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Assurance

Individuality
in Watches

We again wish to impress the
fact that Birks’ watches are
constructed of the best quality
material on the most scientific

principals.

The Canadian-famed reliability of our watches is due to a conservative
progress—we do not sell novel watch inventions but employ our energies
in perfecting the approved Birks mcdels.

The fact that “Birks” is on a watch is accepted as conclusive evidence

of reliability. Thousands of our watches are in use throughout Canada
today.

Birks $60.00 Special—14-kt. gold open-face case; Birks 19-jewel “Down-
ing St.” movement.

Gentlemen’s $25.00 Leader—Gold-filled open-face case; Birks 17-jewel
“Greenwich” movement.

Gentlemen’s $10.00 Leader—Silver open-face case: Birks 15-jewel
“Service” movement.

Our Catalogue illustrates our complete line,

Henry Birks & Sons

LIMITED

Official Time Inspectors of C. P. R.
GEO. E. TROREY,

Managing Director. Vancouver, Bo CO

Y




Wlestward Ho! Adagazine

Table of Contents: September—1908,

O 8 A0 2 I N PR ST
HOW AMATEURS HANDLE WILD ANIMALS .......... Bonnycastle Dale 91
Illustrated Nature Study.
CLOCK -G R A T . ittt ittt iinneeneeennnnnees soneannes Charles Dorian 96
Story.
THE REMé'tl‘TANCE MAN ittt it W. Everard Edmonds 98
ory.
KISS HER .. .iiiitiiennnnninnnoenoesnoennnennnsd "homas Augustin Daly 102
Verse
THE MISSSItON OF THE ROSES. ...ttt tiiiinrineenennnn Henry Morey 103
ory.
1\'[AA.RRIAG§:’3t A LA MODE ... .. iiiiiiiiiiitrnnnennenns L. McLeod Gould 103
ory.
THE PALE QUEEN ...... ettt e r it et E. Archer 108
Story.
AN OLD Féz%SHIONED COLONEL .......cvvevvune. Ethel G. Cody Stoddard 111
ory.
A VIBRATING COIL ...... ettt ataaanennrr e Keith Wright 114
Story.
THE OLD %;ASHIONDD GARDEN......coviieenn. Agnes Lockhart Hughes 119
erse
WHAT'S IN A NAME? ...... et e b oo ettt a e Billee Glynn 116
Story.
THE PRAIRIE ... ...t iireroeenenennns ...Blanche E. Holt Murison 120
Verse. ’
THIE CASE OF THIE SS. ARRAN . ...ttt iiiiiiiiinnenanns Patrick Vaux 122
Story. .
COUNTRY AND SUBURBAN HOMIES.....cvoveveeeren E. Stanley Mitton 1o
Illustrated Article.
PRINCE RUPERT IN THE MAKING.. e seeeeeennnaee O. D. Fleming 12y
Article.
AT THE SHACK ..vivvireiaannns et ettt Percy I'lage 131
AN “OLD MAID ittt eeeaattaressansasstosssssaseostansss La Verite 134
EULOGY ON THE DOG ...... b e ese et George C. Vest 138
Famous Speech.
THE RUINED CITIES OF CEYLON...ovttiieeererenenns Frank Burnett 139

Illustrated Article.
POTENTIAL CANADA—

The West as a Field of Immigration................ ..., R. E. Gosnell 145

THY FPACE ....i.civeieevennas teeersterent ittt aa e Douglas Durkin 150
Verse.

SKETCHING FROM NATURE......covveerieensoanss John Kyle, A.R.C.A. 151
Illustrated Article. )

MEN I HAVE MET—Sir T. G. Shaughnessy ......... William Blakemore 155

IRRIGATION IN BRITISH COLUMBIA.......ccoevvn. A. E. Ashcroft, C.IE. 157
Illustrated Article

VERNON, THE HUB OF THE OKANAGAN ....i..ciiiiiieiiiiioanenen 161
Illustrated Article.

WESTERN CANADA IRRIGATION CONVENTION...... J. Forsyth Smith 166
Illustrated Article.

REMARKABLE PROGRESS OF A NEW INDUSTRY..... J. Morgan Parks 175
Illustrated Article.

THE TELEGRAM ...cv0cieveoerees N A. St. John 180
Verse.

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY

The TWestward Ho! Publishing Company, Limited

536 HASTINGS ST., VANCOUVER, B. C.

Subscription 10 Cents Per Copy; in Canada and Great Britain $1.00 a
Year; in United States $1.50.
PERCY F. GODENRATH, President and Managing Director.

WILLIAM BLAKEMORE, CHARLES McMILLAN,
Editor-in-Chief. Secretary and Trcasurcr.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

FOR NEXT MONTH--PUBLISHERS EPITOME

WESTWARD HO! has already established a leading reputation for supplying
first class fiction to Canadian readers, and we make bold to prophesy the October
number will greatly enhance that reputation, and give many hours of delight to
its ever-widening circle of subscribers.

THE DALTON CASE.

A new and very original detective story by Arthur Davies, an author who
requires no introduction to the majority of our readers, his UNVEILING OF
MRS. LLOYD and JOE AND AILEEN being still fresh in their memories. In
THE DALTON CASE the interest is seized and sustained from the opening to
the final word without the aid of blood curdling sensationalism. The facile pen
of the author plunges at once into the intricacies of the case—draws the char-
acters with a masterly hand, and depicts events which grip the reader with the
intensity of their reality; leading up to an elucidation the very rarity of which is
the most probable unravelling of an episode which baffled criminal investigators
many years ago. Interwoven in the story is THE YARN OF SANDY MOR-
TON told only as Arthur Davies can tell a sea story—a delightful monologue,
which in itself is an extremely clever short story.

BENEATH THE OLD POKE BONNET.

Certainly Agnes Lockhart Hughes has often delighted the readers of
Magazines, and in this story she has sustained the reputation she has already
attained for evolving exquisite tales of pure, sweet and fascinating love, in which
no element of the unrefined is ever allowed to enter.

BLACK HAWK HANK.

Mrs. Ruth Everett, the author of several novels, including the latest Eastern
sensation, THAT MAN FROM WALL STREET, gives us in BLACK HAWK
HANK a charming story of a mountaineer—woodman’s love, high and pure,

and though rugged, able to suffer self extinction for the sake of her on whom it
had concentred itself.

THE DOLLAR WITH THE CROSS.

This skillfully woven story by J. de Q. Donehoo, throws an air of tragedy
around the evolution of an anti-dollar poverty-stricken idealist into a morbid
avaricionist millianaire when happy fortune suddenly dropped him into the heri-
tage of a rich relation, and then of his reaction into a benevolent philanthropist.

THE STATUE OF GRANITE.

Devotees of music, poetry and the spirituelle will find in this romantic tale
by E. S. Lopatecki, weirdness and charm that are comparatively rare in short

stories. It is most commendable for its suggestiveness in regard to the limbo
between the here and the hereafter.

THE TRUTH OF PRETENCE.

M. Percival Judge has with the daring of an iconoclast destroyed the adage
that “all pretence is a lie” and has proved that the ideals which many a man
strives to live are innocent pretences which produce their own happiness, and
often culminate in their actual attainment and realization; but whether by the
operation of a human or divine law the author leaves us to speculate.

THE WAY OUT.

J. H. Grant is a young author, and we are resolved not to suppress budding
genius. In this short story of rapid movements and a happy culmination, we have
a specimen of that premonitory ability which the youth of Western Canada seem
to imbibe from the vastness, the greatness and the grandeur of the scenes in which

they grow to maturity. Long may it be displayed
and refine themselves and others. played and developed to elevate

A $50,000.00 LAUGH.

Billee Glynn is always good for evoking interest and i
I ‘ producing not only good
humour but a hearty laugh; and in this tale, full of grotesque c:greations,ying the
name of reality, he sports with our fancy, till he turns a sombre scene of con-

tention into one of uproarious laughter, with the c i
batloaue foyome @ g , onsummate skill of the
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THE MEASURE OF HIS LOVE.

Seldom does the measure of patient, long-suffering love fill so full of the
reciprocative draught as Isabel B. Macdonald has poured into this MEASURE
OF HIS LOVE. The lady writer generally depicts the constancy of her own
sex, but here amongst true Canadian surroundings the author gently and pathe-
tically depicts two severed by circumstances, and draining for years the cup
of mutual sorrow, until obstacles being removed they join in a mutual measure
which brings joy and gladness into the heart of both.

SPORT, PASTIME AND TRAVEL.

WESTWARD HO! readers have an excellent summary of what we purpose
to provide for their interest, instruction and amusement under this heading in
the title of the subjects and the names of the authors. .

THE OPENING OF THE SEASON, by Bonnycastle Dale,
THE ALPINE CLUB OF CANADA, by S. H. Mitchell,
are both brimful of western life, and reveal native proclivities and nationail scenery

whirh, with the aid of the illustrations, will be most acceptable, not only to
dian but all our readers. Then

MOTORING IN SOUTH AFRICA, by Capt. G. Godson Godson,
and
THE GATEWAY OF INDIA, by Chas. H. Gibbons,
give two diversified aspects of other parts of the British Empire.
DIVERSIFIED ARTICLES
Treats are in store for October readers in the following four timely articles:
SIMON FRASER

By E. O. S. Scholefield, Librarian of British Columbia, is a subject of extreme
interest and attractiveness, and we are sure the presentation of the life of the
great Pioneer and the marvellous effects of his rich discovery upon the destiny
of Canada could not have been undertaken by more competent hands.

PRINCE RUPERT

By Rosalind W. Young, cannot fail to possess an attraction for the readers of
today and be of historic interest to the future. It is gratifying and exhilarating
to stand with the author and not only survey the past and estimate the present,
but prognosticate the future magnificent development of Canada’s new Pacific

Seaboard into a vast centre of the World’s Commerce.
THE MORALE OF CLOTHES

By Madam D’Alberta, is a most interesting, discursive article, full of point and
pathos, and in many respects—we except of course the atrabiliar—reminds us
strongly of Carlyle’s SARTOR RESARTTUS, wherein he propounded the theory
that man is the only clothes wearing animal.
MURAL DECORATIONS.

By Claud W. Gray, AR.C.A. The author has with his exquisite illustrations
given us a fresh perception of an erstwhile obsolete but now renascent art. We
are sure readers will appreciate the efforts of Mr. Gray to revive and promote

the art which lies closest to everyone’s heart—that of decorating the home; and
we hope he will find future opportunities of further elaborating the theme to which

he introduces in the. October issue.
Besides the foregoing there will be of course the regular departments.

Managing Director.
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The Poodle Dog

Hotel.
W. S. D. SMITH

PROPRIETOR
YATES ST, VICTORIA, B.C.

“The Stranger Within
Our Gates”

who has just arrived and is on the qui vive
for a good, quiet, down-town hotel, where
everything tends to the comfort and indul-
gence of guests, will find an ideal stopping
place in the “Poodle Dog.” 1t is high class,
but not expensive. In the matter of minister-
ing to the needs of the inner man, this cosy
cafe is well equipped. It’s Grill is the best
in Victoria and favourably mentioned by
transient guests from coast to coast.

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. C,

The Leading Tourist and Family Hotel

Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day.
Special Rates .b.\; the Weelk.

Free Bus meets all trains and boats.

GEORGE E. Parny, Manager,

Hirand
Cafe

W. A. SHAW, Proprietor. _

The most modern, up-to-date cafe in
B.C. Everything new, and all delicacies
to be secured in North America are
here awaiting your digestion. Private
parlors for all special occasions. Or-

chestra at dinner and evenings.

626 Hastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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HOTEL WINTERS

Abbott St..

NEW, SPLENDIDLY APPOINTED,
LIBERALLY MANAGED.
EVERY QUALITY THAT COUNTS IN
AN IDTAL HOTEL.
PERFECT EQUIPMENT MADE STILL
MORE ATTRACTIVE BY
PERFECT SERVICE.
AM™RICAN FLAN, $2.00 UP.
EUROPEAN PLAN, 75¢ UP.
WINTERS & STEVENSON
Proprietors.

Vancouver, B. C.

When in
The Royal City

Stay at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL

(Next to the Tram Oftice.)

P. 0. BILODEAU, Proprietor.

American Plan ........... $1.25 to $2.00
European Plan .....ccv.u. 50c to $1.00

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

THE DANMOORE

Portland’s New Hotel

Witk Grill.

DAN J. MOORE, Proprietor.
EUROPEAN PLAN
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY AND UP.
475 Washington St., Cor. Fourteenth

PORTLAND, OREGON.

Hotel Moore—Clatsop Beach,
Seaside, Ore, Open all year. For
information apply at The Dan-
more, Portland, Ore.

-

“Twelve Stories of

Solid Comfort”’

g ; Building, concrete,
steel and marble.
Located, most fash-

ionable shopping
, district.

j 210 rooms,135 baths.
Library and bound
magazines in read-
ing rooms for
; guests.

| Most refined hostelry
in Seattle.
Absolutely fireproof.
Rates, 1.00 up English Grill.
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WHEN IN
BALTIMORE
STOP AT THE
)

Ad \6;?/3 130 ROOMS
NI ErEGanTLY
FURNISHED
\ % ,\ \ UNEXCELLED

L ,“;-Ae' \
\\\}§§ CUISINE
N . ;: ‘§ ROOMS
§\Q\§\ ‘ " WITH BATH

RN
N NS N \
\\\\\\\\\\\ N\ AND EN SUITE.
\\\\\ :’
CENTRALLY LOCATED.

OPPOSITE CAMDEN STATION.
MAIN DEPOT B. & 0. R. R.

Rates $1.00 Per Day and Upwards.
SEND FOR BOOKNLET.

HOTEL JOYCE
Baltimore, Md.

HOTEL RICHMOND

17th and H Streets
WASHINGTON, D. C.
OPEN ALL THE YEAR
100 Rooms, 50 Private Baths, American
Plan. $3.00 Per Day, Upwards;
wWith Bath, $1.00 Additional.

Buropean Plan, $1.50 Per Day, Upwards;
‘With Bath, $1.00 Additional.
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A High-class Hotel, conducted for your
comfort. Directly on car line. Union
Station, 15 minutes. Capitol, 15 minutes.
Shops and Theatres, 5 minutes. Two
blocks to White House and IExecutive
Buildings. Opposite Metropolitan Club.

CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, Proprietor.

Hotel Pontchartrain
DETROIT, MICH.
ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOYF.

Appeals particularly to tourists and
travelers,

MERRILYL
AGov.nx

Conducted on European Plan.

Unsurpassed Cuisine—Excellent Service.

RATES: $2.00 Per Day and Upwards.

PONTCHARTRAIN HOTEL CO., Proyps.

George H. Woolley,.
W. J. Chittenden, Jr.,

Managers.

ATIPTO

| Travelers

Why pay $2.00 for a
stuffy room in a sec-
ond-class hotel, or
$4.00 for a cheerless
apartment in a first-
class hotel

Ia Chicago

when you can secure
comfortable lodgins,
supplemented by 2
Turkish Bath, a scien-
tific rub, a shower

and a plunge in the
finest swimming pool
in America for

One Dollar

THE NEW NORTHERN BATHS AND
HOTEL

Sylvester J. Simon, Pres.
14 QUINCEY ST, NEAR STATE
In the Very Heart of the City.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE.

Vancouver’s
New Tea Rooms.

Postoffice Tea Rooms, second door
above Postoffice Drugstore, Vancouver
B.C. Modeled after the Old Country tea
and lunch rooms with ladies’ and gents’
toilets, also gents' smoking-room where
newspapers and magazines may be read
and chess, checkers and dominoes
played. Hot meals at all hours., After-
noon tea with home-baked scones and
cakes a specialty. Manageress, Mrs.
Kimber, late of Johannesburg, South
Africa.

Phones 697 and 2813

Trucks, Dray anp Express

Vancouver Cartage Co., Ltd.

F. A. CLELAND,;Manager.

Storage, Piano and Furniture Removing Our Specialty.

Office: 544 Seymour St.
Stables: 1267 Seymour St.

Vancouver. B. C.

50 SWITZERLANDS IN ONE

White for copy of 9
* Challenge of the Mountains.”*

Preeminent Natural Grandeur,

The ca“ad ial‘l Rock_y_ Splendid Hotel Accommodation.

Luxurious Train Secrvice. Most de-

Mountai“ National Park lightful place in the world for a

The Largest Park in the World.

Reached by the

Canadian

5732 miles in extent, ~ vacation.

A paradisc for Mountaineers,
Naturalists, Gceologists and Min-
cralogists.

Pacific Railway

ROBERT KERR, Passcnger Traffic Manager, MONTREAL.
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NEW WESTMINSTER is the centre of the agriculture, fishing, and lumber-
ing industries of the Fraser Valley, British Columbia.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the meeting point of two great transcontinental
railways—the Canadian Pacific and the Great Northern, while the V. V. & E.
railway now under construction will shortly become a feeder to the city’s trade
and industry. A network of inter-urban electric railways connecting with
Vancouver, Eburne, Steveston, Cloverdale and Chilliwack are so laid out as to

converge at New Westminster, adding considerably to the commercial prosperity
of the city.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the only fresh water port on the British Pacific.
Over 1,200 deep-sea and coasting vessels visited the port last year, and the
Dominion Government has just decided upon plans for a deep water channel to
enable the largest ocean going steamers to-navigate the river at all stages of the
tide. The G. N. railway, Guif-Car-Ferry and the C. P. N. Co.s steamers and

passenger vessels, and tugs of other companies make the “Royal City” their
home port. ' '

WHITE, SHILES & CO. The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
AND TRADING CO.

(Royal City Planing Milis Branch)

. . Manufacturers of Doo 's, Wi ish and
Real Estate and Financial Agents }fg-ujtl Boxes and all Dé:cripll'.li]gl?;v%fFI]g}ée:gr
‘Inishings,

Fire Insurance

Westminster Iron Works | Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

JOHN REID, Proprietor
Manufaclurers of Wrought Iron Gates, Fences Real EState’ lnsurance and

Ornamental Iron Work, Fire BEscapes, ' : H
and Iron Stairs, Financial Brokers.

B OFFICE AND WORKS, 10TH STREET. FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALTY.

N ——




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD IIO! MAGAZINE

THE ROYAL CITY

NEW WESTMINSTER is the Government seat for the Dominion Public
Works, jail and asylum as well as the Fisheries, Land and Timber agencies,
while the city is also the headquarters of the Provincial Government Agent.

NEW WESTMINSTER is pre-eminently the home of industries—for Iron
Works, Feed Mills, Fruit and Fish Canneries, Cigar Factories, Glass Works,
Lumber Mills, Tanneries, Ship Yards and Can Factories.

NEW WESTMINSTER boasts of 14 Churches, 2 Colleges, 4 Banks, 3
Hospitals, as well as High and Graded Schools and a Public Library. There
are two papers published daily in the city.

The assessed value of realty is estimated at $5,500,000 and personal property
conservatively, at $1,000,000

NEW WESTMINSTER, on account of the steady growth and developm~iit
of the resources of the surrounding territory offers desirable openings in 1y
manufacturing, wholesale, retail and professional lines, among which might he
mentioned Wholesale Grocery, Woollen Mills, Furniture Factories, Potato,
Starch and Beet-Sugar Works, a Hemp Factory, Fruit Canneries, as well as «
plant for condensing milk. The city also offers advantageous inducements for
the location of new industries. Electric power and light are cheap and the
supply is practically unlimited. For further information write to any New
Westminster advertiser on these two pages who will cheerfully supply same.

B. Wilberg William Wolz | P+ B. Brown H. H. Lennic

The Settlers’ Associati
B. C. CIGAR FACTORY ¢ sellars, Agsociation

MANUFACTURERS OJ®
High-Grade Havana Cigars Real Estate, Financial & Customs Brokers

. Auctioneers
BRANDS—“B. C.”, “Old Sports”, *“Brilliants”,
“Autos” and *Puck”. Opposite Windser Hotel.

PRODUCTS OF TOE FRASER VALLEY




ALONG THE WATER FRONT

VANCOUVER is the financial, commercial and chief residential centre of the Pacific Canadian
Coast.
VANCOUVER’S remarkable progress has not been due to accidental or transitory influences. The

essentials of its prosperity reside in its natural advantages, which are unsurpassed by those of any other
city on the coast. Its geographical relation to the resonrces of British Columbia and to the markets of
the world, together with its harbour, water-power facilities and railway connection, account for its present
and guarantee its perpetual pre-eminence in Canadian Commerce and industry.
TIMBER, coal, iron, mineral, building stone and commercial clays are at its door. The waters
contiguous to it are filled with fish. Salmon, habilut, cod and herring, smelts, anchovies and sardines,
crabs, shrimps and clams are found in varying quantities.
IMMEDIATELY adjacent to it is an extensive agricultural area producing hay, hops, coarse grain,
roots, vegetables and fruit in greater abundance than any other section of Canada.
ITS HARBOUR is ice free at all seasons, sheltered from all storms and is among the best in the

world.

._ LIrle MOUNTAIN streams guarantee unlimited water power. One plant producing 30,000 h.p.
= has been established and the completion of projected undertakings will double the amount available.

< TIIRIEE TRANS-CONTINENTAL railways have termini in Vancouver.
THE UNDERSIGNED SOLICIT CORRESPONDENCE
MAHON, McFARLAND & MAHON, C. S. DOUGLAS & CO.
Real Estatse and Inveztr;ents, Real Estate and Investments
eymour an ender Streets. 612 Hastin
gs Street.
E. H. lI!iIOOME & CO,, . . DOMINION TRUST CO., LTD,,
ouse Estate anc(l5 Fn\u:,nc::al ’Agcntsl’\ Trustees, Executors and Administrators
00 Westminster, Avenue. i :
JOHN J. BANFIELD, C. D. RAND, 328 Hastings Street.
Estates Managed aé]d If-{)ar?’ S Mining, Timber and Realty Investments
07 Hastings Street. i ’
HAROLD MAYNE DALY, 8 E. R. CHANDLER, 450 Granville Street.
Loan and Investment Broker, Timber Land Investments
431 Seymour Street. 1—2 Jones Building.

el

IN THE WHOLESALE SECTION

ANIZVOVI i0OH qYVMISEM ‘NOILOAS DNISILIHAAY

ANIZVOVIU i0OH QIVMISEM ‘NOILLOAS HNISIIITACY

ety = VT



ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

FORGET IT!

That is, your unsuccessful attempt trying to get satisfaction out of a poor

furnace, but
REMEMBER

the Torrid Zone Furnace once installed will be lasting and we guarantee
COST OF RUNNING,

EASE OF MANAGEMENT,
AMOUNT OF HEAT,
CLEANLINESS OF HOT AIR

to your entire satisfaction.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

F. W. CUNNINGHAM

823 GranviLLe St. - - VANCOUVER,B.C. - - P.0.B.25

You Will Make
a Good Shot

If you aim at securing your outfit from us. We
handle all the best known lines of sporting goods.

BURBERRY SHOOTING COATS AND BREECHES
JAEGER HUNTING SWEATERS
FOX'S AND JAEGER PUTTEES
ENGLISH LEATHER LEGGINGS
OILSKIN COATS, CAPS, ETC.

E. CHAPMAN

DAVIS CHAMBERS
613 HASTINGS ST. W., VANCOUVER.

Sole Agent in B. C. for
ATKINSON'S ROYAXL IRISH POPLIN TIES.
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Among the most notable a disinclination for submitting to disci-
The Military utterances of the great men pline and control: insubordination has
Spirit. who conferred lustre upon been a recurring feature of camp and

the Quebec Celebration by
their presence, must be classed that of
General Lord Roberts, who sounded the
tocsin for Canadian military service and
reminded his hearers that the growing
importance of the Dominion emphasized
the necessity for cultivating the military
spirit. These were not the blatant words
of a jingoist, but the sober counsel of
one of the wisest statesmen and bravest
soldiers in the Emipre. Lord Roberts has
spent a lifetime in the service of his coun-
tryv and he has attained to a position in
the confidence and  regard of his fellow
countrymen, which is hardly shared by
any other soldier. He has proved him-
self to be as wise in counsel as he is
brave and resourceful in battle, and it
may well be that his utterance at Quebec
was a message for the new Dominion
just struggling into nationhood. The
Western world has not taken kindly to

military training. Neither in the United

States nor in Canada has it been possible
to arouse public sentiment in its favour.
The dazzling wealth of a new world, the
call of the wild, the lure of gold have
all snared the people from the obliga-
tions and sacrifices of military training.
The rapid acquisition of wealth, and with
it assumption of authority, have begotten

barrack life. The Jack who felt that he
was as good as his master has carried
his rebellious instinct far beyond the
limits of civil life, until this continent
has known little of the stern discipline
which has moulded European Armies.
Even the civil war in the United States
was from a military standpoint little
better than Guerilla warfare, and in any
event an armed rebellion. Whatever
glory was achieved by the combatants
was due 1 no measurc to military ex-
cellence but to the splendid personal qual-
ities which characterize the Anglo-Saxon
race. Lord Roberts pointed out that such
warfare must be regarded as a thing of
the past, and that the country which
would enter into the full possession of
nationhood, must assume the responsi-
bilities of nations, the chief and fore-
most of which is preparedness to protect
one’s borders and repel invasion. He
went so far as to say that every able-
bodied man should undergo military
training, and might well have said that
this is the only alternative to conscrip-
tion. Apart from the necessity which
will undoubtedly arise for defensive war-
fare in ‘Canada, Lord Roberts wisely in-
dicated that the nation which does not
include military training in its curricu-
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lum is denied the most important disci-
pline of civil life. Its benefits accrue
at every turn, not only in deportment,
and physical improvement, but in deter-
mining the mental attitude on important
questions. = All military discipline mcpl-
cates the spirit of obedience, of consid-
eration, and of compromise. It is a foe
to selfishness and develops as nothing
else can that spirit of altruism which is
of the age. Hitherto the greatest foe
to military training has been trades
unionism, which entertains the mistaken
idea that because the military, and even
the regular soldier, were liable to be
called upon to quell disorder in connec-
tion with strife they were necessarily
enemies of labour. More enlightened
counsels already prevail, and are leading
to the general adoption of Lord Roberts’
view that the duty of a true patriot is
first to his country and after that, may
be, to his class. There is little doubt
that Lord Roberts’ message will sink
deep into the hearts of all loyal Cana-
dians and will strengthen the hands of
those who are labouring for efficient
military service, as the first step towards
defence of the Empire.

The civilized world has
been stirred by the recital
of the great catastrophe
which overtook Fernie a
short time since, a catastrophe so over-
whelming that while the loss of life is
happily nominal, the loss of property
runs into more millions than can yet be
estimated, and the anguish and suffer-
ing are such as cannot be expressed in
words. In a few hours seven thousand
people were rendered homeless and al-
most penniless. Every life was in dan-
ger and only by the exercise of the most
splendid courage was a holocaust pre-
vented.  This all happened a few weeks
ago and at the moment of writing every
person has been adequately supplied with
food and clothing, temporary shelter
has been afforded, and more than one
hundred houses are under construction.
Help has flowed in from every part of
the world. and apart from the loss of
life it is hardly possible to regret the
other consequences of the fire in view of
the magnificent object lesson afforded

The Fernie
Fire.
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both by the people of Fernie themselves
and by the thousands who have rusheq
to their aid. There may be much to
deplore in Canadian public life, but how
far the canker worm is from the heart
is well 1iliustrated by the promptness and
fulness of the response of the whole
country to the dire need of a little
western town buried between the ranges
of the Rockies. No finer exemplifica-
tion of courage and optimism has ever
been recorded nor any wider display of
practical sympathy. That country is all-
right which can produce citizens of the
calibre of those who fought an over-
whelming forest fire at Fernie. The
name of their city destroyed and that of
their city already rising from smoking
embers will be engraved in eternal brass.

The highest financial auth-

Reviving orities in Canada unhesi-
Trade. tatingly declare that trade

is reviving. When such
men as Sir Thomas Shaughnessy,

Mr. Byron E. Walker and Mr. Robert
Meighen agree to any financial proposi-
tion their conclusions may safely be ac-
cepted. Mr. Walker, who is in a sense
the greatest financial expert of the three,
and possibly the highest banking author-
ity in Canada, states that by the first of
the year money will be easy, and that
from that time on nothing is necessary
to ensure prosperity but economy and
caution. The evidences of improving
trade are not far to find: they consist in
constantly increasing transportation re-
turns, numerous enquiries for invest-
ments, and the optimistic spirit engen-
dered by the certainty of a good crop.
Sir Thomas Shaughnessy pointed out re-
cently that the period of depression in
railway circles had passed, and that each
month hereafter would show an improv-
ing margin between gross and net re-
turns. Mr. C. M. Hays, the General

. Manager of the Grand Trunk, speaking

at the annual meeting of the shareholders
when the dividend on ordinary stock had
to be passed, stated that for some months
past the returns of his Company had im-
proved rapidly, and the latter part of
the current year would show up much
better than the former. Increased acti-
vity is observable in all our industrial
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centres, and especially in the Iron and
Steel trades. The requisition for rail-
way supplies of every kind is greater
than at any previous period and will

almost at once tax the locomotive and
car shops to the utmost. All this means
that the labour market will improve from
day to day, and that our idle population
will be quickly absorbed. Such an esti-
mate of the situation takes no account
of the tremendous public works under
contemplation upon which not a blow
has yet been struck. The new Quebec
Bridge, which will cost little less than

ten millions, will be put in hand
at once. Construction work on the
Grand Trunk Pacific east of the

Great Lakes has barely started. It
is, however, to the extreme West that
all eyes are turned and during the next
ten years the section of country lying be-
tween the Calgary and Edmonton rail-
road and the Rockies, and still further
North to the Peace River country, and
South to the International Boundary
line, together with the Northern portions
of British Columbia now being traversed
for the first time by transportation routes
will be the theatre upon which the des-
tiny of Western Canada will be decided.
The growing importance of Canada west
of the Lakes is the predominant factor
ni Dominion affairs even now: within
ten years it will have settled the fate
of Canada. What the result of Western
predominance will be, can only be con-
jectured, but it may safely be predicted
that the filling up of the West will mean
the immediate establishment of industrial
and manufacturing centres, the develop-
ment of natural resources, and the sup-
plying of the Western market entirely
from Western products. This will alter
the whole problem of politics and econ-
omics, and the transportation problem
will be worked out not from Montreal
but from a point at least two thousand
miles West. The dream of the future
is an industrial West, for no country
ever vet attained greatness which con-
fined itself to husbandry, or which ex-
ported its raw material that it might be
manipulated by others. The genius of
civilization is the conversion at ones
own door of nature’s gift of raw material

into the finished accessories of that civil-
ization. Practically there has been no
attempt at this in the West: the reason
is not far to seek. All capital for in-

vestment has had to be sought in tne
East, and as in the United States so in
Canada Eastern financial institutions
have been able to direct and control
Western development. This condition
passed in the United States from ten to
fifteen years ago, and as a consequence
there has been a gradual and persistent
moving westward of the centre of popu-
lation and influence. The same thing
will happen in Canada. The development
of the West is continually enriching it
to the point when independence of
Eastern financiers will place it on the
high road to prosperity. There is how-
ever, this great difference, between
Western Canada and the Western States,
the latter is practically devoid of the two
prime essentials of industrial life—good
coal and good iron. As a consequence
it must still import its iron and steel
products from the neighbourhood of
Pittsburg, but Western Canada contains
unlimited deposits of coal and iron ore
equal in every respect to those which
have made Pittsburg world-famous, and
when the psychological moment arrives
this will be found to be the determining
factor in the future of the West.

The Western Canada Irri-
gation Convention held in
Vernon last month was
chiefly notable for a very valuable ex-
pert address delivered by Mr. J. S. Den-
nis, the well known Land Commissioner
of the C.P.R., and the Manager of the
C.P.R. Irrigation System. Mr. Dennis
pointed out that the North-West Irriga-
tion Act, which has proved so benefi-
cial to the Prairie Provinces had been
in operation for fifteen years. He insti-
tuted a comparison with the Water
Clauses Consolidation Act of B. C., much
to the disadvantage of the latter, which
he considered cumbersome, and calcu-
lated to provoke litigation. Mr. Dennis
pointed out that one of the greatest ob-
stacles in the way of irrigation in British
Columbia was the fact that nearly every

Irrigation.
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stream was over recorded, and that it
would be hopeless to attempt to secure
water for general purposes unless all ex-
isting leases not being used were can-
celled. Mr. Dennis next pointed out the
great difference between the water sup-
ply of British Columbia and that of the
North-West, in that the former was un-
certain and irregular; and he urged the
extreme importance of the preservation
of timber on the water sheds to assist in
the regularity of the flow. By encourag-
ing the conscrvation of flood water full
use could he made of what water was
availabie. Under such conditions Mr.
Dennis believes that the Southern por-
tion of British Columbia would become
one of the greatest fruit districts in the
world. In reply to a question Mr. Den-
nis said that he did not think the time
had yet come when it was necessary for
the Government to undertake an irriga-
tion system. Coming from such an auth-
ority all these remarks -possess great
value. In view of the extensive irriga-
tion works with which Mr. Dennis has
been connected, and the unprecedented
success which has attended his efforts
too much heed cannot be taken of the
advice he gives, and as the time has
arrived when in order 'to render it pro-
ductive, the dry belt of British Columbia
must be systematically irrigated, it would
be well in considering any project that
full advantage should be taken of the
experience of those who have deait with
similar problems elsewhere. This is as
essential in connection with the drafting
of nccessary legislation as with the de-
sig‘nliug and exccution of the engineering
work.

General Sir Reginald Pole-
Carew was recently the
guest of the Victoria Cana-
dian Club, and delivered a
most forceful and suggestive address.
Speaking as a soldier it might have been
expected that one who had spent his
whole life under arms in the service of

The Imperial
Note.

the Empire should have dealt chiefly
with Military topics. Whilst the Gep.
cral gave many interesting reminiscences
of the.South African war, dwelling espe-
cially upon the efficiency of the Canadian
troops, the most important part of his
address was devoted to a bold denuncia-
tion of the attitude of the British Gov-
ernment towards Colonial interests and
an open declaration in favour of an Im-
perial Council to deal with Imperial af-
fairs. This is not a new project, but
rarely has a man of General Pole-Carew’s
status so passionately proclaimed his ad-
herence to the poiicy. He was very em-
phatic in approving the attitude of the
Australian Premier, Mr. Deakin, at the
last .Colonial Conference, and very in-
dignant in his denunciation of the treat-
ment to those proposals. He advocated
Imperial Preference, and Reciprocity be-
tween the Colonies, but he thought that
the one subject overshadowing all others
was the necessity for an Imperial Coun-
cil which would take cognizance of all
the important affairs of Greater Britain
and which would afford an opportunity
for representation from every part of
the Empire to vcice the sentiments of the
people and to have a direct vote in the
settlement of Imperial questions. Like
a true statesman he premised that shar-
ing authority meant sharing responsibil-
ity, and indeed all the burdens of the
Empire, and he expressed the opinion
that such a proposal would meet with
no opposition, and indicated that any in-
difference which existed today on the
subject of Imperial defence and a full
sharing of the burdens of the Empire was
due to the fact that the Constitution did
not provide for representation of the out-
lymg portions of the Empire in her
Councils. Coming immediately after
Lord Roberts’ call to arms, this speech
must be regarded as significant. It is
weighty, pregnant with suggestive ideas,
and'calcu]ated to arouse general inter-
est i a subject which is daily assumity
greater importance,
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SHORT distance outside the beau-
tiful residential City of Victoria,
where the ever-prevailing fir trees
of this Island of Vancouver sigh

in the southwestern winds, is to be found
the home of J. G. I'rench, literally sur-
rounded with the homes and beds of for-
eign fauna and flora.
1t '110110 the winding dust-white road we
were saluted with the barking of his
many watch dogs. He keeps an army of
these Collies, Great Danes. Blanket Dogs
—the white-haired dog used by the Tn-
dians of this coast when the first white
men landed—and many a one that was
just pure dog.

He came to meet us from his work
amid the caged animals. We were not
too anxious to go down his shaded wood-
'\nd paths alone for the place was fairly
alive with animals wild and tame.

As we approached

We now met his little daughter Hazel,
a brown-eved maiden not yet six years
old. Beside her stood the lithe active
Ivan, the hope and heir of the Frenches

—a bright-eved lad over seven vears of

age. Along the path to the forest we
walked past the cows and horses, the
dogs and poultry: past where his two
helpers, contented, hard-working Sikhs
latelv from the hills of India, fcllcd the
standing timber.  For remember this
rapidly growing city of Victoria has
pushed her way pell mell into the frag-
rant fir woods that surround her. The
nearer we drew the higher rose the babel
of velps and snarls, growls and screeches
from the menagerie in the woods.

The instant we entered under the trees
into the inclosure of cages the two big
grev timber wolves that faced us smrlcd

wvagely.
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Up to the cage walked the lad finger-
ing a hig Colt’s revolver. It was loaded
with blank cartridges. Notwithstanding
my instant protest the father undid the
fastening of the cage and the boy stepped
in—revolver in hand and eyes on the
wolves. “Bang” sang the Colt and
through the smoke we saw the wolves
leap to the other end of the small cage.
Facing them the lad followed. “Bang!”
and back they sprang. “Bang,” and
again they retreated to their corner. [
pictured the lad in the only ray of light
that penetrated into the cage.  Open
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swung around the cage
lope.

“"Hazel thinks she must have her pic-
ture with her cat.” The animal collector
for it is but a fad of this hard-workine
Englishman to gather from all quarterbs
of the globe rare beasts and birds apg
plants, opened the iron-barred door ang
the little girl entered as willingly as the
same aged maiden in a city would enter
a candy store. She had only a little wil-
low switch in her hand.

“Bring the cat into the light,” the
father commanded. A touch of the switch

in an uneasy

He Keeps an Army of Dogs.

swung the door and the boy slid out be-
side his watchful father.
~ "He's going to be a lion tamer, that
boy.” said French. I seized him in mv
arms and while rejoicing that harm had
not come to him I pressed my hand over
his heart. “It beats fast.” I remarked.
“That's because vou took notice of
him. He’s used to the animals.” The
next cage held an Ocelot.  It's eves
glared green at us, every spot on its rich-
Iy marked coat rippled in anger as it

and the grinning, snarling beast slid and
crouched beside the girl. I worked my
camera rapidly. “Come on out,” said
Irench.  “Don’t let the cat slip out.”
And safe and unflurried, for all the world
as 1f she had been petting a house cat,
the child swung out into her father’s
arms,

In the third cage a wild cat whined
and grinned at us. “The cage 1s too
small for either child to go in- These
beasts spring right out and they would
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have no room to beat it off. Look”—
here he handed me a snapshot of this lit-
tle girl with a huge bull snake wrapped
about her neck and shoulders. “She was
only three when we took that picture.
She's learning early so as to be able to
handle wolves and big animals when she
grows up. The children share the re-
markable fad of the father perfectly.
“Do the animals ever. bite you?” asked
Fritz, my assistant.

“T beat them down,” answered "the
trainer and collector as we passed on.
Then he showed us the cage that con-

I

boles' of the trees, dodging dogs that
strained at their chains at the root of
every one, carefully watching a big fe-
male Great Dane that sniffed at every
footstep we took, edging our way past
more cages that held small animals we
entered the tent.

“Keep on this side of the tent pole.
Bounder has long arms.” Bounder was.
a magnificent Indian Leopard on our
right. Close beside us on the left a
Hyena sent out so deadly a scream, a cry
that held that awful choking rattle in its
wake, that Fritz jumped and I equalled

“Bounder”—the African Leopard.

tained the vultures, the mice, the guinea
pigs and one wired cage that held two
vultures and two very rare Caracaras, a
trim stepping bird half way between a
vulture and a hawk, but they are ground
feeding birds. I picture the lad and las-
sie again as they seemed to like it. Ivan
held an Opossum that I might see it and
again the camera clicked. The owner
opened its mouth and showed us the
strong, long teeth. ‘“He wont bite unless
vou get near his head.. Come into the
tent.” Threading our way through the

his record bound, bounds that we care-
fully calculated to land us yet outside the
reach of that too willing Bounder.
“Down,” cried French and the beast.
cowed before the voice and the iron rod
and sent out a series of cries that only
a Dumas might tabulate.

“See this Mexican Jaguar; she’s only
a voung one,” and he stroked her head
with the rod to habituate her to the pres-
sure until, some day, he would change
the rod for the hand. She was a vigor-
ous child as was proved by the series of
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Note the Size of these wee Animal Trainers.

most ear piercing yells and showed up a  leopard. - Here is a Coati-moudi, one
set of ivories that looked like some pat- of the Racoon family peculiar to Mexico,
ent man trap. “Here is a fishing cat and here is Bounder,” he said as he

French and the Opposum. The -Piccary.

from Africa,” he said, as he stirred up a  paused before the “wily leopard’s cage-
long lithe beast, looking like a very slim “Naji, the lion tamer was down here
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with a friend the other day. I warned
them, but the friend stepped too near and
out shot the yellow arm and seized her
dress and drew her up to the cage. I
choked the beast and Hazel whipped it
and we got the woman free, but the dress
was ruined. He's a bad chap this
Bounder.” All the time Mr French
was stroking and petting the big spotted
beast. “He caught me by mistake the
other day; you have to watch him.” He
dragged the savage, :
snarling beast around.
and showed me its in-
jured tail; he pryed
open its mouth and let
me gaze with affected
delight upon its great
toothed jaws.

“Here is a Civet
Cat. Not a bad little
beast,” he said, as he -
pushed it about in its
cage. I used to have
these animals far
down the trail, but as
we had to box them
in, or to pack them in
on either side of a
horse, or else to carrv
them one at a time be-
tween us on tote pole,
I moved here so that
I can handle them more easily.
He showed wus gorgeous Macaws,
rare game Currasows, (birds with
coaly black coats and crests with a
golden yellow button on their white
bills), a big handsome Mexican game-
bird. “Bounder likes guinea pigs,” he
said as he held one up to the grinning
leopard in the cage that was now out in
the sunshine. The leopard snarled a

Ivan in the Cage.

horrid acquiescence. He showed us
strange prehensile tailed beasts, sharp-
toothed Peccaries, cage after cage of
beasts and birds and lesser animals. “Do
you ever get a rest,” I asked him. “Oh,
yes,” he responded. “It takes six hours
to feed and water, after that some days
we hitch up and Mrs. French and the
little ones and I drive away off down
the Island after butterflies. Up we get
at dawn the next morning. I have a
couple of hours hunt-
ing and back we
scamper as fast as
the horses can run,
for the beasts are
~hungry again by
then.” Strange rest,
I thought.

“Does it take much

to feed them?” asked
- the boy Fritz,

“Yes, sixty mouths
take much food, but
I get a horse a week
from the city.” Now
we bade good-bye to
the happy-faced lad
that had been smiling
at me whenever I met
the glance of his big

brown eyes. Good-
bye to the little
maiden, the future animal trainer. As I
shook hands with Mr. French. “Take

care of the little ones,” I said to him. “I
never iet them go near the cages alone,
and 1 only let them go in with animals
that I have broken thoroughly,” and from
the love glance he cast back to the two
vouthful trainers that stood waving fare-
well T felt perfectly assured of toeir
future safety.
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Charles Dorian.

AY, cook, I wish yo' had sumfin’

S to cure dis heah toofache. A

haid wif a bad toof in it an’ de

doctor allus twelve miles from

home, am de mos’ abstraculous white

man’s burden, but when a pore niggah

gits it, why—dere’s only de cook ebber
has any symp’fy.” .

Bruce, the bookkeeper, was passing
through the kitchen while Rastus
Hooke thus appealed for aid.

“Now look here, Rastus,” he said. “If
you’d use that head a little more the teeth
wouldn’t get a chance to ache.”

“Yo’ am just like dem odder niggahs,
mistah Bruce—doan seem to symp’fize
wif no man’ troubles.”

Rastus rolled his eyes appealingly to-
ward Polton, the cook. Polton rubbed
the flour off his hands and looked the
sufferer over.

“Want it pulled?” he asked, jocularly.

“Oh, lawdy, no, mistah Polton; I
doan’ want dat toof pulled. I want
sumfin’ t' drive dis pain away.”

Polton’s eyes twinkled.

“What do you expect I can do for it.
Rastus?”

Rastus looked round to make sure that
Bruce was gone.

“Mebbe vou can cunjur it, mistah
Polton.”

Polton laughed.

“Why, man,” he said, getting gradual-
ly serious. “You credit me with more
of the gipsy than I knew I possessed.
But I believe T can cure that toothache.”

“That’s jus’ what T said when I see
vo' do dem cunjur tricks at de social,
todder night.”

Polton walked over to a shelf: took
down a tin alarm clock and held it before
Rastus. Pointing at the minute hand,
he said:

“See that big hand?”

“I suttenly does, assented Rastus.

“Well, in twenty minutes, when that
hand gets round to here,” indicating the

numeral four, “your tooth will be better.

You will feel no more pain.” This he
said very slowly. “Take this clock to
your tent; watch the hand closely and
come back in twenty minutes and tell me
that the pain is all gone.”

Rastus walked out holding the clock
in front of him and staring at the hand
as if nothing else in the world existed.

“Say, boss,” he said at the end of the
twenty minutes. ‘“Yo am a wizahd! Dat
blessed toof doan’ ache no mo’. What
yo’ do to dat clock?”

“Oh, that is a very simple thing, Ras-
tus. That is what is called a mind cure.”

“I doan’ undstan’ ’bout dat ‘mind’
business, but dese heah niggahs in dis
camp think dat’s a won’erful clock. How
much one ob dem clocks cost?”

“You could not buy a clock like that,
Rastus.”

Polton meant to be equivocal. That
particular clock could have been bought
in any department store that advertised
for 99 cents. Polton, however, was se-
cretly proud of his cure and naturally
put a new value upon the clock.

With this wonderful instrument he
soon became the wizard of Camp IIL
Marvelous cures were put down to his
power and the news of them spread
rapidly.

Polton’s manner was of easy calmness.
A high mark of dignity stamped him
conqueror. But the levily common tc
every type in the “underworld” had made
him appreciate his enforced vocation
with grim humor. Curing a toothachc
by clockwork was surely an innovation
to excite the merriment of a more staid
nature than Polton’s.

There was the inevitable obstacle in
Polton’s healing jurisdiction, however.
The foreman of the various gangs work-
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ing on the Valley Road had determined
to “fix”” him. DBut he chose a flimsy
weapon when he resorted to vile vituper-
ation and ugly oaths. He put into his
venomous objurgations every suggestion
which hatred could conjure.

Edgar Bruce merely said, “Common
rot!” when a story of Polton’s latest
cure was retold for his benefit. Other
dissenters there were also but none so
virulent as Bowers. Bruce could laugh
it off, but Bowers—well Bowers knew
of .a better cook than Polton for Camp
11,

And Bruce saw a day when even Pol-
ton’s ‘‘magic”’ could not cause him to
laugh. Bruce was stricken. Everybody
had a name for the malady, but Bruce in
writing to town for the usual cure drew
fein at the term in common use and
laboriously inserted one from pharma-
copeial parlance—which sounded worse.
He waited until worn of patience for
this stuff to come but the nights of
wakefulness played havoc with his nerves
and Edgar Bruce was willing to resort
to any means of freeing himself of the
constant itching sensation. At last he
gave in. Polton could cure any ailment
ever brought before him—why not the
one which no camp is seldom free from?
He lounged round the cook-house all of
one afternoon until Polton could stand
his shifting no longer.

“What is it, Bruce?” he inquired, tak-
ing Bruce by so sudden an attack that
he was non-plussed.

“I may as well confess,” replied Bruce,
shyly, “that I was beginning to believe
there is something in that ‘clockcraft’
of yours. The niggers have held you
up as a god and have been worshipping
Time since you got them staring at that
tin timepiece you have. Do you think
vou could cure the—the ”

Polton relieved him, “I can cure any-
thing, Edgar,” he said. “Every cure I
make only adds to the mysterious power

2]

—

Polton’s deep grey eyes were fixed on
Bruce,

God, I believe you can, Polton—not
by the clock,—Heavens! what eyes you
have—what are you doing with me?”

“TI am curing you,” said Polton, main-

« =]
taiming the slow, measured manner of

speaking he usually employed in getting
a patient’s attention. “You will sleep
soundly tonight and waken in the morn-
mg without any recollection of the itch-
mg you claim to have had.”

A fakir might have used the same
language. But even a fakir can be a
benefactor and whether disease is driven
out by vegetable concoctions or mental
medicine it matters not—the result is the
same.

- Next morning Edgar Bruce went
jauntily to his office and was in a hilar-
1ously good mood when Bowers came in.

“Good morning, Bowers; you look like
a battlefield this morning. What's the
war ?”’

“You feel funny this morning, it
seems,” jeered Bowers.

“Not so funny as you look,” laughed
Bruce. “What are you wriggling
about?”

“You know cursed well what about.
How is it you ain’t wigglin’?”

Bruce became suddenly aware of his
freedom from the habit of the past three
weeks which had brought more mirth
than sympathy from the white element
of the camp.

“Oh, I see,” he laughed.
you, has it?”

“No, it ain’t got me; it’s been witched
mmto me by that pagan cook you have
been worshippin’ lately. Darn his skin!
When I heerd he wuz treatin’ you fer
monkey-complaint, I hopes good an’ hard
that he ketches it hisself. But he aint
got the ketchin’ natur and I guess I
hev.”

Bruce was checking over some articles
tooted into camp the previous night while
Bowers gave this lucid account of his
inoculation.

“What luck!” he
claimed.

“Luck! Air yu crazy? I aint no be-
liever in yer luck.”

“You will admit, however, that this
stuff came along in time to be useful.”
He held up a package bearing the doc-
tor’s totem. ‘““Take it—it may do what
‘luck’ could never do.”

Bowers grabbed it feverishly, read the
directions and was off at a pace he sel-
dom made, to try the medicipe.

It was a dead failure! Ior the next

“It's got

irrelevantly ex-
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three days he went through a tragic
pantomime: he raged, tore his skin, and
bellowed imprecations at “voodoo Iol-
ton,” rolling his eyes in contemptible
misery.

It was while in the heat of his wrath
that the climax came!

Rastus, hearing the awful volley of
curses ran into the kitchen, shouting:

“Oh, mistah Polton, mistah Polton,—
I done fear de hoodoo am got po ol
Bowers. Jus’ len me dat clock ob
youah's, will vou, till I go an’ set him
right? Po ol Bowers! Po ol Bowers.”

Thus wailing, Rastus seized the clock
before Polton could recover from his
amazement, and, ran into the tent and
held it before the astonished eyes of
Bowers.

“Take it away! Take it away!”
shricked Bowers, the sight of this devil-
lish trinket arousing him anew.

“Jes’ keep yo’ eye on dat big han’ and
when it gets round to heah you done hab
no mo’ debil. You been cured, suah,
suah, suah!”

Bowers made a smash at the clock

with his clenched fist, but Rastus
dodged it and stood at a safe distance
howling it in line with the eyes of the
prone man. A streak of light peeping
through a slit in the canvas fell upon
the clock accentuating the sheen, and the
bulging eyes of Bowers were fascinated
by the glare. Yellow foam oozed from
his jaws, choking speech, and his atten-
tion was further forced by the repeated
incantation of the darkey, “you been
cured, suah, suah, suah.” He lay limyp
upon his cot and stared—stared till calm-
ness stole over his vexed body and he
dropped off to sleep.

Rastus returned the clock, telling Pol-
ton what he had done. “I says,” he re-
peated, “yo’ look at dis heah han' till it
comes round to heah—"

The pause amused Polton.

“Well, what is it, Rastus ?”

“Say, mistah Polton wha’s the matter

wid dat clock? Dat dere hand aint
moved one bit—no ’taint!”’

*

"It needs winding up, Rastus, that’s
all,” smiled Polton. '

The Remittance Man.

W. Everard Edmonds.

EXT! said the Knight of the
Shears, as he gazed meaningly
in my direction. A tall, strik-
ing-looking man stepped out

of the plush-bound chair, and adjusted
his tic before the mirror on the opposite
wall. This done he turned to the barber,
“Well, Jones, I'll say good-bye,” he said
with an unmistakably English accent.
“We start for home this afternoon and I
can’t say when I shall sece you again—
not before Christmas at any rate; let
me give you a little present for the sake
of old times,” and he handed him two
crisp bank notes with a double figure on
each. “Thank you, sir, my lord, I mean,”
said Jones. “I trust you and her lady-

ship may have a pleasant trip and that
the voyage won't affect the little one.
Good-bye, my lord,” and the hands of
the two men met in a hearty grip.

The door closed and for a few minutes

nothing was heard but the click, click,
of the scissors; the operator maintained
an absolute silence. 1 found this some-
what strange in Jones, for his fame as 2
raconteur more than atoned for his many
short-comings as a “tonsorial artist.”
had patronized his little shop ever since
coming to Medicine Hat, and had always
been amply rewarded, so that his silence
now filled me with vague alarm. I re-
solved to draw him out even if I had to

[
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THE REMITTANCE MAN

overstep the bounds of good taste in do-
ing so.

“Have you ever seen the play ‘What
happened to Jones? ” I ventured. “No?
\Well may 1 ask the name of the gentle-
man you called ‘my lord,” just now ?”

“Certainly, sir,” said Jones, “Lord Fir-
low of Firlow Place, Devonshire; his
brother died the other day and he has
just come into the title.” “He looks as
if he would do it credit,” I'rejoined. “I’ve
never seen a finer looking man.”

“He s good looking,” said Jones now
thoroughly roused, “ and between our-
selves, sir, he owes a lot to those good
looks of his.”

“Indeed!” I said.

“You may well say ‘indeed,”” said the
barber growing warmer, “‘but its gospel
truth I'm teliing you. Three years ago
Warrington—that was his name before
he came into the title—was going right
plumb to hell. He was what they call a
remittance man—you know what that us-
ually means, sir. He had got into some
scrape at home, nothing very serious I
guess, and his people shipped him out
here to try ‘ranching.’

“"He was a jolly chap, and when he
bought a ranch up in the Hills, his fame
soon spread. He had only about twenty
head of cattleall told, and every quarter
day when his cheque arrived from home,
he’d come in and properly paint the town
red. The Hat wasn’t very big then, sir,
but it was a dashed sight livelier than it
is now, and Warrington did his best to
make it more so. When he had spent his
money he'd go back with a few kindred
spirits and plenty of spirits frumentic,
and stay on his ranch for another three
months.”

“Had he no housekeeper ?” T asked.

“No, sir; did his own cooking and a
rattling good cook he was too. He kept
a hired man to do the rough work, but
looked after the house himself. It’s just
three vears since I went to work for him:
I had been out on the fall round-up and
had got pretty badly crippled up with
rheumatism, so I agreed to work for him
until the spring. -

“I stayed longer, but you'll soon see
how that was. A mighty funny thing
happened that same spring; it fairly
makes me double up yet just to think
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about it. Warrington had gone to the
Hat and I didn't expect him back for
three or four days. Judge of my sur-
prise then when that same night I see
him gallopin’ in, just hittin’ the high
places for home. I ran out and opened
the gate.

“Anything wrong?” says I.

“Anything wrong!” he says, cursin’
like a trooper.

“Read that,” and he handed me a tele-
gram. It was from his father.
“Just arrived in Montreal.

in a week.”

We went into supper and talked things
over. The Firlow Boss was in a blue
funk, and no wonder. You see he had
been writing home about his big -herds
of cattle and had raised the old man's
curiosity. We talked and talked, but
didn’t seem to get no further ahead.
Suddenly Warrington gave a whoop and
jumped clear out of his chair.

“I've got it, Jones! I've got it!” he
shouted. “We'll pull the wool over the
old man’s eyes yet. Let us round up all
the cattle in the country, and the gover-
nor’ll think they’re all mine.”

“Well, the old gentleman came, and
Warrington brought him out from the
Hat. I had a good supper waiting, and
everything went off famously. Next day
they went shooting and the day after,
Coyote huntin’; in fact there was some-
thing doin’ every day and Lord Firlow
declared he hadn’t felt so well for
twenty vears. At last he said he would
have to be gettin’ back, but he would
like to see the Boss’s cattle.

“We had been expectin’ this, and for
two or three days, me and two cow-
punchers from the T. Bar ranch had
heen roundin’ up steers over on Willow
Creek. Next morning Warrington took
his Gveornor out, and say! he was
pleased. “By Jove!” he said, “you have
got a bunch.” Then Warrington brand-
ed a calf to show him how it was done,
and the old man was tickled to death.
The calf belonged to a German, and I
slipped down and paid him for it the
same night on the Q. T. The trick had
worked like a charm.

“The next day, the Earl left for Eng-
land. He must have enjoyed his stay,
for six weeks later Warrington got a

With you
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cheque for one hundred pounds, which
he “blew in” inside of a month. He was
just gettin’ over his spree when one
stormy morning a rider came along with
a cable that had reached Medicine Hat
the night before. I was standing at the
door when I heard a groan, and just
turned round in time to see Warrington
fall back in his chair.

“Dead!” he said. “Dead! the Gover-
nor is dead!” At last he got up and
walked to his desk. He took out his
note paper and wrote steady for an hour.
Then he called me and told me to saddle
Pete, his favorite horse, as he must go
to town and send his letters off without
delay.

“l tried to persuade him not to go. I
said I could ride in and post them for
him; that anyway he was far too weak
to attempt the trip. His eyes blazed.
“Enough of that!” he said. “Saddle
Pete at once!” I saw it was of no use
to contradict him and in a few minutes
he was off for the Hat.

“That night I couldn’t sleep; 1 felt
kind of guilty about lettin’ him go, and
yet what could I have done? When he
once made up his mind to go, the Devil
himself couldn’t stop him. I got up
early and was soon hittin’ the trail for
town. I covered the thirty-five miles in
about three hours and rode right up to a
saloon on the corner. I had made a
good guess; Warrington was there just
pouring whiskey into him and callin’ for
more.

“As I entered the door he caught sight
of me and clutched me by the shoulder,
and dragged me over to the bar.

“Ha, Jonsey, my boy!’ he cried.
“You're just in time. What'll you have?
Name your medicine. This is Medicine
Hat and you can have what you like,”

and he langhed as only a drunken man
can laugh.

“I shook my head and said something
about going home.

“Home!"" he sneered. I have no home.
The Governor's dead, and my respected
brother—the d—d close fisted prig—
rules in his stead. The Governor’s dead,
Jones, the good old Governor who came
all the way out here to eat our grub.
Can’t you understand? He’s dead!”
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Then his mood changed.

“Home?" he said growing suspicious.
“Aha! I see now what you mean—that
rotten hole up in the Hills! And jou
came here to take me back to it, did you?
Answer me! he shouted. Did you? Is
that what you came for? and he lifted
his hand as if to strike me.

Then, sir, and I don’t mind sayin’ it,
I lied. There was one thing at the ranch
that Warringten was fairly dotty on, and
that was an old tom-cat he called Jum-
mix. He was just an ornerv looking old
Maltee but Warrington thought the
world of him. So I said sort of con-
cerned like, “I came in for some medi-
cine. Jummix seemed to be actin’ sort
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of queer this mornin’.

He reeled against the bar. Jummix!”
he cried; “Jummix ill! Why man, didn’t
you tell me before? Get my horse quick
while I go for a doctor.”

This was more than I had bargained
for and I tried to tell him that a doctor
wasn’t needed. But it was no use, sir,
not a bit, and in a few minutes we two
and the doctor was hittin’ the trail for
the Hills. I needn’t tell you of that trip,
sir, but you can bet I never want another
like it. We got to the ranch about sun-
down, and Warrington staggered into
the house. The doctor and me put the
horses up, and on going to the shack
found the boss lyin’ on the sofa fondlin’
old Jummix like a baby. As he lay
stretched out there with his eyes half
closed, and his face white as a sheet, I
begun to think it a dashed lucky thing
that the doctor had come after all.

Suddenly he started up. “Jones,” he
said, “Put that cat out of the room.”
Kind of surprised I went over and

picked Jummix up and started for the
door.

“Come back,” thundered the Boss.
“Not my dear old Jummix;’ I mean
that black ghost there. Can’t you see it
man? Under the chair.”

A look from the doctor, put me on to
the racket, and I pretended to chase the
strange cat out of the room. Warring-
ton lay back on the sofa for a minute or
two and then caught sight of an old vase
on the table. It was shaped like a fish
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with it's mouth open, and it’s tail curled
up behind.

“Why does that fish keep nodding at
me,” he asked. “Look at it nodding and
nodding away as if it knew me. And,
Jones,” he shrieked, “do you hear the
rats coming down the chimney—thou-
sands of them—millions!”

Well, sir, we got him into bed. It was
a bad case of D. T.’s complicated with a
touch of pleurisy which soon turned to
pneumonia. He raved all that night, but
got a little quieter next day; in fact, he
was worn right out, and looked more
dead than alive.

“I'll have to get back to town,” said
the doctor the next morning. “I should
have gone before. I don’t suppose there
is a nurse to be found out in this for-
saken wilderness, is there?”

“No,” I said, and then suddenly re-
membered that Barlow over on Elkwater
Lake was expectin’ his sister from the
East. She was a nurse in New York
and was comin’ up to spend the summer.
I told the doctor, and after breakfast
rode over to Barlow’s ranch.

She had come the day before. I made
my errand known to Barlow and his
wife, and turning to the girl asked her
if she would come. I tell you, sir, she
was a beauty—tall and fair, and straight
as an arrow ; just like one of them Gib-
son girls you see in copies of ‘Life.” And
though she had come up for a rest she
thoug hshe had come up for a rest she
didn’t hesitate for an instant, but just
said quietly, ‘I'll be ready in ten min-
utes.””

The doctor left for the Hat that after-
noon and the nurse and I had Warring-
ton to ourselves. Inside of three days
he began to mend and in two weeks he
was able to sit up. He was very quiet—
didn't talk at all, but the way he watched
that girl move about was a caution, and
I tell you, sir, she was boss of the ranch.
Warrington, as I said before, had a
pretty strong will, but it didn’t fizz with
her, and she ruled him with a rod of
iron.

I'll confess, sir, I was sorry to see her
go. She was always so bright and cheer-
ful, that when she went, the Boss and I
got a fit of the blues that lasted more
than a week. At last he said to me one
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morning, “Jones, saddle Pete, I'm going
for a ride,” and when I saw him strike
over towards Elkwater Lake I felt bet-
ter than I had for weeks. He used to
go over pretty often after that, and I
wasn’t much surprised one night, to see
him look up and say, “Jones, I've a bit
of news for you. I'm engaged to Miss
Barlow, and we are to be married a
year from now.” I tell you, sir, I was
glad, for I knew if anyone could make
a man of him that girl could. And she
did. Warrington turned over a new leaf.
He bought a good bunch of cattle and
worked like a nigger.

Of course he had his times of depres-
sion, when the old craving nearly drove
him mad; but he won out, sir, he won
out all right. The nearest call he had
was just about Christmas. The Boss got
a terrible fit of the blues—the weather
was miserable and Miss Barlow had
gone on a visit to the Hat. One morn-
ing he got up, shaking in every limb and
his eyes burnin’ like coals. I could see
the craving was on him, and when he
told me to saddle his horse, I don’t mind
tellin’ vou, sir, but I prayed as I had'nt
done since I was a kid. And my prayer
was answered. As he jumped into the
saddle, who should come gallopin’ up but
Miss Barlow. “Thank God!” I heard
him mutter, and the next minute he had
her in his arms.

That was the crisis, sir. The Boss
hadn’t much trouble after that, but went
about his work as happy as a sand-boy.
The cattle wintered well, and early in
the fall Miss Barlow hecame Mrs. War-
rington. Medicine Hat was beginnin’ to
grow, and bein’ pretty handy at hair-
cuttin’ I stuck up a striped pole and have
been holdin’ it down here ever since.

I went up to the Hills last month for
a little shootin’ and stayed a couple of
days with the Warringtons. They have
a little girl now—she favors her mother
for looks and needless to say my old Boss
thinks she couldn’t have a better model.
I agree with him there, sir, for ever a
man was saved on the very brink of Hell
that man was Warrington.

“That’s all, sir. The wind’s getting
colder, isn’t it? Thank you, sir! Good
afternoon.”

I sauntered down to the railway sta-
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tion; a friend had wired me that he was
passing through and would like to have
a few minutes’ chat. As the express
pulled in he met me at the door of the
Pullman and drew me inside. As we
talked rapidly two people came in and
took a seat just behind. The bell rang,
and I rose to go when a faint sound like
a kiss caught my ear. I turned round
expecting to see the usual bridal couple.

WESTWARD ITIO! MAGAZINE

I was mistaken. A strikingly handsome
man, with a laughing baby in his arms
held the little thing up for a second
caress, and then turning to the beautify

- woman at his side with a look of love

and affection, said in a voice tender and
low, “My darling, do you realize it? We
are going Home!” It was Lord and
Lady Firlow.

Kiss Her.

Thomas Augustin Daly,

Say, young man, if you've a wife,
Kiss her.
Every morning of your life,
Kiss her.
Every evening when the sun .
Marks your day of labor done,
Go! get homeward on the run—
Kiss her.

Even if you're feeling bad,
Kiss her.
When she’s out of sorts or sad,
Kiss her.
Act as if you meant it, too,
Let the whole true heart of you
Speak its ardor when you do
Kiss her.

1t vou think it's “soft,” you’re wrong,
Kiss her.

Love like that will make you strong—
Kiss her.

If you'd strike with telling force

At this Evil of Divorce

Just adopt this simple course:
Kiss her.



The Mission of the Roses.

Henry Morey.

i DITHf dear, the expressman is
coming for your trunk at g
o'clock. I'm sure it won't be
ready for him unless you begin

at once to pack it.”

“Indeed it won’t,” thought Edith in
answer to her mother’s beseeching voice,
which came from the conservatory end
of the garden.

The warning, however, seemed to have
very little effect upon her and she went
on musing. “Under the circumstances,
how fortunate it is that I have a dear old
aunt to go to, thousands of miles away.
Away out West where nobody will know
me except auntie. Another day here
would be intolerable, and—yes, mother,
I'm coming.”

It was June time, but in spite of the
roses and sunshine all about her Edith
Mowbray was not happy. She plucked
a superb Lalrance that hung temptingly
near her and buried her nostrils deep
within its fragrant petals. “Tom’s fav-
orite rose,” she murmured, and there was
a pathetic tone of remorse and sadness
in her voice. “Dear old Tom! How
cruel I was to him!”

Just a year ago that day she had given
Tom Brace his conge for the chance of
becoming Mrs. Phillip Hepstone, the
wife of a millionaire. Hepstone had
proposed, ‘but only because he imagined
Edith was almost as rich as himself.
And now Mrs, Mowbray was trying to
convince her daughter that she ought to
enter suit for breach of promise.

While Edith was sitting in the rose
garden, musing, Tom Brace was lying
ill in a hospital, away out West. He was
pale, weak and emaciated, but convales-
cent.

The nurse had just told him that he
would recover and Tom wasn’t quite sure
whether he was glad or sorry. “Life, for

me,” he said, languidly, “seems to be all
blanks and no prizes.”

The days dragged themselves slowly
on, and Tom, in spite of all his efforts,
found himself brooding over the events
of a year ago.

“Too bad that Edith threw me over,”
he reflected, sadly. **Cruel of her, too,
for I loved her dearly; and, worse luck,
I love her still. I wonder when they’re
going to be married? Gad! Hepstone's
a lucky fellow. But no gentleman would
have come between Edith and me as he
did. It will take me a long time to for-
give him, and——-"

But Tom’s musings were cut out short
by the nurse. She came to his hedside
with a cup of delicious broth and the
newspapers.

“The doctor told me vou might read »
little to-day,” she said, “so I've brought
vou these.”

Tom thanked her, partook slowly of
the broth and then picked up the local
paper. The socicty column met his gaze
first of all. He had no intention of read-
ing it. however, as he was a stranger in
the place. DBut as he glanced down the
column a name stood out from amongst
the others which made him start. This
is what he read:

Miss Edith Mowbray, of New York,
arrived in town yesterday evening. She
intends making a prolonged stav in the
citv. and will be the guest of her aunt,
Mrs. George Ventnor.”

“Mrs. George Ventnor,” muttered
Tom, uneasily. “Why, if I'm not mis-
taken that’s the very lady who pays week-
ly visits to this hospital! By Jove! 1
must get away from here as soon as pos-
sible. I never knew before that Edith
had an aunt in this part of the world.”

Then Tom noticed that a New York
paper was lying invitingly near him. He
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picked it up and involuntarily, sought the
society coiunm. There was nothing in it
relating to Edith but he found something
else quite as interesting. It was a very
short item, but it meant much: .

The yachting season is at hand again.
Mr. Phillip Hepstone's palatial “Meteor™
sails to-morrow for a prolonged cruise
in European waters. Mr. Hepstone and
party expect to be away at least six
months.

“That explains everything,” reflected
Tom. "I shouldn't wonder if he’s thrown
her over!”

“Wednesday is my hospital day, Edith
dear. Wouldn't you like to go witih me?”

“Indeed I should, auntie.  Perhaps
somcething like that may cheer me up a
bit and make me forget my own misery.

“I'm sure it will,” said Aunt Loo. "We
always send Howers, you know, and you
can heip me with them. They should be
at the distributing bureau not later than
mid-day.”

So Ldith worked all morning, picking
roses and arranging them deftly into
dainty bouquets. One of these pleased
her especially. Lalrance roses and
double white stocks had always been a
favorite combination of Edith’s, and she
spared no pains in making this one as
beautiful as possible.

“It was Tom’s favorite rose, too,” she
thought: “but [ think he liked it best b
cause [ did. Poor Tom! I wonder if
he has forgiven me? 1 hope so, though
I don't deserve it of him.”

Presently she found herself singing.
Singing! Why, that was something sl:e
had not done for several months. It was
an old love-song, too. The fact aston-
ished her so much that she stopped sud-
denly and glanced at her aunt.

Mrs. Ventnor had been watching her
nicce with a satisfied smile on her lips.
“Edith’s improving,” she thought.

“Why, auntie,” exclaimed Edith, going
quickly to her, ““these flowers seem to tei;
me that T'm going to be happy again.”

“Of course vou are, dear,” and Mrs.
Ventnor stroked and patted. and did her
best to console the fair voung head that
was laid convulsively on her bosom.

A few hours later she was passing
through the convalescent ward of the
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hospital. Edith Mowbray was with jer.
1t was Mrs. Ventnor's custom to leave,
undisturbed, patients who were asleep o
appeared to be so.  Tom Brace wag
aware of tius, so he turned his face (p.
wards the wall and closed his eyes,

Some minutes previously the nurse
had placed near his bedside a beautiful
bouquet of roses and white phiox. He
liad regarded them compiacently enough
at first, but suddenly he remembered that
Lal'rance roses and white phlox were
Editlh's tavorite flowers, and though he
admired them greatly, the sight of them
made him feel very unhappy.

"0, auntie,” said Edith, quietly,
“there’s the very bouquet that I took so
much pains with. Doesn’t it look sweet.”

Tom Brace heard the voice, and, weak
as he was, it thrilled him. I must be
dreaming,” he thought, for he had not
seen Edith. Then he opened his eyes,
and gazed mto a mirror which hung on
the wall by his bedside. Ile had not been
dreaming, for Edith was there.  [iis
Edith! Going about the ward with her
aunt and apparently very much inter-
ested. A little paler than she was a vear
ago. a trifle more slender, perhaps, but
beautiful as ever. And she had made up
that houquet.

Tom’s first impulse was to dash the
bouquet to the ground; his second td
raise it tenderly to his lips. But he did
neither.

Mrs. Ventnor and her niece passed out
of the convalescent ward and mto tie
next one. Then the nurse came in to at-
tend to a patient and Tom beckoned to
her.

“Take them away, please,” he said,
sadly, pointing to the flowers. “Theyre
very beautiful, but I can’t bear them.”

And the nurse, wondering; took then:
away.

Shortly after this the visitors returncé
to the convalescent ward. They had not
intended doing so, but Mrs. Ventnor had
forgotten her parasol.  Instinctively
Edith turned for a last look at her spectal
bouquet. It was gone! Then her gazc
rested on the patient at whose bedside
it had been. Edith started. ‘“That pecu-
liar shade of hair!” she thought; “where
have I seen it before? And the shape
of the head! If only he were facing ths
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way. But I can easily make some ex-
cuse for going to the other side of the
bed.”

Edith was about to do this when she
caught sight of the mirror on the wali.
The patient was not asleep. He was
wide awake and looking straight at her.
He was pale and emaciated but there
was no mistaking those eyes. They werc
gazing directly into her own. Not in
anger, either, but with love and tende:
yearrning.

Edith’s detour in order to be opposite
those eyes mstead of behind them was
without the slightest hesitation.
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“O, Tom!” was all she said. But the
exquisite pathos in her voice as she ui-
tered those two words made Tom undet-
stand. Penitent, Edith kneeled quickly
and buried her face in the bed-clothes.

A thin, weak hand was laid gently cn
her head; a voice, full of the music of
forgiveness, whispered her name.

Then the nurse appeared in the door-
way. She stood there, wondering agan,
until Tom once more beckoned to her.

“Nurse,” he said, his voice having sud-
denly lost all its sadness, “you may bring
the roses back again, notw.” L

Matrriage a la Mode.

L. McLeod Gould.

ES, said the DMarquis, tenta-
tively crossing his left leg with
his right, “I sent to your office
Mr.-er-Martin because I felt

that it was about time that I had
a biographer; I had come to the con-
clusion that an interviewer was the
cheapest form of biographer, and I nal-
urally asked the ‘“‘Sensational Gazette”
to furnish me with the same, knowing
the high reputation of the paper, and
being well aware that the masses to
whom I wish to appeal, regard it as the
one and only exponent of the Truth,
combined with a thoughtful sensibility
of the wishes and an unprejudiced con-
sideration both for the moral welfare anc
the intellectual entertainment of the
public.”

That this was an unusually long
speech for the Marquis was evidenced
by the prolonged sigh which ushered it
to its close and by the thoughtful air with
which he now deliberately unhooked his
legs only to entangle them in the reverse
position. But he had not quite finished,
and as is often the case the post-dictum
Was of more practical value than the

whole of his collective remarks preced-
ng.

“Please be so kind,” he said, * as to
help yourself to a whisky and soda, and
as you are up would you mind passing
the implements of conversation over in
this direction. I always find that tall:-
ing makes me thirsty, and that brawmn-
work causes a void which is best filled
by stimulant.”

I rose and after ministering to my own
wants, considerately placed both the de-
canter and the syphon within easy reach
of his august arm; then before re-seat-
ing myself I leant against the mantel-
piece whilst lighting a cigar, and thus
addressed him.

“I think, my lord, that it would be as
well in order to avoid useless questioning
if you were to acquaint me with some of
the details of your early life. In fact I
think that the purposes of this interview
would be best served if you were to give
me a brief resume of your history. The
Public, my lord--and here I would remind
vou that whilst revising your career it
would be as well for you to keep it in
vour mind that the Public is always to

(4
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be spelt with a very large "P,” for wnuse
delectation we are spending this delighi-
ful morning in arduous labour—always
like to know about the first beginuumngs
of things. They like their popular heroes
to start life penniless, tracing their vic-
torious career from such trifles as (he
picking up of a pin; if such a beginning
be not obtainable a welcome change 1s
afforded by the darling of their fancy
being born to luxury and wealth, and re-
linquishing the same either through a
fair damsel’s smile or through the con-
scientious promptings of a species of in-
tricate Socialism. The latter is rather
in vogue at present. Any scandal of a
highly sensational nature will be received
with avidity. I hope I make myseif
clear; what is required is a story which
will appeal equally to the family -who
spend half their Sundays in church
moralizing on their neighbours’ short-
comings, and to the gin-besotted ofi-
springs of degeneration” who find their
greatest intellectual pleasure in poring
over the details of the latest divorce suit.
Extremes meet, my lord, and we find that
the same story appeals to these widely
divergent classes.”

“I quite understand,” said the Mar-
quis, this time hunching both his legs
unto the chair with him, Pasha fashion;
“you wish my story to appeal to the ultra
religious and to the ultra degraded, hoth
of whose sensibilitics are to be moved
by the same lever. Very good. I was
born of rich and dishonest parents, but
it was always strongly impressed upon
me that my birth was an accident, and
that though I was the means of bringing
my father and mother together in the
bonds of matrimony, I was never a per-
sona grata with either of them, the union
being singularly unhappy. My father
was a burglar, 1 might say a distinguish-
burglar, and my mother was a lady's
maid who had proved herself useful to
him on many occasions; in fact I may
say that the only time that she forfeited
his esteem was in the accident of my
own birth. I must give .my parents
credit, however, for having made the
best of a bad job as far as I am con-
cerned. I was well educated, being sent
under an alias both to an English public
school and University. It was after I
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had been sent down from the latter that
I had my epoch-making interview with
my father, whom up to that time I hag
regarded as a typical example of the
nouveau riche, knowing nothing of his
unfortunate trade. Calling me into his
study he informed me that he was a buyr-
glar and that as he felt that he was get-
ting too old to continue his avocation
witn success and without danger he was
contemplating an early retirement after"
arranging a separation from my mother.
I well remember his last words: ‘It's up
to you now, Randolph; we’ve given you
a good education, a good name, (I was
cailled Randolph  Augustus Edward
Cecil), and you look a gentleman. I
have here for you £5,000 which is all that
remains from the sum I put aside for
your use when you were first born.
You'll have to get out now and look
after yourself.””

To say that the Marquis’ words up to
the present had filled me with astonish-
ment, to state that I had only managed
to keep my balance by holding tightly on
to the mantel-piece, even to aver that I
had replenished my glass during the
above revelation is to convey but the
faintest conception of the feeiing which
I was undergoing. Could this be the
Marquis de Cavalcanti talking?  Was
this really the utterance of the exquisite,
whose manners, charms, wealth and no-
bility had taken New York by storm?
Or were these only the vapourings of a
titled butterfly who sought new amuse-
ment in the tantalizing a Press spider.
Such were the thoughts that had flashed
through my brain while I was standing in
his elegant apartment, replete with all
that wealth and taste could suggest. It
was as if in a dream that I heard his
voice continuing, voicing as it were my
own cogitations,

“To say that I was astonished is to
put but a mild construction on my feel-
ings,” he continued. “I had always con-
sidered that my father had worked his
way to his position from the place of the
proverbial office-boy, and I had there-
fore never felt any surprise at the numer-
ous unconscious vulgarisms of which he
was so often guilty. To use one of your
American expressions, I had always ex-
cused his outbreaks by remembering that
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he had been dragged up with the tea-
spoons and the toothpicks on the table.
But since the days of the American in-
vasion this had been so common that I
had never seriously pondered over the
past which overhung my father. How-
ever, I was not in the mood to allow him
to see my pertuberation. I would show
him that education had not been wasted
on me, and so with the utmost sang-froid
l answered him.

'“Father,” I said, * I am not surprised
at what vou have just told me, and I will
proceed to make good by choosing my
profession according to the custom of
those good old forbears of the Society
out of whom I mean to make my living.’

"So saving 1 walked over to the book-
sitelt whereon he kept what he called the
Old Family Bible. It had always been
somewhat of a puzzle to me, as I had
seen him buy it, dirty it, fill it with
enough ancestors to show our direct de-
scent from the animals in the Ark, but
had never once read it. With a theatri-
cal air I threw it open and laid my finger
on a verse. [ read, 'I cannot dig: to beg
I am ashamed, yet Solomon in all his
glory was not arraved like one of these.’
“There, father,” I said, "I will be one of
these.”

A hush fell over the apartment of the
Marquis at the sound of these words. I
fell into the nearest chair, a mental wreck
and mechanically helped myself to an-
other drink. Outside could be heard the
hum of the traffic, the buzzing of the
bees and the song of the birds; but with-
i was silence between the interviewer
and the self-confessed fraud.

“So I left my father,” continued the

Marquis, “and used the £5,000 together
with my good education as a working
capital. I took a passage to New York

and the title of Marquis de Cavalcanti. I
topk that titie for three reasons. First
ot all because evervone has heard of it;
secondly because nobod\ was likely to he
able to place it, Dumas being out of
fashion in these days, when onlv the lat-
est novel is read, and thirdly because
evervone l\nowmo of it by heresav and
nobod\ being able to place it, it was ex-
treme]\ unllkelv that anvone would care
about the responsibility of questioning it.
A few hundred dollars judiciously scat-
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tered about the newspaper offices, toge-
ther with my irreproachable manners and
clothes, amongst which latter I made use
of some extraordinary garments that I
had once worn at a fancy dress ball, gave
me the entree into New York Society.
For the rest, you know that I am engaged
to Constantina, the only daughter of
Paul, the Pork Butcher, and that the
wedding takes place in exactly three-
quarters of an hour.”

The marquis straightened his legs,
vawned, lit another cigarette and looked
reproachfully at the empty decanter.

“But, my lord,” stammered I. “There
is only one question I wish to ask you,
why vou told me all this?”

“Well, you see, Mr. Martin, I have ar-
ranged that vou will be unable to make
any use of vour knowledge till after the
ceremony is over. Dy the way, you must
par(lon me, but you will be virtually a
prisoner for an hour, and I had a desire
to let Americans know what great offen-
ders they are. ’Jhey condonc in titles
what they punish in the lower strata of
society. My father as a burglar of mere
family jewels might have spent his days
in Smo Sing ha(l he practised over here,
but I, his son, am actually enticed to
burglarise their flesh and blood together
with the familv jewels, plate and what-
ever clse goes with the family, just be-
cause I happen to choose as my cogno-
men the title of one of Dumas’ most con-
summate scoundrels, When the ‘Sensa-
tional Gazette' comes out to-morrow [
supposc there will be what you vulgarly
call a row, but, cela ne fait rien; 1 have
my settlements, mostly in cash already re-
ceived, and the lady will get what she de-
And T don't

sires, namely, notoricty
think that Solomon in all his Gee
whiz! You must excuse me, Mr. Mar-

tin, but [ have only left my self ten min-
utes to dress in.  You will be at liberty in
exactly one hour. Good-bye, and thanks
very much. There's another decanter on
the sideboard.”

Tt was nearly twilight before T awoke,
and as I stumbled out of the house I

heard the newsboys shouting their
specials. “All about the wedding in high
life.” 1 heard, and from the depths of

my heart came the answering refrain:
“Well, who the devil can blame him?”



The Pale Queen.

E. Archer.

lllustrated by D. Wiltshire.

NCE upon a time in the heart
of an oak forest there lived a
swineherd. He was a very
odd fellow. People said that
he was not in his
right mind. I won-
der what they meant
by that! He would
sit playing on a little
pipe made of reeds,
and singing songs to
himself that seemed
to have no begin-
ning and no end.
His wvoice had a
strange sound in it. g
It was like the heart
of the forest and
vour own heart, too.
He was dressed in
rags almost, hut he
was very strong
and idependent. He
could swim and
chmb and run with
the best, and he did
not know what fear
meant.

Once a year he
went to Court to
give an  ac-
count of his
pigs to the 0
steward, an«d -
the Court ser-
vants had a
merry time
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with him,
“Now you
shall hear real
music,” they said, and they took him be-
hind the door to hear the Court band,
The Court band at that time played

S —————

“He would sit blaying oun a pipe made of reeds.”

and the foreign Ambassadors.
often tired.

nothing but coronation marches and
dances turn by turn,

“Oh, is that music?” said the swine-
herd, 1n

a Dbewildered sort of way.
“Really? Let me go
away. It gives me
quite a pain in my
head. I don’t think
I like real music.”
Was there ever

such a simpleton?

The Court band!

Now one day the
Queen sat in her
gorgeous banqueting
hall entertaining
some foreign Am-
bassadors. She was
a pale Queen, with
a weary look on her
face, and she had
curious dim  eyes
that seemed to look
inwards instead of
outwards. She wore
her costly
robes of state,
and the royal
crown on her
head.

It was a
beautiful
crown, but it
was very
heavy, and so
was the royal
sceptre. It of-
tendropped
out of her long
white fingers.
The Queen was tired of the banquet
She was
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It was a'hot day. All the doors were
open, and it so happened that the swine-
herd sat in the kitchen hard by, making
music for the servants.

“Music!” said the Queen, and some-
thing like a taint light flickered across
her face.

The Court band immediately set up a
merry jig. DBut that was not what she
meant.

“Oh, no; not that,” she said.
came from without.”

Then one of the ladies in waiting vol-
unteered the information that it was not
music, only the swineherd amusing him-
self in the kitchen.

“Bring him here at once. At once,”
said the Queen, in the voice of one who
wiil be obeyed.

"You are to go mto the presence of
the Queen at once, blockhead,” they said
to the swineherd, and he answered, “Oh,
am 1?  Very well.” And he walked
into the hall just as he was, because the
Queen had -said “At once,” with the
free step of a man who has the use of
all his limbs.

Of course the Court were all laugh-
ing in their sleeves at the figure he cut,
but he saw nothing of that. Only he
saw the pale face of the Queen and
heard her voice. There were only him-
self and the Queen in the whole world.

“Will vou not sing to me, swineherd?
Your voice is like the forest in spring-
time,” she said.

But when he opened his mouth not a
sound came out of it, and turning on his
heels, he ran with all his might out of
the Court, never stopping till he reached
his old hut in the forest.

How they all laughed at the idiot!

“Your Majesty has not lost much,”
simpered the lady-in-waiting. But the
Queen sighed wearily.

“It was music,” she said.

As for the swineherd it was just the
same for him in the forest Always
the face and the voice.

In the sunshine, in the cool green twi-
light, in running water, -and the song
of birds. Everywhere. Everywhere.
Always the face and the voice.

“Surely I shall see her again,” he
thought,

He did indeed see her again, the very

“It
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next time he went to the Palace, but
she was paler and stiller than ever.

She was lying in state in the ban-
queting hall, so that all the people might
take a last look at their Queen. They
filed in, one by one, and amongst the
humbler sort came the swineherd.

The hall was lighted" with candles, for
the shutters were closed, and the air was
heavy with the scent of rare waxen
white flowers. The Queen did not look
very different, only now the strange eyes
were closed. The heavy crown was still
on her head, and the heavy sceptre was
still in the long, pale fingers. It broke
the swineherd’s heart to look at her.

“It was here I stood Dbefore,” he
thought, “and I could not even sing to
her; such a little thing, and now

He seemed quite lost, and stood so
long at her feet that an official poked
him roughly with a gold stick.

“Get on, get on,” said the official ; for
there were crowds miore to come.

But when the swineherd got so far
as the Queen’s face, he flung up his
arms suddenly with a loud cry. Of
course everyone said, “Hush, Hush!”
but he took no notice of that.

“How 1is this?” he said. “Why have
vou brought her here to be stifled ?”

Oh, he was mad! There could be
no doubt of it!

“How can she be stifled when, alas!
she is dead?” they said.

“She is no more dead than you are,”
said the swineherd.

What a hubbub arose, to he sure.

Not dead! Had not the Court phy-
sician and the Lord High Chamberlain
said that she was dead? What more
could he want? Was she not lying in
state? It was scandalous! It was posi-
tively indecent!

“She is not dead,” said the swine-
herd, “only let me carry her into the
air and the sunshine. Only let me carry
her out of this stifling room.”

“How dare you dream of such a
thing?” said the Court officials, and
everyone tried to push him out of the
hall; but he fought desperately.

“Only let me try,” he cried. “Take
my life afterwards. Only let me try.”

Of course they were too many for
him. They soon pushed him out of the
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hall, and the crowd outside jomed in the
hunt.

“He is an idiot,” they said. So th.ey
pelted him with stones, and drove him
out of the Palace gates with kicks axd
blows.

He fought like a wild beast.

There was blood on his forehgad, an.d
he often fell and got up again. His
lips were drawn and cracked, but he
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room was very still, and the air was
heavy with the scent of flowers, and just
before daybreak they both fell fast asleep.
Now nothing stirred but the wax candles,
which burnt very low and began to throw
strange flickering shadows over every-
thing. You could almost fancy that one
of the shutters was slowly opening.
Surely it was opening! Yes. There
crept in a fgure, very very cautiously.
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He felt her weight no more than the weight of a White Lily.

never ceased to cry in a loud, hoarse
voice, “She is not dead! I tell you, she
is not dead!”
So they drove him out of the town,
All this time the Queen lay still and
white. The night came on. The tired
people and the Court went to bed, all
except two waiting women who sat up
to keep watch Dbeside the Queen. The

It was the swineherd,
back.

How he got there is more than I
can tell you! Perhaps the many gro-
tesque ornaments on the walls helped
him, for he was grotesque, too, and
could climb like a wild cat. Anyhow,
there he was. He had a look on his face
as though he would win all or die; no-

He had come
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bility was on his face now. He crept
in very softly, and looked at the ladies-
in-waiting. Yes; they were fast asleep
indeed. ’

Then he bent over the Queen and lis-
tened, listened.

How still and white she was! Yet
for all that, he knew that she was alive.
At last he laid his ear on the Queen’s
heart. Then he smiled a little.

"It is not too late,” he said.

He was trembling, but I do not think
it was with fear. He lifted the heavy
crown off her head, and took the heavy
sceptre out of her pale fingers. And he
unfastened the clasps of the jewelled
robes of state. There they lay, a mere
empty casket.

But he took the Queen in his arms,
in her simple white dress, and her long
dark hair fell over him like a mantle.
He carried her through the night and the
silence, into the heart of the oak forest.
There was no night for him and no si-
lence. Only music; music. The very
~stars seemed to sing. [t was wonderful!
He felt her weight no more than the
weight of a white lilv, and the high walls
were as banks of roses to him.

III

There were only the Queen and him-
self in the whole world. And in the
morning the Queen woke.

You may imagine the consternation at
Court when the day dawned and the
Queen was nowhere to be found. The
ladies-in-waiting were quite sure they
had not closed their eyes all night. No
one could have entered. Everybody
sought in all possible directions. They

even went into the forest to question the
swineherd. Near the hut they met a
woman gathering flowers and singing.
She was very beautiful and her face was
full of joy. It was the Queen, but they
did not know her. It was a dead Queen
they sought.

The swineherd stood looking on in
amazement. He was about as stupid as
usual, they thought.

After a time they gave up the search
as hopeless.

But the Queen and the swineherd went
away to another land. It was as though
they had found their own country.

And people do not very often find their
own country.

An Old Fashioned Colonel.

Ethel G. Cody Stoddard.

HE first time he came to our
rooms I nicknamed him the Col-
onel ; he looked like one. Then,
too, I felt sure that he was

one of the realold-fashioned gentle-
men, and I took him into my heart at
once. My sister Nora and I have two
dainty tea-rooms up one flight of stairs
off a busy street, and many people find
their way to our quiet nook for a cup
of tea and its accompaniment. It is one
of my delights to study these people—
keeps me cheerful and from thinking
about myself. So it was quite natural
that the Colonel should attract me from

the first. He appeared to be about fifty
(though I am not much good at guess-
ing ages), with iron grey hair and mous-
tache, while his merry brown eyes
wrinkled at the corners. I enjoyed see-
ing him come in, he was such a dear,
The second time he came he brought a
lady with him; evidently a designing
woman, and it actualiy made me cross
to watch her. She was very gay and
simpering, and evidently bent on captur-
ing the Colonel if possible. If she had

‘'had any sense at all, she would have

seen that her tactics were wasted on the
man before her. Once I caught her in
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the act of laying her fingers on his hand,
and I wanted to shake her. Nora says I
must surely be Irish—I am always ready
for a fight at the slightest provocation.
Well if I am Irish—I am proud of it
The Colonel, however, seemed to like
the lady’s kittenish ways, at any rate he
appeared to be highly amused, which
made me want to shake him also. When
I aired my views to Nora, she demurely
asked me if I wanted him myself, else
why should I object to the widow. At
this I flounced away and busied myself
in a far part of the rooms. When they
were gone, I went to carry the tea-
things away and noticed something ly-
ing beside the Colonel’s chair, which
when picked up, seemed at first glance
to be only a bit of newspaper. How-
ever, my bump of curiosity being ever
on the alert, [ examined it closely and
found it was a wedding notice dated
some twenty years back. The girl's
name was Laura Craig, but I am sorry
to say I did not pay particular attention
to the man’s name; I wish now that I
had, but the other stayed in my memory.
I took the paper to the desk and laid it
safelv away. Several days later the Col-
oncl came in again. This time with two
bright happy young girls, whom I judged
to be his daughters until I overheard
one of them call him Uncle.  They
joked and teased the old gentleman to
their heart’s content, finally carrying him
off to procure tickets for the following
day's matinee. As he paid his bill, I
handed him the marriage notice. His
face immediately grew grave; then giv-
ing me a searching glance he thanked
me bruskly and hurried after his charges.

A few days later the two girls came
in alone, and while I was arranging their
table, one of them said: “What time is
it, Edith>”

Edith dived into her hand-bag, and
brought out a gentleman’s watch. “Half
past four,” she answered. “This is Un-
cle Julius’ watch; he asked me to get it
from the jewellers to-day. And now if
you won't betray me, I'll show you a
secret.”

I felt sure the watch in her hand was
one [ had seen the Colonel consult; so
I drawled as much as possible over my
task. I confess I was deeply interested.
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Calmly taking a knife to the back of
the watch (an achievement which I knew
would have greatly worried the Colonel),
Miss Edith pried it open. Glancing over
her shoulder I saw the photograph of a
sweet young woman, with smiling eyes
which looked straight into one’s own.

“Isn’t she a dear? asked Miss Edith-
“She is the only sweetheart Uncle Julius
ever had. She married ages ago, and
Uncle has never looked seriously at an-
other woman since.” Then as she turned
her eyes questioningly upon me, I fled;
though aching to hear more.

The Colonel came in alone a day or
two later, and while sipping his tea read
several letters. As I approached his
table after he had gome, I noticed one
letter minus an envelope lying on the
floor. 1 picked it up and noticed that it
seemed much worn, then almost uricon-
sciously began to read the words which
stared me in the face, and in reading a
few words, I did not, I am ashamed to
say, stop. The letter appealed so strong-
ly to me that when I had finished read-
ing it I copied it at once (which was
disgraceful T'll acknowledge), and still
have it among my most treasured pos-
sessions ; and as I do not know the Col-
onel’s name, I will repeat it here. It
was not dated, but was written in an old-
fashioned hand, which led me to believe
it had not been recently penned, and ran
as follows:

My Beloved—For you are my Dbe-
loved, even though you will not come to
me, and though you nurture bitter feel-
ing in your dear heart against me. If
you would only let me see you in order
that I might explain; but as you will not
do that, T must write to you, for I can-
not go away without in some way re-
instating myself in your dear eyes. DBe-
loved I love you and always shall; living
or dead my heart is yours, and oh, Ju-
lius, my heart is truly broken. This man
whom [ am to marry, has lent my father
money to a large extent, and it cannot
be paid—in money, as father is a ruined
man. He will not let the world know
and has forced me into the breach. My
dear mother, as you know, is very weak:
a shock would I fear, take her away from
us forever, and we dare not tell her the
terrible state of affairs. The doctors ad-
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vise us to take her to the south of
France. This man will secure my father
in his money difficulties and take us all
to France. He wants to leave this coun-
trv and is pleased with the idea. I can-
not deny my mother anything, therefore,
beloved, though it tear my heart out, I
am going to do all that I can to keep
my best loved parent with me; and there
is no other way to accomplish that, but
to marry this man.

Julius, I beg of you, think kindly of
me. Keep one little spot in your heart
warm for my benefit. 1 know you will
marry and be happy, but do not, I beg of
vou, ever quite forget this woman who
loves you. If I were strong, I would
urge you to forget me, but I am not
brave enough to ask you to do that I
would that you might hold me close to
vour heart once more, but that is im-
possible. God bless you my love. In
imagination I kiss your dear lips. Good-
bye, I cannot say more—but I still love
vou while I live, and through etenrity, if
[ may. Laura.

A small orderly came enquiring for
the lost letter the following morning, and
I gave it to him.

At last one day the Colonel came
again, and ordering his usual pot of tea,
sat as if waiting for someone. Present-
Iv a messenger with a bundle of letters,
hurried in and laid them before him.
Wiping his glasses, the Colonel pro-
ceeded to open his mail. My attention
was attracted in another direction for a
few moments. All at once I heard a
queer noise, and looking around was
amazed to see the Colonel standing up
and almost purple with emotion, while
m his hand trembled an open letter.
Scattered everywhere were envelopes
and paprs. His glasses had fallen off
and his cup was upset, though fortun-
ately for us, there was not any tea in
it. T hurried to him and began picking
up the papers.

“Is there anything wrong; can I help
vou in any way?”’ I asked. At this his
glance fell on me kneeling beside him.
“Bless my soul, woman!” he burst out.
“Go away, go away; can’t I read a few
letters without being disturbed?” Pro-
bably my face showed my amazement,
for he paused and snatching the packet
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of papers from my hand, picked up his
hat and hurried away, muttering some-
thing about being “left alone.” The last
I saw of him that day he still had the
open letter waiving in his hand.

I was so astonished that I stood star-
ing after him till I heard someone laugh.
Then I turned to the disordered table
and found the Colonel’'s cane leaning
against the wall: That man seemed to
have a faculty for leaving things with us.
I carried it to the desk where Nora
laughed at my rueful face.

“Whatever happened, honey? Your
dear Colonel looked terribly upset when
he passed me,” she said.

“I'm sure I don’t know. I think his
brain is crooked. Here is his cane; as
usual he left a souvenir of his visit,” 1
answered pettishly, for I was hurt over
the way the Colonel had spoken to me.

Later, a messenger came for the cane,
but mentioned no name and Nora forgot
to ask—much to my disgust. Thus an-
other opportunity to find out my Col-
onel’s name, slipped past; though I cer-
tainly had chances enough when I was
picking up those envelopes, but I did not
think about it at the time, I was too
much worried about the Colonel.

After that we came to the conclusion
that we had lost the Colonel’s custom, as
day after day passed by without a
glimpse of his pleasant face. I missed
him and mourned so much over his ab-
scence, that Nora tcased me, and said I
must have had designs on the old dear.

One dull day late in the fall, when the
rooms were empty, and I was drearily
looking out of the window, I heard some
people come in. When I turned to see
them I stood transfixed, then fairly rub-
bed my eyes. Could I be dreaming or
was it really the Colonel and a lady I
saw before me? Not waiting to see if I
would wake up, I hurried toward them,
and met the Colonel's merry eyes smil-
ing at me in greeting. I stole a glance
at his companion, and my eyes must have
attained the size of saucers, for as I
glanced at the Colonel he chuckled.

“My dear young lady,” he said to me
as soon as they were seated, “I am afraid
I was very rude to you during my last
visit here, but-er-”. Turning to the lady.
“Laura, this is the young woman who re-
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turned to me your lost letter, also that
paper clipping. And the day I received
your never-to-be-forgotten letter, she
tried to help me. But bless me! I nearly
knocked her over and rushed away; my
only thought being to get to you as soon
as possible.”

The lady smiled at me and I was over-
joyed to be able to recognize the features
of the sweet faced picture in the Colonel’s
watch

“It was nothing—I'm glad.” I stam-
mered when the Colonel interrupted me.

“Of course you're glad, so am I. But
remember that when a man is out of
heaven for twenty years and is practi-
cally without hope; that when the gates
are suddenly opened, he cannot be held
responsible for anything he may do.
Isn’t that correct? A double pot of tea
and the usual frills if you please.”

I bustled away and soon returned with
our daintiest new china service. As I
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arranged it before them the Colonel did
not cease his conversation.

“Yes, my love,” he was saying, “right
here at this very table, and I shall con-
sider it mine in future. Here I lost your
letter which brought me so much misery,
and found the other one which brought
you to me again.” Then looking up at
me, “My wife and I expect to come here
often, and hope we may always have
this table,” he announced with a proud
ring in his voice. I murmured an as-
surance which seemed to highly please
the Colonel. They come in quite often,
and I love them both, and delight in
watching them. There seems to be a
golden honeymoon and never ending.
Nora says I spoil them—but who could
help it? Then too, I am trying 1if pos-
sible, to atone for copying that letter,
though I am happy in possessing it.
And through it [ somehow seem to feel
that the Colonel and his wife belong to
me.

A Vibrating Coil.

Keith Wright.

CAN never speak of snakes without

a shudder; but 'tis little wonder.

One experience with squirming

reptiles 1s generally enough for any
man.

Some three vears ago 1 joined a hunt-
ing party bound for the interior of Bri-
tish Columbia, that part generally known
as the "Dry Belt”™ or, sometimes,
“Bunch-grass” country. Prairie chicken,
grouse and ducks proved plentiful and
the “bags™ most gratifving to our pride
as marksmen. We were having the time
of our lives but, as usual, there had to be
something to mar the otherwise perfec-
tion of things:

The “something™ in this case was un-
pleasant, being nothing less than rattle
snakes. These were reported not un-
common, and the many tales of their

viciousness told with pleasant candor by
the ranchers, did not tend to quiet our
nerves, especiaily when climbing likely
hillsides. However, after a week with-
out sight or sound of one I commenced
to feel easier, but did not forget to look
m corners or shake my blankets before
retiring. We were camped on -a knoll
facing a lake of most beautifully clear
water, a spot which some old-timers
warned us was dangerously full of rat-
tlers. Search revealed no trace of any.
so—after eating a hearty supper and
listening for some time to our guide’s
many stories of snakes—rattlers in par-
ticular—we turned in early, having a
big day planned for the morrow.

I suppose I had been lying down about
an hour when a slight rustle attracted
my attention. A waning moon shed 2
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feeble light through the tent enabling
me, by stramning my eyes, to detect a
shadowy form a few feet to my right. My
heart leaped to my mouth—was it a Rat-
tler? My doubt was short lived. An-
other rustle and, horrors! the thing had
moved towards me. Shivers ran up and
down my spine while a cold sweat broke
out over my whole body, but move or
cry out I could not. My eyes were glued
to that form in the shadow. Would it
advance or retreat? Lord! the agonv of
that moment was awful. Again the rus-
tle and a snake, larger than I had ever
imagined any Rattler could be, was be-
side me with it’s head raised to strike.
My God! It was terrible. Even now,
safely at home I tremble to think of it.
With a wild shriek I leaped up and threw
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myself upon the thing endeavoring to
grasp the slimy brute below the head and
thus strangle it; but my grip was too
weak and—horror of horrors—slowly but

surely the wriggling mass forced itself
through my hands bending its repulsive
head and jaws towards my wrists. I
strained every nerve and put forth every
ounce of strength I possessed, but death
in that hideous form oozed nearer and
nearer.

Just as I had given up all hope, my
arm was given a terrible jerk while, at
the same time, I felt a mighty solid dig
in the ribs and heard a voice saying, “"Let
go my arm you crazy devil and lie down
and go to sleep—camp’s no place for
nightmares.”

The Old Fashioned Garden.

Agne~ Lockhart Hughes.

A sweet old fashioned garden by the dusty road it grew,

With tiger-lilies nodding in the sun;

And poppies dressed in scarlet, bending o'er forget-me-nots,
Whose pilgrimage had only just begun.

The phlox was running riot, with the gay nasturtiums bloom
S 3 S ) ’

And asters whispered to a marigold;

While the hollvhock a-tremble, wooed the morning glory, coy,
Where chrysanthemums once shivered in the cold.

A stately old sunflower that had leaned against the wall
And laid her head upon the window-sill,

Stooped o'er the flowering almond, and listened to the hymn,
That was singing ‘midst the pines on yonder hill.

Beside the porch a fuschia crept, to breathe the infant’s breath,
And cockscombs set the blue-bells all a-ringing—

"Till the oleander frowning, shook some petals on the ferns,
And the velvet-hooded dahlia stopped her singing

Then the autumn plants grew silent, to sweet William’s glad delight,
And geraniums clasped the castor-beans in fear;

While daylight, softly dying, from her chalice spilled the dew,
"Till it glittered on the rosebud, like a tear.

But the magic moonbeams shining, silvered all the sleeping flowers
And the garden old, grew wondrous strange and white;

While ’neath the fence, a pansy crept—and silent kissed my feet—
Then—I plucked it—shut the gate—and said—‘‘good night.”



What's in

a Name?

Billee Glynn.

NCE I was called “Frank Shelley
Smith,” but now it’s Irank
Shelley-Smythe. That sounds
rather paradoxical, doesn’t it?

Well, this tale is paradoxical, too,
so far as Lilian is concerned,
for she is a paradox of the most pro-
nounced—yet charming—type. Anyway
it was all the fault of her and Jones that
my change of name came about. Ifor
myself, in consideration of the fact that
it's the man makes the name not vice
versa and with no small conceit in re-
gard to my own personality and quali-
fications, I had always been content with
my  rather hackneyed patronymic,
“Smith™: and it was not till the night
[ asked Lilian to take it that I suddenly
became aware of its shortcomings in the
cars of a woman at least. The curse
of it then fell upon me like a thunderbolt
from sunny skies—if I may use that
overdone simile. It was at Lilian’s home
in the suburbs, and happened thus. In
a glow of poetry and passion from hav-
ng sat that afternoon to a matinee per-
formance of “Romeo and Juliet,” I found
courage to put the question to Lilian
which I had been conning in mind so
long. Would she be Mrs. Smith? These
were not the exact words, of course, but
the “Mrs., Smith” was to it, and what
unlucky chance of wording ever caused
me to get it there I cannot imagine. Per-
haps it was over-confidence; because
Lilian was every whit as poetic at that
moment as myself, and as I gazed into
her blushing face after introducing the
important query I had every hope of a
favorable reply. But alas! Lilian’s poet-
icness had a taste of tragedy in it. She
paused long enough to make me believe
a few worlds with a sun or two thrown
in depended on her answer, and then
burst out with the following:

“Oh, be some other name!

What's in a name? that which we call a
- rose

By any other name would smell as sweet;

So Smith would were he not Smith
called

Retain that dear perfection which he
owes

Without that title—Frank, dearest, doft
thy name,

And for thy name which is no part of
thee

Take all thyself.”

Well, thinking that this was only Lil-
ian’s whimsical way of acceding to my
proposition, I did “take all herself,” and
that before she had time to resist; but
what was my surprise when [ at length
set her free and asked her to name the
day to find she had heen in earnest.

“I'm so sorry, Frank,” she said, pout-
ing tragically, “but I really never could
consent to be called Smith.”

“You do not love me, then?”’

“Oh, yes, it’s the name itself I mean—
just think of changing Lilian Doris Ver-
non for Smith—plain Smith.”

Of course, I laughed at this, remark-
ing that she would still have the “Lilian
Doris”; but she persisted earnestly:

“It’s nothing to laugh at—I am just
sure I would faint the first time anyonc
called me ‘Mrs. Smith.’”

“But the second, and third, and the
thousandeth,” T suggested.

“Just that many more faints! I would
never get used to it in the world. Of
all the names on earth I always disliked
that most. If it were not that you're it,
Frank, T would say I hated it—it’s so
common, so suggestive of prosaic things
—of green-grocers in standard novels.
You may have noticed that I always
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avoided calling you Mr. Smith even at
the first.”

Her “Frank” having so charmed me
in other ways, this intelligence was rather
unpalatable; and I hastened to interpose
Jest she might out with other disillu-
sionments to haunt my romance.

“This is all foolishness,” 1 argued,
growing serious. “It’s the man not the
name that counts—there’s nothing green-
grocery about me I hope?”

“Do you suppose I would have kept
vour company so long if you had been
like your name?”

“Then you do not love me.”

“That is mean, Frank, after me letting
vou—kiss me.”

There was such reproach in her tones
that I, of course, had to wipe out my
meanness by a further draft on her “let-
ting,” which, however, had somethma of
a struggle in it.

“Come, now,” I commanded the next
instant, “I’ve done fooling, Lilian,
Prove yourself to be in earnest and let
me know how soon it can be.”

She pouted prettily. “There is really
no use talking about it, Frank,” she re-
turned, “while you bear that name.”

My life would be nothing but a burden
as Mrs. Smith. Oh, be some other
name!

“You're still at the play,” I interrupted,
suspecting that she had been only ban-
tering me all along; “I will wait until
to-morrow when you will have recovered
completely from Shakesperian effects.”

“To-morrow,” however, her answer
was the same, and for fifty or more “to-
morrows” afterward; and I had passed
from pleading to vexation, and from
vexation to despair. There seemed no-
thing for it but to be born again, or
murder all the other “Smiths” on earth
to make the name at once uncommon and
notorious,

It was at this stage of the case that I
mentioned the matter to Jones on the
reportorial staff of “The Call,” who was
a very close friend of mine and shared
my bachelor’s quarters in the city.

Having been in the habit of going out
to see Lilian’s elder sister he had viewed
the whimsical side of my obdurate Juliet
from a personal standpoint, and aware of
the tenacity of prejudice that in a charm-
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ing way—usually—went to make up her
nature, was not disposed to pass the mat-
ter off as a joke—though it appealed in
no small way to his sense of humor.

“Don’t see how I can help you in this,
Frank,” he said at length.

“Hang it all,;” I emphasized, “vou're
used to ‘scooping’ things—can’t you
suggest something ?”

“Really, Frank, I never asked a girl
myself,” he responded.

I was much disappointed in Jones.

A week later it was civic holiday and
I was leaving for Lilian’s, when I no-
ticed a letter on the table which had evi-
dently been left for me. It was posted
in the city, and I opened it to read with
no inconsiderable surprise the following :

“You are a master of jiu-jitsu. Would
you be a master of love?

Her—the Densmore Road—Riddle’s
Wood—broken auto—this aft.”

This strange epistle kept me thinking
all the way to Lilian’s. 'Who had sent
it—Jones? It did not think so. It was
not his scrawl; besides I had seen him
that morning, @ and he would have told me
instead of writing. Was it the ruse then
of some clever robber who had got hold
of my secret and was making use of it
for his own ends. Hunting my pockets
I found I had two fifty dollar hills and
some loose change. I put the bills in-
side the leg of my stocking. “Now,” I
said. “I'll take the risk—anything for
Lilian!”

I do not think she ever looked more
lovely or was more amiably charming
than on that day. She was dressed in
an navy-blue silk stuff, with some touches
of white on it here and there, and the
way her softly-tinted face with its crown
of burnished golden hair showed above
this setting was nothing less than “rav-
ing”’—to spe'1k poetlcallv In the pas-
sion of her beauty I had hard work in
restraining myself from beginning the
“Smith” controversy with her right at
the outset in the hope of convincing her
by a strong, ringing appeal to tenderer
Sl.lSC(:‘ptlbl]ltleS, but I disliked the
thought of even ruffling the surface of
her graciousness. Besides the mystery
of the note had got hold of me; and it
was in remembrance of it that I glanced
secretly at my watch from time to time.
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Proposing to spin in the “auto” at length
I found Lilian quite in accord with the
project.

Seated in the car with her it occurred
to me as not being a bad idea—as a sort
of last fling of my own bait—to again
offer her the oft-rejected name of
*Smith.”

»Oh, Frank, don't,” she responded. *I
thought that subject was tabooed.”

“Not till you consent to the adoption
of yout new name,” I returned.

“Of your old one, you mean,” she re-
joined with a smile of mockery. “Well,
then the argument is likely to last for-
ever unless you shouid begin to consider
the matter of becoming 'Vernon.”

“Prove your royalty to evade the law,”
I replied, “and I'll adopt your name in a
minute.” .

“So quickly! You're the one most in-
terested ; why not prove it yourself?”

“As queen of my heart,” I responded
quixotically, looking in her bright face,
*I need no proof that you are royal ex-
cept my eyes. You are the very first
aristocrat of beauty. DBut the world is
slow to believe in ‘blue-blood’ and gen-
calogical trees.”

“'I hen there's nothing to do hut cut it
out till you're born again, Irank.”

“Will a birth in spirit do?” I asked;
“my morals, you know, can stand some
mending.”

“No, nor your berth at sea.”

“I'm aware of that,” I rejoined, “for
I have been terribly at sea without land-
ing anything but mal-de-mer of the heart
ever since the afternoon of “Romeo and
Juliet.”

Lilian laughed and we dropped the
conversation. ‘

At Riddle’'s Wood I surreptitiously cut
oft the motor power and the machine
came to a dead stop. Lilian had been
gazing at the scenery on the other side
of the road, but turned quickly around.

“What is the matter?” she asked.

"The machine absolutely refuses to
go,” I replied, jerking pretentiously at
the steering apparatus, and inwardly
thanking my stars for Lilian’s ignorance
in regard to “autos.”

“What are we to do?” she queried
half anxiously.

“Oh! I guess it’s nothing very serious
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that's wrong,” I said; “I will get out
and examine the machine.”

The next moment I had alighted and
was looking the ‘“auto” over carefully.
Lilian sat in the car perplexed and wait-
ing—the most beautiful picture that ever
tormented man—and I kept fumbling
away and waiting too. I did not know
exactly for what, and 1 did not care
much if it were a regiment of Russian
Cossacks provided it might help me to
break the whimsical prejudice of the
lovely woman whom I had such an eager
desire to adorn with my poor patronimic
The “It” however took so long in mak-
ing an appearance that I had about given
up hope, and was thinking of mounting
the car again, when a sudden rustling
of bushes and a sound of footsteps at-
tracted my attention from behind. The
next instant with Lilian’s low exclama-
tion of horror in my ears 1 had turned
about to face a half dozen of the most
radically-looking brigands imagination
ever conjured. The foremost, present-
ing a revolver, demanded in guttural
tones the woman and machine or my
life. At this Lilian gave a smothered
cry: but I reassured her with a quiet
smile and a gesture of my hand—though
in consideration of the fact that they
looked so much like business I was mn-
wardly trembling myself. Then I turned
to the man.

“The machine,” T said, “is at present
cut of running order; the woman is my
promised bride; you have surely more
sense of honor than to break up an en-
gagement ?”’
~ "An engagement!” he returned sneer-
ingly. “When was the important affair
to come off? T never believe in thosc
things unless T hear the exact date.”

I stood for an instant nonplussed, then
turned with an appealing look to Lilian,
yvhile the group of bandits stood regard-
mg us grimly behind their masks.

) She hesitated, flushed then said softly,

We were to be married on the fifteenth
of next month.”

The leader of the gang lifted his hat
with a most graceful bow.

) “We are in time, my lady,” he said,
to find you a better husband and a par-
son close at hand to do the trick.”

Lilian colored in dismay. But un-
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heeding the bandit turned to me with the
command :

“Put up your hands there, Jack.”

“If T refuse?” I said.

IFor answer a shot was fired in close
range to my head. I could have ducked
for I was actually scared, but I had a
temper and as before intimated I was a
master of jiu-jitsu. Before the leader
had recovered himself to again command
his gun, I was at him, and with a quick
turn of the wrist had disarmed him;
throwing him the next instant heavily
to the ground. I had not time to pick
up the revolver before the others—who
appeared unarmed—were on me; but I
met them with my foot on the weapon.
The scuffle was short and apparently
fierce. I had a glimpse of eyes behind
masks; a sense of bodies hurling them-
selves against me with obvious fury to
fall back the next instant at a touch; of
nands gripping me to relax their hold—
while I made hurried, ostentations use of
a:l the science at my command; then I
managed to pick up the revolver from
the ground, and at the sight of it the
whole gang took to their heels and ran.
I fired a couple of shots after them, found
out suddenly what was wrong with the
“auto,” and a minute later had left Rid-
dle’s wood with its highwaymen behind,
and with Lilian seated at my side—the
light of hero-worship in her eyes—was
cutting the rods off the return journey
at a racing clip.

“Are vou hurt, Frank ?” she had asked
almost tenderly as I jumped into the car.
And T had replied "No, I jiu-jitsued
them™; turning the machine put it to its
best gait to avoid further questioning.
I was afraid I might not appear “natural”
after such a terrible conflict.

Of course I entreated Lilian not to
mention the matter at the house. We
had no sooner got there, however, and
were instalied with other members of
the family on the verandah, when who
should come wheeling up the driveway
at telegram-hearing speed but Jones. He
dismounted like a man having a duty to
perform, and without ceremony walked
up and wrung Lilian’s hand.

“Allow me to congratulate you, Miss
Vernon,” he said earnestly, “on your es-
cape from the most terrible band of bri-
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gands and woman-abductors in the
United States—"the Mississippi White-
caps!” They were supposed to have
landed in this state from the West several
weeks ago, but nothing happened to
prove the rumor till this case of yours.”
‘Lhen at the growing look of wonder on
her face. “I heard the whole affair from
a farm-boy who watched it hid behind
the fence, being too frightened to reveal
himself.”

At this point he suddenly turned to
me, giving me an enthusiastic clap on
the shoulder.

“Smith,” he exclaimed, “you’re a won-
der—a prodigy! To do a half dozen
ruffilans of the type of the ‘Mississippi
Whitecaps™ in as many seconds almost,
and that unarmed, is a feat for a Her-
cules—a modern Sampson. Your nerve
my dear fellow, is nothing less than tre-
mendous. I would have run a mile from
one of them. The thing is really worth
a scare heading.”

“Jones,” I entreated, “you will say no-
thing about this in the paper?”

“Say nothing!” he reiterated, as if he
did not quite grasp my meaning; and
then without committing himself either
way, and with a hint that he had a pro-
fessional engagement to keep, he again
took to his wheel and disappeared with
as little ceremony as he had come.

Of course Lilian’s family had to get a
realistic account of the hold-up in minu-
tiae after that, and I was obliged to ac-
cept all sorts of compliments with as
good or bad grace as I could muster,
The flow of eulogy on my behalf was
such—combined with the tragic earnest-
ness displayed by Jones—that when I at
length struck out for home my head was
in such a jumble that I scarcely knew
whether I had been up against the real
thing or not. The note of the morning
did not afford any very clear deductions,
and I was utterly unable to cope with
the possible results the affair might have
for me and Lilian. I even forgot Jones’
remark about the scare-heading, and the
probability of his putting the affair in
print; and I did not see him that night
to remind me of it.

The next morning, however, the first
thing T ran against was a newsboy yell-
ing “Mississippi Whitecaps” at the top
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of his voice, with my own name sub-
joined, and I hastened to buy a paper.

You could have blown me over with
a breath. There was the whole thing on
the front page, exaggerated tenfold, and
adorned with the regulation scare-head-
ing—which cont'nned in its lower grada-
tions even the date of my enoaocment to
Lilian, or the one rather she lncl men-
tioned to the leader of the bandits.

Of course after the first shock of no-
toriety this showed me the light in Jones’
plan—for I knew it had been Jones now.
And when I appeared before Lilian with
the paper that evening, it was with a
feeling that since the matter had gone so
far [ might as well do my part to bring
it to the proper conclusion—the one
Jones had meant, and I myself, heartily
desired.

“There,” I said, throwing down the
paper before her with affected repug-
nance, “he’s gone and done it in spite of
us. I'll cut that fellow forever for that.”
Then I sank into a chair and looked mis-
erable.

Lilian, of course, was at once in a
terrible way about the notoriety of the
thing. Dut this first discomfiture was
nothing compared to her infliction when
she read in the lower headlines of the
account—in ‘cap’ letters aggravatively
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black—the announcement of our engage-
ment, and she exclaimed vehemently on
the audacity of yellow journalists.

“I wonder who told him that?”’ she
asked petulantly when she had recovered
her breath.

“The farmer’s boy probably
turned.

“Well, he Il have to correct 1t in the
next issue.’

But I rose to meet the altuathII and
took her hand.

“Is it not correct now ?”
looking in her eyes.

Her face flushed and she turned again
to the paper. But I was not to be put
off this time,

“Is it not correct?” I persisted, pinch-
ing the shell-like ear that showed like a
jewel in the mass of blonde hair,

Then she raised her eyes for an in-
stant with a strange glimmer of humor
in them and pomted to the paper.

“I rather like your name spelt like
that,” she asid softly. “Why didn’t you
tell me before there was a hyphen in it?’

My friendship with Jones from that
moment became eternal. He had spelt
my name, “Frank Shelley-Smythe,” a
hyphen connecting the middle and sur-

name. And it has remained so till this
dav.

I re-

I pleaded,

The Praitie.

Blanche E. Holt Murison.

Have )ou ever stood, I wonder,
In the vastness of the przurleP
Where all space seems torn asunder,
And you feel like some lost Peri,
Lifted up by Fate and hurled,
To the confines of the world!

Oh! the silence and the stillness,
How it creeps into your bem<I
Oh! the solitary chillness
Of the things bevond your seeing ;
Oh! the thoucrhts that o'er you rush
In the nearness of the hush!
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How it grips you in its tenseness,
Like the clutch of unseen ﬁnoels
- Till Invincible Immenseness,
Is the only thought that lmoelo,
Out there on the prairie sod,
Just yourself, the sky, and God.

How it makes you feel your smallness,
How it brings you to your knees;
Out amid that mighty Allness
Of superb tranquillities:
Face to face with primal laws,
And the one Eternal Cause!

O’er your senses steals the calling
Of the voices of the air;

Through the silence softly falling

- From the realms of Other-where:

Like capricious winds that veer,

Sounds you feel, but never hear.

While an overwhelming longing,
Fills your being to the brim;
And your pulsing blood is thronging

Full and free through every limb:
Till you seem a very part
Of that boundless prairie heart.

Then you dimly grasp the splendor
Of the vastuess of the Whole ;—

Of the Thought that could engender
All these spaces, and control

Their unharnessed dignity

With such calm benignity.

And there throbs a subtle union
Through the strain of life’s resistance;
And all une\plessed communion
With this Deity of distance;
Till you feel in kindred mood
With the heart of solitude.

Winning courage, stronger, braver,—
From the source of the All—owmg,
Delving deep, though faith may waver,
To the naked truth of living:
Claiming strength for ways untlod
From the 511ent things of God.



The Case of the S. S. Arran.

Patrick Vaux.

NTQO Hamilton Harbour, Bermuda,
the cool Atlantic was welling to lap
and gurgle against the ahlppmcr
moored alongsxde the wharf and

uays, where all was intense activity.

That afternoon not a military base of

Great Britain’s or belonging to the Two
Powers declaring hostilities against her
but rang with systematic hurry-skurry.

Towards the east end of the harbour

lay the Arran, cargo steamer of the Brit-
ish Line, owned by Woodman, Rucker,
Klein and Co. On board her the din and
dust of discharging cargo had suddenly
stopped. Aiready her carpenter was bat-
tening down her hatches, and the boats-
wain hurrying the grimy discontented
hands now unslacking and hauling
aboard her mooring wires and hawsers.

Her master, James Holinshed, stand-

ing in the shade of the bridge-deck awn-
ing, was anxiously eyeing them. He
hailed his chief mate, who was passing
forward, red-faced and perpsiring with
his exertions, vocal and muscular.

“What's wrong with the hands, Gil-

more? Thev're working as if it was
a month of Sundays?”

“They are slack, very slack, sir!”
plied thc mate, wiping his face. “The
owners’ wire to discharge cargo at I\mO-
ston, instead o’ here, h'lq put them out o’
all their calculations. It was to be a
night’s drift ashore for them to-night!
lhe\ thought, too, ve intended shlppmo
fresh qtom"

“lresh stores!” snapped the master.
“Nonsense! The owners do make it a
point to man their vessels with crews

re-

seven-sixths  foreigners, but thev don't
save much on the provisions. In this
ship there’s no to'g'lan tea or dog-

chowder. Either some one is getting at
the men, or this sudden Ollt])lC'lk of war
1s turning their heads.”

“A littie of both, sir! More than once
these last few davs, I've had to check

the second mate for gassing with deck-
hands, and yesterday, the ‘chief’ ran him
out o the stokehold, double-quick.
There will be danger, sir, with him.”

Gloomily the skipper looked at the men
on the after deck. Their excited under-
tones fell on his ear.

“Redhelt? Yes, as vou say, Gilimore,
he does not seem straight. I'll speak to
him on occasion. We back out as soon
as the pilot comes aboard. . "

It was just on sunset when the Arran

slowed down outside Hoghsh Cut, and
discharged her piiot. To the twanging
of her engine-room telegraph, ‘IFull

speed ahead,” the British merchantman
surged forward for Jamaica and hostili-
ties.

“Starboard watch will go below,
Mr. Redhelt,” said the skipper.
ricks and gear are stowed fast,
wind does come down.”

“Not much look of it in day sky. sir,”
the second mate answered, as he stepped
to the bridge rail to hail the watch.

The expression of contradiction on
Redbelt's obtuse face irritated the skip-

now,
*Der-
if the

per.
lts usual tactiturnity was gone. he
thought. A covert elation seemed to

have superseded it.

On Holinshed's ear came the jabbering
of the watch going helow. Not a single
word of English rang from the seven
seamen,

“Sing out to these men to make less
noise, Mr. Redheit,” he exclaimed testily.
“This isnt a Sonk Powly boarding-
house!" '

“Schweigt da, kerls,”
roared,
rail.

Instantly all the men on deck wheeled
amidships. Momentary silence ensued.
It was followed by nods, winks and whis-
perings among the men on deck.

“Mr. Redhelt, German methods don't

the second mate
thrusting himself out over the
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suit a British crew,” quoth Holinshed in
sharp voice. “You are on a British ves-
sel, and don’t you forget it. IKeep an
finglish tongue in your mouth.”

“Dey mind did forget me. So wenig
Englisch is spoken in dese Englisches
schiff.”

The skipper winced under the ill-dis-
guised contempt,

“That is neither my concern nor yours,
my man!" he rejoined curtiy. Do your
duty honestly, and speak it in English,
or I'll want to know why.”

The relieved wheel, a Dutchman
(West Frisian), grinned to his mates as
he went forward. The watch on deck
resumed their imterrupted tasks. But
their demeanor, side long looks at Red-
helt as he came down the bridge ladder
and made for the saloon companion,
much puzzled the skipper.

“I'll need to settle his hash for him,”
said he to the chief mate. *About light-
ing up?  Yes, the usual lights. I'li
sooner chance being taken by one of the
enemy's three cruisers hanging around
than douse the lights and then be blown
to bits by one of ours, taking us for the
enemy.”

Loud chaotic chattering echoed amid-
ships, from the forecastle.

Holinshed stirred fidgety about.

“Not a word, not a word of English,
Gilmore! Just hear to them. What the
deuce is wrong with them?”

Out of his tall forecastle poured sea-
men and stokers, their voices incompre-
hensible and exciting. The men on deck
joined them. Louder grew the hubbub,
as the threatening, encouraging, remon-
strating men advanced to the bridge.

“In for a row, they are, sir,” cried
Gilmore, leaping beside his officer.

One seaman carried a mugful of tea
breast-high. An unwashed trimmer had
a tin dish half-filled with scouse. An-
other held a chunk of bread, stuck on
the point of his clasp-knife, at arms’
length above his head. Gesticulating.
challenging the boastful crowd rushed
amidships.

“Not a man of them worth his salt!”
the skipper blurted out, his voice thick
with anger. “I'll go down, and talk to
them, by God, I will! Gilmore, vou stay
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on the bridge. The other officers are
coming.”

The third mate, a quiet Swede, had
heard the racket, and hurried on the
bridge-deck. Norris, the chief engineer,
coming out of his cabin, forced a way
for his big body, and took up position be-
side the third, just behind the master,
who had halted half way down the lad-
der. Redhelt, wiping his mouth and
numbling to the men, shoved an easy
passage through the excited throng.
Standing by the foot of the iadder he
watched master and men with eager cat-
like glances.

“What is all this about?” Holinshed
asked. *“You, there, Ebers!” pointing his
foreinger at a bellowing Dantzicer.
“Shut your mouth.”

His resolute voice, his unconcerned-
ness, the masterfulness of his address,
broke the exuberance of the crowd.

It became silent, save for two stokers.
jabbering and flinging their hands about,
and the few Scandinavians on its out-
skirts talked in low hasty whispers.

“What d'ye want?” cried the master
sharply. “What are you playing at
Mumbo-Jumbo for, eh?”

The trimmer, a Belgian, thrust forward
his dishful of cold victuals. The expres-
sion on his grimy, surly face was of vin-
dictiveness, not disgust or anger.

“Ve shay tiss now ish dam bad, by
Gott it ish; It makes te shtomacke-acke,
captain.”

“Ya, ya! An’ dese brot ist nicht gut!™
shouted a dog-faced Hessian, officiously,
shoving his chunk of soft tack into the
dish. to ofter it to the master.

“Not good? Not good? Holinshed re-
peated in a harsh voice.

He smelt the scouse. Giving his at-
tention to the soft tack, slowly he ate it.

“These stores bad, vou say? Elh,
what? he rapped out. I suppose none
of ve have ever sailed in a “Vaterland’
vessel, with her stinking bacon and put-
rid pickles! These stores of mine—bad?
D'ye get better in your crimnig houses
down the Referbahn, at Altona, eh? It's
just anything for a row, with you. Bad
stores? Is this a man ship? D'ye get
cow-jipper and double belt pie on board-
my boat! You, ve lazy swine!”
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He came down a step or two, and the
crowd fell back, its turbplency checked.

This man with the steel-gray eyes, and
dominant bearing, appeared admantine.
His eves found the back of every man'’s
head, so they felt. Already they all were
beginning to wonder if they had been
fooied, if they really had any chance
against him.

The “swelled heads” found themselves
left in a group by themselves, standing
at the foot of the ladder, and unable to
get away from the second mate’s menac-
INg eves. '

“Bad stores?” repeated that sarcastic
voice overhead. “What ye all need is
plenty work and black draught. Lay
for'ard now. D’ve hear. No more of
this.”

The master stepped off the ladder.

Hot voices filled the air. A few of
the malcontents began to edge away.
Others refused to budge further.

Norris and Erichsen came down be-
hind the skipper. On the bridge, Gil-
more lost his air of nonchalance, and
put his right foot on the bridge ladder.
His fists were screwed tight in his coat
pockets.

“He's the good old sort, by God, he
is! Wil they keep their hands down,
will they keep their hands down?” he
asked himself. ,

The master stalked down on the hands.

They scattered. The watch scuttled in
all directions. The boatswain's voice
trumpeted furiously.

It was now Holinshed turned to his
second mate.

“Redhelt, if T find you coming and
going among the hands. by God, T clap
vou into irons. Mind that.”

S ES EIS % S

Tingtang went five bells on the bridge ;
tingtang answered the forecastle head.

The lookout examined masthead and
sidelights.  He calied out, “All ees vell,
sar. Lights burnin’ bright.” Then fur-
tively resumed pulling at his pipe.

“[Faugh, very warm! Not much sleep-
mg for me to-night, at any rate,” said
the skipper to the third, on coming out
of the chart-house. “The fo'castle is not
vet quiet. Hello, what d'ye see there?”

The third. who had been staring away
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to port, removed the night glass from
his eve.

“Fo'castle is not quiet, sir. Twenty
minutes or so ago, two steamers in line
astern, cruisers, I'd say, passed on a
parallel course.”

“The Endymion and Seahorse, I ex-
pect. They were to leave Bermuda
dockyard for Castries this evening,” re-
plied Holinshed. *But, just listen to that
jabbering for-ard.” :

He frowned at his funnel’s smoke,
gray for a few feet in the haze of the
masthead lantern as it trailed down
wind.

“Wonder what they’re talking about,”
he muttered to himself. “I don’t like it.
A spark fires loose powder, and it looks
like we've too much lying around. War
and worry getting on my mnerves, [
think.”

The night was very dark, and, over-
head, indistinct clouds hung low like the
deep fringes of a gigantic canopy. The
sea lay calm, with a slight groundswell
from the south-west, and exuding a
strong salty aroma. Damp and sultry
blew the westerly breeze, too faint to
move the vapours cloaking the heavens
with their myriads of stars.

With ever recurrent dip and roll the
steamer was swisling onwards at eight
knots. In the waters, edged with a thin
rip and foam where they eddied and
sucked along the broadside into the
wake, tremulous fires, blue, green and
purple . flickered and coiled intrically
into the further darkness.

The chief mate drew his stumpy round
body up on the bridge. Peering ahout
to see where the officer of the watch was.
he beckoned the master aside.

“I‘o'castle very restless, sir.”

“So I hear, so I hear,” the skipper ex-
claimed petulantly.

“The deck and stokehold hands are to-
gether, sir. Redhelt was amongst them.
So “Chips’ says. The Deutscher’s snor-
ing like a pig now.” '

Holinshed bit his lips.

Said he in a short, jerky voice, “They
mean nothing, mean nothing. My
barkers—Ileft-hand top drawer. Get ‘em
—VYour own, too. Tell the engineers to
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pe on the alert. Only seven of us Bri-
tishers against the thirty-four of em.”

Eight bells (midnight) went.  The
iresh watch came on. The second mate
went on the bridge. And over the pitch-
hlack waste pressed the Arran confident-
Iv, as if all was well.

" The master out of the corner of his
eve scrutinized Redbelt.

His face was flushed, or so it seemed
in the illumination of the binnacle light,
No drowsiness hung on its ribbed eye-
lids. Quick and comprehensive was the
second mate looking about him. He
wore the air of authority, and it became
him. Determination stiffened his mouth.

As if unconscious of the master near
him, he addressed the wheel loudly, com-
mandingly, in his native tongue.

“Damn you,” raged Holinshed, grip-
ping him by the shoulder, “what did I
say before about all this? Have ye no
sense of an officer’'s proper behaviour?
Speak English, will ye—none of that
cursed lingo!”

Redhelt wrenched himself free.

“Sohweinhund!” he roared, his eyes
fired with long suppressed enmity. “Nun
ist dieses schiff ein Deutsches schiff. Nun
ist der krieg. Vor-kastell, da! Arner, Cut-
terman, Wessel. Mir an die hand creh n.’

Like a madman he threw h]mself on
the master.

Holinshed’s fist caught him under the
chin, and he went reeling aside. The
wheel came rushing, head down, and
threw himself 1cramst the skipper’s knees.

As he tumbled on his back, hoarse
agonized cries broke from the forecastle
and well deck. A fighting cmsmcr.
crowd surged amldshlps
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Yelling men streamed up from the
stokehoid. A report echoed through the
engine-room skylight, to be followed by
a scream terrible in its intensity. Then
the engines slackened down. Gutteral
cries of triumph arose in the air.

Holinshed and the wheel rolled
death-grips.

The panting Silesian with legs en-
twined was hammering furlously at his
face. But the Endlnshman s fingers cir-
cled his throat, strangling life out of him.

A horrible stinging pain flashed
through the back of his head, stars lept
mto his eyes. As he turned to face the
fresh attack the next swinging blow from
the mate’s foot smote him senseless.

“Verddammt Englisches aas!” Red-
helt burst out with, dealing another vin-
dictive blow.

Erichsen and the second engineer lay
battered and bloody, alongside the galley,
tied back to back, some of the hands
standing over them revolver m hand.
In a pool of blood near the alley-way
was huddled the chief mate, apparently
dead. The few Scandinavians lay groan-
ing, bleeding to death from clasp-knife
wounds, on the well deck and beside the
forecastle hatch.

The coup-de-main was accomplished.
The first prize of the war was taken.

Already Gustave Redbelt, unter-lieu-
tenant zur see, was being hoched in de-
lirious triumph by the crew. Most of
them belonged to the Seewehr, that great
naval reserve of the German Empire’s.
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And on board British merchantmen

are over 23,821 men of German’'s Naval
Reserve.




By 0. Jieoley

Mlﬁ‘éD mic.q.

HE strength of a nation depends
upon the integrity of the home.
The integrity of the home de-
pends upon the degree of
pleasure and comfort which it produces.
These in turn depend more largely upon
the class of people who occupy the homes
than upon the home itself. Crabbed, sei-
fish people will spoil any home—tyran-
nical parents drive their sons to the pool-
room, their daugiters to the street and
from such start the descent which cul-
minates in the wrecking of homes, is
easy.

It 1s in the end, quite probable that
the original cause of all this lies more
at the door of homes proper than would
appear at fArst glance. Pleasant, health-
ful surroundings produce healthy, pieas-
ant people. The home has a very ma-
terial place in this production. If there
were more pleasant homes, there would
be fewer crude people on the street.
There would consequently be less un-
pleasantness to bring home from busi-
ness. The fact is, that unhealthful sur-
roundings of any kind, act and re-act—
the street upon the home—the home up-
on the streetr DBut economists are not
wrong in considering the home, the cita-
del of the nation. A man can hardly
choose the character of his business sur-
roundings, but he can, if he has modest
means, live in a healthful spot in the
midst of a clean, healthy home life, and
to this end, all the legislation of coun-

tries is directed, in order that their citi-
zens may grow up strong, clean and
honest.

Not enough attention is paid now-a-
days to the aspect of a house inside and
out. To say that it should be inviting
is to voice a truism—yet a false notiou
of economy on the part of owners, and
the oppressive rapacity of builders, re-
sults in the maximum of utility with the
minimum of expense; and only sufficient
of those desirable qualities to satisfy con-
ventional demands.

It should be the ambition of every man
to have the cosiest cottage on the street
—the best tended garden and the most
sanitary surroundings. This is the pur-
pose of clean citizenship—the things
which are most conducive to neighbourly
respect and a healthy social influence.

Yet what do we find. It appears that
the speculative builder considers the
question of cost only; until the public
comes to demand “aspect” as a desir-
able, even necessary admixture in a util-
atarian scheme. It is obvious, that so
long as the builder's one idea is to pro-
vide himself with a home that is beau-

tiful and elegant, nothing need be ex-
pected from that quarter.

Very often, the engineer and surveyor
have too much the “whip hand” of the
architect, so ‘that they settle the ques-
tion of aspect—a thing which bothers
them not in the least. The architect
has therefore no choice in the matter.



COUNTRY AND SUBURBAN HOMES

Those about to build homes, would do
well to seek the advice of some compe-
tent architect before purchasing a site.
He has the whole scheme in his mind
and can detect disadvantages that might
ctherwise only appear with the progress
of time.

\When it comes to locaiity, beauty and
sanitation are undoubtedly the features
of first importance. The home builder
may generally be depended upon to select
a locality that fills the requirements of his
eve and purse according to his own no-
tion. But, when it comes to detecting
the unsanitary aspects, he may have little
ability and still less when it devolves
upon him to select a place that will har-
monize with the locality and yield the
maximum of beauty and utility, for a
reasonable amount of money.
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This is where the architect shines, if
he is capable of shining at all, which he
ought to be if he knows his business and
is on to his job as the colloquialists have
it. LEvery room should have its position
according to the requirements of the
scheme, if the home is to possess any-
thing of style and elegance. Local con-
ditions p:ay a great part in the matter
of ventilation and sanitary arrangement.
Every window, back or front, should
have its view.

Many of the finest houses in Hyde
Park Garden, London, are built with
their backs to the street and facing a
private garden—an arrangement which
might or might not commend itself to
conditions, but which would be capable
of application with little expense and
much profit, by the simple device of mak-
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ing the backs of their houses something
less than food for eyesores and heart-
aches:

Everyone has noticed how cities are
beautified and enhanced as dwelling spots
by the occasional application of a curve

r:,
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to the utilatarian principle of the square
—take for instance “The Crescent” at
Toronto. The same principle might al-
most invariably he used to advantage on
some of our packing box homes. The
curve is human, in art it is the leading’
principle of life and beautv—in people
the curve is the symbol on healthy and
beautified life. Why not a little of this
principle in the production of our homes?

Statistics show that among children
the influences which make for health and
strength are those of the home. The hoy
is the man in cocoon. When a man se-

Upstairs Plan.




PRINCE
lects a house, no single consideration is
of more value than its effect upon his
children. This is sanitation. As the
children grow up they should have a
place to live in that they can be proud to
call “Home.”

This 1s the essence of the thing. All
the utility that the science of architec-
ture can give you. All the beauty that
the architect’s art can add to natural as-
pects. All the economy that the market
affords and the purse demands. Above
all beauty, comfort and healthfulness.
They are not such elusive things, if one
knows how to select them. They are ob-
tainable even in the most unsanitary
cities and unpromising localities. In this
connection, the services of the architect
are ndispensible to the average man.
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The accompanying drawings illustrate
an excellent principle for the construc-
tion of a moderate sized home, built from
first class materials that should cost
about $2,200. The drawing-room is 14
ft. 3 n by 13 ft. 6 in. with 3 ft. by ro it.
bay window. The den, 13 ft. 6 in. by 10
ft., with a 7 ft. archway into dining and
drawing-room. A dining-room, 12 ft.
by 16 ft. would afford ample space for a
fair sized family. The kitchen is 12 ft.
by 10 ft.; the panty o ft. by 3 it., and 4
ft. by 7 ft. 6 in. with white smk cup-
boards, etc. There would be ample space
for bath-room accommodation and three
large bedrooms with closets. A verandah
9 ft. by 21 ft. would give the last touch
of homelike utility.

Prince Rupert in the Making.

O. D. Fleming.

“The ordered intermingling of the real
and the dream;

The nest above the river, the mill above
the stream.”

ERE you ever on the “trail” at
the St. Louis exhibition? The
din, the clatter, the incongru-
ous medley of color and ways

would fit one to merge into the present
scheme of the northern seaport town
without jar or discord.

Boom! Boom! The shots that come
from blasting operations on the stone
bluffs in the very heart of this typical
north burg fit in with the fantastic, zig-
zig, many patterned, ornate signs that
slope and extend from front and sides of
tents and temporal wooden structures
along this water front trail, where a two-
plank sidewalk demands a “slam” every
time you pass a rough garbed miner, rail-
roader or a rare specimen in broadcloth
and white linen. Designated by impos-
ing names stand bunk houses and res-

taurants combined as “hotel’”; where you
supply yvour own blankets before you can
retire on the soft side of two rough
inch boards laid lengthwise between four
sticks that serve to elevate you from
a rough board floor, and glad enough to
think you have a place whereon to lay
your aching limbs.

Typical of the mnorth, it is another
Nome or Dawson in modified form. The
men sojourning there now are largely
composed of old Klondike prospectors,
and ask no better than a square meal and
a blanket on pine needles.

Alberni of the south in situation is
somewhat similar to Prince Rupert, only
the northern hamlet is more decided in
its wild grandeur. In beauty of situation
it 1s like an unknown character—mis-
trusted yet indecipherable.

The rock bluffs tower from the water
c.ige in grim primitiveness, like a mon-
arch of nature but partially subdued ; and
in this aggregation of stern looking,
stump-clad hills the timid fail to see thc
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model city, and the imaginative cannot
picture a transformation where art and
labor wiil play the fairy godmother in
the making of palatial homes and com-
mercial splendor.

They come, they see but grim reality
conquers ; and in provincial parlance they
hike—they hit the first boat and the out-
ward trail brings a sigh of relief. The
pioneer has not yet finished his work, and
the removal of the crudities that jar on
the more effete. The brawn and muscle
of toil will have to precede the home-
seeker. That is why the Grand Trunk
Pacific were anxious to exclude any but
the workingman. They have the mak-
ings but it is in grim crudity, and in the
making they have a stern task now ham-
pered by the venturesome ones who have
camped beside their blasting in tent and
wooden shell, and thus handicapped the
workmen who are now unable to prose-
cute their work in its full possibilities.be-
cause of the danger to human life.

The hundreds here are adventurers,
but just at present their dream of im-
mediate gain is being dispelled in the
reality of realization—nothing doing.

“When does the next boat leave?” is
a question now monotonous.

“What do vou think of it?" with a
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laugh, pointing to the stump studded,
water soaked heights on which the
future city of Prmce Rupert will arise as
a dream at variance with seeming real-
ity. “Vancouver for mine! Prince
Rupert, forsooth!”

History repeats itself. Money can
transform the desert into an oasis, but
this is no desert. It rains here without
exertion. It rains steadily and does it
artistically: But you become innured to
it. There is music in that pitter patter
if you eliminate all but the mental haven
of dreamland and in the mist and rain
discern the coming glory of a sunlit day
reflecting from spire and dome and as-
phalt pavements, a future model city.

You hundreds and thousands who have
visited this beautiful port and shied for
cover, come again! Your visit preceded
a ﬁttmc state of mind. Get out vour
unused Lonoffellow and study his weird
poems. Give rein to your imagination.
The granite in crude form gives little
promise of the finished palace. The un-
cut diamond is not a thing of beauty:
but Prince Rupert of the future. when
passed through the labor machine, will
arise from its present inhospitable aspect
a fitting gem in the sublumary crown of
this giant corporation, the Grand Trunk
Pacific Railway.

THE END

—_—

N




gy

il

i

1l

|
il

fl

Percy Flage.

EADER, were I allowed to tempt

vou to the venturing of dimes on

a vision of possible dollars dang-

ling at the barbed end of an in-
complete Limerick—as thus:

A newspaper man at Prince Rupert
Whose style, although terse, is thought
too pert,

For the feminate East

Is entitled at least
how many of you would rush franti-
cally for your pencil stubs and chase
through the rabbit warren of memory in
search of a rhyme to fit boopert? doo-
pert” foopert? And if promised a house
and lot at Matsqui to the lucky subscriber
who created the happiest conclusion to-—

A bridegroom, on tour from Vancouver
Lost his wife in a crowd at the Louvre,
Till he sprang on a bench
And cried out (in poor French)
3% sk sk P4 sk
what wouldn’t our circulation grow to
m no time? And just wouldn’t my
monthly literarium be at once increased
by an appreciative Editor to a sum not
to be gulped by thee, oh Damocletian
tailor's bill, with thy cursed da capo of
account rendered—account rendered—
reverberating in hollow mockery through
my empty pockets!

Enough. The privacy of poverty shall
be respected. DBut if, in place of a not
too probable prize for a foolish effort, I
offer you a sure amelioration, however
slight, of your troubles—for you have
troubles: and an ease to your sorrows—
for you know sorrow; will you take the
pains to read the demonstration?

If so, let me frame it after the fashion
of Euclid—

To prove—That every man possesses, or
knows, more joy than he believes—
Definitions—]Joy is a consciousness of the

world’s goodness, and Charity is a

sense of fairness to the world.

Let it be admitted that
Every man conscious of sorrow or

trouble, acknowledges an imperfect

world.

And Every man in an imperfect world
admits his own imperfection.

And being imperfect, he is incapable of
perfect charity;

And imperfect charity is oftimes un-
charity ;

And imperfect charity believes some
evil without proof; uncharity believes
the worst, always;

But The worst cannot always be true.
Unproved evil is sometimes not evil.
Then uncharity (every man at some-
time) is conscious of more evil (less
jov in the world) than is charity,

(evervy man in perfect fairness)-
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Therefore Every man believes in more
evil than he knows, and every man
knows, or posseses more joy than he
helieves.

Q. E. D.

If you grasp that fairly, you may de-
duce a reasonable corollary therefrom,
as:
If Every man’s joy is greater than he
believes, and he admits proof of it, then
he believes it.

But he, being yet imperfect, still knows
more joy than he believes, and being
logical, may attain increased belief, and
so on without diminution of increase.

Do you feel happier? Or do you con-
fuse happiness with pleasure?

If so, I propose to cater to that pro-
pensity of your nature by offering—free
—a trip through Asia and the Ewigkeit
(single tickets to exclusionists) to the
parties who longest abstain from deter-
mining the following:

A housewife who dwelt at Westminster
Hired a cook whom she thought was a
spinster,
L1l she stole so much food,
For her hushand and brood
O R
A tourist who went to Victoria,
Tried to smuggle six quarters of castoria
But they opened his grip
When he came off the ship
£ sk sk sk sk

Such simple invasions of the more or
less arable fields of literature are attended
by no great risk of mental overstrain or
moral decadence.

It is true that the 15-puzzle and Pigs
in Clover (not the pornogravicious novel
of that name), have counted their mad-
house victims, if not by the score, by
failure to score; but these were in a
sense mathematical problems rather than
artistic, and mathematics from the days
when Archimedes discovered the cork-
screw, and long before that, have been a
snare and a red flag to the average man.

Do you not remember the Rule of
Three with its uncanny trick of getting
itself placed in the wrong compartmenrs
like losing noughts or crosses at tic tac
toe? And cube root extriction—a thing
that has been done and may be done
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again by child marvels and prestidigita-
teurs, but not by us.

And Repeating Decimals—We appre-
hend that they exist and are tamed and
handled by dompteurs of the blackboard
—but how they happened, and what they
represent or can be compared to, other
than a picture of a man drawing his own
portrait in the pose of one limning him-
self in the act of so doing, I don’t know
and don’t expect to.

We wiil step aside softly from the
morass of arithmetic and get back to the
pleasanter and less uncompromising
meadows.

They are splashed, as I write, with
white Iilies scattered among the grass
like the litter of papers on my green
baize table, but the lilies spell peace, and
the papers, trouble.

Why are the lilies white? Their twin
sisters of the high mountains are golden
yellow and so are the same flowers on
the Atlantic coast. Yellow and white are
the flowers of spring, with blue bells to
follow, and red and purple and orange in
full summer.

By what process of pain and ruthless
selection has the fair snowdrop won to
the patience of simple purity? What
quelled the flowing Trilium in its desire
for color that now marks it only in de-
cay? And what subdued the Bloodroot
in the hot flush of youth?

Surely there were centuries and cen-
turies when the bursting, - sunseeking
bulbs tried desperately to struggle up be-
side the snow in gaver hues than that of
winter—only to suffer again and again
the experience of sudden change into
bird food. as some watchful and voraci-
ous wing monster pounced on the tempt-
ing blossom blushing pink against the
blanched champaign.

And perhaps there were strange hook-
beaked birds, anachronisms of fate, that
starved to extinction when the colored
leaves flowered no more amidst the daz-
zling blazing snowbanks, and the bleared
eyes of the nameless, unknown, weak-
winged cockatoo closed in despairing ig-
norance of what it all meant.

It’s a big world after all, and to con-
sider the lilies fairly would occupy more
than two or three points of view.
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Some consideration of the Erythron-
ium Albidum (Adder Tongue Lily) and
a Tailor’s Bill.

Consider the lily white and learn from
burgeon’d botany

How idle is the glory that the garment
lover seeks!

What boots a shoestring less or more to
him who hasn’t got any?

No tailor dear the dundeer duns—nor
pants the hart for breeks!

Enthroned o’er dappled verdancy there
shines the Erythronium—

lts sumple stalk no stocking knows, nor
clothing bifurcate.

In pallid petall’d loveliness that needs no
penned enconium

It shames the Queen of Sheba and ad-
momnishes the great.

The heathen in his spectacles, with but a
what d’ye call ’em on

(A sporran or a philabeg?) Bows down
to modern trews;

But unashamed of nakedness the Lily
faces Solomon,

And vain is spread the raiment of the
richest of the Jews.

Oh Cohen, Kopf and Kuppenheim, who
tempt me with art circulars,
Portraying young Adonises in spring

suits made to scale,
Think ve that I should contract rheum,
or something more tuberculous
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If T should go in nudity, a biped Lily
pale?

Think ye, if I unhosen went a walking m
the greenery, '

The Public or the Park Police would
mix with me in strife?

And pen me sockless in the stocks, a blot
upon the scenery,

A martyr to Dame Fashion’s mart, foiled
o’ the simple life?

Ah, Lily, sure thy counsel reads to shed
the tweed integument?

Unfold to me the tale you told to that
wise Hebrew King.

1 gather most undoubtedly that ’twas the
human leg you meant

To drape in lucent atmosphere—and
banish tailoring.

Sweet though it be to buy on trust, it
biteth like an adder’s tongue

To pay at last for ancient baors knee
sprung, and clouts a few,

And sore it is to wiser grow and sadder,
-yea, and madder, stung

By semi-ready hand me downs that
shrink when falls the dew.

Fain, Lily, would we follow thee and
walk in freedom, Trilby like,

Unfettered of formality, unmeshed of
fashion’s snare.

Alas, the well-garbed Grundy folk would
take it worse than ill, belike,

If we should dare to take the air without
a pair to wear.




La Verite.

N *Old Maid!" The expression is
falling into disuse, and even
though it still constitutes a title
for single women past the bloom

of girlhood, the term has lost its sting,
and no longer conveys the ill-conceaied
sneer of former days. The day is past
when the only useful career for women
was that of wife and mother; when
every man they met was regarded hope-
fully as a possible husband, and when to
be left an “old maid™ was almost a dis-
grace. There are just as many unmar-
riedd women as there ever were, and per-
haps more, but the emancipation of wo-
men has brought about such a change in
their conditions, that the single are no
longer forced to linger in unhonored
idleness, but have access to professions
and occupations that enable them to be
honorably self-supporting. These sweep-
ing changes have naturally altered wo-
men’s views regarding matrimony. When
a woman marries, she gives up her for-
mer life entirely: it may be her parental
home to which she can never return on
the same footing, or it may be a profes-
sion that she has found both interesting
and remunerative: whatever it has been,
it usually has to be abandoned when she
marries. The step is of less importance
to a man. When a man gets married, he
becomes the possessor of a wife and
home, not instead of, but besides his
career; his marriage i3 merely an inter-

esting incident, a delightful episode in
his life ; but it is entirely outside his busi-
ness or professional career, which would
have been carried on just as well without
the marriage. We may hear the follow-
ing conversation: ‘“How is B. getting
along?” And the answer: “Very welil,
and he has got a wife now.” He “gets”
a wife when times are good and he can
afford it.

Womien, also, are now called ujon o
consider whether they are going to find
a contemplated matrimonial allianc> a
change for the better, when the presen:
times offer so many alternatives.

To the domestic woman, there is no
craving for exciting business or profes-
sional career: her dream of perfect feli-
city calls up a vision of husband, chiid-
ren and home: rather than publicity or
fame. It is the clever, ambitious woman
who hesitates hefore making a marria2®
that constitutes love, a cottage, and nnt
much else. It is natural and right thar
she should hesitate; for no two woiien
are alike, and not every woman can make
a success of a marriage where plenty of
imagination is necessary, to cover the
bare walls with rose-colored drapery, and
romance enough to flavor the unsavoury
plainness of the family board.

It is a popular cry that women are not
as domesticated as they used to be. Dbui
there will always be plenty of home-lov-
ing women in the world ; and as there are
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it enough men to go round, surely the
_cif-reliant and self-supporting spiaster
may well leave the field to her needy ss-
ters.

To some clever and brilliant wonen,
marriage is the one thing necessary 1o
gratify their ambition ; but there musc be
cither money, or position-—preferablv z
title. The number of rich young Aweri-
can women who have married titled
Europeans has attracted widc-world at-
tention; aid the lime-light of publicity
to which these American girls are accus-
tomed has prevented them from beinw
squeamish in acknowledging their rea-
sons for making these marriages. lhe
American craze for antiquities is we!l
known, and an old title, and an old cas-
tle 1s an irresistable attraction. Then,
the always womanly love of romance
casts a gloom over the polishcd noble-
man whom the American girl meets in
Europe. She finds him so different irom
the prosaic business man to whicl: che
has been accustomed at home. Dreams
of courts and royalty dazzle her, for they
are not to be had in America; and what
is even more alluring is the sug-
gestion of mystery and romance
which has been the only thing mis-
sing in her pampered girlhood. It
is only to be expected that the
simple American girl—for she is simple
reallv—shouid fall under the speil oi the
wily lord, or count, as the case may he.
His extravagant politeness, his excellent-
Iv concocted compliments, and ius ex-
quisite address, lead her to believe that
he is the essence of old world chivalry.
The stories of his former perfidiousiess
fall on heedless ears, for the coronet that
it 1 in his power to bestow sheds a halo
round his head; let past reminiscences be
buried, whether they be his of court in-
trigues, or hers of plain business men in
New York or Boston.

It has been admitted by more than one
o1 these ladies, that their disillusions are
often heart-breaking; for to do them
justice, it was not entirely for title or
pPosition that they married, even though
the jewel that dazzled them proved un-
worthy of its gorgeous setting.

Rich women, of course, can please
themselves to a great extent; but it i3
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to the masses, the working giils, that
marriage and provision for the tuturc
are live issues. The typist or the school
teacher can carn a comfortable salary,
and in many cases the work is compara-
tively light. She has after-business hours
to spend as she pleases, and during which
sie 1s free. Under these circumstances
she will hesitate before giving up her
freedom and her independent income,
uniess she can materially better herself,
or she is very much in love. She real-
izes that getting married does not mean
leaving off work, because there ars no
after-business hours for the wife and
mother of the mass of everyday people;
and for her, the care of the home and
family, with its cooking, washing and
sewing, means a fourteen hour dav of
hard work. If eight hours is long
enough for a man to work, surely a wo-
man cannot be blamed if she shirks the
possibility of a fourteen hour day. Wo-
men are conscientious, generally speak-
ing, and if they undertake the contract,
they generally stand by their choice and
take the consequences without complain-
ing.

The question has often been asied,
“Do working girls have more chances to
marry than the girl who stays at home?”
It has been answered mn the affirmative,
because in the business world, a girl is
brought 1wte daily contact with a iar
greater number of men than if she sta,ed
at home ail day. This is true, but the
attitude that these men assume toward
her is often the reverse of gallant, and
scarcely conducive to romance. Why
men forget their manners when they are
brought into contact with a girl who is
earning her living 1s inexplainable, and
they rarely extend her the coustesy they
consider due to a girl in tie shelter of
her home. The theory that “familiar-
ity breeds contempt” may be a partial
explanation, but after the close quarters
of co-education in the public schools, it
can hardly apply.

The working ‘girl sees life, and she sees
men in a natural light, where they give
a different impression than when asswm-
ing the artificial graces and attractions
of the drawing-room.

If “familiarity breeds contempt™ it ‘may
be applied to the view of both sexes. The
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woman out in the world, familiar with
the lives and characters of men, wiil Lave
none of the delusions of the girl \\-’h.o
only meets men when they arc on therr
best behaviour. If she has been nnfor-
tunate and has met pretty bad ones, the
impression will never be effaced; and if
she maintains her moral standard, ccn-
tempt for the sex that would drag her
down 1is the natural consequence.

Women have been termed the defec-
tive sex, because size of hody, streigth
of muscle, and more delicate organiza-
tion, all present decided differences. But
it has been proved that in point of weight
of brain and capacity of skull, women
suffer from no disadvantage. Proiessor
Bischoff most assidiously grounded his
claim of woman’s inferiority on the fact
that woman, on the average, had 100
grams less brain than man. Duz, after
Bischoff’s death, it was found that his
own bramn weighed considerably helow
the average at which he himself had
placed the female brain. Furthermore,
some of the heaviest brains iav: been
those of lunatics.

The conclusion is, therefore, justified
that the weight of brain does not reliably
indicate mental powers, and all scientists
of latter vears have expressed themselves
with great caution on the difference be-
tween the sexes.

The strength of brain-power, like that
of muscular, can be developed by exer-
cise. If women are not allowed to use
their brains, and are taught that it is
womanly to be silly and senseless, of
course their brains rust and their capa-
city is decimated. But now that
women - have gained the right to
equal education with men, results are
sufficient to show that, intellectually, wo-
man is on a par with man. The broadest-
~ minded and truest conclusion accepted by

sensible people, is that woman is en-
dowed with some qualities that man is
deficient in, and vice versa. McBen-
drick, of Glasgow, said: “After having
taught female students for twenty pears,
I would sum up my observations with
the statement that many women accom-
plish as much as men in general, and
that many men do not accomplish as
much as the average female.”

Again referring to the relative bodily
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differences in the sexes—civilized wo.
man’s body is the smaller, giving oc-
casion for her being called the weaker
sex ; but this is not the case among wiig
and half-wild people, for there, woman
1s not only equal to man in physical
strength and size of body, but she is
partly superior. This is simply because
she is not only allowed, but is generally
forced to use her muscles, and develop
her body in some menial capacity. With
civilization, women bhecame more orna-
mental, especially in the upper classes,
and were regarded as pretty toys, to be
worked for, fought for, or discarded at
pleasure. Under these conditions, their
stature decreased in size and strength,
likewise their intellect deteriorated. The
present day allows and encourages both
bodily and mental exercise, and the re-
sult is, a gradual re-establishment of
equality in size and strength. Equality in
size 1s already established; and nobody
is blind to the fact that a large number
of women observed on the streets of a
city are taller and bigger than their male
companions.

Civilization, therefore, has not been an
unmixed benefit to women, for it has
shown that the evolution of modern times
is but a return to natural conditions, pre-
valent hefore the social changes of civili-
zation, set in.

Among the peoples of antiquity—the
Babylonians, Assyrians, Egyptians and
Greeks, woman took a more prominent
position in family and public life than
she has ever since taken.

It was with the dissolution of the
mother-right, that the influence and post-
tion of woman sank rapidly. According
to the mother-right, inheritance was
based on maternity; and the father-right
only superseded it after a strong resist-
ance by the women. According to a le-
gend, where the ballot was to decide the
question, a tie was threatened, but Athene
threw the casting vote in favor of Cres-
tes and the Father-right. There are other
legends of the struggle for supremacy
between men and women, which show
that women were once a very powerful
factor, and not subject to the exacting
social laws that came later. Tradi.tlon.
and the judgment of all ancient writers.
are to the effect that the condition of wo-
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men and their freedom under the rule of
the mother-right was conducive to the
development of her highest qualities ; and
as soon as the change in favor of the
father-right took place, women rapidly
lost their place in the community; they
were excluded from councils and all
leading influence, and became absolutely
and entirely subject to the control of men.

In some communities, it is likely that
the new rule was not applied, for it is a
curious fact that to this day in certain
savage tribes, women enjoy a remarkably
privileged condition, quite contrary to
prevalent impression. Livingstone nar-
rates in his “Missionary Travels and Re-
searches in Southern Africa,” that he
found a vigirous negro tribe living on the
banks of the Zambesi, where the women
hold a highly honored position. They
sit in council; the young men who marry
must move from their own to their wives’
village, and they also pledge themselves
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to provide for their mothers-in-law. Men
who offend their wives are punished, and
if disagreements break out, the men dare
not retaliate.

Similar conditions have been found to
exist in the German colony of Cameroon
in West Africa, where inheritance is
through Mother-right.

It will take many generations to wipe
out the natural feeling of dependence on
man, which is, after this long period of
subordination, hereditary in women; but
it 15 an indisputable fact that the young
women of this generation are more inde-
pendent than their mothers. Whether
this is an advatage or otherwise is a
question that opens up a wide field for
discussion.

Women are enjoying their freedom,
but in times of emergency or danger, it
is likely that most of us would forget our
intellectual equalitv and seek protection
from the vet stronger arm of man.
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Eulogy on the Dog.

George C. Vest.

One of the most famous speeches ever made by the late Senator Vest, of Missouri, was
made in the course of the trial of a man who had wantonly shot a dog belonging to a
neighbour. Vest represented the plaintiff, who demanded $200 damages. When Vest finished
speaking, the jury, after two minutes’ deliberation, awarded the plaintiff $500. The full
text of the speech is given below. [Editor.]

Gentlemen of the Jury:—The best friend a man has in this
world may turn against him and become his enemy. His son
or daughter that he has reared with loving care may
prove ungrateful. Those who are nearest and dearest to us,
those whom we trust with our happiness and our good name,
may become traitors to their faith. The money that a man
has he may lose. It flies away from him, perhaps when he
needs it most. A man’s reputation may be sacrificed in a
moment of ill-considered action. The people who are prone
to fall on their knees to do us honour when success is with
us may be the first to throw the stone of malice when failure
settles its cloud upon our heads. The one absolutely unsel-
ﬁ§h friend that man can have in this selfish world, the one that never deserts
him, the one that never proves ungrateful or treacherous is his dog. Gentlemen
of the jury, a man’s dog stands by him in prosperity and in poverty, in health and
m sickness. He will sleep on the cold ground, where the wintry winds blow and
the snow drives fiercely, if only he may be near his master’s side. He will kiss
Fhe hand that has no food to offer, he will lick the wounds and sores that come
in encounter with the roughness of the world. He guards the sleep of his pauper
master as if he were a prince. When all other friends desert he remains. When
rlchc:s take wings and reputation falls to pieces he is as constant in his love as the
sun i its journey through the heavens. If fortune drives the master forth an
outcast in the world, friendless and homeless, the faithful doge asks no higher
p{'lvﬂege.than that of accompanying him to guard against danng, to fight against
!115 cuemies, and \yhen the last scene of all comes, and death takes the master in
its embrace and his body is laid away in the cold Zround, no matter if all other
triends pursue their way, there by his graveside will the noble dog be found, his

head between his paws, his eves sad but open in alert watchfulness, faithful and
true even to death. |




The Ruined Cities of Ceylon.

Frank Burnett.

BOUT three hundred years before
Christ there reigned over nearly
the whole of Northern Hindus-
tan a powerful and enlightened

monarch, King Dhamasoka. Having be-
come sceptical of the truth of the tenets
of the prevaiiing creed a form of poly-
theistic Brahminism, he embraced the
dogmas that had been propounded by
Buddha some two centuries prior to that
date but which though accepted by the
deepest thinkers of the age had made
little progress amongst the masses not-
withstanding the fact that belief in the
ancient faith had become very generally
weakened on account of the multiplica-
tion of the membership i the current
pantheon having begotten a corres-
ponding scepticism as to the authen-
ticity of all or any of them. Conse-

quently the time was ripe for a change
in the religious world and therefore this
conversion of the highest personage in
the land having made Buddhism fash-
ionable and in that way respectable gave
the new creed the standing and impetus
required to enable it to supplant its old
and powerful rival as the national reli-
gion. The king being highly prosperous
and at peace with the neighbouring mon-
archies turned his attention to propa-
gating the new faith and after the man-
ner of all converts evidently became im-
bued with the idea that a divine mission
had been imposed upon him to see that
the teachings of the Master be pro-
claimed throughout the length and
breadth of the then known civilized east-
ern world which thereupon became the
scene of the greatest missionary work
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on record with the result that one-third
of the whole human race are today be-
lievers in and followers of Buddha.

For some reason not yet fully under-
stood he honoured Ceylon by setting it
apart exclusively as the vineyard upon
which the labours of his eldest, favourite
and most gifted son, Mahinda, were to
be expended and the sequel proved the
soundness of his judgment in that re-
spect, for so well did the Prince admin-
ister the trust reposed upon him that
he now occupies a like position in the
Buddhistic that St. Paul does in the
Christian world. Ee was the very beau
ideal of a mussionary—sincere, eloquent
and dogmatic—a believer in the Church
Militant therefore absolutely fearless.
Having no respect for the contrary opin-
ions of those in high places and in
authority when his message was con-
cerned he could not be prevailed upon
to cease proclaiming his views in and
out of season which he did continualiy
to all creeds and classes of men—in fact
was possessed of all the characteristics
requisite to the composition of a success-
ful introducer of a new phase of reli-
gious thought. When, therefore, upon
receiving his father's command to pro-
ceed mmediately to Lanka he willingly,
in fact gladly, relinquished his rights to
the throne, and so anxious was he to
arrive upon the scene of his contem-
plated propaganda that instead of avail-
ing himself of the ordinary slow mode
of travel existing in those days he at
once invoked divine aid which being
vouchsafed enabled him as far as aerial
navigation is concerned to put into the
shade the accomplishments in that re-
spect of all the aeronauts that have lived
and died during the ages that have passed
away since he made his wonderful jour-
ney by flying through the air from the
King's palace in Madagha in Northern
India to Ceylon where he alighted upon
the rock Mihintale about ten miles from
the Capital City of Anuradhapura. It
happened fortunately in the interests of
his mission that King Tissa—beloved of
the gods—was hunting in the vicinity
with a large retinue at that particular
time so that Mahinda’s aerial flight and
landing was witnessed by the whole of
the court party and naturally this mar-
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velous incident made such a- deep im-
pression upon the monarch’s mind that
when urged later by the apostle to adopt
the new religion, after listening atfen-
tively to the reasons advanced with ‘the
fervor and eloquence which subsequently
made him so famous throughout Cey-
lon, King Tissa immortalized himself b
becoming the first convert to Buddhism
in the ancient monarchy of Lanka. His
example was quickly followed by the
court and nobles to the number of forty
thousand in one day so saith the Sing-
halese chronicler, while on another ‘oc-
casion a hundred thousand of the com-
mon people as a result of a single dis-
course by the princely missionary em-
braced the new religion, consequently 1n
a short time practically the whole of

Rock Upon Which Mahinda Landed.

Ceylon had discarded Brahminism for
the tenets of Buddha. Mahinda made
the rock Mihintale the mission’s head-
quarters during his lifetime and upon
his death was buried there. It there-
fore became a noted shrine, in fact the
mecca of ail devout Buddhists, with the
result that a comparatively large and
prosperous sacred city arose and flour-
ished in the vicinity, only decaying when
the sovereignty of Lanka departed from
Anuradhapura never to return about the
fourteenth century of our era- Nothing
now remains but stone pillars and foun-
dations of buildings which, however, give
one a fair idea of the extent of the
ground occupied when at its zenith.
Amongst these has grown up recently
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Ancient Rock Temple near Mahintale.

a small native village while a few monks
have their habitations on the top of the
rock adjoining Mahinda’s tomb, thereby
affording a forcible object lesson as to
the impermanence and transitoriness of
the glory of most things earthly.

How a prophet in Mahinda’s day and
long afterwards would have been
latighed to scorn if, looking into the fu-
ture, had seen and foretold the city’s ut-
ter ruin and desolation, and that the
time would arrive when “it would cease
to be a city and would be as a ruinous
heap of stones,” while the slopes of the
famous shrine would be covered with
forest, affording .shelter to the bear and
panther, const1tut1n° somewhat of a
meénace to the safety of the occasional
plous pilgrim and the adventurous tour-
ist of the twentieth century.

" Leaving the Rest-house in the grounds
of which may be seen a number of stone

images representing different incarna-

thllS of the terrible bloodthirsty Brah-
minical goddess Kali the path to the as-
cent of the hill about a mile distant leads
through what must have heen a very

populous part of the city judging from
the remains of buildings scattered about
in great profusion.

The first terrace is reached by a mag-
nificent broad flight of steps, each one
being composed of a solid piece of stone.
Above this landing 1s a Dagaba, while
all around are ancient rock cells and caves
formerly tenanted by monks and hermits.
A short stairway to the left brings one
to a large huilding near which may be
seen unique deeds of land dating back
to the reign of Mahinda the Fifth, who
occupied the throne from 974 to:9g9o
A.D. They are wonderfully engraved
on two upright slabs of stone, well pre-
served, quite legible, and record the
grants of property made by that ng to
the Mihintale Monastry. In this vicin-
ity near the ruins of an alms-house is a
large. trough-shaped vessel- some: sixty
feet in lendth and two feet deep con-
structed out of three stone slabs morticed
into each other. This was used as a
receptacle for the gifts of rice received
from the faithful to De distributed
amongst the poor and needy. Its size
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. eoards ted to this elevation, will tell his ques-
» speak volumes as regards ported to =vall P
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Portion of Stone Stairway to Mahinda’s Tomb.

was like unto a busy hive of bees. The
Singhalese guide, if asked to explain by
what means such. huge slabs were trans-

was little difficulty experienced. No won-
der.he thinks so when one takes mﬁ‘;
-consideration - the quantity of -materia
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that was required to erect the massive
stone and brick constructed Dagabas,
Viharas and temples which studded the
summit and slopes of this steep, rocky
hill, all of which had to be conveyed
from the plain below.

The main terrace is reached by two
further flights of the grand stairway up-
on which 1s the Ambastala dagaba sur-
rounded by a number of stone pillars as
shewn in the photograph. . These once
supported a temple and on many of

CITIES OF CEYLONXN

143

Overlooking this plateau is a preci-
pitous crag, upon the highest point of
which is the actual spot where the
apostle landed upon the termination of
his long aerial flight from Northern In-
dia, while below under a natural arch
in the rock may be seen his couch hewn
out of the solid stone—assuredly not a
bed of roses. Upon the summit- stood
formerly a temple but nothing now re-
mains to show that it ever existed but
a few grooves and socket holes. The

Temple Minstrels.

their capitals is carved the sacred goose
or swan, being the emblem of Brahma,
shewing conclusively that Buddhism was
never able to wholly supplant its an-
cient rival. Here is shewn the exact
place from which Mahinda did most of
his preaching and proselytising while
under the Dagaba are interred his prin-
cipal remains, a portion having been
donated to Anuradhapura.

climb to the top of this crag will by a
reference to the iilustration be seen to be
somewhat difficult and arduous, but one
is well repaid by the view afforded. As
far as the horizon on all sides is a sea
of verdure interspersed with artificial
lakes glistening like diamonds under the
influence of the rays of the tropic sun,
while away in the distance may be seen
the huge dagabas of Anuradhapura ris-
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-ing in solitary grandeur from the sur-
rounding plain

To the right of Mahinda’s tomb by an-
other very steep flight of steps is reached
the Mahaseya, the largest of all the
dagabas on the hill, and until recently in
such bad repair that it was in danger of
collapsing when the government came to
the rescue and did some very necessary
restoration work. A fine wide proces-
sion path encircles it, giving egress to a
large number of hermitage cells erected
round the base—all now deserted and
silent as a tomb.

At the foot of the rock on the opposite
side from the Ambastala dagaba is a
terrace upon which are numerous build-
ings and from here the highest point of
the hill, Et Vehara, is reached by narrow
flights of steps. From this terrace a
path leads to the Naga Pokuna or rock
pool built in the sixth century A.D. by
Agabodi the Iirst, so called on account
of a large cobra being carved thereon
with its five heads shewing in relief on
the wall. Another path to the south
leading down the hill to the main road
also discloses numerous objects of in-
terest. Chief of these are the remains of
a monastery and near which is a fine
bath partly cut out of the rock and the
remainder constructed with stone slabs
into which the water flows from a carved
lion’s head, while on the outside are tab-
lets depicting different scenes, the most

noteworthy being a representation of
boys wrestling.

From the native village the road run-

ning south leads to some very interesting
ruins, surrounded by a stone wall, the
principal structure being a Dagaba erect-
ed in the first centurvy before Christ.
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These buildings were originally at the
termmination of the ancient sacred way

running from Anuradhapura to Mihin-

tale and were probably used by the muyl-
titudes of pilgrims who travelled this
road on their journey to the celebrated
shrine.

Further on is an extensive pokuna or
artificial lake from which reservoir no
doubt the main supply of water was ob-
tained and around which upon its slop-
ing banks are numerous ruins probably
of dwellings, while the small rocky hill
near by is honeycombed with hermitage
cave cells,

L

The above are merely the most strik-
ing objects of interest at Mihintale and
vicinity, but they will convey to the mind
of the reader a fair general idea of the
extent and importance of this venerable
shrine and sacred city when, at the
height of its glory, it was the resort of
throngs of pilgrims from all parts of
the Buddhistic world. Today only a
few monks have their abode near Mahin-
da’s tomb while an occasional band of
temple minstrels in their wanderings en-
liven its precincts by their weird melo-
dies, but the monasteries, viharas and
temples are in ruins, the dagabas in de-
cay, the rock cells deserted and the multi-
tudes of pilgrims that made it celebrated
throughout the island kingdom have de-
parted never to return, so that the sacred
rock is now practically ahandoned to
man’s Simian relative and other wild
denizens of the forest, whole troops of
the former being virtually in undisputed
possession and constituting almost its
sole population.

How indeed have the mighty fallen!
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The Westas a Field of Immigration.

R. E. Gosnell.

HE WEST is an indefinite
term. It refers to a territory

almost  without metes and

bounds. So far as Canada is
concerned, it is bounded on the west by
the Pacific Ocean, on the south by the
United States, on the north by the Arc-
tic Ocean, and on the east by a line
somewhere which it is difficult to define.
Properly speaking, if we take the north-
west angle of Georgian Bay and draw
a straight line through Callender on Lake
Nipissing to the Mattawa Rapids on the
Ottawa River, and then follow the
boundary line between Ontario and Que-
bec to James Bay, we would divide the
cast from the west, the latter comprising
about five-sixths of the whole of Ca-
nada; but for practical purposes, if we
go from Heron Bay at the point where
the C.P.R. strikes Lake Superior, and
go north to the Albany River, following
it to its debouchement in ]ames Bay, we
have, on the Pacific side, what is pro-
1)01]\’ regarded as ‘“The West.” This
mcludes, of course, a large portlon of
New Ontario, which is as much ‘west”’
in many of its characteristics as any
other part of Canada.

By the way, the term “The West” as
used largely in the press and by public
men in Eastern Canada, is very much
of a misnomer. It is used in referring
to the country between Wmnlpeg and
the Rocky Mountains, or, in other

words, the Prairies. For instance, I saw
in the “Saturday Night” of Toronto
recently, a heading “In the Last
West” used, the particulars of which
related almost exclusively to the Prairie
country. Obviously, if there is any west
in Canada it is British Columbia, but,
curiously enough, the press in denotin

the distinction, use the terms “The
Northwest” and *“‘British Columbia,”

something which is very misleading, not
to say geographically incorrect. In Great
Britain, the people talk about Canada
and British Columbia, as though the
latter were not contained in the former.,
It may be complimentary to British Col-
umbia on account of its bulking so large
in the affairs of the Dominion, but, as.
I have already said, it is misleading and
incorrect. The Prairie Provinces, to.
start with, are not northwest. They lie
exactly west of Ontario and east of
British Columbia and should properly be:
styled “The Middle West.” The por-
tion of the coast lying north of the Col-
umbia River, to and including Alaska,
was once familiarly styled “The North-
west Coast.” This is a designation very
seldom used at the present time., If

I were to define Canada according to

terms of geographical division, I should
call the Prairie Provinces the “Middle
West,” British Columbia the “Far West,”
Ontario and Quebec the “Middle East, -
and the Maritime Provmcea the “Far
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East.” This would avoid confusion and
misunderstanding and would be more or
less appropriate. .

Coming, however, to the mam ques-
tion involved in the title of this article,
we find in the West three zones of set-
tlement with conditions which are radi-
cally different and which demand con-
sideration as radically different. What
is known as New Ontario, with the ad-
vent of the Grand Trunk Pacific and
considerable prospective mining devcl-
opment, is apt, within the next five or
ten vears, to have, at least, in certain
parts of it, a large population. There
are, it is said, some fifteen million acres,
a very respectable domain in itself, of
what is known as “clay lands,” suitable
for settlement and very fertile. There
are 1solated tracts, as in British Col-
umbia, which also are suitable for cul-
tivation. [t is very cold in winter, how-
cver, and the range of products is much
more limited than in British Coiumbia
and will differ somewhat from that of
the Northwest. Small fruits, and, pos-
sibly, apples may be grown to advant-
age, but, in the main, crops will be lim-
ited to hay, wheat, oats, barleyv, potatoes
and a few of the hardier vegetables, and
to stock-raising and dairying. The
same class of people who are now heing
attracted to the Prairies in such large
numbers will not be attracted to New
Ontario. Needless to say, a hardier and
less ambitious ass of agriculturalists
will go there, but none the less import-
ant.  There will be also a considerable
mining and lumbering population, a
moiety of which will remain m the coun-
try as permanent residents.  The Prairic
country throughout is adapted to grain-
growing and stock-raising almost ex-
clusively, and is attracting and has at-
tracted a class of settlers devoting them-
selves to farming with a view to money-
making. and with the idea in the backs of
their heads of ultimateiy returning to
their old homes or moving west to a more
congenial climate. Outside of farming
and the business tributary, coal-mining
and the production of oil are the only
other industries likely to develop to anv
great magnitude. Therefore. the con-
ditions are uniform and suggest homo-
geneity of population.
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When we come to British Columbia,
we are confronted with entirely different
conditions which create new problems,
I have described British Columbia, else-
where, as “a huge oblong lying obliquely
northwest along Canada’s western fron-
tier, in the general direction of the great
line of upheaval extending from Cape
Horn to the Arctic Ocean within the
sweep of the Andes, the Rockies and
their contributary and axiliary ranges.
Its external aspect is extremely rugged,
and it has not been inappropriately de-
scribed as a ‘sea of mountains.” Through
ages of erosion its valleys, following the
trend of waterways and ancient river
beds, have become fertile through the
deposits of ages. Its atmosphere, hu-
midly impregnated by evaporation from
the Pacific Ocean, has clothed its west-
ern slopes with forests growing denser as
they reach the coast line. Geographical-
Iv, its eruptive formation has been fa-
vourable to the deposition of much min-
eral wealth, exuded, we must assume, by
various metallurgical processes from the
bowels of the earth. Its coast line is
extensive and deeply indented, and the
waters which surround it and penetrate
it and lie embosomed in its lakes, are
inhabited with many varieties of com-
mercial fish. It lies athwart the new
line of Imperial travel, the route of
which, contrary to theories of geogra-
phical affinities, is east and west, cross-
cutting zones of diverse production, and
not north and south on lines of least
resistance. It was evolved appareutl_\'
for big things great enterprises, a po-
tential future, and a destiny closely al-
lied with the fortunes of the Empire.”

Such varied physical phases as are
found in British Columbia, indicate acti-
vities and possibilities quite different
from those already dwelt upon in other
portions of the west. No policy of im-
migration and no plan of industrial ex-
pansion which would bhe suitable to the
conditions and capabiiities of the latter.
would in any degree suit the require-
ments of the former. So far as Canada
is concerned, British Columbia is in @
class by itself. The same may be true
of the Prairie country, and, to a certair
extent, of the portion of New Ontario
contiguous to it. Each is in its own
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class, but each wholly different. We
must, therefore, be careful in diagnos-
ing and in prescribing for them.

New Ontario is a field for men of
endurance, men who are used to hard
work and extremes of heat and cold such
as we find mm Lower Canada, men used
to the exigencies of pioneer life, and
to the axe and the canoe, resourceful and
industrious. The miner will brave all
dangers and will go where gold awaits
him, living in tents, under blankets, and
feeding on bacon and beans, and slap-
jacks, with potations of strong tea to
wash them plentifully down. Long jour-
neys and heavy burdens will not daunt
him. The lumberman, too, is used to a
strenuous life of hardships. It is not
so easy, however, to ind men nowadays
who are willing to settle down in the
woods and hew their way through the
wilderness of trees to cultivate farms and
comparative opulence, as the pioneers of
Ontario did. Such men must be looked
for from the north countries, and then
only here and there among the vast num-
ber who seek our shores. The problem
here demands a policy of encouragement
on the part of the Ontario Government,
and every facility possible to lighten their
way and to make easier the task of de-
velopment. So long, however, as there is
land to give away, particularly if it be
fairly good land with some prospect of
mineral wealth in it or near it and a fair
amount of timber to dispose of, so long
will there be settlers of the kind I have
indicated.

In the Middle West, in the Prairies,
we have a country that can absorb an
immense number and variety of settlers.
The farming conditions are extremely
favourable. In the majority of instances
it requires but the man to build his
house, purchase his horses and his agri-
cultural implements, and go to work. The
ground was prepared for him thousands
Of years ago, and it has simply been en-
riching itself for his use. The majority
of settlers do not even build fences. The
:hsadvantages relate to cold winters, tree-
iess waste, bad, mucky roads in spring
and occasional frost and hail in summer-
time. These are disadvantages, which,
M view of the many advantages, are
cheerfully being endured by the rapid-

147

ly increasing population. It is a country
where machinery can be employed to
the best possible advantage, and where
the drawbacks and hardships peculiar
to pioneer settlement are reduced to a
mmimum. It is a country, too, where
farming may be easily learned and, there-
fore, is a suitable home for the hundreds
of thousands, aye, millions of persons in
Great Britain and in the northern coun-
tries of Europe who wish to find a new
home and new environment affording
them an opportunity of growing up with
a country of great promisc—a country
where intelligence, industry and ambition
will find their sure reward.

A large and important element of
Middle West population has been drawn
from Eastern Canada from among the
sons and daughters of men and women
who were pioneers or direct descendants
of the pioneers of Ontario and the Mari-
time Provinces, a stock of United Em-
pire Loyalists, Scotch, Irish and Eng-
lish, noted for their physical qualities
of endurance as well as mental brawn,
a stock that has made the people of
Canada what they are today—vigorous,
self-respecting and enterprising, and yet
conservative enough to avoid the ex-
tremes which have characterized their
American cousins. That country, too,
has drawn of late very largely from the
middle and western States of the Union.
Hundreds of thousands of American citi-
zens have flocked into Alberta and Sas-
katchewan, and promise to become a
factor of great importance in their de-
velopment. Many of these were either
migrates from Canada in the first
place or sons or daughters of Ca-
nadians, and 1in most respects are
allied to them—the same in Ilan-
guage, race, social characteristics, and
molded, by a common experience, to be-
come pioneers of the West. As a rule,
they are practical farmers who have
sold out their homes to newcomers at
good prices, and are going into the
Middle West of Canada with not only
considerable capital, but with a knowl-
edge of similar conditions and a ripe ex-
perience.  These people, spreading
throughout that vast territory, will be of
immense advantage in affording object
lessons to people of other countries new
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to Canadian ways, and in stimulating
them by an example—a most useful lea-
ven. There is but one danger m con-
nection with immigration of that char-
acter, and that is the introduction, along
with American methods, of Ameri§an
ideas of politics, and a corresponding
lack of sympathy with the interests which
tie the Dominion to alliance with Great
Britain. An influx sufficiently large to
dominate the sentiment of the West
would undoubtedly tend to alienate that
portion of Canada from former ties, bux
it may be assumed that a considerable
percentage of newcomers in the United
States have }iad sufficient experience of
the evils of what we may call “extremes
of politics” and the inefficient administra-
tion of laws, to not wish to perpetuate
these evils in Canada, besides, as already
. stated, very many of them are either Ca-
. nadian born or of Canadian descent and
retain many of the traditions which have
kept Canadians constant in their Im-
perial allegiance.

While considering the conditions which
obtain in the Middle West, it might be
well to discuss the question of the sources
from which immigration should come
and the methods of attracting it. This
is now a live question at Ottawa. With
an immense area of arable land all ready
for the plow, the immigration policy of
the Dominion Government for some
years past, has been to advertise exten-
sively with free land to the settler as an
inducement, the people of the country do
the rest. It is a comparatively simple
proposition and, at the most, a matter of
advertising, in which the Department of
Immigration, it must be admitted, has
been singularly successful. The C.P.R,,
the other great factor in building up the
Prairie country, with two objects in view,
the creation of traffic and the sale of
the company’s lands, has also pursued a
vigorous policy of advertising with ex-
traordinary results. So far, it has meant
simply getting population from outside
sources, without much veference to other
considerations, some of them rather im-
portant. This policy has been, to some
extent, justified by the difficulty experi-
enced in diverting the immense stream
of immigration that annually flowed to
the United States. To go hack a few
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years, while the Dominion Government
was persistent in its efforts to get popu-
lation, and spent large sums annually
for that purpose both in Great Britain,
on the Continent and in the United
States, results were far from satisfac-
tory. The reason of this is obvious. The
United States had not yet been filled
up and, like a flock of sheep, people kept
following in one direction. However,
the tide eventually turned, and Canada
has come to its own for two reasons:
first, the great prosperity of the country,
and, secondly, the fact that the vacant
lands of the United States were filling
up, and people began seriously looking
for new fields to conquer. Canada, with
its vast areas of unoccupied lands, was
the last resort on the American continent
for the settler. The Dominion Govern-
ment took advantage of these circum-
stances, and inaugurated a very strenu-
ous immigration policy aiding and abet-
ting them by various advertising expedi-
ents. It is a question, however, if this
policy was not carried to too great an
extreme, and if sufficiently wise discrim-
ination was exercised in regard to immi-
gration, with the result that many of the
alien races of Europe were attracted, and
we have the not altogether gratifying
fact to record, that there are today over
one hundred foreign languages spoken
in the Middle West. Such people as the
Galicians and Dhoukabors who, although
they may eventually become assimilated
and make excellent citizens, their pres-
ence in large numbers in a country, espe-
cially in communities, create difficult pro-
blems. Another feature of immigration
policy that has been severely criticised,
with justice, is assisted passages. There
was a time when this was justified, in the
weil intended effort to divert population
to Canada against the counter-attraciions
of the United States. But now that the
stream of immigration is headed in the
direction of the Dominion and the coun-
try is well advertised, all such aids are
wholly unnecessary. The difficulty 11
future from now on, will be not in -
ducing, but reducing it to its proper
limits and restricting it in quantity. Two
things may be put down as essentials 1
settling up a country. One is that qual-
ity and not quantity of settlers should be
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the determining factor. Another is that
the land should be preserved for the set-
tler. In this latter connection, it has
Deen the policy of the Dominion Gov-
ernment to provide free land for the set-
tlers. Without any doubt, such a policy
has had good effect in the past, but it is
doubtful now if it should be continued.
Recent experience has shown that a very
considerable proportion of those filing
on homesteads who perform settlement
duties, do so in a perfunctory manner,
not with a view of becoming settlers, but
for the purpose of acquiring land that
they may mortgage or sell as soon as they
secure a title. The fact that people are
coming in freely from all parts of the
world “and especially from Eastern Ca-
nada and the United States and pur-
chasing land from the Canadian Pacific
Rallwav the Hudson’s Bay Co. and the
various private owners, at largely in-
creased prices, is sufficient evidence that
it is no longer necessary to hold out free
land as an inducement; in fact, it 13
simply permitting an undue advantage to
the man who happens to arrive on the
eround first, to which he is not entitled,
and has the effect of unduly extending
settlement beyond the means of com-
munication. After all, the price of land
is not so important as the favourable
conditions in a new country and the
many requirements in the way of roads,
irrigation, tree-planting, railways, etc,
ctc., which facilitate the means of pro-
duction and the convenience of the set-
tler suggest that the government should
cell their remaining lands at from one
to five dollars per acre according to
classification and fund the returns for the
purpose of betterment in the ways indi-
cated. The time has now arrived when
such a policy ought to have the most
serious consideration of the government
at Ottawa.

Coming now to British Columbia, con-
ditions are so much different, that what
might be applicable to the Middle West
would be wholly inapplicable in British
Columbia; particularly is it true that
wholesale and indiscriminate advertising
by the government, without reference to
the fate of the immigrant, would be dis-
astrous alike to the immigrant and to
the Province. Population is wanted and
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is highly desirable, but in an entirely
different way and of a different character
as compared to the Middle West. As
I have already stated, an immigration
policy in the past has simply meant get-
ting population. So far as British Col-

umbia is concerned, the problem under
modern conditions, involves several other
questions usually regarded as quite dis-
tinct. We have in this country to con-
sider four or five closely related subjects.
These are land, immigration, transporta-
tion, mode of settlement, and lastly but
not least, the question of publicity. It
would take too long to discuss all these
various subjects in a single article, but,
briefly stated, the available government
lands are either so limited or, for the
present, so isolated, that an indiscrim-
inate policy of bringing immigrants to
this country would result in real hard-
ships. So much of the available land is al-
ready taken up and is by its being special--
ly adapted for division into small holdings.
for small mixed farming that we require,.
outside of agricultural labourers, a class:
of people who, for reasons of health or
change of climate, or more congenial
surroundings or change of avocation,
preferably with some capital at their dis-
posal, to undertake intensive cultivation,
particularly in the line of fruit-growing.
There are few parts of the Province to
which these remarks will not apply and,
therefore, the policy of the government
of late has been formed and in the future
undoubtedly will continue, with that par-
ticular object in view. For this reason,
particular attention has been paid to the
encouragement of fruit-growing in all
its branches, dairying, etc., and the liter-
ature that has been distributed has been
largely explanatory of commercial and
industrial conditions rather than that of
the usual flowery and seductive charac-
ter. Large commercial exhibits of fruit
have been sent to the Middle West,
which is the nearest and most natural
market, and to Great Britain, where the
outlook, so far as certain varieties of
fruit are concerned, is extremely fa-
vourahle. Great success has marked
these efforts, and the extension of exist-
ing orchards and the dividing up of land
into small holdings for orchard and other
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purposes, have gone on in rapidly in-
creasing ratio. _
Speaking generally, considering the
varied conditions and resources of the
Province, it is impossible to lay down
any general policy that will apply uni-
formly throughout. In the matter of
mining. fishing, ship-building and for-
estrv, the development of industries, and
extension of commerce, these must fol-
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low lines of private enterprise as has
been justified by the experience of gen-
erations in DBritish communities. The
most we can do is to make known the
extent and value of our resources, to aid

and encourage these as far as possible
by wise legislation and to leave the rest
to :he intelligent, ambitious and far-see-
ing public.

Thy Face.

Douglas Durkin.

. Perhaps in that bright world from which we came

Our souls were one.

But God loves love,

And so He took that soul
And fashioned from the whole
Two souls, and flung them from above
Into this world, each with a difterent name.

And since that day His hand hath matched each move,
And in the yearning each soul knew
For th’ other, God was there,
And He had every care
That our ways should converge, and through
The deep blue sky he loved us from above.

And as we wandered on from place to place
Each soul to each was drawn, and when
At last thy hand touched mine,
God smiled in His divine
Delight. Ah love, what wonder then
That when I saw thee first I knew thy face.



John Kyle, AR.CA.

N my first article I endeavoured to
shew the importance of tone, and
suggested the making of sketches in
different shades of one color; either

i pencil, water colors, or oils. The cor-
rect depth of colors has more to do with
the effect of a picture than the color
itself, therefore it is impossible to give
too much consideration to this point.

Correct drawing, true tone, and good
technique are essential to the making of
a successful picture. It will be neces-
sary to touch on these points again later
on as each heading is worthy of an
article to itself. At present let me take
for granted that a certain amount of
this drawing and tone work has been at-
tempted, and that instructions in the
management of the paints are required.

The box may be a simple one contain-
ing three paints; the primary colors:
Red, crimson lake; blue, Prussian blue;
Yellow, vellow ochre.

To put on a wash of color so that it
will dry with no streaks or unevenness,
should be the first exercise. Damp the
paper with water and hold it in a slightly
tilted position. Have a pool of paint
ready mixed and with a moderately large
brush full of color, start to cover the
paper, working right across the sheet, be-
ginning at the top as in Illustration I.

Keep the brush full of color; a ridge

of paint should always be at the bottom
of the wash to prevent its drying. Thus
if the tint be stopped at any part of the
sheet there will be a good blot of color
lying there into which any other color
may be run. When the wash reaches
the bottom of the sheet, dry the brush

W 1
"Wasw |

by placing it on a rag or a piece of blot-
ting paper, and then soak up the remain-
ing paint with the brush.

When one is able to wash on one color
well, nix three pools, one of red, one
blue, one yellow. Begin at the top of
the sheet with blue and bring it down
about one inch. Take another brush and
dip it into the red, running one color into
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the other and making a purple which
will gradually tone into a red. Dip an-
other brush into the pool of yellow and
let the yellow run into the red:  This

will make an orange gradually toning in--

to the yellow.

Begin with the blue again, letting it
run into the yellow, formmo green to
blue, and so on until the sheet is eovered

The colors should have a rainbow ef-
fect—Dblue, purple, red, orange, yeilow,
green. Thus six distinct colors may be
made by using three paints, while grey
is obtained by mixing the three together.

There should be no dry streaks in the
finished work, all the colors should merge
into one another. The method of do-
ing this is just the same as that em-
ployed in painting a picture.

When this exercise has been performed

satisfactorily, try an imaginary landscape.
Have a sheet of paper about 9 in. by 9 in.
and damp it. Wash blue down from the
top about two and one-half inches. Mix
red with the blue and put in some distant
hills in purple. Mix yellow with the
blue, run the green into the purple hills
bringing the green right to the foot of the
paper and adclmg more yellow to the
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color as it reaches the bottom.
tration No. 2.

This is good practice in manipulating
the colors; freedom in doing this will
allow one to give undivided attention to
the true depths of color when sketchmg
from nature.

A further trial might be made with
the addition of a tree or a house in the
foreground as in Illustration No. 3.

See Illus-

All these exercises may be done at
home. When the limitations of the colors
are thoroughly understood, one may then
venture forth with some confidence to
try conclusions with nature.

A sketching easel, a stool, a can for
water, a paint box with three colors and
three good water-color brushes; the best
camel hair or Siberian hair. A block of
Whatman’s water-color paper should
complete the equipment for a beginner.
Have good paper, coiors, and bruahes
the easel water can, and stool may be
of the cheapest.

Select some nook where there will be
privacy, and where the thoughts will not
be interrupted by intruders. Use the
finder as directed in my first article, and
decide ou something simple, something
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well within the scope of a beginner as
in Illustration No. 4.

As I have already remarked, it is a
great mistake to start with extensive
views: when accustomed to the working
of the materials more difficult scenes may
be chosen.

Sketch in the subject lightly with pen-
cil and after the manner described in
the previous article, make the most of
the shadows, and all the time the draw-
ing is going on be watching the tones,
noting the lightest part, and the darkest
part of the picture; in other words get-

ting to know the subject, so that when
the drawing is complete, one will be quite
clear of what has to be done next.

Damp the paper, and then begin to
wash on the color in the same manner
a3 proposed for the exercises.

As vou will be limited to the tints made
from vour three colors, you must not
expect to reproduce the scene literally.
Much will be learnt in making the most
of the three paints, in mastering the
technique, and in getting familiar with
the work, ’

When this is accomplished a few more
paints may be added to the box. Gam-
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boge or Indian yellow, Cobalt blue, and
Payne’s grey for instance. Simple ma-
terials, and simple subjects for beginners
is an important factor in making pro-
gress.

The early morning and evening are the
best times for painting as the colors are
more in masses, the different planes or
distances are more distinct, and aeriel
perspective more evident. The soft grey
tints are clearly seen, which is a great
matter for the beginner who always has
a certain difficulty in seeing the greys in
nature. A green tree being .generally
painted green, no matter how far distant
it may be. 3

Never sit in direct sunlight, unless un-
der an umbrella: These directions, al-
though very superficial, should help those
who wish to make studies from nature,
and if application, and perseverance go
hand in hand there will be no doubt of
the result.

Many masters prefer to begin the pu-
pils with oil colors, as alterations may
be made more readily; even a whole pic-
ture may be repainted; while water
colors will not allow such free treatment.
Many also claim that a course in oils
gives more force to the pupils’ work,
when they do take up water colors.

Should any readers desire to begin
their studies in oils, purchase good colors
and brushes. Messrs. Winsor & New-
tons’ or Messrs Reeves’ colors and
brushes are to be depended on. It is
best to buy an empty box and fill in the
colors as required. To start with White,
Cobalt blue, Prussian blue, Yellow ochre,
Vermilion and Ivory black are all that are
necessary. A palette, palette knife, char-
coal to draw with, hottle linseed oil,
bottle Copal varnish, bottle turpentine.
The oil, varnish, and turps, are specially
prepared for artists.

For working on, use canvas, or any
prepared material such as canvas board,
academy hoard, or oil sketching paper.
Academy board, rough surface, is good
and cheap.

After having fixed on a nice simple
bit of scenery, draw in the main features
with the charcoal and shade in the
masses, so as to get the effect in black
and white. '

To fix this mix up some color, say



154

black toned with a little yellow ochre,
and thinned down with turpentine. Go
over all the lines of the sketch, washing
in the shadows with thin color as seen
in [llustration No. s.

The result should be a vigorous sketch
of the proposed picture with the sha-
dows strong and effective. The whole
process should not occupy more than
twenty minutes or haif an hour, and the
color should dry almost immediately and
be ready for the painting proper.

Mix the colors for the sky with the
knife on the palette and put the tints
on to their proper places. Do not brush
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the tints too much together, nor mix
them too well on the palette, as this leads
to deadness, lifelessness; and one of the
beauties of color is its clear, clean, trans-
parent appearance: The tints in the sky
especially are always clean and pearly.

Mix the colors for the distance, gra-
dually working up to the foreground, and
as soon as possible put in the darkest
part of the picture, so that all other darks
may be compared to it.

Be plentiful in your use of colors, econ-
omy in that line does not pay: and let
all vour work he done as directly as
possible,
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Sir T. G. Shaughnessy.

William Blakemore

Railway 1is the greatest transporta-
tion enterprise in the world. Taken
in conjunction with its steamship
lines on the Atlantic and the Pacific, its
position is unrivalied. From a Cana-
dian standpoint it stands far ahead of
all industries, enter'prises, and corpora-
tions within the borders of the Dominion.
It was started as a commercial under-
taking, it is rapidly becoming an Imperial
factor, the strategic importance of
which far outvies its commercial value.
The Canadian Pacific Railway enjoys
a unique position amongst great enter-
prises in having had assoc1ated with 1t
great and notable men. The men who
built it have long since ceased to derive
their chief importance from their con-
nection with it: they stand today fore-
most in the councils of the Empire, and
rank with the Princes of the financial
world. Lord Strathcona, Sir James
Stephen, Sir William Van Horne and the
late Sir Robert Reid, are better known
to the present generation as statesmen,
philanthropists, and financiers than as the
builders of the Canadian Pacific Railway;
and the recent death of Sir Robert Reid,
who although the most retiring was not
the least mﬂuent1a] of the four serves to

IN many respects the Canadian Pacific

emphasize the gap which would be caused
by their removal.

To these illustrious names must now be
added a fifth, that of Sir T. G. Shaugh-
nessy. He is a worthy successor of those
who preceded him in the control of the
C. P. R, but he is more: he is the man
whose imagination and preception have
lifted the system from the plane of mar-
vellously successful railway enterprises to
the standard of an Impcrial asset, with
possibilities that are hardly yet dreamt
of. Everyone is talking today of the “All-
red Route.” Such a scheme is only made
possible by the pitch of excellence to
which the C. P. R. has been developed
under the direction of Sir T. G. Shaugh-
nessy. It is not to detract from the mag-
nificent services of his predecessors, who
bore the brunt of an enterprise which
threatened to bankrupt the Dominion, to
say that Sir Thomas was the first to
realize the necessity of establishing effi-
cient steamship lines on the Atlantic and
the Pacific. The enormous earnings of
the railway during the last ten years
might have been devoted to the payment
of larger dividends, and so have en-
hanced the market value of the stock,
but stock valuations have never troubled
the Directorate of the C. P. R, and in-
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stead the money was applied to the pur-
chase and operation of steamship lines
which would complete the Imperial route
and which today are amongst the best
equipped and the fastest afloat. The At-
lantic line of the C. P. R. has established
the important fact that from Ireland to
Canada is both the shortest and most
practicable route for speedy travel, and
by diverting attention to the Dominion
has paved the way for the transference
of mail transportation, and with it the
cream of passenger traffic, to the north-
erly route.

There is little doubt, although it can
only be a matter of conjecture, that it
was his masterly services in connection
with the solution of these momentous
problems that secured for Sir Thomas the
honorable distinction of knighthood.

Just what the future of the C. P. R.
and its allied interests may be it is im-
possible to forecast, but this much may
safely be said, that if Sir Thomas
Shoughnessy is spared for many years to
direct its affairs, he will before complet-
ing his work have constituted it the
girdle of the world for Imperial traffic,
and will have bound together by a literal
band of steel the people of Greater
Britain. Ere long it will be impossible
to regard any but the Canadian as the
natural Antipodean route, and yet less
than ten years ago the mere suggestion
was scouted as mmpracticable.

Sir T. G. Shaughnessy is an Irishman
of humble parentage, who has literallv
worked his way up from the position of a
messenger boy to that of President of the
greatest of rallway corporations. He has
Leen a railroader all his life, and not
one of his competitors is better versed in
the details of the business. It is nearly
ten years since I first met him, and was
for several years closely associated with
him in business matters. Of all the men
with whom I have done business he is
the most prompt and direct, possessing
as he does the rare faculty of being able
to make up his mind instantly. With
Sir Thomas it is “Yes” or “No,” and that
settles it. Moreover his word is as good
as his own or any other man’s bond. He
has no time to waste, nor does he wish
to waste any of yours. Go to him with
a clear cut, definite, proposition, satisfy
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him as to the facts, and if it involves the
expenditure of a million dollars he wi]
tell you as soon as you have done speak-
ing or as soon as he has done questioning
you whether he will take it or not. He
has been called brusque, but his brusque-
ness is not: the expression of ill-temper
or impatience: it is simply the outcome
of prompt decision and the anxiety to
save time and get on to the next business.

It is a delight to take instructions from
Sir Thomas Shaughnessy ; he jerks them
out in a few snappy sentences, which are
so definite that it is impossible to mis-
take, and he expects implicit compliance,
He 1s the best of masters, because he
never forgets a good servant. The man
who shows a disposition to consult the
interests of the G. P. R. and to make
personal sacrifices to serve them is as-
sured of recognition; such devotion can-
not possibly escape the eagle eye of the
President, and although the promotion
may appear to be long in coming, when it
does come it will be found in many in-
stances that Sir Thomas has been wait-
ing only for the most suitable appoint-
ment to open up, and might long ago
have conferred an inferior one, but was
unwilling to do it.

Sir Thomas Shaughnessy is an emin-
ently just man, strictly upright in all his
dealings, and contemptuous of any de-
viation, however slight, irom the straight
line. He is a kindly man, indeed in this
respect he resembles many others whose
apparent brusqueness is but a cloke for
geniality. The number of those who could
tell of his considerate benefactions could
not be counted by the hundred, perbaps
not by the thousand.

This brief sketch would not be com-
plete without a reference to a side of
the President of the C. P. R. which is
only known to his intimates. His em-
ployees know him as a keen, observaut,
disciplinarian whose notice nothing ¢>-
capes, and who seems in some mystericus
way to keep tab of nearly every one of
the fifty thousand workmen whose namics
appear on the pay-rolls. But there are
others who know that Sir Thomas is 2
man of culture, fond of literature and
art, who devotes whatever spare time )2
may have to study, and who is rapidly
coming to the front as one of the most
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gifted and thoughtful of public speakers.
Everything that Sir Thomas says is
weighty. Just as he wastes no time, he
wastes no words, and the editor who is
fortunate enough to secure his manu-
script finds little use for the blue pencil.
Sir Thomas does not often speak, but
whenever he does he is worth listening
to. During the present year he has de-
livered two addresses, one in London,
and one in Toronto, which are easily the
most illuminating and 1mpressive of any
which I have read on the subject of Ca-
nadian development and the position of

157

Canada in the Empire. In both of these
addresses Sir Thomas left commercialism
far behind and rose to the true level of
patriotism and statesmanship.

If any Canadian can catch the ear of
England it is Sir T. G. Shaughnessy, and
with the men who have made Canada
famous so rapidly approaching the de-
cline of life, it is no far prediction that
the eyes of the Dominion will turn more
and more for confidence and guidance to
the one whose force and originality have
stamped him as their only possible sue-
cessor.,

Irrigation in British Columbia.
A. E. Ashcroft, C. E.

RRIGATION is older than history, as
the ruins of aqueducts and tunnels
in Persia, in Colorado and in Cen-
tral Asia bear witness. Egypt, the

birthplace of civilization, could not have
been without it; the Hanging Gardens
of Babylon, one of the Seven Wonders
of the world, were but an example of
[rrigation Engineering. The Arabs and
the Moors in Spain were adepts in the
art, and the farmer of Northern Italy
today floods his fields in the same way
as his ancestors for hundreds of vears
have done.

The relative order of importance to
mankind of the various beneficial uses to
which the waters of the earth can be
put may be placed as follows:

Ist. DoMESsTIC, that is for drinking for
man and beast.

2nd- MunicipaL, the ordered distribu-
tion of water among men living in com-
munities for drmkmg, cleanlmess and
health and for protection from fire.

3rd. AGRICULTURAL, that is irrigation.

4th. INpustrIAL, includes all develop-
ments of water-power and the use of
water in manufactures.

. 5th. Mining, Placer and hydraulic-
mng,

This order or priority holds good in

Western Canada and the arid states of
the Union and is embodied in the Sta-
tutes of Colorado, Utah and Wyoming.
Some of these applications of water may

conflict—for instance—a large city may
divert the water of a stream ancl depnve
some lands on its banks from irrigation,
or 2 waterwheel or some other power of
sufficient water to operate.

Agam an extensive system of storage
reservoirs may so change the natural
flow that the former spring freshets no
longer occur and streams which have
been used each year at high water for
driving logs are no longer available for
the purpose.

The Sacramento River is a notable in-
stance of the changes wrought in the
regimen of a river by mining and irri-
gation.

Irrigation stands high in the above or-
der of priority, only the domestic needs
of individuals and cities having prece-
dence. It may be noted here that indus-
trial and transportation (power) uses,
even though municipally owned, come
later. To justify this important position
it is necessary that the laws shall be so
framed and administered as to ensure the
most economical distribution of the water
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The Coldstream Ranch near Vernon, B.C.

on lands where it will do most good that
is, raise the most valuable crops.

In British Columbia, irrigation by the
individual farmer is only possible to a
very limited extent. The water has gen-
erally to be brought great distances,
through very rough country and the en-
gineering and other difficulties are such
that only capital can afford to undertake
the works. It has been the writer’s ex-
perience that works of this nature are
always more costly than originally esti-
mated and the benefit to the district in
which they are situate is far more than
was deemed possible when the project
was first mooted. This has particularly
been the case in Vernon. The Grey
Canal, now being constructed by the
‘White Valley Irrigation & Power Com-
pany, is costing far more than the ori-
ginal estimate, as they are meeting with
more rock than was expected and in
nearly every part of construction the cost
is higher. To the district around Ver-
non the henefit already accruing from
the construction of these works is more
than twenty times the whole cost, this is
shown in the rise in land values, where
such land will be irrigated from the Grey
‘Canal.

Irrigation is a dificult matter to in-
terest outside capital in, and the Gov-
ernment should encourage as much as
possible projects of this nature, as for
every dollar spent in this class of work
the district receives a henefit ten to
twenty fold-

What appears to be needed in British
Columbia are:—

(1) Complete hydrographic surveys
of all watersheds and meterological data
and statistics.

(2) A recognition of the ownership of
stored water, and a system by which the
stored water may be conveyed to places
of use along natural channels.

(3) Stability and certainty of title: to
effect this to extinguish all old records,
new ones to be issued based on the use
to which the water is put, as well as 1n
priority of extinguished records.

(4) The preservation of forests in all
watersheds, the location and survey of
all lakes and marshes suitable for storage
reservoirs.

(5) The possibility under certain co-
ditions of effecting exchange of water t0
the mutual benefit of users.

(6) The providing of a tribunal to
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settle all disputes over water promptly
and on the spot.

In the writer's opinion, the ideally per-
fect system of administration is—abso-
lute despotism. Benevolent despotism of
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and that the spirit of the age is against
absolutism. On examination it will be
seen that this is not so—the commander
of an army or a battleship is a despot;
the committee of a Labour Union which

Pipe Line on Grey Canal near Vernon, B.C.

course and by a despot thoroughly cap-
able, thoroughly informed, and thorough-
Ivimpartial. It will be at once objected
that such a person is impossible to find

organizes a strike is despotic, and no
harmonious action of the whole 1s pos-
sible without the discipline of the parts.

Men have alwavs been found when
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needed and can be found again—such a  be able to do more gocd under a- taulty
man must be adequately salaried and Act than the most perfect legislation

placed in as independent a position as 3 414 do if imperfectly administrated.
Judge of the Supreme Court. He will

Part of Wooden Pipe System Installed at )
Okanagan Centre.



Vernon, the Hub

ERNON, known throughout the
length and breadth of the Pro-
vince of British Columbia as the
Hub of the Okanagan, is ap-

proached from the north through one of
the finest valleys in a territory celebrated
for its scenic beauties throughout the
Empire.

Few towns are more ideally located
than Vernon and none in the Province
has more to offer the newcomer, be he
sportsman, tourist or settler. The site
selected for the city and the many roads
which lead to the various beauty spots
of the valley recommend it with pecu-
liar force to the tourist. A drive of only
a few minutes lands him amid the blos-
soming orchards of the Coldstream or
he is bowling along Lake Drive which
skirts for mile after mile :the shores
of Long Lake. If his explorations are
directed towards the north a splendid
road leads him past farm after farm until
the environs of Armstrong is reached and
if he be so minded he can keep going
until he is once again at the main artery
of the C. P. R railway either at Sica-
mous or Salmon Arm, almost fifty miles
away,

of the Okanagan.

Returning to Vernon the drive through
White Valley in still another direction is
both beautiful and instructive, the route
is partly through the great Coldstream
estate with its acres of fruit bearing or-
chards. After passing the Coldstream
the nature of the tillage is more diver-
sified and fields of vegetables, hay and
grain engross the attention of the farmer.

Dairy farming is a rapidly increasing
industry in the upper stretches of White
Valley, mainly in the vicinity of Lumby
and surrounding valleys; and besides the
finest fruit in the world this section of
the Okanagan aspires to furnish outside
markets with the choicest products of
the dairy.

Naturally” from its commanding posi-
tion as the radial point Vernon is the
shipping centre for all this fertile terri-
tory ; and if the object of the newcomer
has heen to select a place to settle with
himself and his family this fact will ap-
peal to him with great force. Besides
qualities of climate and beauty of sur-
roundings Vernon has more substantial
gifts to offer. Its educational institu-
tions are of the best and are large enough
to serve a community twice the present
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Glimpses of Lake Scenery.

size of the city, and in addition to the
graded schools the higher education of
the pupils is capably looked to in a very
commodious high school. TIive religious
denominations have churches here—the
Presbyterian, Anglican, Methodist, Ro-
man Catholic, Baptist; also the Salvation
Army,

Communication with every point of the
valley is available over the wires of the
government telephone line. The postal
service is good but its growth has been
such within the past few years that the
Federal Government has decided to fur-
nish more liberal quarters and a new
post-office costing over $30,000 will be
erected during the coming summer,

The city boasts of two of the soundest
financial institutions in the Dominion and
all monetary requirements are met by
branches of the Bank of Montreal and
the Royal Bank of Canada, presided over
by officers shrewd and solidly conserva-
tive in their business methods. .

The city is served with the purest of
water and a good electric light system;
and the demands of those requiring
homes are met by one of the most com-
pletely equipped planing mills and sasi
and door factories in the Province.

Three very important improvements
are now engrossing the attention of the

*city council, namely: The erection of a

enlendid, modern hospital in the place of
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the present one which the city has out- priated and laying out the ground is al-
grown;; the laying out of a park; and the ready under way 7
;nstallalgl;m ﬁfeag gf-t?dtz;te sewelrage sys- A sum of money has also been set aside
en. r the first of the g ‘ag P '

| se, plans have for sewerage purposes and working plans

A Pretty Drive Near Vernon.

already been accepted and the building and specifications will shortly be in the

:;:];en completed will represent an expen- hands of the council.
)11 li_re of some $50,000. As regards the Many of the small holdings in the
park a sum of money has been appro- vicinity of Vernon have given their own-
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ers some astonishing returns, for instance
on a small farm about two miles out
eight arcres are planted as orchard of
which four are bearing. Between the trees
the owner grows small fruits and
vegetables of all kinds, and he says
that up to the present he has made more
from the auxiliary crop than from the
orchard. His results last year were: For
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acre and one-fifth devoted, one acre tq
raspberries and the balance to apples. The
returns for the berries were $375 and
from the apple crop $99 or almost $400
an acre.

Up White Valley one of the biggest
irrigation schemes in Western Canada is
being worked out by the Coldstream Es-
tate Company which controls thousands

Ancrny Eac P

Fish and Géme in the Okanagan.

apples, $870; prunes and plums, $347-
Off three-quarters of an acre of straw-
berries $428; one-half acre of raspber-
ries yielded $450: currants, black and
red, over $200, and the returns from his
vegetable crop were $915, a total of
$3,210 or over $400 an acre.

Another case was the vield from an

of acres of the finest fruit lands in the
world. -‘This immense proposition, which,
when completed, will be over forty miles
n length and represent an expenditure
close upon half a million of dollars, will
ensure crops from one year to the other
no matter how drv the summer may be.

Within the city limits Vernon is one



VERNON,

vast orchard and in this respect it excels
any other city in the Dominion west of
Winnipeg. Almost every home has its
orchard and plot devoted to the cultiva-
tion of small fruits and small indeed is
the lot which does not hoast of its grove
of evergreens, birches or poplars flour-
ishing as nature planted them, embellish-
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ful growth of all manners and kinds of
shrub and flower.

Vernon has a great future ahead of it;
and steady orowth is assured because it
has the country back of it to feed that
growth. It has every requirement for a
great and prosperous city; an unequalled

climate, an ideal site, a progressive

Boating Scenes on Okanagan Lake.

ing the city, and lending a grateful shade
during the summer heat.

The advantage which Vernon pos-
sesses in sites has encouraged the erec-
tion of many very handsome residences
and the number of these is multiply-

ing very rapidly, attention is also being

given to the grounds surrounding them
md the near future will see some exqui-
site examples of floriculture as the cli-

mate is particularly fitted for the success-

people, a wonderfully productive sur-
rounding country and an ever increasing
market for the produce. Already a pro-
ject is on foot to build a line of electric
railway which will penetrate the small
lateral valleys not as vet within reach
of the cheap transportation afforded by
the Shuswap & Okanagan branch line

_of steamers; and when that project does

take definite shape the territory which
Vernon will serve will be almost doubled
in size.
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J. Forsyth Smith.

HE second annual convention of
the Western Canada Irrigation
Association, which was held in
Vernon during the week begin-

ning August toth, has fully realized the
expectation that it would prove to be
more important and far-reaching in its
effects than any gathering of the kind
that has ever been held in the Province.
It is true that the unfortunate coinci-
dence of the date with that of the Sas-
katchewan elections, the early harvest in
the Northwest Provinces, etc., resulted
in limiting its number of delegates to
a comparatively small proportion of what
had been expected, but this matter of
the attendance was the only one which,
in any degree, marred the success of the
event, and the energetic members of the
Executive Board, whose careful plan-
ning of details is largely responsible for
the outcome, have every reason to feel
satisfied with the result of their efforts.

The programme of papers and ad-
dresses embraced contributions from
some of the foremost authorities in Ca-
nada and the United States on the vital
subjects of water legislation, irrigation,

and forestry; the matter presented in-
cluded a wealth of valuable information
on the history of the irrigation move-
ment, the conditions that have to be
dealt with in the reclamation of arid
areas to the purposes of the agriculturalist
and horticulturalist, and the remarkable
resuits that have attended the efforts of
the successful irrigationist; the views
set forth and the suggestions made by
experts with regard to the amendment
of existing laws were remarkably de-
finite, clear and logical; the discussion
by the rank and file of the delegates was
marked by earnestness, and the evident
desire to contribute as much as possible
towards the solution of the problems be-
fore them; and, in short, there was not
an hour of the business portion of the
Convention, which was not replete with
suggestions to the legislator, the indus-
trial economist, or the practical irrigator.

Of special interest to the people of
British Columbia was the pronounce-
ment of Hon. F. J. Fulton, Chief Com-
missioner of Lands and Works, made
at the opening of the Convention, as 0
the intentions of the Government with
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regard to amending the Water Clauses
Consolidation Act. Mr. Fulton pointed
out that an amendment last session had
established the right to store water, and
stated that he had enlisted the services
of Mr. J. S. Dennis, assistant to Second
Vice-President Whyte of the C.P.R,
manager of the irrigation department of
that company, and, probably, the greatest
irrigation expert in Canada, to aid him
in drafting a comprehensive amendment
to the existing Act, which would do
away with many of the difficulties at
present met with by users of water. Af-
ter this draft had been made, it was the
intention to have it printed and distri-
buted throughout the Province, so that
all who were interested in the matter,
might have an opportunity of criticising
it, before it was brought before the leg-
islature. Mr. Fulton’s remarks made it
quite evident that he fully appreciates
the importance of sweeping reforms in
the present methods of administering the
water resources of the Province.

Perhaps the most generaliy interesting
feature of the programme was the ad-
dress on “The Law Relating to the Use
of Water for Irrigation,” by Mr. J. S.
Dennis, a gentleman who is very widely
known as an authority on irrigation. Mr.
Dennis has made quite a specialty of the
question of water legislation. His ex-
pericnce with irrigation has been wide,
and his logical and eminently practical
mind has had ample opportunity to reach
definite conclusions on the many pro-
blems which confront those who use or
administer the water assets of the coun-
try. From first to last, his address was
a clear and forcible enunciation of views,
which were evidently the result of tuc
fullest acquaintance with every phase of
the subject; and the vigour and decis-
ion of his utterances, as well as the-al-
most self-evident logic of his proposi-
tions held the attention and brought
conviction to the minds of his hearers.

In brief, Mr. Dennis took the North-
west Irrigation Act as the basis of sug-
gested legislation for British Columbia,
and, proceeded to set forth the argu-
ments which proved it to be the best law
at present existant, dealing with the sub-
Ject.  One important .principle should
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be recognized as lying at- the bottom of
all water legislation. There is no such
thing as property in water. All that the
individual has 15 the license to use i,
and when water ceases to be used hene-
ficially, the license must cease to exist.
There was scarcely a stream in the
Province which was not greatly over
recorded. The Government had issued
licenses to use water, which, in perhaps
the greatest number of cases, did not
exist at all. As a result, no record-
holder could feel that he had a clear and
disputable right to the use of the water
called for by his record, but must always
be in danger of being required to de-
fend his right in the courts. A drastic
remedy was required. The first step
towards amendment should be a thor-
ough house-cleaning. The Government
should appoint a commission to ascertain
accurately just how much water is avail-
able from every stream, against which
records are held, and also to investigate
the validity of existing records: one
most important test of validity being the
using of the water. Non-users, who
would not undertake to use the water
within a reasonable time fixed by the
commission, should have their records
“snuffed out” of existence. Indefeasible
right should then be given, in order of
priority of valid records, to just as much
water as proves actually available.

Among other notable addresses were
those by R. H. Campbell, Dominion
Superintendent of Forestry; Prof. L.
G. Carpenter, Director and Professor of
Irrigation, Colorado Agdricultural Col-
lege, and Price Ellisen, M.P.P., member
for Okanagan.

Mr. Campbell’s remarks were of a
most instructive nature. Dealing with
the measures that are now being taken
by the Dominion Government for the pre-
servation and Te-foresting of timber
lands, Mr. Campbell enlarged upon the
beneficial effects of forests both upon
the precipitation and also upon the con-
servation of moisture and urged action
by provincial governments in the direc-
tion of controlling and preventing disas-
trous bush fires, which so seriously affect
the supply of water for irrigation. The
speaker also gave some most .interesting
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-details as to the steps being taken by
the Government to aid settlers in replant-
ing denuded areas, stating that the Gov-
ernment nursery in Saskatchewan had
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lations, and were making very satisfac-

tory growth. . S
Prof. L. G. Carpenter is the irrigation

expert, who has been engaged by the

Steam Shovel at Work in Irrigation Ditch.

furnished about 2,000,000 young trees

during the past two years, the greater

proportion of which had been set out

in accordance with the Government regu-

Provincial Government to investi.g:atf-
conditions affecting irrigation in Brlt}S:Ll
Columbia, and to prepare a report whick
might be made the basis of future water
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legislation. His wide experience in the
United States, where he has been a re-
cognized authority upon the subject for
a number of years, gave special interest
to his address. It consisted, in the main,
in a well-sustained comparison between
conditions in British Columbia and in
Wyoming, Nebraska and Colorado, and
it was particularly interesting, as clearly
indicating, in the light of the experience
of these states, the course which must
be followed by this Province.

Mr. Price Ellison, member for Okan-
agan, has, for vears, made a hobby of
the subject of irrigation, having given
it careful study from every point of
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esting feature of the programme was the
animated discussions that followed the
introduction of the several resolutions,
which, to the .credit of the Resolution
Committee, must be conceded to be as
accurate and concise a crystallization of
the sentiments of the delegates as was
ever presented to a similar gathering.
The iimitations of space forbid us to
detail these exceedingly interesting de-
bates, which followed, but we must find
room for the resolutions themselves:
No. 1.

“Whereas the preservation of the for-
ests at the water shed of all the streams
in the Province, the waters whereof are

Summerland, B.C.

view, and having been indefatigable "

urging it upon the attention of succes-
sive provincial governments. His ad-
dress, which bristled with facts and
figures, was an earnest and thoroughly
logical plea for government irrigation.
He pointed out that the initial cost of
constructing government systems, al-
though considerable, was as nothing com-
pared with the increased values from
the use of water, and emphasized the
absolute certaintly that all expenditures
in this connection would be speedily re-
couped to the mutual advantage of far-
mer and government. ,
Apart from the addresses, wh;ch
formed, as it were, the pieces de resist-
ance of the convention, the most nter-

available for irrigation or industrial pur-
poses, is of vital importance for the pre-
vention of floods in spring and drought
in summer, and

“Whereas, at the first meeting of this
convention held at Calgary on the 17th
and 18th of July last year, a resolution
somewhat similar to this was passed
praying the Dominion and Provincial
Governments to ‘take steps to protect
the existing forests and water sheds,” and

“Whereas the matter has not yet re-
ceived that attention that in the opinion
of this committee, its importance de-
mands, ,_ .

“Therefore, be it resolved that the
Dominion and Provincial Governments
be again urged to take action and im-
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mediate steps to protect existing forests
in the water sheds of all streams avail-
able, or that in the future are likely to
become available, for domestic, agricul-
tural or industrial purposes, and to re-
plant denuded areas at the heads of
streams, so that the sources of the sup-
ply of water for all such purposes may
be maintained for ever.”
No. 2.

“Resolved that better means be adopt-
ed for the prevention of forest fires on
the water sheds, and it is suggested that
the penalty in the Bush Fire Act should
be increased, and that one-half of any
such penalty should go to any person

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

Chief Commissioner of Lands and Works
that the Government of this Province are
now giving consideration to. the matter
of amending the existing law to remove
these difficulties, therefore

“Be it resolved that in the opinion of
this convention the most urgent need of
the Province today is the enactment of
a simple and comprehensive law under
which tue sources of water supply for
irrigation may be used to their fullest
extent in extending irrigation develop-
ment and to that end the Government
should in the proposed legislation enact
provisions which will clear all streams
of existing records that are not being

View of a Portion of The Central Okanagan Land and Orchard
Company’s Property.

furnishing evidence resulting in a con-
viction.”
No. 3

“Whereas at the first Irrigation Con-
vention held at Calgary in July, 1907,
attention was directed to the urgent ne-
cessity for the enactment of the neces-
sary amendments to the existing law in
British Columbia relating to the use of
water for irrigation to overcome the pre-
sent difficulties in extending irrigation
development, and

M ) .
Whereas ‘this convention notes with

pleasure the ‘statement of the Hon: the -

%]

used, provide for the careful and sys-
tematic gauging of all sources of supply.
for the storage of flood water on a basis
whigh will protect those constructing ex-
pensive works necessary to conserve this
water and provide the needed staff of
competent Government officials to ad-
minister the law after it is enacted.”

No. 4.

“Resolved that the Provincial Gov-
ernment be asked to pass legislation en-

abling municipalities to own and operate
iIrrigation systems.”
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No. 5.

“Resolved that the Dominion and Pro-
vincial Governments be asked to under-
take surveys in British Columbia (as
has already been done in the Northwest)
to ascertain the extent and condition of
the water sheds, the amount of water
available, and the extent of irrigable
lands.”

No. 6.

“Resolved that this convention strong-
ly recommends the Provincial Govern-
ment to provide adequate protection to
the owners of stored water in conveying
the same to their ditch heads.”

The business sessions of the Conven-
tion were brought to a close by the se-
lection of Lethbridge as the next place
of meeting, and the election of the fol-
lowing officers: Hon. President, Hon.
G. H. V. Bulyea, Lieutenant-Governor
of Alberta; President, J. S. Dennis, Cal-
~gary; First Vice-President, Hon. F. J.
Fulton; Second Vice-President, P. L.
Naismith, Lethbridge; Secretary-Treas-
urer, W. H. Fairfield, Lethbridge.

Perhaps the most interesting part of
the convention, from the standpoint of
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the visiting delegates, began after the
regular business had been thus satisfac-
torily disposed of, when a unique feature
was introduced in the shape of a four
days’ programme of driving and touring
the district, in accordance with the ar-
rangements made by the Executive
Board.

Wednesday was spent in a visit to the
head-gates of the Grey Irrigation Canal;
the route being planned to exhibit the
beautiful scenery of Long Lake, with
its picturesque shores covered with the
tents of campers; the hop-yards and
orchards of the Coldstream Ranch, Lord
Aberdeen’s famous property; the estate
of the Learmouth Fruit Company, of
which Earl Grey is the principal owner;
and some of the most interesting sections
of the ditches and piping of the Grey
Canal. On their return to Vernon in
the evening, a complimentary banquet
tendered by the citizens completed the
list of the hospitalities extended to the
visitors by the Hub of the Okanagan,
and proved to be a most successful func-
tion from every point of view.

An early start was made the next
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It is a DAINTY SOAP for DAINTY WOMEN, for those
who wish the BEST; a soap that is
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The Royal Soap Company,

VANCOUVER, B. C.
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morning, by SS. Aberdeen, down the
lake to Kelowna, where, under the di-
rection of the managers of the Kelowna
Land and Orchard Company, the dele-
gates were driven over the splendid bench
lands of that company and given an
opportunity to inspect the flourishing
orchards which cover these five areas of
fruit land ,afterwards partaking of a very
enjoyable open air luncheon. Returning
to the city, the final items of a regatta
programme furnished pleasing entertain-
ment for the rest of the afternoon and
cvening, and must have gone far to con-
hrm, in the minds of the visitors, the
impressions already formed, of the
charms connected with residence in the
Orchard City. |

Thursday was, perhaps the busiest day
of the excursion programme, comprising
a succession of cordial greetings, hos-
pitable receptions and dellchtful drives,
which could not but have convmced the
delegates of the hearty good-will of the
people of the Okanagan. Peachland was
the first point visited, and here, a mag-
nificent display of apples, peaches,

plums, tomatoes, and other choice
Okanagan fruit had been -assembled in
the packing house ort the wharf, as a
most convincing object lesson to demon-
strate the productiveness of the district.

The wonder of the visitors at the superb
collection of luscious orchard products
displayed before their eyes must have
been appreciably increased, when the
drive, which followed, had (hscloaed the
somewhat unpromising source of so
much.

Lunch was served at Naramata, J. M.
Robinson’s newest project, and the fu-
ture Battle Creek or Coney Island of
British Columbia, and, with the enthu-
siastic promoter, hlmself, as guide, the
party viewed the imbryo Opera House
Sanitarium site, etc., etc., and had no
difficulty whatever in entertaining pleas-
ing anticipations of the future import-
ance of the nascent water resort.

Summerland was reached at about one
o'clock, and here the delegates fell into
the hands of a bevy of ladies, who not
only presented each one with a box of
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choice fruit, but insisted on. decorating
even the staidest and soberest with a
button-hole bouquet. These charming
preliminaries concluded, amidst strains
of inspiring music from the Summer-
land Band, the visitors were hospitably
invited to drive over the district, visiting
Prairie Valley and inspecting the beauti-
ful estate of Mr. R. H. Aguer, finally
returning to the boat, fully convinced that
there are great possibilities for the hor-
ticulturist in the Okanagan,

Every point on the lake seemed to vie
. with its fellows in showering attentions
upon' the delegates, so that the last place
reached always seemed to have reacted
the climax of cordiality and hospitality,
until displaced, in its turn, by its suc-
cessor. Penticton was no whit behind
other Okanagan centres in .its reception
to the visitors, and the drive which it
tendered them, past the well cultivated
fruit lots that make the upper bench a
veritable joy to the eyes, must have been
a Trevelation even to residents of the
northern Okanagan, already prepared to
believe well of their country. After

the drive, a delightful al fresco. repast,
served by the ladies, completely proved
a fitting finale to a most enjoyable day.

The last item on the programme was
the visit to Okanagan Centre, which took
place on the return north,. Saturday
morning. This proved to be one of the
most interesting calls made, not only af-
fording an opportunity to inspect one
of the most important irrigation sys-
tems in the valley, but by showing a
fruit district in its earlier and rougher
stage before any planting has been done,
furnishing a valuable object-lesson on the
transforming power of water.

Thoroughly tired out by the constant
succession of pleasures, the continuous
“jag of joy,” as one of them phrased it,
that had been offered them, but enthu-
siastic admirers of the Okanagan, its
fruit and its people, the delegates reached
Vernon about three o’clock Saturday af-
ternoon, passing out the same day to
bear to their homes in different parts
of the Northwest, pleasing recoilections
of the Land of Fruit and Sunshine.



Remarkable Progress of a New Industry.

J. Morgan Parks.

O better evidence of Western pro-
gress and hustle has been exem-
plified in latter years than that af-
forded by the British Canadian

Wood Pulp & Paper Co., Ltd., who are
now erecting their big wood pulp and
paper plant at Port Mellon, 25 miles
north of Vancouver, B.C. This company
was organized less than six months ago
by Mr. Greely Kolts, assisted by repre-
sentative men of the “Terminal City,” for
the purpose of developing the wood pulp
and paper industry in British Columbia.
The launching of such an industry in-
volving large capital, at such a time, in
the condition of national finance, was

Company’s Office.

thought to be not only devoid of good
judgment, but inevitably destined to com-
plete failure. But the marvellous success
of the company now illustrates what can
be accomplished by perseverance and well
ditected energy. The directors imme-

diately after the incorporation of the
company, purchased 8o acres of land and
secured an option on an adjoining eighty
acres at the entrance of Rainy River on
Howe Sound, twenty-five miles from
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Hotel at Port Mellon.

Vancouver, where they established the
townsite of Port Mellon and proceded
to the erection of the plant. A large
force of men was at once assigned to
the task of clearing the property and pre-
paring it for the big plant. Engineers
were placed at work on the plans and
specifications, and correspondence enter-
ed into for the engagement of a general
manager capable of directing the affairs
of such a corporation. After some delay
Mr. P. M. Hamlin, formerly general
manager of the Pennsylvania Paper
Mills, and regarded as one of the leading
paper mill managers of the United States,
was engaged and took charge of the
work. Upon the clearing of the pro-
perty, arrangements were at once made
for the accommodation of about 100 men,
a steam dredge was put to work so as to
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provide a better harbor, and a contract
entered into for the heavy concrete work,
which is almost completed. The General
Manager was despatched East to arrange
for the machinery necessary for the big
plant, and what six months ago was a
virgin forest, is now a seething busy
centre, full of life and activity, with the
noisy throb of Progress echoing far and
away through the answering woods. An
hotel splendidly appointed, has been built
for the accommodation of guests, and, as
one surveys this splendid achievement,
the result of less than six months’ work,
it impels a feeling of admiration for the
hustle that made such a transformation
possible.

The amount of work which the com-
pany has accomplished in such an in-
credible time, reflects great credit on the
management, but the greater task of se-
curing sufficient money to finance a pro-
position of such magnitude in the present
condition of the money market, 1s a com-
pliment to the directors and fiscal agent,
Mr. Greely Iolts, and establishes a re-
cord not often equalled in industrial pro-
motion. It i1s in fact such splendid hon-
orable achievements that inspire confi-
dence and refutes the old pessimistic slo-
gan, “That the West is dependent upon
the East for the money upon which to
build up and maintain Western indus-
tries,”” for every dollar subscribed has
come directly from British Columbia.
“Not a dollar promotion stock,” was the
fundamental principle upon which the
company was organized. Each director
subscribed for at least 1,000 shares of
stock, and there were no rebates, no fav-
orites, and no inducements either direct-
ly or indirectly. The company originally
offered the first 100,000 7 per cent pre-
ferred stock in blocks of 100 at $1.00 per
share. Each 100 shares entitled to a
bonus of 25 shares of preferred stock.
Then followed the second 100,000 isste
of 7 per cent. preferred stock at the same
price but with a bonus of only 15 shares
on each 100 shares. Then the third 1s-
sue of 100,000 preferred was opened for
subscription at par value, $1.00 per share,
no bonus stock, The company are now
closing the sale of the third 100,000 is-
sue and the subscriptions are being re-
ceived through the British Coliumbia
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Trust Corporation of Vancouver B. C.
This is the last stock to be offered at the
present time for subscription and is with-
out question one of the best industrial
stocks ever offered for subscription in
Western Canada. The payments on the
stock are the same as on the first and
second 100,000 issue, viz., 10 per cent on
apphcatlon I5 per cent m 30 days, bal-
ance in eight calls not exceeding 10 per
cent per call and at intervals of not less
than 30 days each.

The company is still operating its de-

monstrating plant at 313 Cordova street,
Vancouver, to which the public is cor-

The Construction Camp.

dially invited to visit and witness the
manufacture of wood pulp and paper
from refuse of the local saw and shingle
mills. The character of paper p0551ble
to manufacture from the refuse which is
daily consumed at the mills, has been a
matter of great surprise even to old and
experienced paper men. The big mill
now in course of construction at Port
Mellon is to be confined to high grade
fibre wrapping paper, although additional
units are to be put in for newspaper and
box board.

Those prominently identified in the big
enterprise are: Sylvester G. Fau]kner
British Columbia Trust Corporation, W.
H. R. Collister, Manager Albion Iron
Works, J. Duff Stuart, Vice-President;
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The Clarke-Stuart Co., Ltd., Col. T. H.
Tracy, M. C., former City [Engineer:
Fredk. Appleton, Managing Director M.
R. Smith & Co.; Ald. W. J. Cavanagh,
of W. J. Cavanagh & Co.; Ired Smith,
(member Smith, Davidson & Wright),
wholesale paper dealers: W. Innes Pater-
son, president Paterson Timber Co.: H.
M. Burritt, Western Manager Corticelli
Silk Co.; Capt. H. A. Mellon, J. P., Am-
erican Lloyds’ Agent, etc., and others
equally well known in the commerciai
life of British Columbia.
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~ The Telegram.

A Tragedy of the Imperial Limited Mail, by A. N. St. John
Mildmay, author of * In the Waiting Time of War.”

L

Headlight and gleaming track!
And the cool of the odorous night,
And the roar and reel of the thundering steel,
And an engine speeding light,
Speeding from Sicamous back.

IL.

“Ah God! I may reach her yet!”—
‘Switch off,’ said the Agent, ‘and go!’
“‘Little Margaret burnt’” (this much they had learnt)
**She can live but an hour or two’:
“My own little Margaret!”

IIL

‘God bless him! Side-track the mail?
‘Risking his pension and mine?

‘Not a heart but could bleed for a father's need,
‘Station agent, passengers, crew.
‘But I take it the chiefs of the Line
‘Are merciful men and true,
‘Maybe, they will hear our tale.’

IV.

Starlight and gathering gloom
And Nelson at last in sight!

And the father's face on that frantic race
Still straining into the night,
Blanched as a marble tomb.

V.
The calm of a moonlit mere,
And the hush of the' mountain snows!

He has done his best: and the yearning breast
Of the father is still, and knows—

VI

Knows—ere the words are sped,
(For someone has climbed the plate)
That the frenzied flight through the summer night,
Though it eased the strain of his anguished brain,
Has been labour lost—“To late!”
The pitiful linesman said.
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Do You Hunt?
Do You Fish?

If so, see

J. HUMPHREYS

THE PRACTICAL GUNSMITH

for guns and tackle, or to get your
outfit repaired.

159 Cordova St.Vancouver, B. C,

You Will Find Prices Right at

J. L. CLARK’S

Tea, Coffee and
Crockery Mart
Wholesale and Retail
518 Westminster Ave., Vancouver, B.C.

ONCE TRIED ALWAYS USED.

WE are fully equipped for big
business, and solicit orders

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

Vancouver=Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.

Head Office and Cold Storage Plant:

152-15¢ Hastings Vancouver’ B, C,

Street, W.

It is often said: ¢‘There is nothing
Perfect on Earth.” Just call and let
us show you .

The Perfect Bicycle

and you’ll admit that it is perfect and
the price is right., We do repair work
well and promptly.

HASKINS & ELLIOTT
Gunsmith, Bicycle and Safe Specialists,

Cor. Pender and Howe Stis.
VYANCOUVER, B.C.

Trust It To Us===

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

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS

562 Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

ALBERTA OIL

The money-making marvel of the age.

$100 invested has made..... $ 36,620
$6,000 “ ‘" ve... 855,000
$650 . LA 1,000,000

I firmly believe that our property will
repeat these figures. A clean company

and a promising property.
Every way you look at OIL our in-

vestment seems best.
Well down 1,600 feet—may get OIL

any day now.
Full information and prospectus free.

MARCY D. COUCH
Agent, Canadian North-West 0il Co.
PINCHER CREEK, ALTA.

LUCKY 13

Package contains 13 beautiful assorted
post-cards for only 13c—most cards re-
tail at 5 and 10c each. FREE 13 extra
cards to every 13th purchaser.

CRESCENT POST CARD CO.,

Box 1292. VANCOUVER, B.C.

Spillman & Co.

WALL PAPERS and DECORATIONS

Painting, Tinting, Hardwood Finishing.
Presco Painting and Interior Decorating,
Paper Hanging, Kalsomining and
House Painting of every description.

Estimates Furnished.

928 Granville St, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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TELEPHONES, 138, 1353

Alex. Mitchell, Manager.

Stanley Park
Stables

Hacks, Broughams, Victorias, Surreys,

Carriages and Tally-Ho.

Cor. Seymour and Dunsmuir Streets,

Uancouver, B. €.

N

P ok
J\%SUF@

OF CANADA.

The Company which the people
want—where life insurance is secured
at net cost.

Purely Mutual—Purely Canadian.

Established 1869.

For rates and full information, write
or call on:

William J. Twiss

MANAGER

VANCOUVER, B. C.

9

1908
Fali
Fur
Styles
Made
up
as
Desired

SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.
. A. RoBeRrTs, Manager.
19 Granville St.,

-

\

Do you want more business?
Is your

advertising as bright and

strong and convincing as it can be
made?
Don’t you think that a man whose

whole business training has been in ad-
vertising—advertisement writing — can
take your ideas and huild on them—put
an extra snap and ginger into them?

There isn't a doubt about it.

I believe T am. giving the best service
that can be had in my line.

I believe the man who employs me
will have better and more effective ad-
vertising than any of his competitors.

I want to write ads for the best
merchant in every line of business. If
I cannot write for the best merchant I

will write for the second best and try
to make him the best.

FRED. B. REYNOLDS
Suite 16, Culthorpe Bldg, 619 Hastings St.,

VANCOUVER, 8. C. J

Vancouver, B. C,
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! Standard Remedies
¢ for the Family
Medicine Chest.

GILMOUR’S FOOT POWDER—For
aching, tired, perspiring feet.
Price «v.vvvievenn. et eneans 25¢

GILMOUR’S TOOTHACHE REMEDY—
Prompt, quick, effective, a sure
cure which never has been known
to fail. Price ......... e 25¢

GILMOUR’S HEADACHE and NEUR-
ALGIA POWDERS — Guaranteed
to contain no injurious drugs and
to leave no painful after effects.
Price ..veivet tiiiitiiiiiiena 25¢

GILMOUR’S CORN REMOVER—Re-
moves without delay corns, warts
and bunions. Has never been
known to fail. If you suffer from
these annoyances, this remedy will
be a Dblessing to you. Price....25¢

By mail or direct from the store—
Prompt service at all times.

Eostre G, Fordorson

Georgia Pharmacy:
Cor. Georgia and Granville Streets.
Mt. Pleasant Pharmacy:
2419 Westminster Avenue.
. VANCOUVER, B.C.
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r st s L L X L L 2 2 2 4 A 4
L 2 X X2 2 2 2 2 2 2 . 2 4 £ 2 2 X 2 2 2 2 X X 2

<

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’'S

ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifies as well as Beautifies the Skin.
No other cosmetic will do it.

Removes Tan, Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches, Rash and Skin Diseases, and
every blemish on beauty, and defiies de-
tection. It has stood the test of 60
Years; no other has, and is so harm-
less—we taste it to be sure it is pro-
perly made. Accept no counterfeit of
similar name. The distinguished Dr. L.
A, Sayre said to a lady of the haut-ton
(a patient): ‘“As you ladies will use
them, I recommend ‘GOURAUD’'S
CREAM’ as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations.”

GOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET
POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely per-
fumed. Relieves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion.

Price 25 cents, by mail.
GOURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair.

Price $1.00, by mail.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop.,
New York City.
HENDERSON BROS.,
‘Wholesale Distributors.
Vancouver and Victoria, B.C.

'NOMORE |

GREY HAIR

Madame Humphreys has just received
a large consignment of Mary T. Gold-
man’s Hair Restorer, without exception
the best article of its kind on the
market today. Just as good for gentle-
men as ladies; easy to use; does not
rub off.

Beautiful Marcel Wave, 50c; Sham-
poo, 25¢ and 50c; Face Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and building up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles.

Pimples and Dblackheads positively
healed.

Young gentlemen treated as well as
ladies at

" The Alexandra

Madam Humphreys

589 Granville St. -~ VANCOUVER, B.C. §

| want to Plan
Your House.

I know that, as an intelligent man ox
woman, you want a design that wil
be beautiful, artistic, original and ‘“out
of the rut” without being freakish or
extreme,

My ambition is to fill the West with
beautiful homes. My plans will appeal
to home builders from the artistic as
well as the practical side.

Get acquainted with me.

E. STANLEY MITTON
ARCHITECT

Offices, 620 Hastings Street.
VANCOUVER, B.C.
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What shall You
do with your
idle money

In order to get the greatest profit
from it, and yet have it safely in-
vested? Stocks are unreliable—
daily events prove it.

)

Good Farm Land
is Profitable

And absolutely safe too. It grows
in value each year. We have some
fine fruit and farm acreage.

Drop a postal for particulars to

E. H. ROOME & CO.

House, Estate and Financial Agents.
600 Westminster Avenue,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Reference—Royal Bank.

Telephone 3708

W.J.Gavanagh & Go.

W. J. CAVANAGH, Notary Public.
I. DOUGLAS CAMPBELL.

REAL ESTATE, LONS
AND INSURANCE

ESTATES MANAGED

General Agents in B. C. for

The Occidental Fire Insurance Co’y.
All Policies issued from our office.

407 PENDER ST. VANCOUVER, B.C.

NECHACO f§
VALLEY J§

LT s

0

GUARANTEED

Nechaco Valley is a farmer's paradise,
an investor's opportunity that is un-
cqualled anywhere in the country.

You do not have any taxes or other
assessments to pay in eight years., 1In
fact you are guaranteed a tour per cent.
dividend on all moneys that you pay In.

Perfect climate, soil and farming con-
ditions—send your name on a postal for
our beautifully illustrated bhooklet giv-
ing full details of Nechaco Valley, a
place to live and not to merely exist.

APPLETON INVESTMENT CO. LTD.
Dept. H

American Bank Bldg.,
Seattle, U.S.A.

Vancouver, B.C. Spokane, Wash,

iln‘
DAH EEERE

100,000 acres of Idaho’s famous
fruit land with a perpetual water
right for sale at $60.00 an acre
and ten years in which to com-
plete the payments. For free
information write to

LEAGUE OF SOUTHERN IDAHO

COMMERCIAL CLUBS
BOX 409, BOISE, IDAHO

H. M. HERRIN & CO’Y
STOCK BROKERS
Will buy or sell:—
Goldfield, Tonopah, Coeur D’Alene,
British  Columbia, Alaska and all
mining stocks, and being in close con-
nection with every Exchange and
Mining Centre, can negotiate without
delay. -
Write for market letter and quota-
tions,
610 FIRST AVENUE
SEATTLE - WASHINGTON
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SEEDS. TREES | 1 ADMORE’S

PLANTS

Where Every Knowa Brand of

for the farm, garden, lawn or

conservatory. lmported

Reliable, approved varieties, at reason- %

able prices. Eastern

No Borers. No Scale. No fumigation
to damage stock.
and Local

No windy agents to annoy you.
Buy direct and get trees and seeds that
GROW.

Material and Cut Flowers.
r ARE TO BE HAD
1908 Catalogue F'ree.

Bee Supplies, Spray Pumps, Spraying g Clgars

VANCOUVER, B.C.

M. J. HENRY No. 1 and 2 « ARCADE”
Greenhouse:i—3010 Westminster Road, g V A N C O U V E R g
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“BAGLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS * ———————————

No better stamps made anywhere.
Latest model elastic producing machin-
ery, expert workmen, best materialy,
moderate prices. Particular attentron
given to mail orders.

Rubber Stamps, Stencils, Seals, Metal
Checks, Badges, Xey Tags, Check Pro-
tectors, Numbering Machines, Rubber
Type Outfits, Etc.

A. G. BAGLEY & SONS,
412 Hastings St., - Vancouver, B.C.
Printers, Stationers, Stamp and Badge

Makers. R/, FUSBER STAMPS :+o arr/f SEC/ALIES i
Sole Agents for the Peerless Moistener ' =
and Bullfrog Carbon Paper.
Telephone 2403. (With the Office Specialty Mfg. Co.)

8 [lugtrated B
Estimates™”
DL

or,
and ELECTROTYPER,

Incorporated with the Vancouver Photo Engraving Co. 653 Granville St., VANCOUVER

i qor some qoon o e C oY) MACHINISTS,

deos but dort knowl r r ;
e e e B O TLDERS

We do all kinds of metal work—
turning, screw-cutting and fitting,
and all repair work,

Sole B. C. Agents for

SMITH’S UNIQUE CQURSE
7 FINDER FOR NAVIGATORS.

R DY P 6
N N

THE B.C MODEL ENGINEERING WORKS

(PHONE 2991) 3 ARCADE. VANCOUVER B.C. (POBOX964

Lawn Swings
Are Ripe

They are a comfort to the old and a

pleasure to the young.

Very substantial and very reasonable in
price.

Made in two sizes, single and double.
Call or write.
DAVIDSON & LABSIK
610 Seymour St. - VANCOUVER, B.C.
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J. W. HAND
Real Estate, Timber,
=" losurance

316 Cordova St., Vancouver, B.C.
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We are so well convinced that our Home product, ﬁ

DO YOU “The Very Best”

SMOKE? and
* '
“The Vancouver Belle
are equal to 1
' i th for the ,
120 IS SOUPIR | pelf 0k eter than any ather cigar o, sk for he meies
is wort

11 send you a $3.25 box of either of the above
g?éolgdswgf“gga.rs in order to convince you of their merit.

Remember, they are a Home Product,

25¢. To You THE SUCCESS CIGAR COMPANY

14 CORDOVA ST., WEST

VANCOUVER, B.C. r
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IT'S JUST WHAT WE SAY IT IS
GUARANTEED 4 CYCLE ENGINE THE GOOD KIND

IMPERIAL HEAVY DUTY FRlSlBLE MEDIUM DUTY
Boats of All Kinds. Launches a sSpecialty. Marine Railway up to 75 feet

Paciric Motor Works, LTD.

1711 GEORGIA ST., VANCOUVER, B. C.

Ferro Engines Letson & Burpee

Limited

Manufacturers of

Marine

< i 'I i m\ x‘.«;‘:.._.
% i (Gasoline
Needs No Cylinder Priming-
This is one of the latest improve-

)
ments in Ferro IEngines that is of vital Engl“es

importance. Underneath the valve
clnnlllbex is a qlnlflow cup in whigh a
sma quantity o g'lsolme overflows .
when the carburetor is primed. When High speed—3 to 12 h.p. 2 Cycle.
the en;*nzle :]si ov c;ttmncd ttlhls O\Irexﬂow
is sucke rectly into he cylinders — P.
through small openings, thus making Heavy duty 4 cyCle' 10 to 40 hp
c-)lmdel priming unnecessary. . .
Catalogues on application.
Send for our illustrated catalogue,
free for the asking.

142 to 152 Alexander Street

B. C. BOAT & ENGINE €0, LD,,
Yoot of Denman Street

Vancouver, B. C.

VANCOUVER, B.C.

©0-00-000000000< 00000

0000000000000 0000000 0000000000
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MARINE
MOTORS

Before purchasing a Marine Motor.
you owe it to yourself to make a
thorough inspection of the “Lozier”
and the *“Union,” on exhibition at our
warerooms. The fame of Lozier
Motors is world-wide; they are used
in every civilized country on the four
continents and comprise the highest
mechanical skill in design and work-
manship; some of .their particular
advantages are:

Freedom from Vibration.

Perfect Water Jacketing.

Absence of Noise and Odor.

Self-Cleaning Electrodes.

Perfect Speed Control. Ease

of Starting and Operation.

Extreme simplicity.

“Union” Engines can be run on Gaso- .
b=)

line, Benzine, Naptha or Distillate;
they are very simple, strong, com-
pact, durable, reliable and economical.

If you are interested let us

hear from you.

We invite critical examination of
these Motors and will be glad to
show you them in operation, or to
exhibit several launches in operation
in the harbor.

If you are unable to call,
write for Catalogs.

‘Hinton Electric Co.
~ Limited

VANCOUVER—VICTORIA
British Columbia.

Write for

“IGNITION APPLIANGES AND
AUTO ACRESSORIES™

A booklet that should be in the hands of every

MOTOR BOATMAN
OR AUTOMOBILE OWNER

We carry in stock :
SPARK PLUGS
AFPLE DYNAMOS
EXIDE STORAGE BATTERIES
EDISON PRIMARY BATTERIES
100 DRY BATTERIES
SYNTIC SPARK COILS
MONARCH VAPORISERS
VAPORISER FLOAT VALVES

GASOLENE STRAINERS
And Accessories.

CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC -CO.

(Limited)

P.0. Box 744 527-529 Granville St.
VANCOUVER, B.C.

WE ARE B. C. AGENTS FOR

The Rochester and Ralaco 2-cycleengines.
The Campbell and Ralaco 4-cycle engine.
—and—

The Peerless Stationary 4-cycle engine.

We carry the largest stock of Gaso
line Engine Supplies in the Province.

A. W, LePAGE GASOLINE ENGINE & SUPPLY 0.

936 PENDER STRIET, VANCOUVER.

Phones:—Oflice, 3224.
Residence, 2300.

sTVTTOTDTVTITITCTIOVBBTIBG0Y

(o
A 25-ft. Gasoline Launch
For Sale Cheap.

Owner has for sale in Vancouver a 3
well made, seaworthy gasoline launch,
with new 5-h.p. Palmer four-cycle en-
gine. Complete boat equipment, includ-
ing cushions, anchor, ropes, starboard
and port lights, acetlyne searchlight,

A. W. JOHNSON

1614 Robson St.

canopy top, etc.
PRICE $800.
Guaranteed in perfect running order.
E VANCOUVER, B.C.

WWR&WWD



ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

WARD & FRASER

ELECTRICAL and
GASOLINE
ENGINEERS

Bidwell and Georgia, Streets
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Sole Agents for
BREGAL GASOLINE ENGINES

from 36 to 45-h.p., 4-cycle, slow speed
and heavy duty.

THE WATERMAN
PORTO Motor Attachment

For Row-Boats, Yachts, etc.
Weight 36 lbs. only. Price $88.00.

C. W. STANCLIFFE & CO.
329 Cordova Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Agents wanted in every town.

Write for booklet.

WE GUARANTEE EVERY OUTFIT

OUR POWER BOATS combine every desirable quality found in All others
and have none of the disagreeable features found in Any of the others. We
are proud of them and want an opportunity to demonstrate their gquality.

25 YEARS of actual experience in the building of boats and motors en-

ables us to furnish the noiseless and odorless RACINE ENGINE as used in
our LAUNCHES.

We replace any defective parts at any time.

IF YOU COULD PURCHASE ONE OF OUR LAUNCHES AT THE SAME
PRICE AS AN ORDINARY LAUNCH, WOULD it not interest you. We are
offering special prices.

Send 4 cents for postage on Catalog No. 1, describing Motors and Motor
Boats, or Catalog No. 2 describing Row Boats, Canoes, and Hunting Boats, to

RACINE BOAT MFG. CO., MUSKEGON, MICH.

.Or call at one of our Branch Stores at
1626 Broadway, New York, 182 Milk St., Boston, Mass.
38 Delaware Ave., Camden, N.J. 182 Jefferson Ave. Detroit, Mich.
1610 Michigan Ave., Chicago, I}l. 321 Pirst Ave, South, Seattle, Wash.
Where we carry a full line for prompt delivery.
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Factory Co's Cob. Conn

GASOLENE
MOTORS

25 Different sizes, 14 to
25h.p. One, two and
four cylinders, 2 and 4
cycle type.

Large stock just received.
Call and see them, or write for
catalog.

Launches in stock and built
to order.

V. M. DAFOE viscouver, =.c.

OO SNOCNANN NN OCOABAIANAS USSR TICCOOSCUC OO \,'\.‘-\.é

20 H.P. 2 Cylinders 73" Bore 10" Stroke

;
g
%
5
%
:
%
g
)
%
0
7
/

If You Would Get the Best Speed From Your
Boat Install an Easthope Engine.

3 to 36 H.P.—FOR SPEED, CRUISING OR WORK BOATS.

“Pathfinder”—27 H.P.—Speed, 20 miles an hour.
WE GUARANTEE YOU RESULTS.
OUR ENGINES HAVE A NAME FOR RELIABILITY AND ECONOMY.

EASTHOPE BROS., ENGINE AND BOAT MANUFACTURERS,

OFFICE AND FACTORY 1705 GEORGIA ST,
PHONE A3658 - - - - - VANCOUVER, B. C.
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Saw Mill Machinery

MITCHELL MACHINERY COMPANY

E. F. MITCHELL, Manager.
27 Imperial Building, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Any size—Any power—5M to 500 M daily capapiiy.
Complete Logging Equipménts, Donkey and Railroad.

If you are interested in the economical production of lumber, better let us
give you a few facts about the saw-mill best suited to your requirements. We
furnish everything in the saw-mill line, and are especially strong on the heavier
patterns. A word from you will bring our catalogue and other information.
Write now.

THERE ARE MANY DIFFERENT MAKES OF PIANOS.
Some are ahsolutely worthless. Some are aearly good. Some are good. Some are

better. Some are the BLEST. It would be dishonest for us to tell you that there is

only ONE good Piano built, and that one by a curious coincidence the one that
is sold hy us.

PIANOS 16 PIANOS

different makes that we sell arc of the GOOD, the BETTER and the BEST.

“NEW ART” Bell Piano

Have two valuable improvements which are in no other male. g

The Haines Bros.,, which is Patti’s favourite home piano, is also very popular
Lachner, and the
. old New York and
give a grand selection. Our

and our terms easy. You are invited to call and see
OUR LARGE STOCK.
Don’t have to buy unless you wish.

Write for catalogue and prices.

with musical people. The Xnabe, Kranich & Bach, Emerson,
Marshall & Wendell, which latter has been a favorite in our
§ Canadian families since 1852, and our other makes,

prices are reasonable,

the MONtelius Piano House Lt
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THE RATES ARE ONLY 25 CENTS

————
S

MASSAGE

For Turkish, Russian, Electric and Sulphur
baths go to the Sultan Turkish Baths, 649
Granville St., Vancouver, B.C. Commuta-
tion Bath Tickets.

Miss D. H. Hornby, Certified Masseure, 1220
Alberni St., Vancouver, B.C. Late of Royal
Naval Hospital, England. _

RESTAURBRANTS.

The Granville Cafe—$5.00 meal tickets for
$4.50. Tour course dinner, 25c. Special
breakfast, 15¢c. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sent out. 762 Granville St., opposite Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. W. F. Winters.

-—

Chilliwack, the garden of the Fraser. “The
Hubh” is the only Restaurant in the city.
First class service. J. W. Galloway,
Manager.

BREAL ESTATE.

Victoria Realty offers a judicious investment.
We have some particularly fine residence
sites on the sea front; acreage on the out-
skirts and good inside business property.
The Pacific Coast Realty Co., Victoria, B. C.

FREE TRIP to Tacoma, Wash. Ask for full
particulars and booklet illustrating the
“New York of the Pacific.” National Land
Investment Co., Ine. 401-421 California
Bldg., Tacoma, Wash.

Vancouver Rural and Urban Realty will pay
investigation. Our lists are at your disposal
by writing. York & Mitchell, Real Estate
Brokers, Hastings St. W., Vancouver.

YACHT AND LAUNCH FITTING.
The place for your Cushions, Awnings, Spring
Berths, etc., Langridge & Co., 1039 Gran-
ville St. Phone B 1460, Vancouver, B.C,

WATCH-MAKER.

Repairs of Watches, Jewelry and Optical
goods at lowest prices. All work guaran-
teed. 18 years in business., Mail orders a
specialty. Albert Ufford, 237 Carrall St.,
Vancouver, B.C.

ADVERTISING CUTS.

Special advertising ideas carefully carried out
in line or wash for the press. Designs for
catalogues or magazine covers in colors. 8.
P. Judge, Studio, Room 17, Hadden Block,
Vancouver.

BRITISH COLUMBIA TIMBER

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

AUCTIONEERS.

We conduct auctions of Household Goods,
Real Estate and Live Stock anywhere in the
Province, Kingsford, Smith & Co., 167 Cor-
dova Street, Vancouver, B.C.

FURRIER.

Repairing, Re-dyeing and Remodelling at
lowest prices. TIFurs stored for the summer,
San Francisco Fur Co., E. A, Roberts, 919
Granville St., Vancouver, B.C.

TUITION.

A. N. St. John-Mildmay, M.A. (Winchester
and Oxford), has had 22 years’ successful
experience in all kinds of Tuition, Classics,
Mathematics, English, French. Classes or
singly. For terms apply 1218 Melville St.,
Vancouver, B. C.

MACHINISTS,
Lawn mowers sharpened and bicycle repairs
are our specialties. Vancouver Model

Machine & Cycle Works, 980 Granville St.,
Vancouver, B.C.

FOR SALE

Boat-hiring Business in Victoria; boats, boat-
house, going concern; splendid stand, pay-
ing well; good reasons for selling; price
reasonable. Apply X. Y. 2Z., Box 315,
Victoria, B.C.



ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

¢
lr »

Incorporated 1905.

"v;"»”&
Sy gt

.-.-, i A SN T

Y // Capital $2,000,000

Subscribed Capital = 505,000

‘ Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

Paid Up Capital 120,000

160,000

Make Your Will

Reserve - =

There are scores of good reasons why you should. There is no
one valid reason why you should not.

Many good business men struggle all their life to amass a
fortune, then pass away without a will and leave it to be squandered
in useless litigation. Don’t make the same mistake yourself. Then,
too, if you would remove a great source of friction among those you
love and leave your family circle to continue in unbroken harmony—
make a will. Leave nothing to chance—and legal proceedings.

We supply blank will forms and store your will in our Safety
Deposit Vaults without charge when the company is made executor.
As exccutors our interest lies solely in seeing that the wishes of the

testator arc carried out absolutely.

Dominion Crust €., Lid.

HEAD OFFICE:
| 328 Hastings Street W., Vancouver, B. C.

BRANCH OFFICE: NEW WESTMINSTER, B.C.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

¢

Vancouver, 1B. C.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

Mexico—

“The World’s Treasure House.”

Do you realize the growing importance of Mexico as a field for investments?
During the past thirty years the United States’ trade with Mexico has increased
eleven-fold.

The following extract from an editorial in a recent issue of The Saturday

Evening Post shows the present importance of that country from a commercial
standpoint.

“The United- States’ trade with Mexico is as great as with
China and Japan combined; sixty per cent. as great as with
Canada; very nearly as great as with France; five times as
great as with Spain. Excepting England, Germany and France,
there is no European country with which we have as large a
trade as with Mexico.”

Mexico has often been called “The World’s Treasure House” on account of
its natural resources. It has many rich mines, much of the most valuable timber
in the world, and in the southern portion are found a soil and climate unsurpassed
in any country for productiveness.

The world is now aroused to these great opportunities to such an extent that

$200,000,000 of foreign capital (two-thirds of which is American) is now pouring
into Mexico annually.

We call your attention to one of these opportunities which we believe to be
the best ever offered for either large or small investments.

Briefly our proposition is this:
Our company has 1,000 million feet of standing mahogany in Mexico.

The market price of mahogany logs in New York City is $155.00 per
thousand feet.

We can cut and ship it there for $25.00 per thousand feet.

There are 45,000 shares of “Chacamax” of $100.00 each. In other words each

$100.00 share represents over 22,000 feet of mahogany on which we expect to
realize $3,410.00 profit.

This is only half of the story.

Upon receipt of postal giving your name and addre
“Descriptive Folder” which tells the rest.

Chacamax Land Development Company

1204-6 American Bank Building, Seattle, ‘Wash,

References:—National Bank of Commerce of Seattle.
Other references furnished upon request.

ss we will mail you

b3

2
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T'ime Is Money

Invest Five Minutes Now

The Pacific Northwest is the last-and best of the undeveloped territory in the
Continent. Equal opportunities for making money can not be found else-
where. A little foresight will enable you to share in the profits that will be
made here within the next few years from judicious investments. Prompt
action 1s necessary, however. Nowadays people do not hecome wealthy
by working for wages; neither do they secure a competency by saving at
banking rates of interest. Investments in new and prosperous communities
are the ones that return big profits and insure a permanent income, but

It Takes Money to Make Money

The man of moderate means is sure to be distanced in the race for wealth
unless he combines with others. The United Securities Company offers
you an opportunity to combine and succeed. It invites you to participate
in the enormous profits made possible by the handling of large sums of
money. This company 1is engaged in the promotion of enterprises of
absolute merit, among which are office buildings, manufacturing industries,
mines, etc., where greater capital is necessary than can be commanded by
the ordinary individual, and where enormous profits are absolutely certain.

An Income Perpetual

Would you like an interest in a going concern that is now operating on the lines
above indicated? It is possible for you to obtain such an interest on easy pay-
ments. You may become a partner in The United Securities Company by pur-
chasing some of its Life-Income Investment Bonds. The holder of one of these
bonds participates in all the profits of the business and will reccive an estimated
annual dividend of from 15 per cent. to 40 per cent., including a preferred divi-
dend of 6 per cent., which is guaranteed. Do you want an income while you live
and something better than an insurance policy to leave your heirs when you die?
If you do, cut out the attached coupon, fill out properly and 'mzul to us today. ‘You
take no risk of any kind, and after you have heard from us, if you are not satisfied
that this is one of the best opportunities of your life, you are under no obligation.

NOT MORE THAN TEN BONDS RESERYED FOR ANY ONE PERSON

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

EMPIRE BUILDING : SEATTLE. WASHINGTON.

FILL OUT THIS COUPON AND MAIL TO US TODAY

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY,
1163 Empire Building,
Seattle, Washington:

Please reserve for me................ : , ds (val .
each), and send full information. If I am convinced that your enterprise is of the

soundest character, and that it will prove unusually profitable, will pay for same at
the rate of $5 cash on cach bond for which 1 subscribe and $5 a month on cach

bond until fully paid.
NN 8 T e R L
POSTOFFICE . .+ o e oo e e e s e eee s emaseaae s ansaeae s aas et et ainsoaiuceerantuseannnns

COUNTY vt teerreeeernaananseonossn e
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$5.25 PER ACRE

Farming lands in one of the richest valleys of British
Columbia, along the line of the Grand Trunk Pacific Rail-
road, the new transcontinental railroad of Western Canada,
and 250 miles from the Pacific ocean. This railroad will be
completed during 1911, when through trains will be running
from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Within twelve months construction crews of the road will
be working in this valley.

This land is well watered, has plenty of rainfall and no
irrigation is necessary. It is specially adapted for mixed
farming. The soil is a deep and rich silt. Alkali is unknown.
It produces, wheat, oats, barley and all cereals; forage
grasses, such as timothy and red top; heavy crops of potatoes
and garden products of all kinds.

Wild fruit, such as strawberries, raspberries, cherries and
many other berries grow wild in great abundance.

This valley is ideal for stock raising and dairying, as the
climate is so moderate that cattle do not have to be stabled
during the winter.

“I have made a thorough investigation of this land, and it
is one of the most ideal for mixed farming to be had. It is
safe to say that when this road is completed, which will be in
1911, this land will sell for $20.00 to $25.00 per acre. The
cf:limate is ideal in which to live, there being no disagreeable
eatures.”

This land is selling for $5.25 per acre, on the following
terms:

$1.50 per acre as first payment,
$2.00 per acre in three months,
The balance $1.75 in six months.

The smallest tract to be sold to one person is 160 acres.

There is only a limited amount of this land and it is being
taken up rapidly.

The title to this land is gilt edged; it comes direct from
the government.

Do not write for further information
3 unless yo
interested. you are

In making application for a tract of this land, send your
full name, occupation and permanent address, with the first
payment, to

KAY McKAY

719 Johnston Bldg. - SEATTLE, WASH.
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VERNON, B. C.

CANADA’S ORCHARD CENTRE is the

HEART OF THE OKANAGAN

Comprises the largest area of fruit : Fine bench lands; best of bottom
land in B. C. _ ! lands.

Soil rich and deep. ‘

Early Springs. . Climate without an equal.

Long sunshine summers. ' Mild winter and light snowfall.

Railroad facilities at hand. | Prosperous c.lass. of contented §ett1ers.
Markets growing faster than pro- l Biggest irrigation ditch in the

duction. Province,

Apples, pears, plums, peaches, cherries and small fruit grow to perfection.

For illustrated literature and further information, write any of the
undersigned who will cheerfully and promptly respond:

MUTRIE & MUTRIE, H. P. LEE, Fruit Rand Spe ia]\f‘tt
Rural and Urban Properties. ruit kand opecialist,
BANK OF MONTREAL,
Branches in all Okanagan Towns.

KNIGHT & CO,
Wholesale and Retal Meat ORCHARD & JOHNSTON,
Merchants and Packers. Real Estate and Insurance.

VERNON, B. C.
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Trade Mark—Registered.

OSTERMOOR FELT MATTRESS

ARE GUARANTEED TO PLEASE YOU

i

We have been making them under special rights for Canada for the past ten
years, and our guarantee has grown stronger each year.

They are sold and guaranteed by a reliable dealer in every important City
in British Columbia. A few of the dealers’ names are:—

T. P. Chamberlain, Chilliwack.
The Hudson’s Bay Co., Vancouver. Standard Purniture Co., Vancouver.
Weiler Bros, Victoria. John A. Lee, New Westminster,
Standard Furniture Co., Nelson. Trites-Wood Co., Ltd., Fernie.
J. L. Gordon, Kamloops. Campblell Bros, Vernon.
J. M .Jordan, Rossland. Noble Binns, Trail—Phoenix.
W. M. Langton, Nanaimo. Hill & Co., Cranbrook.
McIntosh & Heron, Grand Forks. A. T .Garland, Kaslo.
H. G. Parsons, Golden. MacEachren & McDonald, Moyie.
C. A. Steward, Penticton. ) T. M. Gulley & Co., Greenwood.
Xelowna Furniture Co., Kelowna. McPherson & Holtby, Armstrong.

Write us direct if you cannot get them in your town—it will pay you.

The Alaska Feather and Down Co., Limited.

MONTREAL
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We Are Giving- Away
Absolutely Free--

FFIRST PRIZE $100 CASH
SECOND PRIZE...$50 TALKING MACHINE

Every purchaser of a Piano bought from us from August
15th to October 3lst, 1908, will receive a coupon for every

$3.00 paid on purchase price of contract. Each coupon will

entitle the holder to a chance in Grand Drawing for above
valuable prizes. For further particulars apply at our ware-

rooms.

wiff MWWA[T T & Co

858 ORANVILLE 51’44 G0 |
”J[C << DVANCOUVER, BCL cgvmm{ﬁ B cE NT.:?T B C.




The Fraser Valley

The largest and most fertile in all British Columbia.

No cold winters—No scorching hot summers.

Well distributed Rainfall—No Irrigating. !
Best Transportation—Nearest the biggest Markets. A

One of the Many Growing Towns of the Fraser Valley.
WRITE FOR OUR NEW BOOK OF INFORMATION.

F. J. HART & CO., Limited

NEW WESTMINSTER, VANCOUVER AND CHILLIWACK, B.C.

Yorkshire Guarantee

Securities Corporation,
Limited, of Huddersfield, England

CAPITAL - - -  $2,500.000.

ON REAL PROPERTY
R PO OUGHT AND SOLD

IPAL BONDS B
EyTIfQI:II‘I}gS MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS.

Properties for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouver,
Vacant and Improved Vircc:gria, and New Westminster
Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

General Agents in B. C. for MPANY. LIMITEL
YORKSHIRE FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE CO , L,

OF YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $10,000,000).
R. KERR HOULGATE, MANAGER

- VANCOUVER, B.C.

440 SEYMOUR STREET -
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Cbe Okanagan €xbibition

VERNON, B. C.
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September 16, 17 and 18

P EEECCECKCECACACRC

THE LARGEST AND BEST IN THE
INTERIOR.

?IG STOCK AND POULTRY SHOW

, SPLENDID ARRAY OF FRUITS, VEGETABLES
" AND FARM PRODUCTS.

HORSE RACES EVERY DAY

REDUCED RATES ON THE C. P. R.
FROM ALL POINTS.,

Eor further information and Premium List communicate with
.'-/l‘

\ J. A. MELDRUM, Secretary

P. O. Box 184, Vernon, B. C.
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