscious of the full

meaning of his words, and thought that
they were only a part of his courtship.

[ 2]

“I would love you,”’ she said, ‘‘if you
were a pauper without a coat on your
bhack,’’ and she again kissed him, but this
{ime on his pale cheek. A silent tear from
Tom’s heart dropped out at his water
gates. ‘“Thank God,”” he said. And the
little courtship ended.

Three weeks and two days later a
sealed letter came to Mr. Tom Brown,
Diana Street, Vancouver, B. C. It was
from Messrs. Black & Co., publishers, New
York. fThe letter informed him that his
story was considered the best and worthy
of the chief prize, and if he did them the
honor of visiting them at their offices they
would be pleased to pay him that amount
in cash, and further discuss with him the
desirability of his becoming their constant
contributor at so much per page. The
offer was accepted. Tom received his
cash, paid his debt, and bought his bride
a diamond worth $1,500 and presented it
to her on the day of their wedding. Tom
joined the stafl of Messrs. Black & Co.,
and though he is now the receiver of
£3,000 to $5.000 annually, Tom is still an
fionorary member of the ‘‘Superior Race.”
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The Pastor’s Wife.

BY ‘‘ONE OF ’EM.”

Betsey had a mind of her own, and
she never hesitated to let people know it
when it was necessary. She was a wo-
man of middle height, plump, good look-
ing, and with dark hair and eyes. She
had seen forty or forty-five summers,
though Pastor Brown was 50 ycars of
age. TEveryone knew Mr. Brown’s age,
but Mrs. Brown’s age was a mystery.
When she was asked by her f{riends how
old she was, she would evade the ques-
tion or say that she was born on the 27th
day of November. She always omitted
to say of 'which year. She was the mother
of two children, a hoy and a girl, Georce
and Violet. George was the image of his
‘mamma, while Violet .resembled her pap:s.
and she was her brother’s senior by two
yvears, he being 14 years. Brown was a
quiet man who seldom pronounced
apinion on matters of controversy, but he
had 'a kind and cheerful word for every-
body, especially .the chillien and the
young people, with whom ! e ought to have
bheen more popular than he was. He had
been the pastcr at Whitewood for seven
years and some cof the friends thought it
was time for a change.

They were discussing the matter ore
evening when the pastor ventured a s:g-
gestion to his wife. I say ventured pur-
posely, for Betsey Brown has passed the
age and patience to receive instructior.
‘“Betsey,’”’ said the pastor, ‘“do you know
that' I have 'heen thinking that if you
were a little more popular with the Lacies’
Society, that we could stay on here in-
definitely. I have no personal enemies,
but some of the women positively dislike
you. Can’t you straighten things a little?"

Betsey, who was doing some fancy work,
threw it on the tabhle with fury, loo“ed
with fiery indignation irto her husband’s
face, whose eyes were however, turned to-
ward the' carpet. ‘““John Brown,’" she
commenced, in a steady emphatic tone,
““I am the cause of all your troubles. This
is our third charce since we were married
20 yeats ago, and you have sugre-tel once
too many, that I have heen the causc of

e

each removal. The idea of trying to le
more popular wita the ladies! Tae Church,
sir, engaged you, not me, and they pay
you, not me, and they have no business
t¢ expect any more of me than of Deacon
Wilkin’s wife who is unever in church, or
from Deacon Thompson’s wife, who is al-
ways gossipping about the neighbors, or
from old Sharon, the janitor’s wife, who
is half her time as drunk as a hog.”
“Hogs don’t get drunk, Betsey, please
be just to the brutes at any rate,” coolly
interrupted the pastor, still gazing with
fixed eyes on the rug lieneath his feet.
* I don't care, sir, whether the hog
gets drunk or not; one thing I know, sir,
they always act as if they were drunk or
else they would not roll in the mud and
mire as they do! and that is just what
Peggy Sharon does. But the deacons
never held a meeting to ask old Sharon
to resign because his wife was a dirty
hog! Necither has the Church asked Dea-
con Wilkin to resign because his wife is «
bad example to the flock. Pshaw! Your
churches are as inconsistent as—as—as—

well-—as——-"

“A woman,” mildly interrupted the
pastor.

‘“‘No, sir, women are not inconsistent.

But I will tell you that men are. Yes,
that's it, your churches are as inconsist-
ent as you men!’’

With this, the bell rang, and Mrs.
Thompson, whose name was mentiored
above by Mrs. Brown as heing a deacon's
wife and a great gossip, entered the
house.

Mrs. Thompson was aflable and jolly
to cxtremes, and laying hold of Mrs.
Brown with both hands, hurst forth with:

“My dear Mrs. Brown, how rsad 1 feel!
I just came from Mr. Wilkin’s home, and
Mrs. Wilkin told me that your husban''
handed in his resignation last evening! O.
dear! and we are hound to lose you! My
dear Mrs. Brown, we all love you and it
will he such a loss, O such a loss to miss
vou! And, dear Mrs. Brown, the young



THE B. C. HOME MAGAZINE. 29

peeple will miss you so—the whole town
will miss you—you are beloved in every
circge!”

Mrs. Brown coughed a slight cough; for
this speech unnerved her considerably—
she knew it was all false. There was
hardly a half-dozen women in the Ch rc
that cared for Mrs. Brown at all, and as
to the young people idolizing Brown, he
could hardly get them to give him even
civil attention when preaching.

But Mrs. Wilkin was on an errand. She
wanted Lo learn all about the pastor s
plans. Had he a church in view? Wh .
salary would he receive? What did Mrs.
Brown think of the change? Was she
instigator of the move? What was the
pastor’s reason for resigning? What did he
and Mrs. Brown think of the Church? And
a dozen more questions, for Mrs. Wilkin
wanted fresh material for her gossi) sheet,
and the pastor’s plans and the wife’s views
were excellent material in the high-toned
society of Whitewood.

But conversation was slow. Mis. Brown
was in no humor to talk, and the pastor
ltried to satisfy the visitor with a few
common-place remarks about the future of
the church. But poor Mrs. Brown invol-
untarily dropped a few remarks that satis-
fied Mrs. Wilkin and gave her fresh ma-
terial for gossip.

““Why he has resigned 1 don't know,”’
she remarked, with an innocent desire to
justify herself, ‘‘wherever we'll go we'll
get trouble, we cannot please everybody.’’

That was all she said, but Mrs. Wil-
kin was arvoused with curiosity. She
wanted the details. Who were dissatisfied?
She had never heard a word of complaint
against the pastor or his dear wife. But
oh, there are wicked people everywhere.
What was the complaint? But in spite of
her diplomacy she could get no further
information.

The ILadies” Aid met the following day
at Mrs. Wilkins’ and thirty minutes lefore
the regular meeting, half a dozen women
members of the gossip society were clcs-
cted with Mrs. Wilkins in her hedroom.
“I am sorry for Brown and the children,"’
said a sweet voice of young Mrs. Westly
the daughter of Senior Deacon Farr
“Papa thinks Mrs. Brown is all right, and
says so to mamma, that we should not
expect so much from a pastor’s wife. But

vh, dear, mamma does not like Mrs.
Brown at all. She thinks that Murs.
Brown is common. Of course she is not
very educated, or refined, but she makes
Brown a good wife and she attends to her
children.’””

‘“Yes, yes, we know all that,”’ said a
rougher voice. 1t was the voice of Mrs.
Wilcox, a big stately woman, the wife .1
Merchant Done. “But your mamma is
right, dear. Mrs. Brown is no pastors
wife. A church like ours with so many
educated ladies, and cultured young wo-
men, and such a number of nice young
men, should have a magnetic pastor’s wife.
A woman of heauty aund culture and mag-
netism.”’

“That's it. That’s it, Mrs. Done. We
should have a woman that we could all
look up to,”” said Mrs. Wilkins., “‘Mrs.
Brown is all right as an ordinary woman.
but a pastor’s wife should be above the
ordinary. That’s my opinion, too.”

‘““How much would you pay her per
annum?’’ enquired young Mrs. Westly, with
a sweet cynical smile on her face.

“The idea!”’ said one of t'e women.
“Now, Mrs. Westly, you are not,like your
mamma at all. She takes a sensible view
of the question, but you seem to be off the
track altogether.”’

“Well, I don’t know as much about
that,’”” said the swecet voice. ‘‘Poor pas-
tors, and even rich pastors, too, have
hearts, like other men, and if a rastor's
heart could only fall in love with pre.ac:
sessingly beautiful and cultured and mag-
netic women, we might get a race of mag-
netic woman, we might get a race of mag-

“PBut T am not sure ladies, that such
would always accept such men.
we must be reasonable and more
than reasonable, we must be Christian.
Such talk sounds to me worse than
‘worldly. My hushand is a doctor, and his
patients pay him for his services. We
called Pastor Brown to be our pastor and
not Mrs. Brown, and we pay him and not
her. If we, as women, want a woman
pastor to whom we can look up, and who
will lead us and who will be a power
among our young men and women, we can
advertise for such and pay her. 'That is
business, and T have no doubt but that we
could get such a lady for about $20,000
a year.,”

women
l.adies,
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The five women sighed, but there was
silence in the room. No one spoke, but
down in their hearts they felt that they
had been unjust to poor Mrs. Brown. She
was a woman and a wife and a mother,
and as such whatever her faults were she
deserved their sympathy and not their
~ scorn, their counsel and mot their criti-
cism, thein help and not their rebufls, their
smiles and not their cynical remarks.

When the ladies met in full conference
‘that afternoon Mrs. Done was seen wiping
a tear from her cheek, and rising to her
feet, she said:—

‘““Mrs. President and ladies: I want to
make a motion. Tt has come to our ears
that our dear pastor has handed in his
resignation. We all love Mr. Brown. (There
was a murmur of assent). Yerhaps we
have not always spoken as kindly of him
at. our homes as we should and so our
children have caught our airs.

And I want

to make a personal confession (there her
voice grew husky); perhaps I have not al-
ways spoken as kindly of Mrs. Brown. God
forgive me, if I have wronged her in the
least way. But my motion is this : That
we ask the Church not to accept Pastor
Brown’s resignation ; we must try again,
and by God’s help, let us be more charit-
able in our judgment and more sympathe-
tic in our conduct.”

Mrs. Westly, in one of her sweect speeches
that reminded everyone of her dear father,
Deacon ¥Farr, who had been the pillar of
Whitewood Church for 40 years, and who
had always been loyal to pastors and pas-
tor’s wives, seconded the motion. And
us there was no amendment the motion
was carried unanimously. The Church ac-
cepted the recommendation, and Pastor
Brown bhecame a greater power in White-
wood than ever beforve.
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John Bull in Canada.

BY LEO LUDWIG.

INTRODUCTORY.

We were sitting around the fire one
evening after Uncle Douglas had returned
from Western Canada, where he had spent
fifteen years of bhis life; and, as his so-
journ there had bheen attended with so
much romance and success, papa suggested
that he should give us the story of his
career ‘‘in his own words.”’

. As I am a shorthand writer, it was
agreed that I should take it down verba-
tum, from his lips. I was not unwilling
to comply with this request, for I knew
that it would be worth my while to do so,
as any story told by my uncle would be
worth my while.

Before he begins, however, let me tell
you that my uncle is still a young man—
iust forty years of age, and papa says
that he is worth about $200,000 or some-
thing like £40,000.
dark featured, with grey eyes, and has a
very quick movement. Fe is slight, but
weighs fully 165 pounds and he looks the
picture of health. His voice is sweet and
mellow. He talks smoothly except when
describing some exciting scenes or incident,
when his narrative is filled with pathos,
and he can shout like an orator. Well,
now you can attend to him, and I will
guarantee that you will not sleep until he
wants you to.

Chapter 1. (In which I pay ten dollars
for a bedroom, and make a carpet of my
new silk hat.) '

CHAPTER 1.

Fifteen years ago, with a few months
added, I had the Canadian fever. Every-
body in Britain spoke about Canada, as
‘the ““hope of the young,” and the home of
the poor man. I was both young and
poor. My father had just died, and mother
had been buried six months before him.
My only relation in the world was my sis-
ter, and although she was very kind to me
T felt that I dught to emigrate. 1 wrote
to an emigration agent, who replied very
promptly, and kindly and elaborately. He
sent me big maps of the new country and

He is a tall man,

the story of men who had made fortunes
there by farming. I however, knew noth-
ing about farming. 1 was brought up
among engines, and at this time was an
engine-driver, earning £2 a week. I was
then twenty-five years of age and not
much of a scholar, but I was very ambi-
tious to get on in life. Fortunately I was
a single man, and 1 was not deeply in love
with any girl, and moreover, there was 10
girl who was deeply attached to me. 1
considered the matter fully, and. decided to
emigrate to Western Canada, and all the
money I had was £50 or about 250 dol-
lars. I paid for my passage to Boston, a
little place which was the terminous of a
side line in Saskatchewan. Boston is
about two hundred miles west from Win-~
nipeg and is the most interesting spot in
the whole of Western Canada: but T will
come to that again later. After the pur-
chase of my pass I looked up the direc-
tions as to the articles I should want,
but, I was so frightened by the big list of
things that I decided to take just what I
thought I should actually need. And:
among these things were a gun and a pis-
tol, and I can assure you that I never re-
gretted buying them though the first time
1 fired the gun T was knocked right down
and I thought the bullet must have made
a mistake and travelled backwards instead
of forwards. I forget the name of the
ship on which I crossed the Atlantic, but
I remember meeting with a lot of nice peo-
ple, who were also going to Canada. I
made friends with one young woman who
was going to her uncle. She was a very
nice and well educated girl, and_ the ten
days we were in the ship passed like ten
swift hours. After landing in Montreal I
lost sight. of her and she of me for a long
time. Her name was Lucy. Some fools
told me on board ship that if I tipped the
customs officers at Montreal that I woul”’
get my trunks through without being ex-
amined; and as I had a lot of new things,
clothes, books, and the firearms, I fool-
ishly ‘‘tipped’’ the men. But I found to
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my cost that it made no difference. The
best way to travel (at least that is my
experience) is to go right on the square.
Answer every question straight and hon-
est, and then you ueed not be trembling
in your shoes in fear of being discovered.
The honest man is a fearless fellow, and
although it is a little more expensive to
be honest than otherwise sometimes, when
you travel, yet I have found it the cheap-
est way in the long run. At Montreal a
large number of ‘‘cabbies’® and hotel men
invited me to their ‘‘cabs’’ and hotels, but
as I always prefer to find my own way, I
went alone, and I found a swell hotel
where I spent one night. It was my first
experience with American life, and having
about $200 in my pocket, I felt rich and
was not going to show green. You should
see me walk past the men in the hotel
office. I went by them with a swagger
that would inake you think that I was the
hotel proprietor of some small western
town. I wore my hat on one side of my
head, and kept & dummy cigar in my
mouth, for I don’t smoke, and I could not
smoke if I wanted to. I went up to the
vclerk and said: ‘I want a room please."’
‘““What price,”” he asked. “Oh, any
rice, what are your hest rooms?’’ “‘Ten
ollars, sir.”” Well, T thought I would
-drop dead when he said ‘ten dollars.’
‘Good gracious!” I said to myseclf, ‘ten
dollars for ome night!” Yet I was
two much of a swell to back out, and
I was too bashful to ask if he had any
cheaper rooms, so I stiffecned up, placed a
ten-dollar bill on the desk as if it was a
rag, and asked him to lead me to my
room. Now, if you were millionaires you
would probably say that I had my room
cheap, that you bave paid as much as
fifty dollars for a room and so forth. But
you must remember that I had never in
my life, paid more than twenty-five cents
(or one shilling) for a room, and never
paid more than 2s: 6d for a banquet ticket.
Yon can imagine my consternation the
next morning when T found I could not
_make a decent breakfast under $1.50 or
six shillings. Of course, when you go to
a swell hotel you have got to pay swell
prices, but 1 swore then that I would
never, unless I became a mllhonmre go to
a_ swell hotel again. Montreal struck me
as bemg very new and I was pleased with

- lish hotels.

the way the things were arranged. Cana-
dian hotels are not arranged like the IEng-
They have a bhig front room
in almost all of them which they call.the
office, and here the men gather to talk,
smoke and watch the new arrivals.

No women sit in this office. They go
to a more comfortable place, where smok-
ing is not allowed. The hars are also dif-
ferent to our Iinglish ones, and I noticed
that a large number of houses and stores
were built of lumber.

But I must hasten to Winnipeg. I do
not remember much about the starting,
but I do remember that the coaches were
far difierent and better equipped than our
English coaches. In Canada you can walk
from one end of the coach to the other,
and you can sleep in it, and wash, and
cook your meals. The ride from Montreal
to Winnipeg is nearly a three days’ ride.
It was a charming journey through a
splendid and magnificent country, studded
with lakes, trees, and various kinds of
animals. I shall not forget my thrill up-
on first seeing the Tndians in the woouds.
There were about a half-dozen in ali,
sneaking behind the bushes and hiding be-
hind the trees. They were fierce looking
men, I thought, just like those you see in
pictures, with high-boned cheeks, small
eyes, black hair and a serious countenance.
1 don’'t think 1 ever saw an Indian laugh.
I have seen them smile, but I have never
seen them laugh a right out loud laugh.
The Indians are not a humorous people.
I have met several who could talk good
English, but even they could not see the
point of a joke. They can and are sus-
ceptible to kindness; they will do almost
anything for you if you treat them kindly,
but I never met an Indian that I could
joke with. The arrival of the train, I no-
ticed, was quite an event in cach town,
for the depots were crowded with men and
women of all colors, pushing and jostling
each other, laughing and talking and wish-
ing the emigrants good luck. One form of -
address struck me as peculiar, ““Be good
to yourself, good-bye.”” 1 thought it was
a very seclfish expression, and I think so
now. .Well, at last Winnipeg was reached
and I felt glad, and my heart beat with
joy when the bLrakesman came into the
coach and shouted, ‘‘Winnipeg next stop.’”
[ had no friend to meet me and yet I felt
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glad. But the Winnipeg of fiftcen years
ago is not the Winnipeg of today. Then
there were few large stores and only few
large houses. Main street was lined with
small shacks in which Jews trade their
second-hand wares and charged exhorbitant
prices from those who were ‘‘green”’
enough to pay them. If a Jew ‘‘fixes’’ you
in Canada, and you complain of it they
only laugh at you and say, ‘‘It was your
own fault to be so green.”” Well, when I
arrived in Winnipeg it was late Saturday
evening, and, as my Sunday silk hat had
been ruined during the journey, I had
1o get a new one. 1 went to a small hat-
ter and asked for a silk hat. He only
had two in his store and these were five
years behind the times, though he told me
they were the latest from London. But I
knew better, for I had worn that very
shape five years previous at a friend's
wedding, so I went to a fashionable hat-
ter then and asked him to show me some
silk hats. He showed me six, the whole
stock, and his ‘‘latest’’ were two years be-
hind the times, but taking me to be a
farmer, or a farmer’s son, the man told
me that he was showing me the ‘“‘latest
London style.”’ 1 smiled at him and told
him that I wore a similar one three sea-
sons ago, and, when he found out that 1
knew something about silk hats, he quit
“bluffing’’ or what John Bull would call,
“‘left off bragging.”” As this was the best
hat in the shop 1 bought it for $6.00 or
24s: 6d. T would have bought a better one
in London for 10s: 6d, but he said it was
the duty and freight that made it expen-
sive. ““Duty’’ and ‘‘freight’’ were new words

to me. John Bull as yet knows little about
““duty.” But he may have to learn some-
thing soon. I paid my $6, placed the hat
on my head and walked like a gentleman
along main street. 1t was about 10 p.m.
There were not many about, but those
who were ahout looked at me as if I had
horns on my head, so I hastened to my
hotel. Sunday morning I went to church
and once more my silk hat was the centre
of attraction. T began to feel uneasy and
almost prayed to see scmeone else come
along in a silk hat, but silk hats were as
scarce in Winnipeg in these days as a
white elephant, and for the first time in
my life I felt ashamed of my silk hat. Silk
hats and silk hatted people, I thought,
after I walked down Main street after the
morning service, are at a discount in
Western Canada, and I was not long in
finding this sentiment to be correct. When
I was about three blocks away from my
hotel, about half a dozen boys came be-
hind me and bhegan to shout, ‘““Where did
vou get that hat?”’ and this they repeated
in sing-song fashion until the crowd gath-
ered and stared as if I was a lunatic, and
the sweat poured out all over my body,
and in my heart I cursed the kids, but T
knew boys too well to say a word. At
last I reached my hotel, and I reached
my room in less time than I am saying
it, and then threw my six dollar hat on
the floor and made a carpet of it. That
was the last silk hat I ever wore, West-
ern Canada is no place yet for silk hats,
though now occasionally you will find one
or two moving around the streets.

(To be continued.)
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CAN'T BE PARTICULAR.

Mrs. Horner—You  nastry tramp! FHow
dare you eat that cake I set out to cool?

Tired Tucker—Well, it did take a bit of
courage, marm; but a starving man can’t
be werry pertikler ahout what he eats.—
Smiles.

0

OUR ODD LANGUAGE.

‘“There is a word of one syllable in the
English language that is always spelled
wrong, even by the most educated people.”’

‘““What is that?’’

» ‘“The word ‘wrong.” ''—Cassell’s Jour-
nal

()
7

RETURNING PROOFS OF LOVE.

“I received a lot of rejected manu-
scripts to-day,’”’ said Titmarsh.

“Did you?’’ replied his friend. ‘‘I had
no .idea you had ambition to shine as an
author.”’

‘“‘Not exactly, that,”” said Titamarsh.
“You see, my girl and I quarreled and she
returned all my letters.”’—Tit-Bits.

O
A d

SO HE ATE IT.

A creditor called upon a debtor whom
he found at dinner, busy carving a goose.

‘““Now, sir,” said the visitor, ‘‘are you
going to pay me soon?”’

““I should be only too glad, my dear
sir, but it is impossible. I am cleaned
out—ruined. I haven’t a penny.”’

‘““Why, sir, when a man cannot pay his
debts he has no business to be eating a
goose like that.”’

‘“Alas! my dear sir,”’ said the debtor,
lifting the serviette to his eyes as though
deeply aflfected, ““I couldn’t afford its
keep.”’—Smith’s Weekly.

. fire that

FULLY SATISFIED.

‘“You haven’t any confidence in either
candidate?’’

““On the contrary, 1 have confidence in
both. I believe all the bad things they say
about each other are absolutely true.”’—
Smiles.

Pat

IT WAS VALUABLE.
Actor—Hurry, or we’ll miss the train.
Actress—I can’'t find my diamonds or

my purse.
Actor—Oh, well, never mind.
Actress—Yes; but the purse had a six-
pence in it.—Tit-Bits.

P
A\ Y4

LEFT IT TO THEM.

Wright—*‘‘I should think your
would worry you.

Owen—*‘I don’t see why they should.”’

“Why, because of the possibility that
you may not be able to pay them.™’

‘“My creditors worry about that; there
is no use of our both worrying about the
same thing.’”’—Cassell’s Journal.

dekts

Py
194

POSSIBLE CAUSE OF DEATH.

““Goodness me!’’ exclaimed a man to a
companion as they were walking. ‘‘Did
you ever see such a wretched sight?'’ and
he pointed to a poor, miserable-looking
horse that was toiling up the hill in the
broiling sun with a heavy load ULehind it.
Suddenly the animal fell and expired.

‘“Well,”” said one as they
‘““whatever made it die?”’

‘““Can’t you sec?’’ cried the other. “Why
the poor beast is so thin that the sun
shone through its ribs and set the hay on
it had eaten, and the smoke
choked it!"’—Cassell’s Journal.

ran up,
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It is our desire to form a club com-
posed of men and women, young and old,
who are anxious to bhenefit themselves and
others by correspondence and fraternal in-

tercourse. Only the worthy will be ad-
mitted to membership and our method of
ascertaining the worthiness of each appli-
cant is very simple. We ask each person
applying for membership in our club to
make the following declaration : '

I believe in God, and I believe that God
is love, and that in loving and being loved
and in making love the rule of one’s life,
man and woman attain their highest na-
ture and become happy. I also believe
that Jesus Christ is the embodiment of
love, and the Image of God.

(SIgNeEd).ciiiiiiiiiiiiiciriieieeaenias

AdAress ...oociveviiviiiiiiiiieiiies

Now that is very Dbeautiful and very
simple, and every good man and woman
can sign this pledge.

The rules and object of the club more
definitely stated will be as follows :

Every subscriber to the B. C. Home,
upon sending in the above pledge, together
with 25c¢, becomes a member of the club.
The object of the club is:

1st. Social and literary intercoursc
among its members. This will be fostered
by personal correspondence of the mem-
hers. The names and addresses of members
will be published from mounth to month,
and those desiring correspondence with
any person are to write to us for introduc-
tions. The B. C. Home is the introducing
party. And members are requested not to
correspond with each other or to answer
© correspondence unless the parties com-

municating have been introduced to them
by us. This is to save unsuitable persons
corresponding, for a person may be mor-
ally good, and yet intellectually unsuit-
able to;correspond with certain other mem-
bers of the club.

2nd. Object is discussion in the maga-
zine on subjects of interest to the members
of the club. Members will be asked to’
suggest topics and questions, and these
topics and questions will be discussed in
our columns, by members of the club.

3rd. Objecl will be to advertise British
Columbia. Members of our club will be
asked to give names and addresses of
friends to whom we may send copies of the
magazine and other literature.

4th. Object will he personal acquaint-
anceship. The B. C. Magazine will organ-
ize a public rally of the members of the
social club once a year, in some central
and attractive spot, where a week’s holi-
day may be profitably spent in Chatau-
qua fashion in touring, exploring, climb-
ing, swimming and discussing literary,
historic, scientific, artistic and moral
questions. The 25c fee we charge is simply
to cover the cost of correspondence which
we will have to undertake in introductions
and personal letters to members. When
joining the club please state whether Mr.
Mrs. or Miss, and whether married or
single.

Letters for this department should be
addressed,

SOCIAL,
B. C. Home Magazine,
26 Empire Building,

Hastings St. Vancouver, B.C.
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The Sunday Hour.

It is the sincere desire of the writer for
this department that he will be able,
through this medium to reach the ear of
a large number of the reading constituency
not for the purpose of tickling their fancy
or catering to ‘‘itching ears,”” but that
having secured their attention, he might
direct their thoughts to those great moral
and religious principles which are the true
bulworks of a nation’s real greatness.

Setting apart as this journal does, a
department to this purpose, is an evidence
that the publishers recognize that in the
development of a strong national life the
“Sunday Hour’’ occupies a place. Not
only should it occupy a place but that
place should be first. The Wall street
Journal truly says ‘‘There is one thing
which is all important, though it is apt to
be forgotten, in such material prosperity
as out country possesses. It is this:
Whether there be individualism or social-
ism; whether there be imperialism or demo-
gracy; whether there be centralization or
entralization, there must be a growth
B religion or such a civilization as we
" possess will soon decay and fall away.’’
Where is Greece, Rome, Carthage? Where
are those great ancient nations which
stretched from the valley of the Euphrates
to where Carthage lies buried in African
sands? These nations in their own age
were industrially pre-eminent, they had a
literature as the cure-form inscriptions and
tablets declare, they had a sciruce as the
pyramids live to testify, but morality and
justice died out, and the civilizations of
three thousand years went down for ever.
The pillars of Boalbec, the mounds of
Niniveh, and the ruins of Ladnor stand as
everlasting monuments that all material
prosperity which is not built on the foun-
dation of morality must issue in hopeless
and hapless ruin.

Will England’s commercial supremacy
share any better fate if honesty and jus-
tice die out? What Lord Beaconsfield once
said is not only eloquent but true, ‘“That
though we are greater than Venice or
than Lyre, yet if we are not faithtul to
our high calling as a nation, our glory

will fade like the Lynau dyes and crumble
like the Venitian palaces. In ‘‘Middle-
march’’ George Eliot draws a picture from
real life when she describes the gradual
and disastrous collapse of Wm. Vincey’s
prosperity from the time when he began to
use the cheap dyes recommended by his
sham-religious brother-in-law which were
soon found to rot the silks for which he
had been famous.

We are spending and rightly so, great
sums of money on education, but educa-
tion will not safe-guard the future unless
it is joined with a morality that is based
on religious principles. A country’s true
greatness does not consist only in the
greatness of its material resources nor on
its educational facilities, but chiefly in the
moral and religious character of its inhab-
itants. While we are endeavoring to for-
mulate railway policies, foster the fishing,
and lumber industries, while we are trying
to induce immigration, all for the purpose
of developing our great matecrial resources,
what is being done for the development
and cultivation of our moral and religious
life? What we need most, in order to
reach our true greatness as a people, is a
revival of piety, the kind mother and
father used to have piety that counted it
good business to stop for daily family
prayer before breakfast, that quit work
half an hour early on Wednesday evening
so as to be able to go to prayer meeting,
that rested the horses Saturday afternoon
if they had to drive to church on Sunday.

We need a revival of picty that will
close the stores at an early hour Saturday
evening to permit the employces to get to
church Sunday morning, a piety that will
revere the Sabbath Day, and use it as a
day of rest instead of a day of pleasure
and dissipation. In these times of develop-
ment and prosperity we are in danger of
worshipping the idols which the decayed
nations fell down and worshipped just be-
fore their light went out. Great wealth
never made a nation substantial or hon-
orable. There is nothing on earth that
looks good that is so dangerous for a man
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or a nation to handle as quick, easy big
money. It takes greater heroism to dare
to be poor, when you have the opportun-
ity to be rich, than to charge an earth-
works and silence a battery.

In this age of strenuous and constant
activity what is needed most is the ‘‘quiet
hour.’”” The conditions of our social and
business life rob us of the hour for quiet
and secluded meditation upon the unseen
and eternal. The Master says, ‘‘When thou
prayest, enter into thine inner chamber,

and having shut thy door, pray to thy
Father which is in secret, and thy Father
which seeth in secret shall recompense
thee.”” Here our Lord has taught clcarly
that in the life there must be a place for
retirement, a time for seclusion, an exer-
cise of this high and holy privilege, in ab-
solute loneliness. What does this mean in
the midst of our busy life? It mecans, to
have a Bethel, to have a place and a
season for quiet meditation and commun-
ion with God.

‘ Bother the Advertisements.”

LITTLE TALKS ON ADVERTISING

BY SAM HONEY.

Some people don’t like advertisements,
and they pass them over in newspapers and
magazines with consecrated contempt. ‘I
never read advertisements,”’ said a Dbusi-
ness man to me the other day, ‘‘and I be-
lieve,’”’ he continued, ‘‘that most people are
like myself. When I want a thing, I go to
the proper place for it.”’

This man is a very wise man and he is
far too modest when he says that most
inen are like himself. For myself, I am a
very ignorant man, and if I did not read
advertisements I would not know where to
buy many things I require, and especially
to buy the best at the lowest price. The
shoes I wear are the best I ever wore, but
I would know nothing about this special
shoe if someone did not advertise it. I see
by looking over your advertisements that
there is one live shoemaker at least in
Vancouver. It is evident that he believes
in advertising and I am sure that he finds
it profitable.

The fact that he advertises his goods
is a proof that his goods are worth mak-
ing known. This is true of cvery adver-

tiser. The man who sells inferior goods
cannot advertise. It would soon ruin him
to do so.

Men who sell inferior stuff sell it in the
shadow of those who advertise the best.
The man who sells inferior clothes and in-
ferior furniture, and inferior medicine, will
tell you that his goods are as good as
those advertised—but he lies, and he knows
it, and he is a drone of the meanest kind.

He lives and thrives for a time on the
labor, skill and capital of other people.
And if you are wise, you insist on getting
the advertised article, and no other so-
called ‘‘equally good’’ proposition.

These are the two chief functions of ad-
vertising to show you how to save money
and how to make money! The advertis-
ing propositions in this issue of the B. C.
Home are not many but they are good.
You should read every advertisement.
These people don’t spend their money for
the fun of spending. They got something
that may prove of great benefit to you to
know more about.

There is another reason why I want
you to read these advertisements. They
will interest you. Advertising is a liter-
ary art that has the interest of the reader
always in view and to me there is no
more interesting literature published to-
day than advertising. The old style of ad-
vertising is dead and the greatest literary
geniuses to-day are paid hig salavies for
writing advertisements, and covery real
<ad.”” writer aims first at interesting the
reader.

Now I must conclude and let me tell
you on behalf of the publishers of this
magazine, if you want to sec in British
Columbia a magazine worthy of the re-
sources of this rich province, and a
magazine that will be a source of joy and
pleasure and benefit to its thousands‘of
inhabitants—patronize those progressive
men who advertise in its columns.
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The Vancouver Art, Historical and
Scientific Association.

RoLanp D. GranT, D. D.
Honorary President.

The Art, Historical and Scientific Asso-
ciation of Vancouver, which has its head-
quarters in the muscum in the top story
of the Carnegie Library, is in the thir-
teenth year of its existence. Prior to its
establishment, however, two separate at-
tempts had been made to found such an
organization, and on the principle of the
old adage that ‘‘the third time is lucky,’”
the present association may be said to
have heen the final development of these
earlier efforts. To Mrs. Mellon, wife of
Captain Mellon, and the present treasurer,
is due, perhaps, the credit of the first iden
of establishing in Vancouver a society of
this kind. As carly as 1887, her kinsman,
H}Irde Clarke, then well known as a scien-
tific man, philologist and historian, wrote
to her a long and interesting letter relat-
ing to the early history of British Colum-
bia, in which he said that this new city
ought to have some institution commem-
orative of Captain Cook and the other

ecarly explorers. This seed fell into good
soil and after some time Mrs. Mellon was
instrumental, with others, in starting
what was known as the ‘‘Art Association
of Vancouver.’’ This appears to have
done useful work as the pioneer of things
to come, but it ultimately languished and
came Lo an end. In 1892 a meeting was
held at which it was proposed to merge
the Art Association in a new society of an
artistic, scientific and literary nature. At
first it was proposed to call the new so-
ciely the ‘“‘Vancouver [nstitute,”” but that
being considered too locnl the appeliation
“Colunubian Institute’” was at length de-
termined upon, Columbia being formerly
the designation of all the country north of

California on the Pacific coast. But the
project was still-born, and although the
names of several charter members were

secured it was found impossible in the then
conditions to carry out the original inten-
tion.

. Pror. E. ObLum, M. A.
For four years President of the Association.
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Nothing further was done in the mat-
ter until April, 1904, when a meeting was
held in the O’'Brien Assembly Rooms, at
which a number of prominent citizens, who
felt the need of such an efiort, determined
to found an association which should have
for its object the promotion of art, of his-
torical and scientific research, and the in-
stituting of a museum of antiquities and
other interesting specimens, especially in-

bas been the idea of the association to
cultivate the study of historical and scien-
tific subjects, and honor is due to its
members for their continuous efforts which
have been put forth with considerable and
praiseworthy continuity. It has proved
itself to possess the faculty of persever-
ance, and in spite of smallness of numbers,
comparative indifference on the part of the
public, and the ordinary difficulties that

H. J. Dg FOREST.

Association’s First Secretary.

For past scven years has filled that position and for past two years
Curator of Museum.

cluding the remains of Indian life in Brit
ish Columbia and samples of native ores
and other minerals.

At a subsequent meceting, Rev. L. Nor-
man Tucker, D.D., was appointed chair-
mman, and Mr. H. J. De Forest, secretary,
while on the Board of Directors a number
of leading citizens were enrolled, and
among the vice-presidents were inscribed
several honored names. From the first it

beset new undertakings, it has maintained
its corporate cXistence, and proved itself a
most useful nucleus for what in the future
will no doubt be a very important enter-
prise. It is easy to understand how, ina
growing city, real cstate is a more cn-
grossing pursuit than paleontology; the
provision and furnishing of ‘a lovely
home'’ more interesting. to those who in
n sense are pionecers, than the finest col-
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MRgs. T. TRACEY
Six Years a Member of the Executive.

ection of mineralogical specimens. XNever-

eless, the collection, which is now visited
by an increasing number of persons daily,
is ‘““un fait accompli,”” and it contains
many objects interesting not only to the
scientific observer, but to the general
public. There we find specimens of Indian
workmanship, valuahle samples of the min-

MRrs. H. A. MELLON
Three Years Frrst Vice-President.

. the general

eral wealth of the province and curios
drawn from, all quartrs of the globe.

In addition to founding the museum,
the association has been most helpful to
the cause of intelligence and culture by
arranging, each season, for suitable lec-
tures on subjects more or less cognate to
the objects of the organization, or calcu-
lated to be interesting to its members and
public. In this it has been
from time to time aided by those who
recognized the beneficial character of its
aims. TIts first exhibition of works of art
and objects nf intcrest was opened under
the auspices of L.ord and Lady Aberdeen.
Among its lecturers are found the names

MRrs. J.

First Vice- President.

MacavrLay

of Professor Hilltout, Mr. Moncton, the
Bishop of New Caledonia, Professor
Odlum, Mr. W, Farris, the Ven. Archdea- -
con Pentreath and Bishop Dart, of New
Westminster. Generous donors have from
time to time givea or lent to the associa-
tion for museum purposcs some of the best
objects from their private collections.
‘There is a fine loan exhibit helonging to
Dr. Rear which contains very choice speci-
mens of flint arrow heads, aboriginal stone
axes and tomahawks, and other stone
tools of the prehistoric age. A large cusc
of particularly remarkable Indian baskets
is loaned by Mrs. Richards. In one case
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Dr. G. W. BogGaGs
On the Board of Directors.

are some Indian skulls, dug from ancient
graves, in another some aboriginal pipes.
A beginning has been made towards a col-
lection of British Columbia woods. Mr.
Sidney Williams, of Quesnel, B. C., has
contributed a case of Dritish Columbia
birds, shot and preserved by himself, which

’ MR. WILLIAM DALTON
On the Board of Directors.

is in every way a creditable exhibit. The
portraits include a very interesting one of
Captain Vancouver after whom this city
is named. Australia, Hawaii, and South
Africa are well represented, and there is
some fine old English pottery lent by Mr.
and Mrs. Dalton, while several cases of
magnificent butterflies attract the instant
attention of the visitor.

To Mr. H. J. De Forest, and to Mrs.
Mellon, probably more than to any other
persons, the success of the museum and of
the Art and Historical Association, so far
as it has gone, is due, though they have
had able coadjutors. Mr. De Forest’s tal-

MR. R. WALLER
On the Board of Directors.

ent as an artist is seen in several fine
pictures which decorate the walls, espe-
cially two of Hawaii, which he painted
when visiting those islands. He has also
some Necw Zealand pictures, and one espe-
cially efiective of Clewborn Peak, Sechelt
Inlet, B. C. His work as curator is seen
in the intelligent classification of the ex-
hibits—particularly of the wmineralogical.
specimens. *

Among the most generous friends of the
institution must be mentioned Dr. Roland
Grant, who in many ways during his resi-
dence in Vancouver proved a useful ally.
This talented lecturer lost no opportunity
of drawing attention to the objects of the
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REv. CaANON TUCKER

Inaugral President, and for Six Years Executive
Head and Zealous Supporter of the Association.

Association, and the fine collection of min-
erals and gems that he has loaned for an
indefinite time to the museum forms one
of its principal attractions. These cases
represent the enthusiastic labor of many
years directed by much discerning skill for
there are few who know so much about
gems and their position in the mineral
world as Dr. Grant.

Among others who have been useful in
the work of the association may be named
Mrs. McLagan, a member of long standing
and an enthusiastic worker; Dr. Boggs
formerly of New Westminster; Mr. Waller,
who has lectured on scientific subjects and
proved himself a capable friend to the
objects of the association; Captain Mellon,
Mr. Edgar Bloomfield, who has given the
society the benefit of his legal acquire-

ments ; Mrs. Macaulay, a particularly
active member ; also Mrs. J. M.
Whitehead, and Mr. A. R. Thomas,

-who has kept an eye on the business inter-
ests of the organization and has been
useful in a variety of ways. Others who
have been active workers are Mrs. Thos.
H. Tracey, Mrs. J. Buntzen, Mrs. Barker,
Miss M. Fraser; Dr. G. ‘R. C. Selwyn, C.
M. Y.; M. G. F. Monckton. An enterprise
of this sort is of great importance in Van-

couver in an instructive way, and also the
custodian of things with regard to the his-
tory of the Province which would other-
wise be lost. The association is filling a
good role and it is worthy of the support
of all intelligent British Columbians. Visi-
tors are always welcome to the museum,
and strangers in the city may spend a very
pleasant and instructive hour examining
the various objects of interest.

DIRECTORATE FOR 1907.

President—Prof. E. Odlum, M. A.
1st Vice-President—Mrs. J. Macaulay.

2nd Vice-President—Capt. H. A. Mellon.

Secretary—H. J. De Forest.

Treasurer—Mrs. H. A. Mellon.
Mrs. J. M. Whitehead.
Mrs. D. McGillivray.
Miss E. P. Edge.

. J. L. Kerr,

Mr. Tom Wilson.

. G. W. Boggs.

. Edgar Bloomfield.

. William Dalton.

Mr. A. R. Thomas.

Mr. E. Waller.

Civic Representatives on the Board—
Mayor Bethune.
Ald. Geo. McSpadden.
Ald. W. J. Cavanaugh.
Ald. W, J. Cavanagh.

Cart. H. A, MELLON
Five Years Second Vice-President.
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B. C. Homes and Their Occupants.
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MAYOR A. BETHUNE

His Worship Mayor A. Bethune, Mayor of
Vancouver :

This month we have the pleasure of
presenting our readers with a pen sketch
by Mr. J. Kyle of Mr. Bethune, and with
photos of his wife and home.

Mr. Bethune belongs to that class of
self-made men, who are an honor to their
country and a ‘‘boon to the community in
which they live.”

Bethune is an ancient name originating
in France in royal blood; but early in the

12th century a branch of the Bethune
family was transplanted to Scotland,
where it thrived and prospered and became
famous.

Mr. Bethune’s parents were chips from
this old royal log, but before the present
Mayor of Vancouver was born the father
and mother emigrated from Scotland to
Ontario, Canada. Alexander Bethune was
born in Collingwood 55 years ago; but
while the lad was still young the parents
moved to Stayner, Ont., and Mr. Bethune
regards Stayner as his native home, for
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HoME oF MR. AND MRs. BI;THUNB

he has dear associations with that town
still. His brother resides there and occu-
pies a similar position to the one occupied
by the Mayor of Vancouver. At Stayner

-?v ﬁ

MRs. A. BETHUNE

the boy Alexander became an orphan
losing both parents within three months,
while he was but twelve years of age.
From that time forward the boy had to
earn his own living by hard work and
with little remuneration. In 1876 Mr.
Bethune came west, and for a few
years worked around Fort Garry, now
Winnipeg, and three years later he took up
a homestead in Manitou, Man. This was
the beginning of his financial success, for
in the year of the great western boom the
farm was sold for a good price, and Mr.
Bethune became a merchant, and a suc-
cessful one. In 1890 he moved further
west, to the centre of commerce in Iiritish
Columbia, and made his home here. Rut
I have forgotten one event, in fact the
greatest and sweetest event of his life, his
marriage to Miss Catherine MacIntosh, o
daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Maclntosh who
farmed at Pilot Mound, and who had emi-
grated from eastern Canada. ‘The wedding
took place 25 years ago, and +the siiver
wedding was celebrated by a number of
friends with much joy on the 22nd of
February.
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Two children were granted this father
and mother, but both are long since among
the silent ones who speak only in loving
memories.

The present home of Mr. and Mrs. Beth-

une is of their own design, and has many a

cosy corner, and many a precious relic and
ornament.

Both husband and wife are members of
the Presbyterian Church and Mr. Bethune
is a past master of the Masonic order, and
a member of the Conservative Association.

British Columbia has many a larger,
more luxurious and expensive home,
but the reader will find it very difficult to
find a sweeter one than that of Mr. and
Mrs. Alexander Bethune.

Banking in B. C. ‘

THE CANADIAN BANK OF COMMERCE.

VANCOUVER BRANCH
( Bank of Commerce.)

-The Canadian Bank of Commerce dates
from the year 1867, when it was estab-
lished in Toronto under the Presidency of
the Hon. W. McMaster, who retained that
position until 1886. Not long after its
incorporation it took over the business of
the Gore Bank, an institution having its
head office in Hamilton, Ont. = For many
years its most westerly branch in Canada
was that in Windsor, Ont., but in 1892 the
bank opened in Winnipeg, which for some
8ix years more marked the boundary of its
western extension. In August of 1898 the
first branch in British Columbia was
opened, viz., at Cranbrook in East Koot-
enay, the premises being a small wooden
building designed at the time of its pur-

chase for a butcher shop. The branch at
Vancouver was opened on the 15th Sep-
tember and would have been in operation
earlier than that in Cranbrook but for
the difficulty in securing premises. The
next office was that of Fernie, shortly
after the 15th September.

The race which resulted in the almost
simultaneous opening at Greenwood of the
Canadian Bank of Commerce, the Bank of
British North America and the Bank of
Montreal, is still fresh in the memory of
thosec at that time—November 1898—inter-
ested in such matters. The Canadian
Bank of Commerce procured quarters in a
disused restaurant, the Bank of British
North America in a huilding shortly be-
fore occupied as a billiard hall, and the
then home of the Bank of Montreal had
been a butcher shop within the previous
week.

In the autumn of 1899 a branch of this
Bank was opened at Fort Steele, but was
closed in about twelve months.

Towards the end of the summer of 1900
it was announced that the Canadian Bank
of Commerce would amalgamate with the
Bank of British Columbia, this, after the
usual investigation, inspection, etc., being
consummated on the 31st December of the
same year. In addition to acquiring the
assets and assuming the liabilities of the
Bank of British Columbia, the whole stafl
of that institution was taken over by the
Canadian Bank of Commerce.

The Bank of British Columbia had been
in business since 1862. The original title
of the Bank was ‘‘The Chartered Bank of
British Columbia and Vancouver Island.”’
No business was, as a matter of fact, done
under that title, though some Bank Notes
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VICTORIA BRANCH
( Bank of Commerce. )

were printed on paper - so watermarked.
The Bank’s first office was at Victoria. In
1863 a branch was opened in the Caribou
District at Camerontown, but soon after-
wards was removed to Barkersville, and in
1864 another branch in the same district
was established at Quesnel. These branches
were closed in 1879. From 1864 to 1867
the Bank of British Columbia had a branch
open at Yale.

In later years the branches at Nanaimo
and Kamloops were established, followed
after some interval by offices at Nelson,
Sandon and Kaslo. At the two last
places the Bank of British North America
also were in business, but subsequently—
in the year 1898—the Bank of British
North America withdrew from Sandon and
the Bank of British Columbia from Kaslo.
The last Canadian office opened by the Bank
of British Columbia was at Rossland in
the fall of 1898; this was closed by the
Canadian Bank of Commerce three years
later.

While on the subject of the Bank of
British Columbia it may bhe mentioned
that branches were opened in San Fran-
cisco in 1864, in Portland, Oregon, in the
same year, and at Seattle and Tacoma in
the summer of 1889. The last two were
closed in 1897; the branches at San Fran-
‘cisco and Portland were taken over by The
Canadian Bank of Commerce, by whom
they are still organized.

Since the amalgamation of The Cana-
dian Bank of Commerce with the Bank of
British Columbia the business of the Bank

has been extended throughout the various
sections of the Province, the Bank being
represented in the Okanagan at Penticton,
in the Similkameen at Princeton, besides
other points, the latest addition being
Prince Rupert on the 1st of February.
‘Taken as a whole the marvellous
growth of this bank may be most readily

seen by a comparison of its deposits

since 30th June, 1870:

June 30, 1870 ...ooveiiiiiiiiiiineinnns $ 3,442,423
‘“ 1875 crriirivcrneieanes 7,815,086
“ 1880 i 11,106,627
“ 1885 i 10,430,059

May 31, 1890......ccccevveenennne... 12,493,883
o 1895 i 17,636,482
‘ 1900 ... 29,680,269
o 1901 . 48,004,600

Nov. 30, 1901 . .........cccoirnininaen 51,679,365
“ 1902 e 53,923,287
‘ 1903 .. 62,783,655
“ 1904 ....ieiiiiaaes 70,459,351
‘o 1905 .. 74,373,490
‘o 1906 ... ‘ 87,152,536

In all the Canadian Bank of Commerce
has 169 branches in Canada, the United
States and Great Britain, of which British
Columbia contributes sixteen.

. The General Managers, or Cashiers, as
they were in the earlier days termed, were
Messrs. Greer, Dallas, H. S. Strathy and
W. N. Anderson in the order of their
names down to the autumn of 1886, when
Mr. B. E. Walker—then one of the agents
in New York—replaced Mr. Anderson in the
general management. Mr. Walker retained
this position until the annual meeting of
this year when he became President, being
succeeded as General Manager by Mr. Laird
for four years Assistant General Manager.

Hold-Up, Sept. r5th, 1902
SKAGWAY BRANCH
( Bank of Commerce. )
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The Oldest Music
House in B. C.
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Columbia Graphophones and Records: Edison
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DEALERS WANTED IN EVERV TOWN
WRITE FOR OUR TERMS

Stelnway Planos

New Scale Willlams
Planos

Nordhelmer Planos
Dominlon Pianos
Palmer Planos

$old on Easy Monthly Terms of
Payment.
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When we say special, we mean special, by which we mean

Offers in Real Estate Properties

that you cannot get every, or any day throughout the year.

We are now 6ffering some EXCEPTIONALLY
good inducements to investors in both

CITY and SUBURBAN PROPERTIES.

AGREAGE

WE HAVE splendid acreage

propositions for sub-division
into smaller tracts, that will
yield investors handsome
profits, and we are conscien-
tious in saying that we have
some of the finest and
quickest money making pro-
positions in this direction
to-day on the market.

TIMBER LIMITS

WE HAVE also a very choice

selection of Timber Limits
that would be worth your
while investigating. It
would take too much space
to describe our propositions
here, but if you write us, or
call, we will mail you, and
give you full information
free of charge.

Write us to=-day or call in and see us. Procastination Is not only a thief of TIME,
it Is also a thief of MONEY MAKING OPPORTUNITIES.

Telephone 2307
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