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SASKATCHEWAN
FARM LANDS

The wheat lands we own were selected when the “pick” of the 
province was open to the most energetic men.

Our lands are BROAD, OPEN, PRAIRIE lands—the kind that 
appeal to the incoming farmers wishing immediate returns

Therefore BUY NOW, so as to be able to sell to the farmers who 
are ALREADY pouring into this—the banner wheat province of 
Western Canada.

REGINA CITY
If you wish to invest in DOWNTOWN properties ONLY, we can 

sell you what you want, because we own and control ABSOLUTELY the 
best properties on Regina “TRAFFIC STREETS.” And, remember, 
that Regina is the CAPITAL and railway centre of Saskatchewan.

REGINA BEACH
If you buy NOW, you can take advantage of the rise in values 

AFTER the railroad connection is complete, and AFTER telephone 
connection is finished.

If you POSTPONE buying until modem commercial conveni
ences are installed and connected up, you will be ONLY ONE of the 
many hundreds who have postponed their buying, too.

So buy BEFORE the immediate rise in values—not AFTER.

The Kerr Land Co.
Northern Bank Building - Regina, Sask.
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IMMEDIATE DELIVERY

The OVERLAND Year
Even our rivals will now concede that this is the Overland year.

WILLYS-OVERLAND

A four cylinder 
shaft drive car 
of power, dura
bility and style. 
Equipment 
includes lamps, 
horn, tools, mag
neto, etc.

13 types of bod
ies, 2 sizes, 25 to 
40 horse power.

MODEL 38
31,490, f.o.b. Regina. 25 H.P., 102 inch wheel base, 32 x 31% Inch tire.

Prices $1,420 to 
$2,500.

Brush cars are 
lowest in price, 
most economical 
in operation and 
the easiest run
ning cars in the 
world.

2 to 4 passenger 
$740 to $1,225.

Seven Models.

Live Agents Wanted 
Good Territory Open BRUSH MODEL D28

12 H.P., 80 inch wheel base, 28 x 3 inch tire. $770 f.o.b. Regina.

mi

SEND FOR CATALOGUE

The Canadian Motor Car Sales Co.
REGINA DISTRIBUTORS FOR WESTERN CANADA SASK.

When you write please mention The Trail
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WE NOW PREPAY CHARGES TO DESTINATION
XE/'ITH the issue of our new Fall and 
** Winter Catalogue, the Robert 

Simpson Company Limited, starts a new 
chapter in the mail order business of 
Canada.

To further develop our Great Mail Order 
System and spread its benefits to all parts of the 
Dominion, we will, until further notice, pay all 
charges on the great bulk of our shipments, and 

thereby put our mail order customers on an absolute 
equality with city customers.

Even if you live a thousand or more miles away, the goods 
will cost you just what they would in Toronto—no need now 
to figure out postage, express or freight rates because

The prices you see printed in this new catalogue 
are, with a few exceptions, exactly what the goods 
will cost laid down at your nearest railroad station.

This makes Every Railroad Station, Every 
Post Office, Every Express Office in Canada 

Practically a branch of this famous store.

Edbeirû 1
N. B.—To get this new cata

logue send Post Card 
addressed to Depart

ment No. 45

When you write please mention The Trail
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Winnipeg’s Position in 
Western Development

“Home Industries for Home People”

When you buy of the Winnipeg Manufacturer or Merchant you keep 
your money in the West and share the profits of those you patronize.

Winnipeg Offers the Products of 207 Factories among which are :
Awnings, Tents and Flags; Artificial Limbs; Cotton and Jute Grain and Flour Bags; 

Barrels, Kegs; Bedding and Mattresses; Bent Goods; Biscuits; Grocery Sundries of all Kinds’; 
Boats, Launches; Bookbinding; Boxes and Crates; Ladders; Hot Water and Steam Boilers; 
Brass Castings and Wire Fixtures; Breweries; Brick; Breakfast Foods; Brooms; Buggies and 
Carriages; Creamery Supplies; Caskets and Coffins; Bakers’ Supplies; Cereal and Breakfast 
Foods; Sanitary Closets; Shirts, Overalls; Ladies’ Blouses, Skirts and Ready-to-Wear Goods; 
Iron Products; Structural Steel; Steel Bridges, Tramway Cars, Cranes, Bar and Rolled Iron, 
Fire Escapes; Electrical and Lighting Fixtures; Office and Bank Fixtures; Fire Department 
Equipment; Wire Fencing and Gates; Paints, Oils and Greases; Plaster, Cement, Building 
Papers; Harness, Saddlery and Horse Clothing; Japanned Wares; Jewelry; Building Supplies; 
Planing Mill Products; Machine Shop Materials; Printing and Lithographing Stocks; Soaps; 
Metalware; Grain Tanks; Tinware; Trunks and Travelling Bags; Pickles, Vinegar, Sauces. 
Catsup; Traction Engines; Grain Cleaners; Agriculture Machinery and many other lines.

Winnipeg Offers Buyers
The most complete wholesale stocks in the 

West—a financial centre where full facilities 
are offered in banking, loaning and insurance 
lines. The most modern mercantile retail 
establishments in Canada.

Winnipeg Offers Sellers
The biggest home market in the West. Good 

demand at all seasons of the year. Quick sale 
and good prices for grain, cattle, horses, sheep, 
hogs, poultry and general farm products.

Winnipeg Offers Manufacturers
Best rail and water transportation.
Factory sites at reasonable cost. Cheap raw 

material.
A plentiful supply of cheap electrical power 

to be generated by the city at its own plant.
Fixed assessment for twelve years.
Cheap living for labor.
The largest supply of skilled and unskilled 

labor in the West.

There is Room and Opportunity for All
Special Reports prepared on the Manufacturing Possibilities of any line of industry free 

of charge.

CHAS. F. ROLAND
Commissioner, Winnipeg Development and Industrial Bureau

An Official Organization composed of Representatives of Eighteen Business Bodies of 
Winnipeg.

WESTERN WATCHWORD—Build Up The West

Winnipeg Offers Conventions
Unexcelled transportation facilities.
The choice of nearly a hundred hotels at 

moderate prices.
A fine street car service, over 62 miles of 

city tracks and 44 miles of suburban lines.
450 acres of beautiful park playgrounds. 

Daily steamboat excursions.
Good restaurants.
The best theatres in Canada.
Religious services at 114 churches.

Winnipeg Offers Students
Special advantages for education, academic, 

agricultural, technical. 33 Public Schools.
The facilities of six colleges in Winnipeg, 

including the well-equipped Manitoba Agri
cultural College, training at business and com
mercial schools.

All the care and comforts of home life at 
low cost.

Over a hundred churches and Sunday schools 
where services are held every Sabbath and 
during the week as well.

When you write please mention The Trail
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Notice to Subscribers
«

WITH this issue the price of THE 
TRAIL MAGAZINE becomes Ten 
Cents per copy—One Dollar per

year.
All present subscriptions, therefore, 

have been extended accordingly. For in
stance, if your subscription starts with this 
issue, you will receive the magazine for two 
years instead of one; if your subscription 
started say last April, you will receive the 
magazine for twelve months longer—the six 
months due you (at the former price of 
$2.00 per year) being doubled to meet the 
reduction.

The publishers are determined to give 
you a bigger and better magazine at a re
duced rate. You will receive much more 
than your money’s worth.

Tell Your Friends and Watch Us Grow

When you write please mention The Trail



vi THE TRAIL ADVERTISING SECTION

in

td a vn I udc) niDPrTr»DV

Grand Hotel
NEW YORK CITY

A Famous Home, with a

NEW ANNEX
On Broadway, at 31st Street

Near Pennsylvania R. R. Terminal
A house made famous through Its splen

did service and personal attention to pa
trons—the Grand counts its friends by the 
thousands. Army and Navy people stop 
here, as do all experienced travellers. For 
more excellent living facilities, quiet ele
gance and sensible prices, are hardly ob
tainable elsewhere.

As for transportation facilities, New 
York's subways, elevated and surface cars 
are all practically at the door. Theatres 
and shopping districts also immediately at 
hand. Personal baggage transferred free 
to and from New Pennsylvania station.

Splendid Moorish dining rooms are but 
one of the many famous features of the 
New Annex.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF 
Rates—$1.50 per Day, Upwards

GEO. F. HVBLBEBT, Pres, and Gen’l Mgr.
Also the Greenhurst, on Lake Chautau

qua, Jamestown, N.Y. Open May 1st to 
Nov. 1st. 50 Automobile stalls.

Guide to New York (with maps) and 
Special Bate Card—sent upon request.

Hotel Willison
This comfortable clubby hotel is called 

I HE BACHELORS* HOME 
because of the special advantages it 
offers to single men. 100 room fire
proof building, with baths, showers, 
and swimming pool.

$1.00 PER DAY AND CP.
Although inexpensive, equal to the 
best in town, convenient to subway, 
elevated and surface cars. Send for 
booklet.

134th St. & Willis Ave., N.Y. City

Bmg €i 
lot

b
el
barb
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JAMES CONNOR, Proprietor
Bar in Connection.

£>tougt)ton
Sample Rooms

S>asfe.

The Royal Hotel
Horace Greeley said : “Young man, go West.” Sec

retary Wilson said : “Young man, buy land.” Secretary 
McCallum said : “Go to Weyburn.” Commercial travel
lers say, “Stop at the Royal Hotel.”

You can safely follow the advice of these men.
Write Manager, Royal Hotel, Weybuin, or inquire of 

any commercial traveller.

WEYBURN - - • SASK.

si
P > it ft!i I 3 !R;V I I P

_______

When you write please mention The Trail
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S. H. J. MONTGOMERY R A. MONTGOMERY

Right in the Heart of the City

THE QUEEN’
Winnipeg's Popular and 

Homelike Hotel
MONTGOMERY & MONTGOMERY, Proprietors

AMERICAN PLAN FREE BUS

KING’S HOTEL
RATES: $1.50 a day up

Most modern and thoroughly up-to-date hotel west of Winnipeg. Cuisine excellent. Meals served 
on strictly European plan. )1U blight, airy rooms at your service. Baths in connection. First-class 
bar connected. Hotel situated on Scarth street, one and one-half blocks from Union Station. Porter 
meets all trains.

REGINA, Saskatchewan

Jessop’s Revolving Show Case 
and Book Case ax-x£>X".x-: m
Is a neat and convenient space econo
mizer and a silent salesman which no 
bookseller can afford to be without.

Width 3 feet, accommodating 
700 books

Oak - - $60.00
We shall be pleased to answer any 

questions concerning this case

Address

S. JESSOP
Sudbury - - Ontario

L'X'_-r-;LX
—_ • â. . : - £ - ,V - • . .
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When you write please mention The Trail
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BUSINESS

RATES : 25 cents per line, agate measurement (14 lines to the inch). Six
insertions for the price of four ; four for the price of thrhree.

PATENTS in CASH DEMAND
Main- deals closed by our clients—one recently for 
$630 000.00 our proof of Patents that PROTECT, 

Send 8c postage for our 3 books for Inventors.
R. S. & A. B. Lacev, Div. „0 Washington, 0. C. Estab. 1869,

REAL ESTATE AND FINANCIAL

W. J. CHRISTIE & CO. — OFFICES: UNION 
Bank Building, Winnipeg, Manitoba. Repre
senting The Ontario Loan and Debenture Co., 
The London Life Insurance Co. (Loaning De
partment), The Huron and Erie Loan and 
Savings Co. Money loaned on improved farm 
security. Agents wanted in unrepresented dis
tricts in Manitoba and Saskatchewan.

IMPROVED AND UNIMPROVED FARM LANDS 
for sale in the heart of the best wheat growing 
district, close to railway. As an investment 
there is none better—you are buying something 
tangible which will more than double in price 
as has been demonstrated in the past. Write 
for full particulars. John L. Watson Land Co., 
Winnipeg, Man.

UNITARIAN Sermons by well known au- 
thors, including: “Our Unita- 

LITERATURE rian Gospel,” by Minot J. Sav
age; "Eternal Punishment,” by Stopford Brooke; 
“Was Jesus God?" by J. T. Sunderland. FREE 
on application to
MRS. STEINTHAL, 265 HARVARD AVENUE, WINNIPEG, MANITOBA

“ COAST SEALED ”
OYSTERS

gHIPPED from our own beds, located 
in the purest waters of the Atlantic, 

to your dealer in our air-tight “Coast 
Sealed ” patent carriers : the most 
sanitary method known for the ship
ping of oysters. Insist on “Coast 
Sealed ” Oysters and note the distinct
ive flavor which brands them the peer 
of all sea foods. A book of useful 
recipes mailed for the asking.

CONNECTICUT OYSTER CO.
Home Office : Canadian Branch :

MILFORD, 88 Colborne St.,
Connecticut. TORONTO, Can.

“HOLBEIN” Miniatures
(Water Color Portraits on Ivory)

Make Heirlooms of Perennial Charm
These “Pictures in Little” often condense the story of a life into a few square 

inches, lending a living interest to some cherished reminiscence.
“Holbein" Miniatures possess technical features of delicacy and of beauty 

peculiar to no other species of painting.
Ivory Miniatures have over tour centuries of tradition behind them, many 

generations cheerfully paying their hundred guineas for a Ross, a Newton or a 
Thorburn.

“Holbein” Miniatures are reproduced from Photographs submitted to us, the 
work being in charge of artists internationally famous.

When forwarding original photos, please give exact directions as to color of hair, eyes, com
plexion, etc. An enclosure of tuft of hair is desirable to secure the proper tints. Cost estimate 
will then be sent to you, the charge depending upon the amount of work Involved. Deliveries 
guaranteed inside six weeks.
HOLBEIN STUDIOS - - - - 1 19 NASSAU STREET, NEW YORK

When you write please mention The Trail
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The Crop that Paid for 
the Land

You admit that Alberta Land Values must con
tinue to advance. Then why delay purchasing.
We have exceptionally choice unimproved land 
for sale in both

CENTRAL ALBERTA
------ -- : AND -- -

THE BOW VALLEY
Where the profits from the crops harvested 
during the past few years, equal the original 
purchase price of the land. BUY and you 
will accept the opportunity of today.

For literature, full information, prices, terms, etc., write

The Canadian Pacific Railway Co.
Colonization Department

222 NINTH AVENUE - CALGARY, ALTA.

When you write please mention The Trail
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Do You Need the Dough?
Are You Out of 

Work?

Is your income too small? 

Have you any spare time ? 

Are you starting to save for 

Christmas ?

It doesn’t make any difference to us what you 

want the money for—whether to buy an automobile 

or a stick of gum or to put it in your little tin bank.

That’s none of our business ! Our business is 

to show you how to make $10 or $100 or $1,000, 

whichever you prefer.

If you can use some extra money, much or 

little, drop a postcard at once, addressing

Circulation Department

THE TRAIL MAGAZINE - - Regina, Sask., Canada

.'O'O'.V,

When you write please mention The Trail
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Are You a Writer ?
STORIES
ARTICLES
VERSE
ESSAYS
JOKES

(Original)

OUR MARKET BASKET
Is empty ! Have you any literary products for sale?
We are not buying cabbages or lemons ; but we ARE 

looking for the brightest and breeziest entertainment in the way 
of good reading that we can dig up.

Make us laugh. Make us cry. Scare us. Fool us (if 
you can). Punch us in the solar plexus. Scratch our back. Slap 
our face and pull our lug. Hand it to us full of strength, human, 
interesting—

And the money’s yours.

PROMPT REPORTS
Let us make you an offer on your best unsold manuscript. It will 

be passed upon within three days.
Rolled MSS. will roll home again, unread.
MSS. unaccompanied by return postage will repose, if unavailable, 

in our “Cheap-Skate” Drawer until claimed with stamps necessary.
American stamps do not carry letters in Canada. Wrap up a 

nickel or a dime in paper; we’ll return the change.

Editorial Department
THE TRAIL MAGAZINE - - Regina, Sask., Canada

When you write please mention The Trail
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Five
Dollar
Art
Portfolio

Makes a Beautiful 
Xmas Gift

Herewith are shown half-tone miniatures of the four beautiful 
pictures, of which the above portfolio consists. These pictures are 
from the brush of the talented artist, Zula Kenyon, and are deservedly 
famous for their beauty of execution.

If you searched every art-store in the country, we doubt very much 
if you could discover a set of pictures which so forcibly demand a place 
in your home.

Reproductions in miniature cannot give an adequate idea of the 
pictures themselves, which must seem to be appreciated. They are in 
sepia on fine art paper, and their delicate beauty and softness are such 
that you will exclaim with delight as soon as you see them.

The pictures are tastily embellished with colored satin ribbon and 
the set packed with tissue in a special card-board box for safe transit 
in the mail.

You can get the Set Free
By sending two subscriptions to The Trail Magazine; your own 

can count as one.
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What the Paper;
J^RE you hungry for something different 

in the reading line—something bright, 
cheerful, refreshing, entertaining ? Get into 
the habit of dropping into your Newsdealer’s 
and buying a TRAIL each month ; you’ll 
get the biggest meal you ever got for TEN 
CENTS. Or you can pay a DOLLAR at 
the little wicket and satisfy yourself for a 
whole year.

Standard of Empire (London, Eng.) :
“Extremely attractive—a production 

creditable to any great centre in the 
Empire.”

Gleaner (Fredericton, N.B.) :
“Interesting, bright and breezy.”

Star-Journal (St. Catharines, Ont.) :
“The Trail should find its way into 

Eastern homes because of the healthy 
Western atmosphere it brings. It is 
judiciously illustrated, crisp in character 
and well balanced with humor, short 
stories, poems and special articles.”

Standard (Pembroke) :
“The Trail Magazine gives promise of 

something fresher, more original and vig
orous than its contemporaries in this 
country. It is a publication of which not 
only the Northwest but all Canada should 
have good reason to feel proud.”

Chronicle (Port Arthur) :
“A very bright and popular magazine.”

Victoria Times :
“The Trail is making a strong bid for 

favor. It is bright, breezy, up-to-date and, 
above all, Canadian.”

Reporter (New Michel, B.C.) :
“Look up The Trail the next time you 

go after reading matter, and get a Cana
dian magazine with some life in it. Its 
contents are a treat to magazine readers 
who have become satiated, blase, and 
troubled with mental ennui.”

Hamilton Times :
“Breathing the great free spirit of the 

West.”

Town Topics :
“The cover designs rank with those of 

the biggest New York productions.”

When you write please mention The Trail
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FANCY PATENT .

Seal-* Alberta
"The faultless flou'r

98 LBS

(FECTAsTK<£/Ae 0ne ffi/wO/tAGratiiouf^*

Seal of Alberta
“The Faultless Flour”

Makes Perfect Bread

All Good Grocers Sell It Try a Sack

When you write please mention The Trail
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DOTY’S GENUINE

Whipped - Cream 
Chocolates
Have that Richness and Absolute 
Purity which belongs only to Quality 
Candy.
Also that delightful flavor which 
belongs only to The Doty Make.
They are, undoubtedly, Canada’s 
Greatest Sweet-Tooth Discovery.

EVERYBODY DOTES 
ON DOTY’S

No matter whether it be Chocolates,
Chips, Marshmallows, or some of 
our other features.

w. H. DOTY
MANUFACTURING A FULL LINE OF CONFECTIONS

Medicine Hat - Alberta
When you write please mention The Trail
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The
Canadian Pacific Railway

Company
is offering for sale

LOTS
in a number of

NEW TOWNS

on the Branch from Regina to Colonsay, and business 
men, homeseekers and investors should write to the 
Land Department, Canadian Pacific Railway Com
pany, Winnipeg, for full particulars.

“ The Heart of the Saskatchewan Valley ”
“ Where Wheat is King”
“ Western Canada ”
“ Western Progress ”

The above illustrated publications contain full infor
mation concerning the Company’s Saskatchewan Lands 
and Townsites, and will be sent free on application.

F. T. Griffin, J. L. Doup
Land Commissioner Asst. Land Commissioner

When you write please mention The Trail
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Drawn 6y J. Henderson
“HE STEPPED QUIETLY AND QUICKLY OUT OF HIS BOX—ACBOSS THE FOOTLIGHTS--- ”

To accompany “Careless”
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“ Careless ”
By Billee Glynn

LD BILL was in the habit of 
shaking his grizzled head 
over it.

“He was pek-u-lar,” he 
would say, “pek-u-lar ! The hul darn 
thing was pek-u-lar, in fact, till it 
looked like nuthin’ more’n as if a page 
or two o’ that magazine the tender
foot left behind with her picture in it 
’ad somehow slipped covers an’ got 
torn up on the trail till a feller couldn’t 
help ridin’ on romance nohow. A 
long trail it was, too,—all the w’y to 
the capital from the foothill country ; 
but it ran like a placer stream from be- 
ginnin’ to end, bright with more’n one 
woman’s eyes and the purtiest of the 
hul sex at the end of it.

“None of us believed him, of course, 
when he come back and spun the yarn 
—though he did do it so out of the or’- 
inary, gentle and reserved like. The best 
lie he ever told, we said, and he had let 
loose some. Always runnin’ to imager- 
ation and head, that feller, like a buckin’ 
broncho. But you couldn’t help likin’ 
him for wot he was any more’n you

could guess wot that was goin’ to be or 
had been. He never told us that. Just 
blew into camp one mornin’ a little 
poorer and gayer’n we’d ever seen any
one afore, an’ we called ’im ‘Careless’ 
on the head of it, an’ set up a drink 
that he didn’t take. Wasn’t very soci
able in that line—didn’t need to be, I 
raickon, for he was a little drunk more 
or less alwus. Anyhow, when it come 
to a scrap he was his weight in wild
cats, an’ the beast that could buck ’im 
or he didn’t look a picture on has yet 
to be bred in the foothill country. 
Then he was such a bloomin’ kid in it 
all—an unroped, reckless soit of young 
’un with his smile an’ his kurly hair 
that the average woman simply went 
daft over ’im. At least the only aver
age one we knew at the McTavish did, 
till he ’ad to fight for her, and as for
the other------  Well, as I’ve said afore,
not a soul of us hitched up to it till the 
newspaper come with the hul blame 
story headed in big black letters which 
made us sit up some, an’ take notice. ’ 

That was Old Bill’s version of it and

291



292 CARELESS

the man, but then Old Bill beneath his 
oilcloths was a poet born—just the 
same as Careless. Indeed if it came 
down to facts, it might be ascertained 
that the tenderfoot was a poet too. At 
any rate, though he had worked on the 
press east he was a very young tender
foot, and described her vividly, as only 
a very young tenderfoot and newspaper 
man could. He told of the fine, fresh, 
virginal lines of her body, of the light 
in her eyes, of the siren sweetness of 
her voice, of the love at her lips. He 
told everything of her that was good 
and nothing that was bad, and he ended 
it all with the sweeping statement that 
both love and lips were still unclaimed 
—that in all the romance of her career 
and necessities of her art she had never 
been kissed, and that it was part of her 
fame as an actress and a woman. He 
was a very young tenderfoot truly— 
and Careless who heard was older 
only in act. He laughed his quick, 
musical laugh in a manner that was 
new and an hour later rode out of camp 
with a roll at his saddle and the biggest 
conceit he had ever tumbled on at his 
heart. He waved a hand to them 
blithely as he went.

“It’s a bit of a jog,” he said, “but 
she’s worth while, stranger, if you 
don’t lie. Toast one you fellows to 
the luck of the camp.”

And they gave him the laugh.
“Don’t break up to it so fast,” re

marked Slivers to the tenderfoot who 
was gaping around. “He’s Spanish- 
Irish but not big enough fool for a 
three-hundred-mile trail to a cache he 
can’t lift. The roll’s a bluff, and he’s 
gone down to hold hands with Nell 
Lowry at the McTavish. She’s got lips, 
too, you know, if they’re not exactly 
virgin.” Slivers was no poet.

Down in the rockbed of the arroyo, 
the cowboy’s nag was hitting fire from 
the trail. It was early summer, and the 
moonlight shook phosphorescently in a 
light, cool breeze. Far, far in the dist
ance behind, mountains and night grew

into one—an indistinguishable, hooded 
darkness—and where the arroyo went 
shallow and the saddle heights gave 
view the tumbled foothills piled back 
like fallen, glistening totems under the 
moon. For twenty miles the sharp 
clang of the hoofs rang out incessantly 
—then out of the arroyo and down the 
valley thudded heavily in the handicap 
of sand. The town lights ducked sud
denly as horse and rider dipped into a 
gulch, and when they came again were 
no longer mystic earth stars bobbing 
poetry, but crude, spluttering reality.

At the “McTavish,” Careless threw 
his reins over a post and sauntered in. 
There was an odor of beefsteak in the 
air, and stagnant tobacco smoke that 
bit at the eyes, but nowhere apparent 
the buxom form and full-lipped laugh 
of the waitress, Nell Lowry. A group 
of cattlemen in one corner were making 
a night of it, and just opposite two 
eastern-tailored strangers flashed dia
monds over their soup. Careless swung 
himself to a table, rang up a boy, and 
sent him for a steak and the girl.

She came by and by when the steak 
was through—big, brown-eyed, and 
good to look at—and sat opposite him, 
her chin in her hands.

“It’s four weeks,” she said reproach
fully in her broken, musical tones. 
“Where hev you been?”

“Been here for half an hour,” re
sponded the cowboy, “an’ you weren’t. 
Got another half to stay.”

“If you’re in sich a rush you’d better 
go right now.”

He shoved away his plate and leaned 
forward on his hands also, a light 
smouldering in his eyes.

“You didn’t mean that—you know 
it.”

She nodded her head back slightly 
toward the other table where the noise 
had fallen to brow-bent ominous silence.

“Thar may be others that does, 
then,” she signified, drumming one 
hand and holding him for a moment 
with the invitation of her eyes.
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He covered the hand with his own 
and laughed carelessly. “But I care 
for no ’un but you, Sweet Nell, in all 
the world

She smiled with a flurry of blood at 
her cheeks and 
a pretense of 
withdr awing 
from his grasp.

“You’re a li
ar like all the 
rest of them, I 
raickon,” she 
said, “but I 
guess a girl 
was made to be 
lied to, an’ I 
rather like your 
style o’ doin’ it.
Hev a care on 
though, an’ let 
m e loose, o r 
you may get 
hurt. It’s leery 
here.”

The deviltry 
i n Careless’ 
eyes grew sud
denly tender.
“Are you a- 
scared, little 
girl, a-scared?” 
he queried.

“N o—b u t 
what about 
that?”

The splutter
ing enmity of 
the party be
hind had sud- 
d e n 1 y con
centrated itself ^ 
in a harsh, chal
lenging voice, 
calling out to
the waitress an “cabeless

order in drinks.
As she half rose, and attempted to free 
herself to comply however, Careless 
drew her back and coolly ordered the 
boy to attend instead.

“Are you a-scared, little girl,—a- 
scared ?” he queried again.

She resigned herself with eyes 
askance at the red-faced vexation of 
one of the strangers, and laughed

softly at the 
luxury of the 
situation.

“You’re a 
divil,” she said, 
“if thar ever 
wus one — an’ 
sich a kid. Why 
you’re no 
rnore’n a kid, 
are you?”

He met the 
doting of her 
look with one 
as melting, and 
leaned so close 
that their 
breaths mingled 
—that in the 
beating passion 
which encom
passed them the 
menacing stir 
of feet and 
growl of voices 
behind past un
attended.

“Nell,” he 
said, “you’ve 
never kissed me 
in yer life. Will 
you do it now 
— here — just 
once ? Are you 
game, girlie, 
are you game?”

“Game!” She 
drew back a 
fraction and 
m e t the full 
career of his 
glance, then 

laughed again with a sudden break to 
it. “Oh, you kiddie,” she sighed, 
“you little kid!” Then dropped her 
chin forward on her hands again,
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her full, virile womanhood open to 
the caress.

Simultaneously almost and in re
sponse an oath ripped forth like the 
crack of a revolver and with the crash 
of an overturned table the big light 
that lit the room went suddenly out. 
The boy with an eye to trouble had 
reached it just in time and the frenzied 
rush of half-drunk cattlemen broke 
noisily on chairs and impeding furni
ture.

Careless with an arm to the girl’s 
waist slipped quietly out the side door. 
It was but a moment to his horse and 
the girl stood watching him at the bot
tom of the front staircase as he 
mounted.

“You’re a-goin’ to get hurt some 
time,” she warned in raised tones, “if 
you don’t hev a better care on.”

“Then you shouldn’t make it so 
worth my while,” he parried, as he 
dug in the spurs and threw back a kiss 
at her. “S’long.”

The next minute the hurtle of pursuit 
flung itself out on the verandah, and a 
six-shooter snapped up the road in vain 
distemper. The girl hurried up the 
rickety stairs and watched him out of 
sight from an upstair window. She 
wondered vaguely why he had ridden 
in the wrong direction—away from the 
cattle ranch.

It was a good eighty miles and in the 
evening that Careless came up with his 
next amour. He had slept a stretch 
back farther and seen to his horse, so 
that man and animal were compara
tively fresh and there was really no 
need to stop—but the sight of the camp, 
nestling snugly at the roadside with the 
brown smoke curling through over
hanging poplars, was too much for aes
thetic cowboy tastes and he drew rein.

They met him in the manner of gyp
sies—the men with grunts and sullen 
looks ; the women with calm, inquisi
tive, speculative eyes. They asked him 
no questions, however, and he asked 
them none. The supper on the stained

oilcloth cover was a quiet, psychic 
affair; but afterward when he had 
crossed with silver the palm of the 
eldest of the three women and had 
her tell his fortune, they began to take 
an interest in him.

Careless, on his side, with the brown 
glow of the coffee he had drunk" in his 
veins, was only too glad to be genial. 
With eloquent lips, eyes, and hands, he 
told them stories of the cattle country 
—touching lightly but significantly on 
his own exploits. And by and by when 
warmed up to it, he threw back his 
curly pate and laughed like one perfect
ly at home and held out a frank, spark
ling camaraderie to them. He did all 
this—did it dramatically—and as he 
went on the wholesome, weathered, 
nut-brown youth in the face of the 
youngest of the women crouched 
closer at him across the fire, taking on 
and reflecting a part of his ardor—till 
she seemed to be dreaming there.

Unconsciously, perhaps, as he con
tinued he addressed her more particu
larly as his best auditor—then sudden
ly in a pause in the narrative they, 
found themselves alone in their interest 
with the others regarding them.

Careless glanced at the chief who 
smiled back at him grimly. He had 
heard the jingle of coin in the cow
boy’s pocket, and was no fool at the 
then stage of the game to mar finan
cial possibilities through over-haste in 
anger. The others were scowling and 
a heavy swarthy fellow with a red 
kerchief at his throat moved over and 
plucked the woman savagely by the 
arm, saying something in the gypsy 
argot. With the blood flaming at her 
cheeks she yanked herself fiercely 
away, hurling an epithet at him be
tween her closed teeth—but heeded his 
warning none the less, for she remain
ed afterwards with downcast eyes, 
looking into the fire.

Addressing the chief this time, Care
less was about to proceed as though 
nothing had happened when a welcome
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interruption ensued. A short distance 
away, around the bend in the trail, 
the quick nervous outbreak of a horse’s 
hoofs swung suddenly to them—and 
one of the women uttered in high, 
shrill tones, “’Ere’s Mag!”

It was the immediate signal to the 
circle about to fall into waiting and 
silence.

A moment later and the rider had 
come up and dismounted with a leap, 
displaying in the twitching, tongued 
half-light a three-quarter skirt and a 
comely form. Then, having loosed her 
horse with the celerity of long practice, 
she moved over to the fire, whip in 
hand.

Met with a jargon of greetings and 
questions, she stood staring around at 
them and blinking an extremely lovely 
pair of eyes at the light—then her 
glance suddenly fell on Careless and 
darted back to the others with swift 
inquiry.

The chief answered her for some 
short time in his own tongue, during 
which she darted bright little glances 
at the cowboy who had risen to his 
feet with a profound doffing of his 
sombrero ; then as if accepting the in
troduction she bowed in a friendly 
way, and motioning him to sit down 
while she placed herself opposite, pro
ceeded to inspect him thoroughly—the 
vital, clear-cut face with its power of 
eye and the lithe, graceful buck
skinned form. His frank admiration 
evidently bothered her not a bit, and 
she met it at length with a little of her 
own that was quite as frank.

She was nineteen or twenty, prob- 
ably, with features inexpessibly 
charming in their natural invitation ; 
dark with a clear skin and a cloud of 
hair, and of medium height though 
queenly even in her unfashioned skirt. 
1 he masterly, passionate turn of the 

lips seemed to haunt the whole face 
and the eyes gleamed out at times with 
just the slightest frown.

“So you’re a cowpuncher?” she in
terrogated in a somewhat harsh though 
rich voice when her inspection was 
over. “You mayn’t alwus hev been 
that though, hev you?”

Careless shook his head retrospec
tively, in the manner of one looking 
back through infinite tragic experience 
and laughing up again.

“No, I mayn’t alwus hev been that,” 
he signified.

“Wot do they call yeuh?”
“Careless, just!”
The girl threw back her head and 

laughed a round throaty gurgle that 
caught the cowboy’s tenor. “Well, 
yeuh do look it,” she emphasized. 
“Yeuh do look it.”

Then suddenly the whole camp be
came infected and laughed too— 
laughed with its eyes on Careless and 
with the firelight making its wide
spread faces ghoulish,—all but the 
chief who still retained his grim, hover
ing, statuesque silence.

With a swift glance in his direction 
the girl the next moment leaned for
ward with a quick change of tone.

“Yeuh ben’t gawing to stay here all 
night, I raickon,” she suggested with 
a covert meaning in her eyes that 
Careless in the noonday of his chivalry 
failed to heed.

“That all depends, I raickon, on the 
lettin’.”

“Mag,” growled the chief with a 
black look at her, “yeuh mind yer own 
bisness. It’s free ground ’ere, I 
guess—an’ he’s got money to pay.”

The girl met his gaze squarely, com
batively for a moment, then with a 
shrug of her shoulders turned to one 
of the men who had come out of the 
shadow with a violin.

“Cawin’ to scrape some, Sammy?” 
she drawled. “Better give it to the 
stranger—perh’ps he ken play ?” Then 
catching assent in the cowboy’s face, 
she made a precipitous dart for the 
instrument, interrupting the gawky, 
mournful strain the man was drawing
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“it’s A BIG FREE WORLD OUT THAR,” HE WENT ON, “AN’ WE FIT FINE—LET’S RIDE IT TOGETHER.
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from the strings, and tearing it away, 
bow and all, handed it over to Careless.

Nothing perhaps could have been 
more in his element. It was one of 
the things on which he particularly 
prided himself anyway, but that night 
he played as he had never played be
fore—played to a pair of lovely brown 
eyes across the fire, and with all the 
high, tender passion of his Spanish- 
Irish heart. From aeons and aeons 
far primitive unlimited things seemed 
to leap to his nimble fingers and into 
crisp, vibrant, moon-sheened air. And 
by and by the girl moved closer to him 
—and when at last he broke into the 
piquant vivacity of an old-time fan
dango, she got up and danced to his 
music with a free, artless grace. And 
of the whole camp there were only 
those two—the man playing —and the 
girl moving to the strains. Then, when 
it was all over .she sank beside him in 
a breathless heap and Careless in the 
silence which followed, felt the soft 
brush of her beating body with a sense 
of intoxication.

The chief was the first to rouse him
self from the spell of the incident. 
“Yeuh women better get to bed,” he 
commanded gruffly. “Sammy take 
yer fiddle.”

The man obeyed, following the three 
women out into the canvas-ghosted 
shadow of the rigs. He returned pres
ently, however, throwing a sullen look 
at the girl, then flashed a gloomy in
quiry on the chief. The latter, for the 
time deigned him no notice, but spoke 
again abruptly in a few minutes.

“Better to bed, M&g,” he threw out 
sharply ; “it’s no time for moonin’.”

The girl raised her head for an 
instant to sweep the three gypsies with 
a clear, steady glance. “An’ wot ’er 
the rest o’ yeuh gawin’ to do?” she 
asked pertinently.

That was all that was said, but the 
question seemed to hang in the air. 
The silence grew ponderous with it by 
and by, and when the embers had died

out one by one and the moon drifted 
behind a cloud, the darkness came in the 
depths of the trees to sit sphinx-like 
—with the heavy faces of the three 
gypsies looming out of it, sinister and 
implacable. In the midst of it and 
with combative cheerfulness Careless 
tried to whistle an air once but it died 
somehow on his lips, then feeling the 
girl’s head on his shoulder, and shield
ed partly as they were from the others, 
he stole an arm around her waist. 
When he looked up again—it may have 
been hours, for the darkness had now 
become a smiling protection—two of 
the three men’s heads had disappeared. 
He wondered where, but in his nestling 
state of mind cared not to bother about 
it. Indeed, the hope formed quickly in 
his heart that the chief crouched there 
and becoming much too apparent in the 
returning moonlight would go soon 
too.

Then suddenly he was seized by four 
arms from behind and a knife glittered 
before his eyes, while the girl sprang 
up with a startled scream. That very 
moment, however, she had covered the 
gypsies with the glistening barrel of a 
tiny revolver, fired one quick shot with 
a sharp command, and the cowboy 
stood released, his own weapon in his 
hand. The chief, who had risen in pro
test, sat down again, snarling some
thing at her fiercely, and she answered 
with a hot wrath that left him silent. 
Then she turned to Careless—still 
covering with his gun at his hip the 
two men who stood there transfixed 
and grinning evilly.

“Yer pony, stranger,” she said with 
a bright glance, “an’ I’ll ride with yeuh 
a bit. It’s all right now—they’re not 
game.”

Careless turned to her and laughed 
in the way he had, throwing the chal
lenge of the words at those in front.

“I like yer style a heap,” he said, his 
eyes shining with adoration, “an’ you 
ken ride the hul darn way if you like 
an’ think I’m good enough.”
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A minute later they had found their 
beasts and were down the trail with the 
rush of the cool night air in their faces. 
At the bottom of the incline beyond the 
bend, the girl instinctively drew rein 
and Careless, hitching to a side seat on 
his saddle, pulled over till their limbs 
almost touched beneath the sleek, belly
ing bodies of the nags. The moon was 
out at its brightest, again turning the 
place into a sort of fairy scene.

“I’m sorry,” she said, breaking the 
silence for the first time. “They’re not 
as bad as they look, maybe—only 
wanted yer siller, I guess. An’ the 
old un’s real good—I ken do as I like.”

“Yer old man, I suppose?”
She nodded her head.
“Still yer not goin’ back?” he begged 

eagerly, a hand on her arm.
“W’y not?” But she waited with 

downcast eyes and a color in her 
cheeks.

He leaned so close that he caught 
the warmth of her breath. “Because,” 
he said, “however you may raickon 
that bunch back thar, they’ll never be 
up to you at any time, an’ because I 
rather think I want yer myself.” He 
swept a hand to the sky and the plain 
in front of them. “It’s a big free world 
out thar,” he went on, “an’ we fit fine 
—let’s ride it together.”

She laughed softly, deliciously, the 
dream of it in her eyes, and for a 
moment her head rested on his 
shoulder and he kissed her lips—then 
she drew back with a sigh of regret.

“Don’t yer tempt me, stranger,” she 
said with a touch of sternness. “I’m 
the old un’s girl an’ I guess he needs 
me. If yeuh want to come back, 
though—” and her eyes couquetted the 
invitation, “yeuh’ll find us on this trail 
for six weeks, I raickon, an’ there’ll be 
nothin’ to be afeard of.”

“But now,” he insisted, stretching 
out a hand.

“Well, now, I raickon it’s time to 
go!” She flicked up hpr pony and 
turned about at a walk.

He wheeled also, his body bent at 
her in the moonlight. “But now, 
Mag,” he repeated earnestly, “now!”

She laughed lightly, yet with signifi
cance. “I’ll be lookin’ for yeuh may
be,” she said. And with a challenging 
backward glance and a hand to her 
lips she dug in the spurs.

He watched her till she disappeared 
over the top of the incline, then rode 
slowly on, a dejected, spectral figure.

The trail lay wholly across the 
rippling prairie country after that. 
Mile on mile the land stretched away, 
clumped with poplars or an odd line of 
cottonwoods beside a stream, and here 
and there the gray sagebrush running 
to meet horse and rider. Always to 
the ever-receding bend of the horizon 
and with an easy loping gait the cow
boy rode ceaselessly ; through occasion
al drab villages, squatted dully in wide 
shambly streets that belched a cloud of 
dust at the horse’s hoofs and on, on 
into time and nothing; through hosts 
and hosts of blue lobelias that in the 
morning laughed up with dewy eyes 
and showered their fragrance in sacri
fice. Once in twenty-four hours he 
slept, ate, and picketed his horse, but 
returned to the journey with combative 
interest.

Then in the hot noon of the third 
day, thoroughly tired and worn out, 
he got down again and beneath the 
shade of some poplars fell into a long, 
troubled sleep—in which the same 
dream wound itself coil after coil about 
the weary fabric of his brain. The 
horizon receding before him, he 
fancied, was filled and filled with 
brown, lovely, gypsy eyes that lured 
him on and on but to which he could 
never never quite catch up, chase them 
as he might. Then at last he ran 
them into a great building, thronged 
with thousands of people, where 
women sat in jewels and low-necked, 
shimmering dresses that his pony’s 
hoofs clawed dirtily, and where the 
eyes became suddenly fixed in the
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face of a different woman altogether 
—a woman who held out her arms 
to him in the crowd and smiled 
a welcome. But always when he went 
to clasp her to him—the moment when 
everything seemed accomplished—she 
would change back to the horizon again 
and the interminable eyes that mocked 
and mocked at him out of their inter
minable loveliness.

It was in one of these shocks of fail
ure that he sat up suddenly and rubbed 
his own eyes—then he rubbed them 
again.

Before him on the greensward and 
dressed in cowboy fashion like himself, 
a young fellow was eating a slight re
past and smiling at him merrily.

“I didn’t want to disturb you,” he 
said in very good English and a pecu
liarly soft voice, “but I didn’t think, 
either, that you owned all the shade.”

Careless looked about to where the 
stranger’s horse was picketed ; then 
back at him.

He was slim and of medium height 
with a rather loose wearing of his 
clothes, and had an oval, expressive 
face with dark, flashing eyes. Care
less was aware of an instinctive liking 
even before he answered his remark.

“I raickon,” he said, “you can hev 
as much o’ the shade as you want, an’ 
if yer goin’ my way I’ll be glad of yer 
company.”

As he swept a hand down the trail 
the young fellow nodded. “For fifty 
miles or so, anyway,” he said. “Better 
ffraw up, hadn’t you?”

Careless answered the suggestion 
with a hungry appetite, and they ate in 
silence, then rode on together. It was 
evening now, and the light went slowly 
out, leaving the billowed prairie a sea 
■of dark that rocked gently beneath 
their horses' feet, and in the quick 
night air with a moon bowling red like 
Burgundy on the horizon, conversa
tion struck a lively, genial note.

With a peculiar sympathy and 
adaptability to each other’s point of

view they mixed their philosophies of 
life to their hearts’ content and sent 
many a merry laugh back at the cloyed, 
unfree world they seemed always leav
ing behind. Verily they tore systems 
and conditions to pieces till civilization 
had not a leg to stand on—or rather, 
the stranger did in his boyishly pas
sionate, romantic way, and with a play 
of fancy and education that set his 
companion wondering. But in it all 
Careless agreed—agreed out of the 
infinite, if laughing, rebellion of his 
own heart and because—well, such a 
buoyant, devil-may-care comradeship 
on a night road was a thing to remem
ber. On the head of it he made known 
something of himself and his reason 
for. hitting the trail.

The young fellow laughed in conse
quence and looked him over with 
interest.

“I wish you luck with her,” he said, 
“but you may not find her so very nice 
after all—as nice maybe as a cowboy 
girl you know—somewhere.”

“I don’t know of any,” rejoined 
Careless carelessly.

“But you may sometime—and before 
long. It’s one like that who would 
love you best—a little wild and woolly 
westerner, say, with a dark eye and the 
grit of a god.”

Repeating the final phrase with 
unction, Careless turned suddenly in 
his saddle to give vent to the conclu
sion he had arrived at previously.

“That sounds about as much like a 
cattler,” he said “as things you’ve said 
afore. I know ’em, all hefts an’ shades, 
an’ I raickon you don’t wear the 
brand.” Then, with a sparkle of in
quisitive fun in his eyes,—“In fact I’m 
not just sure as you’d know a coyote 
if you seen it.”

The other laughed with a quick, ap
preciating glance. “You can call me 
Bill,” he retorted, “and it ought to bfe 
enough for you if I know a man.”

Careless tapped his head with his 
sombrero three times in acknowledge-
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ment of the compliment. “I’ll double 
up on that, Bill.”

“And wish I were a woman instead, 
I suppose, or I don’t know a man.”

For a moment bent over in his sad
dle Careless eyed him in close, cool 
scrutiny—the almost pretty but mean
ingful face turned straight ahead with 
its smiling lips, and the plump shapely 
body beneath its loose cowboy dress.

“You’d hev made a purty good one, 
it strikes me,” he said, “an’ I rather 
imagine I would hev fallen in love with 
you. If you’ve a sister, I raickon, you 
best keep her out o’ sight.”

The other laughed again—a cajoling 
sound. “There is one girl in our fam
ily—and only one. Looks considerable 
like me too, they say.”

“Would I stand a show?” asked 
Careless recklessly.

His companion turned humorously 
and regarded him with a veiled, 
musing glance, then spoke with 
deliberation. “If she ever loves anyone 
—it —will be someone like you—I 
mean, I wouldn’t wonder.”

Careless sidled his horse till they 
rode close together. “Tell me some
thing about her,” he pleaded impul
sively.

Once more the other laughed in his 
soft, rippling way. “Would you also 
like our address,” he mocked lightly, 
“and an invitation to come and see 
me?”

“If you live in the same place,” re
torted Careless laconically. Then with 
an instinctive sense of courtesy and 
withdrawal. “But I meant it right, 
you know, an’ I’m only askin’ you 
about ’er—you needn’t tell me.”

His apology, however, met with un
responsive banter. “If you’re going 
to take it so hard I rather guess I’d 
better—particularly as you’re never 
likely to meet.”

So with their horses reined to a walk, 
the young fellow half lightly, half 
earnestly, and with something that 
Careless could not understand, spoke

of a girl who lived somewhere on the 
limits of a big city, and who with an 
immense income left her, spent it on the 
poor because she was a Socialist—but 
outside of society lived her own life 
nevertheless and was a madcap in 
many ways. She could ride a horse 
he said with any man living and some
times did—away into the mountains 
when she got tired of the dross. She 
was beautiful too—at least men were 
in the habit of saying so—but she loved 
none of them—yet. And as Careless 
listened a silence fell over him—for did 
he not know that it was just such a 
girl he had—or could—have been 
dreaming of all his life—and as the 
young fellow had said, they were never 
likely to meet.

He interrupted at length in tones, 
for a cowboy, almost sadly romantic. 
“You ken cut it out now,” he stated 
uneasily, “for if yer not lyin’ I raickon 
with her as a subject an’ without that 
invite you might say a little too much.”

“For a fellow who would ride over 
three hundred miles to see an actress ?” 
added the other slyly.

Then they laughed together, a rich, 
reckless peal, and with Careless 
through some unknown yet vivid ins
tinct keeping his pony as close as was 
possible and travel, they rode on into 
the white glare of the moonlight in 
silence.

It was at the first gray peep of the 
dawn that the young stranger express
ed a desire to halt and have something 
to eat. So, where a clump of trees by 
a stream afforded some brushwood and 
shelter, they got down and built a fire 
and unrolled their blankets. A rather 
hearty meal they made out of it there 
out of the necessaries they carried—a 
real jollification, in fact, that Careless 
remembered long afterward—then at 
the stranger’s suggestion they lay down 
for a short nap.

On awakening about an hour later, 
by the token of the new day, Careless 
looked around to find his companion
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gone. He sprang hurriedly to his feet, 
then catching sight of the small parcel, 
wrapped neatly in a silk handkerchief 
that had been left on his blanket, made 
haste to open it. In it he found a 
photograph and a short note that had 
been scribbled with a lead pencil. It 
was the picture of his late companion in 
female dress,—a beautiful, piquant girl, 
—and with staring eyes he read the 
following :

“As I am my only sister, my
self, I was afraid to let you see me 
again in daylight—your instinct 
being so keen. But you have the 
invite in spite of the actress. Good 
luck zvith her, too—though you 
are bound to fail for you will find 
her quite as difficult to know as 
she is beautiful—as difficult maybe 
as a cowboy girl!”
A signature and an address was at

tached and as Careless read the note 
over and over again and fancied he 
heard the laugh at the end of it a smile 
stole into his eyes.

“Hang it,” he broke out, “if I’d only 
known he was a woman !”

Then, slowly and reminiscently, he 
got back in the saddle, following the 
trail straight into the sunrise.

It was noon almost when he reached 
the city and down a long avenue of 
overhanging trees and fine residences, 
where people turned to look after him, 
he drew up at length before the poster 
of a beautiful woman—a woman with 
masses of blonde, sunlit hair and the 
depth and brooding of an evening in 
her eyes. He stared at it long—so 
long that the face with its perfect lips 
seemed somehow to give back a silent 
challenge ; then remembering the warn
ing of the cowboy girl he threw back 
his head and laughed.

“We’ll see if i fail,” he said; “we’ll 
see on the showdown.”

* * * *
In a proscenium box in the theatre 

that night, coolly, superbly on his 
mettle, Careless sat with the curiosity

of a vast audience rippling toward him. 
They had smiled first, then looked with 
interest, then overlooked entirely the 
government party in the box behind 
and had eyes for him alone. To them 
in his buckskin togs—clean ones by the 
way—and a red silk kerchief at his 
neck, he represented the great untamed 
—the great untamed perhaps in a man
ner they had never quite seen it be
fore—and with all his unscrupulous, 
piquant challenge Careless accepted the 
role and flung it back at them.

He was so infinitely “Careless” in
deed, so thoroughly West and fit for 
anything, that he might have just been 
breaking a broncho back on the ranch,, 
or making love to the waitress, Nelli 
Lowry.

But when the curtain went up and 
the performance began everything 
went out of mind but that one woman. 
The tenderfoot back there had told no 
lie and for two acts he watched her, 
his youth singing in every pulse. Then 
just at the conclusion of the third act 
and her last thrilling appeal, while she 
stood for the moment alone on the 
stage and the audience still sat silent 
in the spell of it, he stepped quietly and 
quickly out of his box—across the foot
lights—and before she had quite 
wakened up to his presence, clasped 
her gently but firmly about the waist. 
For a moment—while he tried to re
assure her, and the audience rose with 
snarls and hisses as a man at him— 
she struggled hotly, then her head 
thrown back, resigned herself with 
dignity. The sudden rush from be
hind the scenes Careless swept with the 
point of his six-shooter.

“Keep back you,” he warned, “or 
someun’ll get hurt—an’ it wont be 
her.”

Then he threw back his head and 
laughed suddenly at the richness of the 
situation, and half turned to the audi
ence that hushed instantly at the sound 
of his voice.
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“ ’Cause someun told me back thar 
she had never been,” he said, “I’ve 
ridden three hundred miles to kiss this 
woman on the lips an’ I rather raickon 
I’m goin’ to do it. I am a cowboy from 
the foothill country.”

He laughed again in his devil-may- 
care way in their thunderstruck, gaping 
faces—and as if in echo with a full, 
free, startling note of piquant relish

the woman joined him—then turned to 
them too.

“If he’s ridden three hundred miles 
for one,” she said, imitating her com
panion’s speech, “ I rather raickon he’s 
worth it—and I don’t mind myself.”

Then while a ripple of appreciation 
stole over the vast audience to grow 
immediately after into a thunder of 
acclaim—she held up her face to him 
in the most girlish fashion.

The ^iVestern Spirit
What is the western spirit? Speak for the world would hear !

And the mountains called—
Send to the eastern sungates,

To the wild beast in his den,
Where the rud-red drops of a rising day 

Leap in the veins of men;
Choose from the waking millions

Sons of their fair-browed dames ;
Into their souls put a new-world dream 

That will fire their halting frames.
And the cities spake—■

Give to me men of purpose 
Born with an iron will;

Men who have failed and have risen again,
Bound to be freemen still ;

Reared from the muck of serfdom,
Sprung from the hero-germ,

Men that are steel for a nation’s frame,
Pillars of granite firm.

And the prairies cried—
Go to the sires of the northland,

Beckon their sons to the sea,
Speak to the stout-limbed freeman-youth 

And bid them come to me.
Back with your pallid princes,

Hold to your tainted clout—
Men of the world’s best breeding 

Must hew our nation out.
—Douglas Leader Durkin.



THE SCRIP SPECULATOR GLADLY TRAVELS LONG DISTANCES

The Story of Halfbreed Scrip
By Hay Stead

Editor's Note—The writer of this article has studied his subject from all points of 
view It came to his notice several years ago when he was with the Hudson s ^ Conv 
pany and was in close touch with the halfbreeds m the service. At that time it was a 
regular practice for scrip speculators to search the company s records for particulars re garding ^hcdfbreeds in the servie. As secretary to the Commissioner w,hose du* ,« w£ 
to distribute scrip and receive applications, Mr. Stead has been able to watch the scrip 
buying business at close quarters and has had exceptional opportunities for gathering the 
inside facts—from both buyers and sellers.

a 'OW, Sandy, listen to me. You 
know you promised me that 
scrip—”

“Promised nothing ! You 
make me tired ! You know, Sandy, 
that that promise isn’t worth the paper 
it’s written on. It’s money that’s talk
ing now.”

“But, Sandy, don’t listen to him for 
a minute. Last spring that scrip was 
worth two hundred dollars only ; you 
know a lot of them sold at that. But 
this year they’re worth more, and al
though you promised to let us have it 
for two hundred, we’re not holding 
you to that—we’re giving you four 
hundred—”

“He’s lying, Sandy. The truth isn’t 
in him. You know as well as I do that 
if I wasn’t here bidding against him, 
you’d have got just two hundred and 
not a cent more. He came up here 
last year and made himself out a big 
man and said he was going to see that

you got your scrip and that his influ
ence would fix it for you and you 
couldn’t get it without him. I tell you 
he hadn’t anything more to do with 
getting your scrip for you than I had; 
and if you sell it to him for any less 
than I’ll give you for it, you’re a fool 
and he’s a scoundrel. If he wants your 
scrip, let him bid for it, same as I’m 
doing ; and let the highest bidder take 
it. Come on now. He says four 
hundred. I’ll give four-fifty to start 
it. Now, Mister, if you want his 
scrip, raise me.”

For nearly a couple of hours the 
altercation went on. One would have 
thought Sandy had no say in the matter 
at all, he was so seldom consulted as to 
his wishes. And yet Sandy had in his 
own right, and by right of being head 
of his family, the disposal of three half- 
breed scrip certificates,—his own, his 
wife’s, and his sister’s. Each certificate 
entitled the owner to locate and file on

303
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A STEAMER IS PRESSED INTO REQUISITION ON THE RARE 
OCCASIONS WHEN SUCH A CHANCE OFFERS
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two hundred and forty acres of the best 
land they could find in the homestead 
and pre-emption area of Western Can
ada, to become the owners of it by 
virtue of a Crown grant, absolutely 
free and without price or penalty, and 
without any settlement duties to per
form. Such land sells, every day in the 
week, over the counters of the land 
companies and in the land departments 
of the railways, for as high as twelve 
and fifteen dollars an acre.

Sandy’s was a typical case. He had 
applied for his scrip the year before. 
The buyer who had been on the spot 
at the time, had assisted him in the 
matter of obtaining birth certificates 
and other red tape details necessary for 
establishing his claim to the satisfac
tion of the department of the govern
ment which has such matters in hand. 
Sandy, grateful for 
the assistance s o 
generously rendered, 
had without hesita
tion promised to turn 
it over to his friend in 
need at the then cur
rent price, $250. Two 
hundred and fifty 
dollars looked like a 
big sum to Sandy.
He had probably 
never seen so much 
money at once in his 
life. Besides, h i s

friend was will
ing o advance 
him a few dol
lars to help him 
through the 
winter, and 
Sandy was not 
blessed with 
over much of 
this world’s 
goods ; indeed, 
he was prob- 
ably on the 
books of “The 
Company” for 

goods already advanced, and his line 
of credit would thus be naturally some
what impaired.

So Sandy had promised ; he had even 
gone so far as to put that promise in 
writing, although, Sandy being an 
honest man, that was quite unnecessary. 
Everything had occurred according to 
schedule. He had received a hundred 
dollars or so from the buyer, on the 
strength of his prospects. He had 
passed the winter in comfort, and was 
correspondingly grateful. The com
missioner had that day handed him his 
scrip, and to his wife and sister also, 
one certificate each.

And then the trouble had begun. 
Another buyer was on the scene, telling 
him how little the first man had really 
done for him, and how he was being

SOME HALFBREEDS ARE NOT AT ALL ENAMORED OF THE SCRIP IDEA. 
THE MAN IN THE LIGHT COAT PREFERRED TO TAKE TREATY WITH HIS 
INDIAN RELATIVES AT A LOSS OF A COMFORTABLE INCOME FOB LIFE

V
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SOMETIMES THE MODE OF TRANS
PORTATION IS BY YORK BOAT; 
BUT THE CANOE IS THE 
STAND-BY OF THE NORTH

cheated out of much wealth in carrying 
out his bargain to sell for such a small 
sum. The new buyer was prepared to 
pay more—much more ; how much 
Sandy could not exactly tell, but 
certainly there was to be much 
more money for Sandy 
if he sold to the new 
man.

Sandy, in his 
dilemma, did as 
all his forbears

factor. So did the scrip buyers. They 
argued it pro and con, and the argu
ment got warmer and warmer as it 
proceeded. It finally resolved itself 

into an auction duel, and the price 
of scrip that evening went up 

three hundred per cent. 
At nine hundred and 
fifty dollars the bidding 

lagged s o m e- 
what, and the 
factor said:

had done before him—he went to The 
Company. He gathered the two buyers 
together and marched them into the 
Hudson’s Bay Company’s office at the 
Fort, and laid the matter before the

“Well, Sandy, what are you going 
to do?’’

“I was just t’ink, me,” Sandy re
plied, “de oder feller,—mabbe she give 
me some more money.”
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SOME OF THE APPLICANTS ARE SCHOLARS AND SIGN 
THEIR OWN APPLICATIONS

He did. Sandy and his family went 
to bed that night with the satisfied 
feeling natural to any halfbreed who 
has just seen three thousand dollars in 
bank bills paid over to the Hudson’s 
Bay Company to be placed to the credit 
of his account, and locked up in the 
Company’s safe in the office before his 
eyes.

The issuing of halfbreed scrip is a 
comparatively recent development. 
When, in 1870, the country now com
prised in the three prairie provinces 
was taken over by the government of 
Canada from the Hudson’s Bay Com
pany, it became necessary to make 
some arrangements to purchase the 
rights of the Indians resident in the 
country. This was done by means of 
a series of treaties, with the 
various bands which occupied 
the territory covered by each 
session.

But at that time there was 
a considerable proportion of 
halfbreed population. Some of 
these lived like white men, en
gaged in business, or in farm
ing. Others, on the conclusion 
of the treaty with their rela
tives, chose to do as they had 
always done, and live with the 
Indians as Indians, accepting 
treaty and residing on the

reserve. But there was a large 
section of halfbreeds, who, 
while not allying themselves 
completely with their darker 
brethren, still lived by hunting 
and trapping, and did not adopt 
the white man’s life. These 
had just as much at stake in 
the country as the Indians 
themselves, and considered that 
they should have been dealt 
with just as generously by the 
government. But no provision 
for them was made by treaty 
or in any other way; and the 
dissatisfaction of the half breeds 

at the neglect of the government to 
deal with their claims in this regard led 
directly to the halfbreed rebellion of 
1885.

After the rebellion was quelled, the 
question of allaying in some manner the 
discontent rife among the half breeds 
was taken up by the government. It 
was impossible to deal with them as the 
Indians had been dealt with. Unlike 
the Indians,—whose cohesion in com
paratively large bands made negotia
tions easy, and whose mode of living 
invited terms totally unsuited to the 
halfbreeds—the latter were scattered 
all over the country, each for himself, 
and owning no master but their own 
sweet wills.

NEW TREATIES ARE BEING MADE EVERY SUMMER



HAY STEAD 307

It was finally decided that a grant 
of land to each individual halfbreed 
would meet the case, and the grant 
was fixed at the generous allowance 
of two hundred and forty acres ; 
which was considered a sufficiently 
large farm to support a man and his 
family in comfort.

To each halfbreed, then, who ap
plied and who proved his right to 
participate in the issue, a certificate 
was given entitling him to 240 acres 
of land, which he was allowed to 
select from all the available home
stead land in the possession of the 
Dominion government, and for 
which a deed would be issued to him 
on presenting his certificate, or scrip, 
at the office of Dominion Lands for 
the district in which his selected 
land was situated.

Few of the half breeds took advan
tage of the opportunity afforded 
them to become farmers. Farming 
was the last thing to which the average 
halfbreed would turn his thoughts. 
They were hunters and trappers, rovers 
by nature ; and their scrip certificates 
were to them merely an asset, to be 
disposed of for what they would fetch. 
Land was cheap ; hundreds of thou
sands of acres could be purchased by 
anyone who had a mind for that kind 
of foolishness for a dollar an acre and 
less. No halfbreed with any sense

APPEARANCE IS NOT THE FINAL TEST IN
PAYING SCRIP.----THIS MAN IS SAID

TO BE PURE INDIAN

would take the trouble to locate and 
take a deed for unsaleable land which 
he couldn’t farm, (and wouldn’t if he 
could,) when he could get cash, or some 
equally desirable product, for his piece 
of paper with the writing on it, without 
any trouble or difficulty.

Thus the halfbreeds fell into the 
hands of the speculators. Scrip was 
sold for ten dollars, five dollars, for a 
blanket, a bottle of whiskey or a keg 
of beer; for any old thing, in fact, 

which the speculators had to 
offer and which the halfbreed, 
for the moment, wanted—or 
thought he wanted. Fortunes 
have been made, time without 
number, by the purchase of 
half breed scrip. There are to
day in Winnipeg, and elsewhere 
through the West, men who 
are in the millionaire and near
millionaire classes, who laid the 
foundations of their fortunes, 
and made the bulk of them, by 
their dealing in scrip.

And by no means would all 
of these transactions bear close

THE SCRIP PARTY FOLLOWS DEVIOUS AND LITTLE TROD 
PATHS----THE SHORTEST CUT FROM POST TO POST
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TOO STOUT TO WALK, MBS. HART CREPT TO 
THE COMMISSIONER’S TENT TO MAKE 

HER PLEA FOR SCRIP

J. iS ., •kll

scrutiny. Measured under the stand
ard of commercial integrity, it 
would be found that wholesale 
fraud was practised, and that 
large numbers of halfbreeds were 
cheated out of what even they con
sidered their due—and little enough it 
was. One method, easily accomplished, 
and adopted only too frequently on 
account of its ease of accomplishment, 
was to ply the halfbreed with liquor 
until he was in a sufficiently besotted 
state to transfer his scrip for a mere 
trifle—usually another bottle. That 
method ran its course, and died out as 
the halfbreeds grew wiser as to the 
value of their holding. Another favor
ite method of the scrip dealer was to 
look up the record of a half breed, 
secretly ; and on obtaining the neces
sary evidence that he was entitled to 
scrip, to take him aside, and whisper 
gently to him that his benefactor was 
in a position to get him a certain sum 
of money. All the halfbreed had to 
do was to sign certain papers, and the 
machinery would be put in motion.

The halfbreed argued that he had 
nothing to lose, and there was a chance 
of gain. He usually signed—and when 
it was all over, he got his money, and 
the dealer got the scrip.

In all these fradulent dealings, there 
was one danger to the dealer on which 
he had to take a chance, which he had 
no scruples in doing. In locating half- 
breed scrip, it is necessary for the half- 
breed whose name is on the certificate 
to appear at the land office for the dis
trict where the land is located, and to 
file his claim in person. But in the old 
days this was rarely done. It was an 
expensive matter to transport whole 
families of halfbreeds to distant points 
to hand in their certificates, even if the 
circumstances under which those certifi
cates were obtained from them were 
such as to make them willing to per
form such a service. So here again 
fraud was introduced. One halfbreed 
would be sent up by the dealer, and 
would impersonate scores of men whom 
he had probably never heard of before, 
swearing to a different name in each 
office he visited. It would probably 
be not far from the truth to say that 
less than fifty per cent, of the halfbreed

APPLICANTS FOR SCRIP ARE OF ALL AGES, 
FROM MOSSBAG SIZE UP
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claims for which deeds have been 
granted in Western Canada have been 
located in person, as the law demands, 
by the half breeds to whom the scrip 
was issued.

Even to this day it would seem that 
this species of fraud is being practised. 
Only last year the charge was openly 
made by one dealer, that another had 
been guilty of this very practice. With 
this exception, however, the days of 
open fraud in scrip purchase are past 
forever. Today, the half breed has a 
much better knowledge of the value of 
his certificate, and a much wider appre
ciation of the ability of the law to pro
tect him in his business transactions.

Yet even now, the half breed does 
not by any means get the full value of 
his scrip. Within the past two years, 
scrip has been purchased at the point 
of issue for from two hundred to four 
hundred dollars, while worth at the 
time in Winnipeg from eighteen hun
dred to two thousand dollars,—the 
value of a certificate for two hundred 
and forty acres at $7.50 to $8.50 per 
acre. The price asked in Winnipeg for 
scrip today is $9.50 per acre.

There are three kinds of scrip 
issued by the Dominion government. 
The first is comparatively rare, and un
important. It is an undertaking on the 
part of the government to accept at its 
face value the certificate, which is given 
out, for services rendered, by govern
ment surveyors and other employees of 
the Dominion in remote places where 
real money does not circulate. This is 
called cash scrip, and is issued in vary
ing amounts to suit the service for 
which it is remuneration.

The second, and by far the most de
sirable of all scrip, is that which is 
called “red-back.” This is a land 
scrip, similar to the ordinary half- 
breed scrip, for two hundred and forty 
acres ; but it differs from the other and 
most prevalent form in that it does not 
require personal application on the 
part of the person to whom the scrip

is issued. The possession of this kind 
of scrip thus does away with the trouble 
and expense of transporting the orig
inal owner to the spot where the entry 
for the land is to be made. Red-back 
scrip is the scrip which was issued to 
the half breeds who were proved to be 
entitled to its issue, but who had left 
the country—usually for the United 
States—and for whom it would have 
entailed some hardship to have been 
compelled to make the long journey 
back to Western Canada to enter in 
person for their land.

The third kind of scrip, in which 
there is most traffic, is that issued to 
halfbreeds resident in the country, with 
the condition that personal entry must 
be made when the land is located.

The halfbreeds who are entitled to 
scrip are not yet all settled with by 
any means. Every new treaty made 
by the Dominion government with the 
Indians of a hitherto unceded portion 
of the Dominion, finds some few half- 
breeds resident in that particular terri
tory, with whom settlement must be 
made on the same terms as those 
granted their brethren in the older 
portions of the West. These treaties 
are being made annually; and every 
summer Inspector Semmens, who as 
the senior officer of the Indian Depart
ment in the West holds the appoint
ment of Commissioner to conclude 
treaty with the Indians, adds a hun
dred thousand or so square miles to the 
area in which the Indians have been 
brought by treaty under the care of the 
Indian Department.

Halfbreeds born in the ceded terri
tory, and halfbreeds resident therein 
who have not previously been settled 
with, make their applications before 
the Commissioner.. Their parentage is 
traced back, the record of their resi
dence in the country since birth to the 
present time is recorded, birth certifi
cates or baptismal certificates are ob
tained, and the application, with its 
evidence of the halfbreed’s claim on
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the face of it, is forwarded to Ottawa. 
There the evidence is carefully 
scrutinized, and the statements of the 
applicant are compared with the 
records in the department. If the ap
plication is found to be satisfactory, a 
certificate is forwarded to Winnipeg 
in due course, and delivered to the 
applicant in person by the Commis
sioner.

Frequently the applicant has only 
the vaguest notion of the information 
upon which the form of application 
insists. An applicant will tell his age 
promptly, and without any hesitation. 
When the question arises as to where 
he has lived since his birth, he begins 
to flounder. By the time he has 
summed up the term of his residence 
at various points, it will frequently 
appear that he has overlapped some
where—that the addition of these vari
ous terms makes him several years 
older—or younger—than the age he 
has already given. Then the Commis
sioner, the applicant, the applicant’s 
relatives, and any other Indians or 
halfbreeds who happen to be handy—
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A TYPICAL SCENE ---- APPLICATIONS ABE BE-
CEIVED AND ENTEBED WHEBEVEB THE APPLI
CANTS ABE FOUND. THE WOMAN IN THE 
PICTUBE IS ANSWEBING THE QUESTIONS 
PUT BY THE COMMISSIONEB ON THE LEFT

COMMISSIONEB SEMMENS AND HIS OLD 
GUIDE, JOE CHEDLEY

there is always an interested audience 
at these sessions—dig in and endeavor 
to create order out of the chaos of 
years and events. If the applicant is, 
or has been, an employee of the Hud
son’s Bay Company, it is a simple mat
ter to obtain the necessary evidence; 
for the company keeps a full and com
plete record of the service of all its 
employees, with dates and place of 
residence, nature of employment, age, 
and character.

Another snag is the requirement of 
a baptismal certificate. Just what value 
is to be derived by the department from 
the production of a baptismal certifi
cate is difficult to tell. In many cases, 
particularly among the old halfbreeds, 
no baptism has ever been performed. 
In many others cases, although bap
tised, no record of the fact is to be 
found in the registers ; which at the 
remoter places in the north, have often 
been grossly neglected by the native 
missionaries in charge, themselves 
often able to read little, and write less. 
Again, baptism may have taken place 
at birth ; or it may have been perform
ed at any age from birth to second 
childhood. In many of the older reg
isters, the age is absent from the
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record ; or the applicant for admission 
to the church has been labelled “infant” 
or “adult.” But whatever the value to 
the department, this is one of the con
ditions of application ; and it forms the 
most frequent stumbling block to the 
seeker after scrip.

It sometimes happens that a man of 
undoubted and well authenticated half- 
breed lineage will refuse to take scrip, 
and will insist on taking treaty with 
the band he lives with. He is abso
lutely ignorant of the value of scrip, 
and totally indifferent to the arguments 
of the scrip buyers who endeavor to 
show him the error of his ways. One 
such halfbreed refused scrip last year, 
and took treaty with the rest of the 
Indians. This man had a family of four 
children. His record was well known, 
and his claim was perfect. It was put 
to him by the scrip buyers that by tak
ing scrip he would come into possession 
of a large sum of money. He got up 
at treaty time and made a little speech 
in which he said that he had lived all 
his life with the Indians. They were 
his people. If he took scrip, he and 
his children would have to live like 
the white man, away from the reserve 
and their relations. He would live and 
die with his people.

That man could have had for the 
asking, five scrip certificates. These 
at the current prices in the north, were 
worth a thousand dollars each. They 
could have been sold in Winnipeg for 
ten thousand dollars for the five. The 
income of that at six per cent, would
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have brought him in fifty dollars a 
month in perpetuity. He had probably 
never earned a hundred dollars a year 
at any time in his life. Yet he put 
fortune aside with a wave of the hand 
and sat back, content with five dollars 
per annum for himself and each of his 
children, rather than leave the life he 
had been brought up to.

With childlike simplicity like that the 
lot of the scrip buyer must be a happy 
one—providing he is unhampered by 
competition. To detach scrip certifi
cates from such specimens of unsophis
ticated guilelessness must be like taking 
candy from a baby. And if the half- 
breed himself takes no thought for the 
morrow, such is far from being the 
case with the scrip buyer.

This year treaty has been concluded 
at York Factory and Churchill. All 
last winter, scrip buyers were on the 
ground, searching out likely applicants, 
and persuading the backward ones to 
apply ; making advances in cash or 
supplies where they would do the most 
good; hunting up evidence that would 
probably have been available anyway ; 
and generally making themselves offi
ciously useful—and in spite of the fact 
that any sale of scrip before it is de
livered to the owner is absolutely 
illegal, doubtless wheedling out of the 
expectant beneficiaries a promise to 
deliver up the scrip, when it is obtain
ed, to the good Samaritan who has 
taken all the trouble and been so kind 
and helpful.
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Starving!
By Cy Warman

Dear friend, I should like to write something for you. 
But there’s so little here in my head;

And life is so short and there's so much to do,
>v And the children are crying for bread;
There are stories for Munsey, McClure and Success, 
The Post, the Companion and others, I guess 
For this time, a failure I'll have to confess.

For the children are crying for breed.

'Twere a pleasure to sing for the good of the cause, 
(But the children are crying for bread)

And I know in your house. I’d be sure of applause 
If I knew just the thing to be said ;

For the women are kind as the women arc fair. 
And their laughter is lighter than timberline air ;
If I gave them a song, they would give me a prayer. 

But the children are crying for bread.

You know there are times when you can’t do a thing. 
When the wheels whirl around in your head ; 

And you must know it's hard for a fellow to sing 
"With the children all crying for bread.

Though my lute may be mute, you will pray under-

I am with you in spirit all over the land.
And to you and your comrades. I'm kissing my hand, 

AVhile the children are crying for bread.

Most a u t hors, 
after they have 
“arriv e d,” have 
had the experience 
of being asked to 
make gratuitous 
contributi o n s to 
publications “issu
ed every little 
while” by amateur 
edit ors i n the 
cause of charity 
etc.

Awhile ago Cy 
Warman, the well 
known writer of 
railroad stories, 
who res ides in 
London, Ont., re
plied to one such 
request with the 
lines opposite. A 
look at any one of 
the poet’s pudgy 
youngsters is all 
that is necessary 
to prove that Mr. 
Warman has avail
ed himself to a 
large extent o f 
what is familiarly 
known as “poetic 
license.” The “edi
tor” was bright 
enough to publish 
the verses.



Indian Summer
By Margaret Lillian Houts

3^THOUGH Martha Grayson
/ % had never been blessed with 

the love of husband and 
children, without which no 

woman’s life is really complete, she 
could not be said to have had a lonely 
existence. Indeed, ever since she could 
remember, her days had been filled to 
overflowing with service for those she 
loved. She was one of those women 
who, without being especially talented 
in any one direction, are capable of do- 
ing a great many things well ; and being 
the oldest girl in a family of eight 
children, they all formed the habit, 
while she was still very young, of lean
ing on her.

“Go to Martha,” the busy mother 
would say, when one of the boys came 
in with a cut finger or a missing but
ton. “I’ve got my hands in the bread 
now.”

And so “to Martha” thev all went, 
even the father as the years rolled on 
and her capabilities assumed a wider 
range.

Finally, one after another the 
brothers and sisters left the home nest. 
The boys bought farms of their own, 
or went to try their fortunes in the 
West. The girls married, as girls will 
-—all but Martha. Somehow nobody 
ever thought about Martha’s marrying; 
it is doubtful if she herself did. There 
was so much to do at home; so many 
to do for.

When at last they were all gone and 
Martha was left with the father and 
mother, now beginning to grow old 
and feeble, she felt there was renewed 
cause for her to exert herself. Not

only was there much work to be done, 
in the house and out, but the old people 
must not be allowed to feel lonely and 
sad, now that the young life to which 
they had so long been accustomed, had 
passed out of their reach. So she made 
every effort to be lively and gay, and 
to make them forget that they three 
were alone together.

As time went on, she even looked 
after the farm ; nor did it suffer under 
her direction. Those of the neighbors 
who at first shook their heads and 
prophesied that “everything would 
soon go to rack and ruin with a woman 
a-runnin’ of it,” were obliged to admit 
that Martha Grayson was an exception 
to the rule.

At last the dear old father passed 
away, leaving the mother to be cared 
for a few years longer, until she joined 
her husband on the other side. Hardly 
a week had elapsed after the funeral, 
when she received a letter from her 
brother William, who had been the 
first to leave home. He had settled in 
Ontario, married, and done fairly well. 
His wife had died a few months before, 
leaving a daughter twelve years old.

“I have tried to do for little Alice 
myself, dear sister Martha,” he wrote, 
“but I am away from home a great 
deal, and she needs a mother’s care. 
She is a sweet child, affectionate, 
gentle and biddable. With proper train
ing she will grow up to be a fine 
woman. Without it, heaven only knows 
what will become of her. There is no 
one here to undertake it. You are 
alone, Martha dear. You are thorough
ly capable in every respect. How well

3I3
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I remember what you did for us 
youngsters while we were growing up. 
We depended on you as much as on 
our mother. There is no one else in 
the world to whom I would so soon 
commit the rearing of my darling 
child. May I ask this additional favor 
of one to whom I am already indebted 
for so much ?”

So Martha took little Alice, and 
reared her to a useful, lovely woman
hood. After teaching two or three 
years, she too, had gone to a home of 
her own.

“Come and live with us, Aunt 
Martha,” said Alice earnestly.

But Martha shook her head. How 
could she leave the old homestead ? 
How could she go to new surround
ings, among new people ? Besides she 
had a feeling that it was better for 
the young people to begin life alone 
together, without the presence of even 
one so near as herself.

After they had gone, Martha Gray
son was really alone for the first time 
in her life. But she would have plenty 
to do to keep her from getting lonely, 
she told herself. She thought of a 
dozen ways in which her time could be 
occupied, to drive away the little spec
tres of unrest that might otherwise 
come slipping in. With the resolution 
of a strong will, she took up her tasks 
and found in them, as a rule, the 
remedy she sought. But not always ! 
There weré days when the very empti
ness of the house seemed to create a 
sound ; when the echo of her own foot
steps startled her ; when the ticking of 
the clock seemed like the ringing of 
church bells. She fell to lying awake 
at nights,—a thing she had never done 
before.

She fought off these feelings bravely, 
however. It was only in the late 
autumn, when the days grew short and 
the nights chill ; when she could no 
longer with pleasure roam about over 
the hills, or sit under the apple-trees 
in the orchard, listening to the birds in

the trees above ; when, worst of all, her 
old enemy, rheumatism, which had ad
monished her with sundry pinches and 
twinges of late that it was in the vicin
ity, began to storm the citadel of her 
activity ; it was only when all these 
circumstances commenced to mar the 
even tenor of her life that Martha be
gan to think seriously, in the long night 
watches, what her future should be.

To be sure, she could go and live 
with Alice ; but she hardly felt this 
was the wisest thing to do. Only one 
other plan commended itself to her.

In the little city of Springford, 
twenty miles away, was a home for 
aged and lonely women, such as her
self. She had first heard of it through 
a cousin who lived near by; since then 
some of her friends had gained admis
sion, and all the reports she had heard 
of it were very favorable. She hesi
tated, however, to take this step, and 
busied herself about her home, taking 
up the duties for which, day by day, 
she had less and less strength and incli
nation, now that there was no one to do 
for but herself.

A severe attack of rheumatism dur
ing the winter, when she was helpless 
for weeks, settled the matter, and in 
the early spring she sold her farm and 
personal belongings and arranged for 
her entrance into the Home at Spring- 
ford.

It was hard, of course,—the break
ing up of old ties, the leaving of famil
iar surroundings ; but she had known 
from the beginning that it would be 
so; and with a resolute courage, re
enforced by much sound philosophy 
and sweetness of disposition, she went 
through it bravely. The move once 
accomplished, she made every effort 
to adjust herself to her new environ
ment. She tried to be happy and con
tented. Nevertheless, in the quiet of 
her own room, Martha Grayson fought 
out many a battle.

One night the struggle was espe
cially sharp. It had been one of those
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soft, summer days, when the air, 
freighted with the odors of growing 
vegetation and opening blossoms, blew 
like a caress against the cheek. To 
the lonely woman its" sweetness and 
power were almost unbearable. Storm 
and cold, heat and thunderclap she 
could brace herself against. They 
seemed a part of the forces she must 
combat. But not this ! This tender, 
gentle, balmy summer air, stealing in 
and awakening feelings against which 
she was powerless. Not only the 
homesickness with which she was 
growing familiar, but tenderer, deeper 
feelings, to which she was a stranger. 
She drew down the shades, and turn
ing out the lights, went to bed.

Long she lay there awake ; and when 
at last she dropped into uneasy slum
ber, it was broken by dreams of home 
and childhood ; of the gentle voice of 
her mother ; of the gay shouts and 
happy laughter of her brothers and 
sisters.

When morning came she was too 
weak and ill to rise. All her old en
ergy and spirit seemed to have left 
her. At noon, with her luncheon, for 
which she had little appetite, the maid 
brought her a letter. Mechanically she 
took it up, thinking it was from Alice 
or some of her former neighbors. But 
the writing was unfamiliar,—a great, 
straggling, masculine hand. Who in 
the world,—what man,—could be writ
ing to her? She turned to the signa
ture—P. R. ELIOT.

“Dear Martha,” it began, “I wonder 
if you remember ‘Pete Eliot,’ the 
harum-scarum young rascal who used 
to go to school with you in the old 
red school-house. If you do, I’m afraid 
you will want to throw this letter down 
without reading it, for you must have 
no pleasant recollections connected with 
such a person. Nevertheless I am 
going to venture on, for my own sake, 
if not for yours.

“Well, Martha, I have come home 
again; to what was my home over

forty years ago. Great Caesar ! What 
changes there have been around it in 
that time, since I ran away a freckle
faced, red-headed boy, wild to see the 
world. Father and mother gone, 
brothers and sisters scattered; old 
chums married or dead. Most every
body had forgotten good-for-nothing 
Pete. So I shall not wonder if my 
absence has been too long for your 
memory.

“I went down to the old house yes
terday, where your brother Bill and I 
used to have many a romp under the 
old elms in the back yard, and hang 
Alice’s dolls ‘by the neck till dead,’ 
while she screamed out and cried at our 
cruelty, and Prudence, that little blue
stocking, sat in the boughs above our 
heads, buried in a book as usual, and 
deaf to our noise and mischief, unless 
we climbed up and stole away her book, 
when she came to life very suddenly.

“Well, those days are past—long 
past. But I want to see you, Martha. 
They tell me you lived until recently 
in the old homestead, and are less 
changed than almost any one else 
around here. I shall not tell you all 
they said as to your life of unselfish 
devotion and care for the members of 
your family, lest even such a modest 
person as you are should become vain.

“So I am coming to call on you, and 
may be in Springford almost as soon 
as this letter. I am sure you will not 
refuse to see me for the sake of ‘auld 
lang syne,’ and the happy days I used 
to have with your brothers, now 
scattered and gone. At three o’clock 
on Wednesday I shall call at the Home 
where you are.

“Very respectfully yours,
P. R. ELIOT.”

Well, well, well ! Little Pete Eliot, 
the most daring, reckless, venture
some boy within a radius of a hundred 
miles from Martha’s home. He could 
climb higher, run faster, swim farther, 
and get into more mischief than any 
other she knew. At school he was
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always drawing ships on his slate or 
making boats in his copy-book, or 
reading stories of adventure when he 
should have been learning the multi
plication table or studying his spelling 
lessons. What wonder that he ran 
away to sea before he was big enough 
to remember ! They had heard of him 
now and then, in some far distant city 
through a hastily scrawled letter to his 
father, or some strange, foreign gift to 
his mother. But otherwise he had 
dropped out of the lives of those to 
whom he was nearest.

And now he had come back. She 
supposed he was brown as copper, be- 
whiskered and long-haired, like the 
sailors and travellers she had read of; 
yet, somehow, she was delighted to 
think of seeing him once more. It 
would at least be some one from the 
old home and circle for which her 
heart ached in every fibre.

And this was Wednesday, the very 
<lay he was coming ! She arose at 
once and dressed carefully, her excite
ment and anticipation giving color 
to her face and strength to her limbs. 
She was transformed from the pale, 
listless woman who, an hour before, 
had not cared whether she lived or 
died.

She' was agreeably surprised when 
she entered the parlor and found there 
a tall, well-formed well-appearing 
man. Red-haired he still was, to be 
sure; freckled and bronzed as to skin, 
with great hands and feet. Yet he 
'was neatly dressed and carried him
self well, and one forgot freckles and 
auburn locks in the kindly look of the 
strong, manly face.

He took both of her toil-worn hands 
in his, and looked earnestly into her 
«yes.
< “It’s the same old Martha,” he said, 
“that was always making doll-clothes 
for the other girls, instead of herself, 
and tying up the boys’ cut fingers. 
Why you look just like you used to.”

They sat and talked of old days, of 
the boys and girls they used to know,

of events that happened many, many, 
years ago ; laughing one moment, 
ready to weep the next, forgetful of 
the time that had passed since they 
were children, forgetful of the mo
ments of the long summer afternoon as 
they sped by. Only the ringing of the 
supper-bell brought them back to the 
present.

“Is it possible !” said Peter, as he 
looked at his watch. “You are a witch 
to make me forget the flight of time. 
You are happy and contented here, 
Martha?”

“Oh, yes,” she replied, “and well 
taken care of. But it seems so good 
to see you, Peter,—to see some one 
from home, I mean. One can’t forget, 
you know. Last night—” She stop
ped. She would not confess, even to 
him, the paroxysm of homesickness 
from which she had suffered. But he 
seemed to guess, and the face, which 
a moment before had been full of 
laughter, grew grave. ,

“Yes, I can guess. You will let me 
come again ? Good-bye !”

And he was gone before she had a 
chance to answer.

He did come again, until Martha, 
full of old-fashioned notions of pro
priety and old-maidish fears of being 
teased by her associates, half dreaded 
to see him come, half feared he would 
not. She must have intimated as 
much to him, for one day he sug
gested that they should walk in a little 
park close by, and afterward that was 
their meeting place in the bright, sum
mer afternoons. When it rained, or 
she did not come, there was sure to 
be a letter from him, or a book or some 
trifle to show that he thought of her.

In spite of her shyness and old- 
maidishness, Martha thoroughly en
joyed these meetings, the half clandes
tine nature which they had assumed 
only adding- to their charm ; for Martha 
had the unconscious love of the roman
tic which is a part of every feminine 
nature.
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They went over and over the mem
ories of the past. They talked of the 
strange lands that Peter had visited, 
of the wonderful experiences he had 
gone through, of some narrow escapes 
he had had, “through his own fool
hardiness,” he explained. He told her 
of his boyish longings to travel ; for 
adventure, which had led him to cast 
aside all the ties of home; of how he 
had thrown himself with all the 
ardor of an intense nature, into the 
life which he had chosen. Of how at 
last, however, the old ties had asserted 
themselves. As the years went by he 
began to long for the associations of 
his childhood. He had saved enough, 
he said, to keep him the rest of his 
days, and now he had come back.

Martha’s pulses fluttered strangely 
as he told her these things, and at the 
strange, tender way in which his blue 
eyes rested on her. In fact, in these 
days, Martha hardly knew herself. 
For the first time in her life the deeper 
emotions of her nature were aroused, 
with all their sweetness, all their ten
derness, all their contradictions. For 
in all the wide world, there is nothing 
so deep, so inexplicable, to herself as 
well as to others, as a woman’s heart. 
No wonder they sometimes fail to be 
understood by others, when they hard
ly understand themselves !

They were sitting in the park one 
day, half hidden from passers-by by 
a clump of shrubbery, when Peter 
moved a little closer to her and laid 
one of his great hands on hers. They 
had been sitting silent for some time, 
as had grown to be their custom now 
and then after one of their talks.

“I went to see the old place again 
yesterday, Martha,” he said in a tone 
rather softer than usual, “and—I— 
bought it.”

Martha looked up, too startled to 
say anything in reply. Peter was 
looking off dreamily at the great 
white clouds above the trees.

“Yes,” he went on, as though she 
had spoken, “I bought it, for the sake 
of old memories, and because I want 
a home of my own, Martha. I want 
to settle down for the rest of my days. 
Great Caesar ! What a wanderer I’ve 
been ! But it won’t be a home, Mar
tha, without you. Will you come and 
make one for me, dear?”

But Martha was trembling so that 
she could not speak.

“I know it’s asking a good deal,” he 
went on, perceiving her agitation, “to 
ask you to leave this pleasant place, 
where you have everything so fine and 
citified and go back to the farm to live 
with an old fellow like me. But,—I 
love you, Martha ; and, lately,—I’ve 
thought maybe—you could learn to 
care for me a little—and that—per
haps—you’d rather have your own 
home than even such a fine one as you 
have here.”

Her own home! Oh, what would it 
not mean to her ! But any place would 
be home now, with Peter, she thought 
to herself. Yet, strangely, she could 
not put her feelings in words ; perhaps 
their very intensity choked her.

Then, besides, another thought had 
been running through Martha Gray
son’s mind of late; one that would 
seem almost inexplicable to one who 
did not understand the strange work
ings of the Puritan conscience.

When she came to Springford, she 
felt that it was to spend the rest of 
her days ; that she had burned her 
bridges and there was no going back; 
that in some way she had bound her
self to remain until she went out of 
this world. It was a sort of legal 
transaction, she said to herself, to 
which she was a party, and she felt 
bound to carry out her part of the 
contract.

And now, if she should leave, after 
having been there only a few months, 
what would they think of her? She 
would forfeit her entrance money, she 
knew, but she did not care for that;
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it was the moral obligation that held 
her as with cords of steel.

Yet she felt dimly that this obliga
tion would not seem so binding to 
others as to herself; that they might 
even laugh at her conscientiousness. 
Nevertheless, she could not rid herself 
of the feeling, nor decide to make 
any move which did not seem to her 
exaggerated sense of right, the correct 
one.

All these thoughts floated hurriedly 
through her brain as she sat there 
listening to Peter’s pleadings. She felt 
that she could not decide at once ; 
there was so much to be said on both 
sides.

“Give me a little time, Peter,” she 
said at last, when she could get con
trol of her voice. “I do—care—for 
you, and, oh, I want so much to go 
home, but—”

“Well, what’s to hinder, Martha?” 
said Peter wonderingly. “You’ve no
body, and neither have I—that is, 
"whose—consent we have to ask; and 
we’re not so young that they’d refuse 
us a license at the clerk’s office,” he 
chuckled.

Then Martha tried to explain to him 
her scruples. To his everlasting credit 
be it said that Peter Eliot did not laugh, 
at least not just then. He coughed 
very hard once or twice, however, and 
his voice sounded a trifle husky when 
he said at last, “Why, Martha, dear, 
anybody’d think you’d been sent to the 
penitentiary for life, to hear you talk. 
Think it over, though. I won’t urge 
you, and maybe by and by you’ll see it 
different.”

So they parted, Peter to return to 
the farm, which needed his attention 
for a few weeks, he thought.

Probably he could not have done a 
wiser thing, as he may have felt vague
ly himself, than to leave Martha for a 
time to her own devices and thoughts.

For she missed him; oh, how she 
missed him, in spite of the cheery 
letters which came two or three times

a week, telling all the neighborhood 
news, of what he was doing about the 
old homestead, and now and then a 
hint of his own needs and loneliness. 
This last was almost more than she 
could bear.

Yet she did not feel equal to the or
deal which her exaggerated sensitive
ness pictured as lying before her should 
she decide to make this break in her 
present life. Aside from the scruples 
which still held her fast, she thought 
of the surprise of the matron and board 
of managers, when she should tell them 
that she was going away so soon to be 
married. She imagined the good- 
natured banterings of her newly-found 
friends; the task of preparing for the 
wedding, the congratulations; the jests. 
Perhaps they might even throw rice 
after her. When she mentioned all this 
to Peter, it was perhaps the greatest 
test of his loyalty that could have been 
made, that he respected her feelings, 
although they must have seemed almost 
childish to him.

“Martha, dear,” he wrote back, “if 
this is all that separates us—the 
thoughts of telling your friends about 
it, of what they will say, and of having 
a wedding—why, then, for heaven’s 
sake, don’t have one, of the ordinary 
kind, I mean. Let’s run away; elope. 
I hadn’t thought of it before, but now 
it strikes me as just the thing to do. 
You know I ran away once before, and 
I guess it kind of runs in my blood 
to do things of that kind.

“You told me once that there was 
a good fire escape opening off your 
room. (I asked about it because I 
always was afraid of fires in those 
institutions). Now, what is easier, 
Martha, dear, than for you to step 
quietly out of the window some even
ing after supper, with your little grip 
in your hand, and I’ll meet you at the 
bottom of the steps. I’ll have it all 
fixed up with the preacher, and we’ll 
be married without any fuss or feathers 
or congratulations or breaking of con-
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tracts with boards of managers, or any
thing of that sort, and come back on 
the evening train to the old farm. 
What do you say, Martha ?”

When Martha read this, she felt that 
a great weight had been lifted off her 
mind. Her limited imagination had 
never pictured anything so daring—or 
so easy—as this method of cutting the 
Gordian knot that bound her, yet it 
appealed to her fancy, too.

The days had again grown short and 
the nights frosty. She could hear, in 
her imagination, the call of the blue- 
jay in the woods, fast turning to yellow 
and brown ; the rustling of the drying 
stalks in the corn-fields ; the chatter of 
the squirrels, gathering their autumn 
stores ; the soft dropping of the nuts 
on the fallen leaves. She saw the 
glistening of the pale sunbeams on the 
great yellow pumpkins and the striped 
apples lying on the ground in the 
orchard. She thought of how lonely 
Peter must be, now that the evenings 
were growing longer ; of how careless 
“men-folks” were apt to be about put
ting on heavier clothing at this time of 
year. She hesitated no longer, but 
sent a hastily written line by the next 
mail,—just this :

“Meet me at the foot of the fire- 
escape, Thursday evening at seven 
o’clock.”

The harvest moon, illuminating 
every familiar tree and fence-corner, 
was shining brightly as they drove up 
the road to the old Grayson farm
house. The air was soft and balmy 
with the late sweetness of Indian sum
mer, the chilling days behind, and the 
piercing ones to come all swallowed 
up and forgotten in this charming 
season, which has the delicious sweet
ness and fragrance of old wine.

The shades were raised and the light 
from the sitting-room windows 
stretched out like hands toward them, 
as they stopped at the gate. Peter 
lifted his wife tenderly from the 
buggy, and, taking her hand, led her 
to the door, which was suddenly flung 
open as they approached.

“Welcome home, Aunt Martha ! 
Welcome home, Uncle Peter!” shouted 
two voices in chorus. There were 
Alice and her husband and the new 
baby, blinking and waving its little 
hands as Alice held it up for them to 
see.

The table was spread with a dainty 
supper, and the delicate odors of the 
food greeted their nostrils. Martha’s 
eyes filled with happy tears, as she 
leaned against her husband, and heard 
him shout, too, in his great, hearty 
voice, “Welcome home, everybody !”

A. Wish of Home

No cumbrance of unmeaning lands be mine ;
Just the enchantment of that wilding place, 

And sown by random winds with leaf and vine, 
Where I may see at eventide her face !

—Alonso Rice.
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The Business of Being Elected
By Arthur R. Ford

3
T IS the personality of the man, not the party nor 

principles which win elections,” remarked one of 
the shrewdest of Ottawa politicians to a group of 
lounging M.P.’s and newspapermen one night 

when a momentous midnight debate was in progress. 
They were discussing politics and elections in that inti
mate, off-hand way the members have at the capital when 
all-night sessions are the fashion. He went over those 
who had fallen in the previous elections and in practically 
every case the defeat could be traced to the candidate 
himself, not to the so-called issues of the day or great 
underlying principles.

The Ottawa politician is right. It may not be a 
compliment to Canada or Canadian politics, but it is a 
fact nevertheless, that except on rare occasions the man 
is greater than his party, that the personality of the 
candidate over-towers all policies.

The canny Ottawa member, if his ambition is re- 
election, has no sooner been duly and ceremoniously intro
duced and signed the register, than he sets forth to devise 
ways and means by which he can please his constituents, 
placate warring factions and generally give the impres
sion that at Ottawa he is regarded as a budding states
man and possible cabinet timber. Except for the 
ministers and a handful of front benchers on both sides 
of the house, practically every speech is made for the 
benefit of the folks back home. Extra copies of Hansard 
are ordered—the king’s printer has an agreeably low 
price—and the member spends the time of the next few 
days addressing wrappers, with copies of his speech 
carefully marked, which a paternal government generous
ly franks to his constituents. Visitors in the gallery at 
Ottawa always remark on the diligence of the members. 
Don’t be deceived ; they are simply saving the price of a 
stenographer.

The very knowing member, especially if he holds a 
doubtful seat, makes a particular study of his constituents.
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He will actually know the subject in which each voter is 
interested. If anything turns up in the house, or if a 
blue-book is issûed on this question it is immediately 
mailed, possibly even with a brief note. A friend for 
life is made.

The children, too, are not forgotten. There are 
maps, attractive Canadian atlases, etc., issued by the 
various departments. The wise members frank these to 
the children in their riding with their compliments. A 
couple of years ago a paragraph was inserted in a Hamil
ton paper to the effect that the department of the interior 
had issued a new Canadian atlas which could be obtained 
by writing to the city’s member. T. J. Stewart, member 
for West Hamilton was simply deluged with requests. 
In three days he got over three thousand letters. It was 
a physical impossibility to begin to wade through his 
correspondence. He finally in desperation simply turned 
over his whole mail to the Department of Interior officials, 
who sorted out anything of a private character.

One handicap of the member at Ottawa is the length 
of time he is away from his constituency. A rival candi
date is camped on the ground twelve months in the .year. 
One Ontario member who represents a traditionally close 
riding, and nurses it for that reason with particular care, 
was greeted with the chance remark by a constituent who 
was visiting in Ottawa : “Oh, you are only a summer 
visitor now in our town.” It set him thinking. His 
wife and family were at the capital. He actually sent 
them back home and re-opened his residence, while he 
decided in future to spend as many week-ends as possible 
in his home town. He was not going to be regarded as 
a stranger. He went further. His son was attending 
school in a preparatory college ; he took him out and 
sent him back to his home collegiate. That’s politics 
for you.

It is strange what petty things will defeat a member. 
When Hon. Nelson Monteith, minister of agriculture 
in Whitney’s cabinet, was defeated despite the over
whelming Conservative sweep, all Ontario marvelled. 
The cause has since been analyzed as Monteith’s silk hat. 
As cabinet minister he had taken to fashionable headgear. 
Foolishly he wore it back to the tea-meetings and town
ship fairs of Perth. His hard-headed fellow farmers
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*:* decided that Monteith was getting too tony ; he needed 

a taking down. It mattered not that he was a good 
representative and a splendid minister of agriculture. He 
was defeated at the polls.

The late Dr. Barr, who was member for Dufferin 
in both the Ontario and Dominion houses for years, was 
only defeated once in his career. That was when the 
patron movement was in its hey-day, and a farmer candi
date was successful. The next election Dr. Barr was 
again at the head of the polls.

He used to like to tell how it happened. “The wife 
of the patron member,” said the doctor, “purchased a 
seal-skin coat. It aroused the jealousy of every woman
in the township. They thought Mrs.------was getting
too big-feeling now that her husband was a member.

“My wife wore a seal-skin too, but that didn’t 
matter. She was the doctor’s wife. The women per
suaded their husbands to vote for me. In his home polls 
where the patron expected an overwhelming majority, 
I had an easy lead. It resulted in my return.”

*
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The Deacons Painkiller
By L. M. Montgomery

2âNDREW was a terrible set 
man. When he put his foot 
down something always 
squashe d—a n d stayed 

squashed. In this particular instance 
it was poor Amy’s love affair.

“No, my daughter,” he said solemn
ly—the deacon always spoke solemnly 
and called Amy “my daughter” when 
he was going to be contrary—“I—ah 
shall never consent to your marrying 
Dr. Boyd. He is not worthy of you.”

“I’m sure a Boyd is as good as a 
Poultney any day,” sobbed Amy. 
“And nobody can say a word against 
Frank.”

“He used to drink, my daughter,” 
said the deacon more solemnly than 
ever.

“He never touches a drop now,” 
said Amy, firing up. Amy has a spice 
of the Barry temper. But the deacon 
did not get angry. There would have 
been more hope if he had. You can 
generally do something with a man 
who loses his temper, especially when 
it comes to repenting time. But An
drew never lost his temper; he just 
remained placid and aggravating.

“Don’t you know, my poor child,” he 
said sorrowfully, “that a man who has 
once been addicted to drink is liable to

break out again any time ? I—ah have 
no faith in Dr. Boyd’s reformation. 
Look at his father.”

Amy couldn’t very well look at Dr. 
Boyd’s father, seeing that he had drunk 
himself to death and been safely buried 
in Brunswick churchyard for over fif
teen years. But she knew the reference 
clinched the matter in the deacon’s 
estimation. Amy had not lived with 
her pa for twenty years without dis
covering that when he began dragging 
people’s ancestors from their tombs and 
hurling them at your head you might 
as well stop arguing.

Amy stopped and came upstairs to 
me and cried instead. I couldn’t say 
a great deal to comfort her, knowing 
Andrew as I did. I’d kept house for 
him ever since his wife, who was my 
sister, died; he was as fine a man as 
ever lived in most respects—kind, gen
erous, never given to nagging; but 
when he’d once made up his mind on 
any point you might as well try to 
soften the nether millstone.

For one thing, there was nothing 
you could use as a leverage, because 
the deacon was such a model man. If 
he’d had any little vices or weaknesses 
he might have been vulnerable at some 
point. But he was so good it was
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almost painful. It’s a blessing that he 
had no sons or they ‘would certainly 
have gone to the bad by way of keep
ing the family to a natural average.

Before going any further with this 
story I might as well clear up matters 
in regard to Dr. Boyd. From Andrew’s 
statement you might suppose that he 
had once been a confirmed toper. The 
fact was that young Frank, in spite of 
his father, was as sober and steady a 
lad as you could wish to see; but one 
summer, just before he went to college, 
he fell in with a wild set of fellows 
from town who were out at the beach 
hotel ; they went somewhere to a politi
cal meeting one night and all got 
drunk, young Frank included, and 
made fearful fools of themselves; the 
deacon was there, representing the 
temperance interest, and saw them. 
After that he never had any use for 
Frank Boyd. It didn’t make a mite of 
difference that Frank was terribly 
ashamed and sorry and never went 
with these fellows afterwards nor ever 
was known to taste liquor again. He 
got through college splendidly and 
came home and settled in Brunswick 
and worked up a fine practice. It was 
all no use, as far as the deacon was 
concerned. He persisted in regarding 
Dr. Frank as a reformed rake who 
might relapse into his evil ways at any 
moment. And Andrew would have 
excused a man for murder before he 
would have excused him for getting 
drunk.

The deacon was what his enemies-— 
for he had plenty of enemies in spite 
of, or maybe because of, his goodness 
—called a temperance fanatic. Now, 
I’m not going to decry temperance. 
It’s the right thing and I’m a white 
ribboner myself and never touch even 
homemade currant wine; and a little 
fanaticism always greases the wheels 
of any movement. But I’m bound to 
say that Andrew carried things too far. 
He was fairly rabid for the temper
ance cause; and the only man in the

world he wouldn’t speak to was Deacon 
Millar because Deacon Millar opposed 
the introduction of unfermented wine 
for the communion and used whiskey 
to break up a cold.

So, all these things considered, I 
thought poor Amy’s prospects for 
marrying her man were very faint in
deed and I felt nearly as bad over it 
as she did. I knew that Frank Boyd 
was her choice, once and forever. Amy 
is a Barry by nature, even if she is a 
Poultney by birth, and the Barrys 
never change—as / could testify; but 
this isn’t my story. If they can't marry 
the one they set their hearts on, they 
never marry. And Frank Boyd was 
such a fine young fellow and everybody 
liked and respected him. Any man in 
the world but Andrew would have been 
delighted at the thought of having him 
for a son-in-law.

However, I comforted Amy as well 
as I could and I even agreed to go and 
argue with her pa, although I knew I 
should have nothing to show for my 
waste of breath. And I hadn’t, 
although I did all that mortal woman 
could do. I cooked a magnificent 
dinner with all the deacon’s favorite 
dishes ; and after he had eaten all he 
possibly could and twice as much as 
was good for him, I tackled him—and 
failed. And when a woman fails under 
those circumstances she may as well 
fold her hands and hold her tongue.

Andrew heard all I had to say 
politely, as he always did, for he prided 
himself on his good manners; but I 
saw right along that it wasn’t sinking 
in any deeper than the skin.

“No, Juliana,” he Said patiently, 
“I—ah can never give my daughter to 
a reformed drunkard. I—ah should 
tremble for her happiness. Besides, 
think how it would look if I—ah were 
to allow my daughter to marry a man 
addicted to drink—I—ah, who am 
noted for my sound temperance princi
ples. Why, it would be a handle for 
the liquor people to use against me.
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I—ah beg of you, dear Juliana, not to 
refer to this painful subject again and 
not to encourage my daughter in her 
foolish and unfilial conduct. It will 
only make an unpleasantness in our 
peaceful home—an unpleasantness that 
can in no way further any wishes 
she or you may have unwisely formed 
on this subject. I—ah feel sure that 
a woman of your prudence and good 
sense must see this clearly.”

I was seeing red just then for 
Andrew’s “I—ah’s” had put me in a 
regular Barry 
temper. But I 
had sense enough 
to hold my 
tongue, although 
I could have cried 
out for very rage.
I took my revenge 
b y feeding the 
deacon on salt 
codfish and scraps 
for a week. He 
never knew why, 
but he suffered.
However, I’m 
bound to say he 
suffered meekly, 
with the air of a 
man who knew 
women folks take 
queer spells and 
have to be 
hum o.r e d.

For the follow
ing month the deacon’s “peaceful 
home” had a rather uncomfortable 
atmosphere. Amy cried and moped 
and fretted, and Dr. Boyd didn’t dare 
come near the^place. Just what would 
have finally happened, if it hadn’t have 
been for the interposition of Provi
dence, nobody knows. I suppose Amy 
would either have fretted herself to 
death and gone into consumption like 
her ma, or she would have run away 
with Frank and never been forgiven 
by her pa to the day of her death. And 
that would have almost killed her too,

for Amy loved her pa—and with good 
reason, for he Tad always been an 
excellent pa to her and never before 
refused her anything in reason.

Meanwhile the deacon was having 
troubles of his own. His party wanted 
to bring him out as a candidate at the 
next local election, and the deacon 
wanted to be brought out. But of 
course the liquor interest was dead 
again him and he had some personal 
foes even on the temperance side ; and 
altogether it was doubtful if he would 

get the nomina
tion. But he was 
working hard for 
it and his chances 
were at least as 
good as any other 
man’s until the 
first Sunday i n 
August came 
round.

The deacon felt 
a bit offish that 
morning when he 
got up ; I could 
tell so much by 
his prayer even if 
I hadn’t known he 
had a bad cold. 
The d e a c o n’s 
prayers are an in
fallible index to 
his state of health. 
When he is feel
ing well they are 

cheerful, and you can tell he has his 
own doubts about the doctrine of 
reprobation ; but when he is a little 
under the weather his prayers are just 
like the old lady who said, “The Uni- 
versalists think all the world is going 
to be saved but we Presbyterians hope 
for better things.”

There was a strong tinge of this in 
the deacon’s prayer that Sunday morn
ing, but that didn’t prevent him from 
eating a big breakfast of ham and eggs 
and hot muffins, topping off with 
marmalade and cheese. The deacon

‘I KIND OF LIKE THE SMELL,” HE SAID.

mm
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will eat cheese, although he knows it 
never agrees with him ; and shortly 
before church time it began to make 
trouble for the poor man.

When I came downstairs—Amy did 
not go to church that day, which, in 
the light of what came afterwards, was 
a fortunate thing—I found the deacon 
in his best black suit, sitting on the 
kitchen sofa with his hands clasped 
over his stomach and a most mournful 
expression of countenance.

“I—ah have a bad attack of cramps, 
Juliana,” he said with a groan. “ They 
come on just as 
sudden. I—ah 
wish you would 
bx me up a dose 
of ginger tea.”

“There isn’t 
a drop of hot 
water in the 
house,” I said, 
but I’ll see 

what I can get 
you.”

The deacon, 
with sundry 
dismal groans, 
followed m e 
into the pantry.
While I was 
Measuring out 
the. ginger he 
^Pied a b i g(<i 
black bottle 
nway up on the 
top shelf.

“Why, there is the very thing ! ’ he 
exclaimed joyfully. “Mr. Johnson’s 
Painkiller !—why didn’t I think of it 
before?”

was. We all liked him and he got on 
extra well with the deacon, agreeing 
with him in everything, especially as 
regards temperance. He wasn’t strong 
though, poor young man, and soon 
after he came he told us he was subject 
to stomach trouble and had to take a 
dose of painkiller after every meal and 
sometimes between meals. He kept his 
bottle of it in the pantry and I thought 
him a real good hand to take medicine, 
for he never made any faces swallow
ing that painkiller. He said it was a 
special mixture, tonic and painkiller

combined, 
that his doctor 
had ordered for 
him, and it 
wasn’t hard to 
take. He went 
away in a 
hurry one day 
in consequence 
of a telegram 
saying his 
mother was ill, 
and he forgot 
his bottle of 
tonic — a new 
one he had just 
begun on. It 
had been stand
ing there on the 
pantry shelf 
ever since.

The deacon 
climbed up on 

a chair, got it down opened it, and 
sniffed at it.

“I kind of like the smell,” he said, 
as he poured out a glassful, same as 
he’d seen Mr. Johnson do.

TELL YOU, PREACHER, THAT ISN’T TRUE, ’ IIE SHOUTED

I felt dubious about the painkiller, 
for I don’t believe in messing with 
medicines you don’t know anything 
about, though goodness knows Mr. 
Johnson used enough of it, and it 
seemed to agree with him fine. He 
was a young artist who had boarded 
with us the summer before and a real 
Mce, jolly, off-handed young fellow he

“I wouldn’t take too much of it,” I 
said warningly. “You don’t know how 

■ it might agree with you.”'
But the deacon thought he knew, and 

he drank it all down and smacked his 
lips.

“That is the nicest kind of painkiller 
I—ah ever tasted, Juliana,” he said. 
“It has a real appetizing flavor. I—ah
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believe I’ll take another glass—I—ah 
have seen Mr. Johnson take two. May
be it has lost its strength, standing there 
so long, and I—ah do not want to risk 
another attack of cramp in church. It

“The cramp is all gone, Juliana,” he 
said joyfully. “That painkiller is the 
right kind of medicine and no mistake. 
I—ah feel fine. Come on, let’s go to 
church.”

ft

THE DEACON THREW A KISS AT TIIE OUTRAGED SELENA.

is best to make sure. I—ah feel better 
already.”

So he went the second glass and 
when I came back with my bonnet on, 
that misguided man was just drinking 
a third.

He said it in a light, hilarious sort 
of tone as if he’d been saying “Let’s 
go to a picnic.” We walked to the 
church—it wasn’t more than half a 
mile — and Andrew stepped along 
jauntily and talked about various
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worldly subjects. He was especially 
eloquent about the election and dis
coursed as if he were sure of the nomi
nation. He seemed so excited that I 
felt real uneasy, thinking he must be 
feverish.

We were late as usual, for our clock 
is always .slow ; Andrew will never have 
it meddled with because it was his 
grandfather’s. The minister was just 
giving out his text when we got there. 
Our pew is right at the top of the 
church. The Boyd pew is just behind 
and Dr. Frank was sitting in it all 
alone. I saw his face fall as I went into 
our pew and I knew he was feeling dis
appointed because Amy hadn’t come. 
Almost everybody else in Brunswick 
was there, though, and the church was 
full. Andrew sat down in his place 
with a loud, cheerful “hem,” and looked 
beamingly around on the congregation, 
smiling all across his face. I’d never 
seen Andrew smile in church before— 
he was usually as grave and solemn as 
if he were at a funeral—and there 
seemed something uncanny about it. I 
felt real relieved when he stopped look
ing around and concentrated his atten
tion on the minister who was just 
warming up to his subject.

Mr. Stanley fs a real fine preacher. 
We’ve had him for three years and 
everybody likes him. In two minutes 
I was lost to all worldly things, listen
ing to his eloquence. But suddenly— 
all too suddenly—my thoughts were re
called to earth.

I heard the deacon make a queer sort 
of noise, something between a growl 
and a sniff, and I looked around just 
in time to see him jump to his feet. He 
was scowling and his face was purple. 
I’d never seen Andrew in a temper be
fore, but now he was just mad clean 
through.

“I tell you, preacher, that isn’t true, 
he shouted. “It’s heresy—rank heresy 
—that is what it is—and as a deacon of 
this church I shall not let it pass un
challenged. Preacher, you’ve got to

take that back. It ain’t true and what’s 
worse, it ain’t sound doctrine.”

And here the deacon gave the pew 
back in front of him such a resounding 
thwack that deaf old Mrs. Prott, who 
sat before him and hadn’t heard a word 
of his outburst, felt the jar and jumped 
up as if she had been shot. But Mrs. 
Prott was the only person in church 
who hadn’t heard him and the sensa
tion was something I can’t describe. 
Mr. Stanley had stopped short, with his 
hand outstretched, as if he were turned 
to stone, and his eyes were fairly stick
ing out of his head. They are goggle 
eyes at the best of times, for Mr. Stan
ley is no beauty with all his brains. I 
shall never forget the look of him at 
that moment.

I suppose I should have tried to calm 
the deacon or do something, but I was 
simply too thunderstruck to move or 
speak. The plain truth is, I thought 
Andrew had suddenly gone out of his 
mind and the horror of it froze me.

Meanwhile, the deacon, having got 
his S' cond wind, went on, punctuating 
his remarks with thumps on the pew 
back.

“Never since I was a deacon have I 
heard such doctrine preached from this 
pulpit. The idea of saying that maybe 
all the heathen won’t be lost! You 
know they will be for if they wouldn’t 
all the money we’ve been giving foreign 
missions would be clean wasted. 
You’re unsound, that’s what you are! 
We ask for bread and you give us a 
stone.” A tremendous thwack !

Just then Dr. Boyd got up behind us. 
He leaned forward and tapped the 
deacon on the shoulder.

“Let us go out and talk it over out
side. Mr. Poultney,” he said quietly, 
as if it was all a regular part of the 
performance.

I expected to see the deacon fly at 
him, but instead, Andrew just flung his 
arms around Frank’s neck and burst 
into tears.



“the plain tbuth, mb. poultney, is that you were drunk.

“Yesh, lesh go out, m’ dear boy,” he 
sobbed. “Lesh leave this ungodly 
plache. Blesh you, m’ boy! Always 
loved you like a son—yesh. So doesh 
Amy.”

Dr. Boyd piloted him down the aisle. 
The deacon insisted on walking with 
his arms around Frank’s neck and he 
sobbed all the way out. Just by the 
door he came to a dead stop and looked 
at Selena Cotton, who was sitting past 
the door in the first raised pew. Like 
myself, Selena isn’t as young as she 
used to be; but, unlike myself, she 
hasn’t quite given up thinking about 
marriage and everybody in Brunswick 
knew that she had been setting her cap

for the deacon ever since his wife died. 
The deacon knew it himself.

Dr. Boyd tried to get him to move 
on but Andrew wouldn’t budge until he 
had had his say. “Jesh in a moment, 
m’ dear boy. Don’ be in such a hurry— 
never be in a hurry going out of church 
—go shlow and dignified—always. 
Look at that lady. Blesh me, she’s a 
fine woman—fines’ woman in Bruns
wick. But I never encouraged her, 
Frank, ’pon my word. I’d schorn to 
trifle with a lady’s affections. Yesh, 
yesh, I’m coming, m’ dear boy.”

With that the deacon threw a kiss at 
the outraged Selena and walked out.
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Of course I had followed them and 
now Frank said to me in a low voice, 
“I’ll drive him home—but my buggy is 
very narrow. Would you mind walk
ing, Miss Barry?”

“I’ll walk, of course ; but tell me,” I 
whispered anxiously “do you think this 
attack is serious?”

“Not at all. I think he will soon 
recover and be all right,” said the 
doctor. His face was as grave as a 
judge’s but I was sure I saw his eyes 
twinkle and I resented it. Here was 
Andrew either gone crazy or sickening 
from some dreadful disease and Dr. 
Boyd was laughing internally over it.
I walked home in a state of mingled 
alarm and indignation. When I got 
there the doctor’s buggy was tied at the 
gate, the doctor and Amy were sitting 
together on the kitchen sofa, and the 
deacon was nowhere to be seen. 

“Where’s Andrew ?” I exclaimed.
“In there, sound asleep,” said Frank, 

nodding at the door of the deacon’s 
bedroom.

“What is the matter with him?” I 
Persisted. I was sure that Amy had 
been laughing and I wondered if I was 
dreaming or if everybody had gone 
stark mad.

“Well,” said the doctor, “in plain 
English he is—drunk!”

I sat down ; fortunately there was a 
chair behind me. I don’t know whether 
I felt more relieved or indignant.

“It’s impossible !” I said. “Im— 
possible ! The deacon never—there 
isn’t a drop—he didn’t taste a thing— 
why—why—”

In a flash I remembered the pain
killer. I flew to the pantry, snatched 
the bottle, and rushed to Frank.

It’s the painkiller—Mr. Johnson s 
painkiller—he took an overdose of it 
and maybe he’s poisoned. Oh, do 
something for him quick ! He may be 
dying this minute.”

Dr. Frank didn’t get excited. He 
uncorked the bottle, smelled it, and then 
took a swig of its contents.

“Don’t be alarmed, Miss Barry,” he 
said, smiling. “This happens to be 
wine; I don’t know what particular 
kind, but it is pretty strong.”

“Drunk!” I said—and then I began 
to laugh, though I’ve been ashamed of 
it ever since.

“The deacon will sleep it off,” said 
the doctor, “and be no worse when he 
wakens except that he will probably 
have a bad headache. The thing for 
us to do is to hold a consultation and 
decide how this incident may be turned 
to the best advantage.”

The deacon slept until after supper. 
Then we heard a feeble groan proceed
ing from the bedroom. I went in and 
Frank followed me, his face solemn in 
the extreme. The deacon was sitting 
on the side of the bed, looking woe
begone and dissipated.

“How are you feeling now, 
Andrew ?” I asked.

“I don’t feel well,” said the deacon. 
“My head is splitting. Have I been 
sick? I thought I was in church. I 
don’t remember coming home. What 
is the matter with me, doctor?”

“The plain truth, Mr. Poultney,” 
said young Frank deliberately, “is that 
you were drunk. No—sit still—!” for 
the deacon had bounced up alarmingly 
—“I am not trying to insult you. You 
took three doses of what you supposed 
to be painkiller, but which was really a 
very strong wine. Then you went to 
church and made a scene ; that is 
all.”

"All! Gracious Providence !” 
groaned the poor deacon, sitting dazed
ly down again. “You can’t mean it— 
yes, you do. Juliana, for pity’s sake 
tell me what I said and did. I have 
dim recollections—I thought they were 
just bad dreams.”

I told him the truth. When I got to 
where he had thrown a kiss at Selena 
Cotton he flung up his hands in despair.

“I’m a ruined man—utterly ruined ! 
My standing in the community is gone 
forever—and I’ve lost every chance of
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the nomination—and Selena Cotton 
will marry me in spite of myself with 
this for a handle. Oh, if I only had 
that Johnson here!”

“Don’t worry, Deacon,” said Frank 
soothingly. “I think you can hush the 
matter up with my assistance. For 
instance, I might gravely state to all 
and sundry that you had a feverish cold 
and took a bad attack of cramp with it ; 
that to relieve it you imprudently took 
a dose of very strong painkiller left 
here by a boarder, which painkiller, not 
being suited to your ailment, went 
straight to your head and rendered you 
delirious for the time being and entire
ly unaccountable for your words and 
actions. That is all quite true and I 
think people will believe me.”

“That will be the very thing,” said 
the deacon eagerly. “You’ll do it, 
won’t you, Frank?”

“I don’t know,” said Frank gravely. 
“I might do it—for my future father- 
in-law.”

The deacon never blinked.
“Of course, of course,” he declared. 

“You can have Amy. I’ve been an old 
idiot. But if you can get me out of 
this scrape I’ll agree to anything vou 
ask.”

Dr. Frank got him out of it. There 
was a fearful lot of gossip and clatter

/

at first, but Frank had the same story 
for everyone and they finally believed 
him, especially as the deacon stayed 
meekly in bed and had any amount of 
medicines sent over under Frank’s 
prescription from the drug-store. No
body was allowed to see him. When 
people called to inquire for him we told 
them that the doctor’s orders were that 
he was to be kept perfectly quiet, lest 
any excitement might set up the brain 
disturbance again.

“It’s very strange,” said Selena Cot
ton. “If it had been anyone but Deacon 
Poultney people would really have sup
posed that he was intoxicated.”

“Yes,” I assented calmly, “the doctor 
says there was a drug in the painkiller 
that is apt to have the same effect as 
liquor. However, I guess it has taught 
Andrew a lesson. He won’t go drink
ing strange medicines again without 
knowing what is in them. He is thank
ful he has escaped as well as he has.
It might have been poison.”

In the long run the deacon got his 
nomination and won his election, and 
Frank got Amy. But nowadays, when 
the deacon has the cramp I brew him | 
up a good hot jorum of ginger tea. I 
never mention the word “painkiller” 
to him.

Whether it is better to be a big toad in 
a small puddle or a small toad in a big 
puddle, depends upon how clean the 
puddle is. —J. Kirke



A Wife’s Prayer
A little hope, a world of love,
Her husband’s love that shall not dim;
A future painted bright by youth,
Of joys and sorrows shared by him.

Her dearest wish, her fondest hope— 
To be beloved by him through life,
To place her whole self in his care,
And stand by him through every strife;

His every plan to share with him,
His hopes and aims and failures, too;
To work beside him without light,
Only to know his love rings true.

And when at last they both are old,
Still his fond wife, his friend and 

nurse
Until the day when both are called,
And each must end his earthly course;

Only to stand beside him then!
Her hand in his, their hearts still one, 
Before the judgment throne of God,
Their day’s work o’er, life’s journey done.

—Hope Vinton.
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The Picket
By C. D. Robertson

E WAS rough and unkempt ; 
‘seedy in every line and rag 
of his garments from his 
battered hat to his frayed and 

shapeless trousers ; seedy from the 
long, ragged hair which straggled 
from under his hat, to his soleless, rusty 
shoes. The bristling, week-old beard 
and bedraggled moustache accentuated 
the haggardness of his face. The 
strike had been on for a month. A 
teamster’s pay does not permit him to 
save much, and his clothes were 
getting old before the strike was called. 
When the baby died two weeks ago— 
from insufficient food, the doctor said 
—the funeral expenses took the last 
cent. There were four others. His 
own cheeks were hollow ; the little ones 
must have something to eat whether he 
was hungry or not. He stuck by the 
union. Some of the others had gone 
to work when hunger began to gnaw at 
their vitals, but as long as he could 
find anything for the children, he 
would not turn “scab.” He had been 
well treated by the union, but the 
strike fund had given out just before 
the funeral.

During the last fortnight, he had 
fallen into a way of dating everything 
from the funeral. An event took place 
before or after the baby’s funeral. 
How white the little casket was ! How 
the glass in the hearse glittered ! No, 
it was the sunlight glittering through 
the tears in his eyes.

“No procession of any kind shall be 
allowed to move with non-union 
drivers on the boxes.” That was the

resolution passed last week by the 
union. Pickets had been named and 
preparations made to carry out the 
resolution by force if necessary.

“No procession of any kind.” There 
were six funerals in the city to-day. 
They must be picketed, sentiment or no 
sentiment, said the leaders. These rich 
men must be made to respect the rights 
of labor. They would win. The non
union drivers were to be prevented 
from mounting the boxes. When the 
undertaker agreed to employ union 
men, (enough were to be ready within 
easy call for each funeral) the proces
sion was to be allowed to move.

This was the place. There were a 
few carriages there already. The sun 
shone on the twinkling spokes of the 
carriage wheels and the black and 
silver harness. He was early. The 
hearse had not come yet. The driver 
of the hearse was the man he was wait
ing for. The hearse was not to be 
allowed to move.

He took his stand across the street, 
a slouching, forlorn, pathetic figure. 
The ribbons on the door fluttered in 
the wind. The curtains were closely 
drawn ; rich, heavy, damask curtains. 
The shades which screened the win
dows where his baby had lain were 
brown holland. One or two persons 
passed in, closing the door softly. 
Some more carriages came. He watch
ed almost apathetically. There was 
nothing for him to do until the hearse 
appeared. Then—he would stand by 
the union.
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He must be early ; there were so few 
carriages. One driver bungled and 
scraped his wheels against the curb. 
The sound grated on the nerves of the 
man across the street. He was one of 
the best drivers in the city.

“I’d can that fellow,” he muttered.
The sound of wheels down the street 

caused him to turn. The hearse at 
last; he will stand by the union. A 
police court sentence will not be very 
heavy ; the judge is a candidate for re- 
election and needs the Labor vote. His 
time for action has come.

The driver was a burly, red-faced, 
beery fellow, whose black livery and 
tall, crape-banded hat fitted him badly. 
He sat awkwardly on the box and his 
whip-lash was tangled with the reins.

‘Scab !” muttered the picket.
He drew himself up from the slouch

ing attitude which had become habit
ual, pulled his hands from his pockets, 
adjusted his old hat nervously, and 
stepped from the curb. The slouch 
Save place to determination, and the 
lackdustre eyes grew sullen and fierce. 
It was his opportunity and his duty.

The hearse drew up before the door. 
He stood still in the middle of the 
street. Mechanically he took off his 
dilapidated hat and watched while the 
door opened, and the casket was borne 
out. He saw the big, red-faced driver 
clamber clumsily down, tripping in his

long coat-skirts and all but falling. 
How the glass glittered ! He could not 
see clearly, but he discerned the details 
of the whole familiar picture. It had 
been before ■ his eyes for two weeks. 
The background was different, a brown 
stone front instead of a frame cottage, 
but the picture was the same ; -a little 
white hearse ; young men bearing from 
the door a little white casket ; a sad
faced man supporting a weeping, 
drooping woman following. He gazed 
almost unseeingly ; dimly and blurred, 
the outlines of house, hearse, and 
casket showed as if through tears.

The union — the resolution — the 
driver— He had forgotten them, but 
the rattle of the harness as the white 
horses shook their heads recalled his 
wandering mind. He took one step 
forward, and realized that what he be
held was actual and not the mental 
picture that was painted on his memory 
as upon a canvas. The haggard 
cheeks turned whiter under the bristly 
beard and the tears overflowed from 
the hollow eyes.

“It’s white,” he whispered.
He stood uncovered in the middle of 

the street and watched silently while 
they placed the little casket in the 
hearse, closed the door and drove 
away. He stood there long after the 
sorrowful pageant was out of sight, 
then turned and plodded away with 
bowed head.
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The Autumn Artists

A nymph call’d to a laughing elf,
As he leapt from star to star,

"Come to my bower, at twelve to-night, 
And we will travel far.

Come to my palace in the skies
Like courtier, handsome, bold,

And wear for me your autumn suit,
Of scarlet, green and gold.”

The elf with love deep in his eye,
Arrayed himself with care,

And, ere the hour appointed, went 
A-flitting through the air;

He met his fair one ’neath a cloud.
Said he: “As I was told,

I put my gayest livery on,
Of scarlet, green and gold.”

Quoth she, “We’ll paint the trees to-night, 
While all the world’s asleep ;

Then, when it wakes, ’twill wonder how 
Three tints can be so deep.”

They took a brush and gleefully 
From hill to forest stroll’d,

And when the sun arose, the trees 
Wore scarlet, green and gold.

—/. Mebourne Elson.
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SUMMERING IN THE GEORGIAN BAY DISTRICT

A Deep Waterway of the North
The Georgian Bay-Montreal Canal
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By James Cooke Mills

OR the past five years or so 
Canada has been congratulat
ing herself on an industrial 
and commercial expansion 

without parallel in her history, and well 
*t may be with a stream of humanity, 
two hundred thousand in volume, flow- 
ltl§' every year across her borders. 
And still it is but the beginning. 
Listen to this. Of the one hundred 
&nd seventy million acres of wheat land 
m the Canadian Northwest, but three 
PÇf cent, is yet farmed. The opportu
nities that lie waiting for the husband- 
IT}an, the manufacturer, the merchan
dise jobber, and the merchant no one 
may even estimate. The whole situa
tion spells “opportunity.”

But what is the Dominion parlia
ment doing in caring for the great
est problem of transportation? To 
the Canadian Pacific, the pioneer 
railway of the northwest, under 
construction twenty years ago, extend
ing from ocean to ocean and touching 
the Great Lakes at Port Arthur, the 
Canadian Soo, and the Detroit river, 
the government gave $25,000,000 out
right ; adding 25,000,000 acres of land; 
and guaranteeing its bonds. The 
Canadian Northern, coming after, 
got only a guaranty of its bonds, 
which then was considered a suffi
cient subsidy. This line extends 
from Port Arthur, the Canadian port 
on Lake Superior, westward through
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Winnipeg to Prince Albert, and has 
pushed on to Edmonton, its present 
western terminal. A mile a day has 
been this road’s rate of construction 
for nine years. The Grand Trunk 
Pacific, now building, has its line east 
of Winnipeg to the Atlantic in New 
Brunswick, built by the government, 
and leases it for fifty years. The 
Pacific port of both these later roads 
will be about one hundred miles south 
of Fort Simpson, in British Columbia.

These railways with their many 
branches gridiron the vast prairie of 
rich black soil, only a fraction of which 
is cultivated, yet the lines even now are 
overburdened with the heavy traffic. 
In 1907 95,000,000 bushels of wheat 
were grown, of which the country 
elevators stored only 36,000,000 bush
els. Great hills of golden grain were 
left on the ground for weeks on weeks, 
awaiting shipment. During the year 
80,000 range-fed cattle were ship
ped to Europe. In the Province of 
Manitoba a million acres of oats were 
raised. In Winnipeg with a population 
of 120,000 (now over 150,000) 
$12,000,000 have been spent on new 
buildings. The turning of hard wheat 
into hard dollars is a solid kind of 
commerce peculiar to the prosperous 
northwest, and is foreign to the ele
ments of chance.

To accommodate the rapidly increas
ing traffic the railways are putting 
forth every effort, and their main lines 
are operated to their full capacity. 
Once more the country has outgrown 
all prophecy. The crops threaten to 
swamp transportation.

With these conditions confronting 
the government, the Dominion parlia
ment has again taken up the old prob
lem of a new waterway to connect the 
upper Great Lakes and the St. Law
rence River. This is known as the 
Georgian Bay-Ottawa-Montreal Canal, 
a project which has been under con
sideration for many years. The his
tory of this important undertaking is

of the utmost interest on account of its 
offering an illimitable future to the lake 
shipping of the United States. Let us 
see what it is.

A little more than fifty years ago, 
long before the first railway was pro
jected, or even thought of, to pierce 
the wilderness beyond the Great Lakes, 
parliament had debated the question 
of a waterway from Georgian Bay to 
the upper Ottawa River. It is signifi
cant that even in those early days in the 
development of Canada, government 
officials and far-seeing men realized the 
ultimate need of the waterway and, 
with their limited means and know
ledge laid the foundation of the enter
prise which, when accomplished, will 
be the greatest canal on the Western 
continent.

Then the proposition was very dif
ferent from what it is today. As a 
first consideration, the ships of those 
days, sailing on the Great Lakes and 
plying the St. Lawrence, did not 
exceed two hundred and fifty feet in 
length, while most of the fleet of 
schooners and barges measured from 
one hundred and sixty to two hundred 
feet ; and when loaded were of nine to 
twelve feet draft. The rivers and lakes 
of the north country, in those days, 
ran at flood for a considerable portion 
of the navigable season, thus rendering 
the proposition rather one of clearing 
out the stream of fallen timber and 
logs, than one of actual dredging to 
acquire the moderate depth of water 
needed.

The divide separating the flow of 
streams emptying into Georgian Bay 
and those tributary to the Ottawa, had 
to be dug through and the cut deepen
ed and a number of dams and locks 
built ; this feature of the undertaking 
seems to have been of the most con
cern to the early projectors. Consid
ering the engineering feature, they sent 
a civil engineer of much note, Mr. 
ICivas Tully, who afterward was em
ployed by the Ontario Public Works
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Commission, to go over the route of the 
canal as planned, and make a prelimi- 
nary survey. Upon his return the 
engineer reported the route entirely 
feasible, and the canal as of great 
national importance.

With the favorable report before 
Parliament, nothing further was done 
toward authorizing the construction 
°f the canal, and the matter was 
allowed to drift through many sessions, 
hut was often under consideration. 
The absence of an immediate need for 
the waterway and a lack of funds to 
carry out the project seem to have been 
about equally the cause of delaying 
definite action.

Drifting along for a number of 
years, we find the project again assum
ing life in a report presented to the 
House of Commons in June, 1896. 
The committee, which consisted of 
Maj.-General Gascoigne, the com
manding officer of the Canadian 
militia; Marcus Smith, C.E., Ottawa ;

James Meldrum, London, Eng. ; 
Ormond Higman, chief Dominion 
electrician, Ottawa ; H. K. Wicksteed, 
C.E., Cobourg, was assisted by S. A. 
Thompson, of Duluth, who was con
sidered one of the greatest authorities 
upon the waterways of America. The 
first paragraph of this report read as 
follows :

“From an engineering standpoint, 
those experts who have traversed the 
proposed route and those who have 
carefully examined the data supplied 
them, report that no physical difficulty 
exists in the construction of such a 
waterway.”

The projectors at this time, fired 
with enthusiasm by the ringing 
report of approval, sought a charter 
from parliament ; and proceeded to 
organize a syndicate, which they 
termed, The New Dominion Syndicate, 
Limited. After much discussion a 
charter was granted the following year, 
carrying with it the privileges of a
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$50,000,000 stock issue and $100,000- 
000 bonding. During the past eight 
years the company has spent a good 
deal of money conducting surveys, 
securing fresh data, and in altering the 
provisions of its charter.

In the history of the undertaking to 
the present time, we note that Mr. R. 
W. Perks, M.P., recently stated in 
Great Britain, that the time had come 
when the company, having secured a 
charter in the form which he trusted 
would enable them to obtain the neces
sary capital and proceed to the work, 
would present its detailed plans to the 
Canadian government, and endeavor 
to secure its co-operation.

What a revelation seems this seek
ing of government co-operation. It 
looks at all events like a solution of 
the delay in taking up the actual work. 
The fact is that British capital is so 
accustomed to government subsidies as 
to be unwilling, in their absence, to 
undertake any enterprises of a public 
nature.

The government has therefore ex
tended its encouragement to the wily 
projectors, bringing the canal under 
parliamentary control and regulations ; 
and in Canada this means absolute 
control, not merely theoretical.

During the summer and fall of 1907 
engineers and survey parties were act
ive along the route of the Georgian 
Bay-Montreal Canal survey, and spe
cial reports have been prepared by ex
perts, dealing with the transportation 
feature of the scheme. W. T. Jen
nings, C.E., with a large staff of men 
in his charge, has operated along the 
French River. His report, covering all 
details relative to earth formations, 
strata and so forth, has been submitted 
in answer to a special request from the 
Department of Public Works, within 
whose purview the carrying out of the 
plan has fallen.

The canal route, from Georgian Bay, 
lies along the south arm of the delta 
of French River, passing the town of 
the same name, and thence stretching
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forward to Lake Nipissing; crossing 
the lake and the divide, it follows the 
Mattawa River through its course to 
the Ottawa, which in turn delivers its 
Waters of the St. Lawrence, at Mont
real.

Lake Nipissing is east and a little 
y>orth of the mouths of French River ; 
’ts level is 634 feet above the sea. The 
distance by the meandering stream 
from the lake to deep water in the bay 
18 sixty-five miles, and the fall being 
fifty-six feet, the clear, cold waters 
which once raced and tumbled along 
the swift courses of the lake’s tribu
taries, will flow through a system of 
canals and locks to Georgian Bay. 
hnis section of the canal route presents 
no problems not solved by well estab
lished engineering practice, and the 
Preliminary work to be done is princi
pally in clearing out the river and 
dredging to a depth of twenty-two feet.

Government engineers estimate that 
$6,000,000 to $7,000,000 will complete 
this section of the canal ; and in two 
years the towns on Lake Nipissing,— 
Sturgeon Falls, Beaucage, North Bay 
and others—will enjoy direct commu
nication with the Great Lakes.

Following the ship course across 
Lake Nipissing easterly for twenty- 
three miles, we come to the section 
which is the canal proper This is the 
most stupendous part of the undertak
ing. It requires a cut through the 
divide and the deepening of a shallow 
course through Trout Lake into the 
Mattawa River, and of this stream 
also to within ten miles of its con
fluence with the Ottawa, a distance of 
twenty-nine miles. Below this the 
Mattawa, too, requires considerable 
dredging.

The final section is the Ottawa River 
and in this work the canalization of
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the stream consists of building numer
ous dams and locks. The extent of this 
work is of course well known to the 
engineers, but to the layman the exca
vation of so many hundred thousand 
cubic yards of earth and stone and the 
laying of many thousand yards of con
crete means but little. He can get some 
idea, however, from the distances. 
From the mouth of the Mattawa, for 
instance, the Ottawa stretches out for 
one hundred and ten miles to Pem
broke, and as much further through its 
tortuous channel to Ottawa. What 
deepening of the lower river is required 
to make it navigable for the huge bulk 
freighters of the Great Lakes, or the 
enlargement of the existing canals and 
locks is not stated. The total cost of 
the canal is placed at $125,000,000, 
and eight years will be required for its 
construction.

A national waterway this will be 
when completed, international in its 
influence on all transportation routes 
of the north and west. The trend of 
commerce in Canada is east and west, 
and the opening of the Ottawa route 
will complete direct and unbroken navi
gation along the continuation of such 
a line for 2,000 miles into the heart of 
the Western continent. Think of what 
it will be when the 600 ft. freighters 
load at Port Arthur and Fort William 
cargoes of nearly 400,000 bushels of 
grain, and steam direct for European 
ports, through the Ottawa gateway to 
the Atlantic. It would only be neces
sary to recoal at St. Johns. On the 
return we would see these ships bring
ing Welsh coal to the eastern provinces, 
or maybe clear through to the Great 
Lakes for distribution in the North
west.

It may not be generally known that 
the largest coarse freight ships in the 
world are now to be found on the Great 
Lakes ; and it is a weekly occurrence 
for ships of this type to unload more 
than 15,000 net tons of iron ore, at 
Cleveland or Buffalo. An entire cargo

is removed by mechanical unloaders in 
from four to seven hours. The taking 
on of such a cargo at the upper lake 
ports, through the ship’s twenty-four 
to thirty-six hatches is accomplished in 
from an hour and a half to three hours. 
Wonderful, indeed, is the traffic on the 
Great Lakes.

From Port Arthur and Fort Wil
liam, the twin grain-spouts of the 
Northwest, the ship steams through 
Thunder Bay, passing Thunder Cape on 
the port bow, and on an easterly course 
passes to the north of Isle Royal where 
the scenery is exceedingly wild, and 
picturesque. For twenty-four hours 
the heavy-laden freighter continues on 
down Lake Superior, the largest body 
of fresh water on the globe, and 
through White Fish Bay to Sault Ste 
Marie, at the head of St. Mary’s river. 
At the two “Soos,” one on the Cana
dian and one on the American side, 
are the world-famous locks and canal 
which float the lake shipping to and 
from the level of St. Mary’s river. 
The rapids, which empty the waters of 
the upper lake into the river, here 
tumble over the rocks in a fall of nine
teen feet.

Leaving the “Soo,” the ship steams 
through Hay Lake channel with Sugar 
Island on the port side for seventeen 
miles, when a sharp turn to the east 
brings us into Collingwood Channel. 
Twisting through tortuous channels so 
narrow that it seems as if the vessel 
cannot pass, the course suddenly 
broadens into Montreal Channel, to the 
east of St. Joseph Island. Following 
this course for several hours, we pass 
to the north of Great Manitoulin Is
land, known to the Indians as the 
“Island of the Great Spirit.” It is the 
largest fresh water island in the world, 
and was formerly considered sacred by 
all the Indian tribes of this region, it 
being the home of the “Great Spirit” 
and a paradise for departed braves. 
On its western side lie the 30,000 is
lands of Georgian Bay which are
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known all over the world for their 
picturesque beauty. The little village 
of : Killarney is situated on the main
land at the foot of the Laurentian 
Mountains, and gives a touch of civil
ization to the wild, rough scenes for 
over two hundred miles. In a few 
hoirs more we are approaching the 
delta of French River, and soon we 
enter the canal, the short cut to the 
Ottawa.

From Chicago the route lies north
ward up Lake Michigan, through the 
Strait of Mackinac, and by Lake 
Huron to Georgian Bay.

The saving in distances and time of 
the Ottawa way over the present routes 
is indeed notable, and must have a 
large influence on transportation east 
and west. The distance from Chicago 
to Montreal by the route in use today, 
through Lake Erie, the Welland Canal, 
Lake Ontario, and the St. Lawrence
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is 1348 miles. Allowing an average 
rate of travel at twelve miles an hour 
for open navigation in lakes and rivers 
and four miles an hour for the canal, 
and for lockage at the rate of one and 
a half minutes per foot, the time re
quired is 138 hours. By the Ottawa 
route the distance is 980 miles and 
with the same rates of speed, ships 
will reach Montreal in 102 hours, a 
saving of a day and a half. From 
Chicago to New York the difference is 
still more surprising, the saving 
amounting to four days over the time 
taken by the present Erie canal route.

A further extension of the water
ways of Canada is proposed, to con
nect the chain of waters lying between 
the westerly extremity of Lake 
Superior, the Lake of the Woods, and 
Lake Winnipeg, from which, by deep
ening the Saskatchewan River, naviga
tion would be rendered possible to the 
foothills of the Rocky Mountains.

Latest Press Despatch—Ottawa, Ont., Sept. 37—In regard to the Georgian Bay canal 
scheme in which Sir Robert Perks is interested, it is understood that the whole matter will 
be left in statu quo by the government for at least another year. No legislation looking 
to the construction of the canal is contemplated until the national transcontinental rail
way is completed, and that extra drain on the country’s finances removed

Judge Not

If we, for one short hour, might lift the veil
That shrouds our neighbor’s life,—if we could see 

What forces there contend, what fears assail 
To make him what he is—if this could be, 
Methinks we should not be so quick to say,
“I would do thus or so—a better way—

If I were he.”
—Minnie E. Hicks.
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Folks Who Count
and Some Who Merely Figure

CHARLES M. HAYS, Railroad President

OME thirty odd years ago, a 
young clerk in the offices of 
the Atlantic & Pacific Railway 
at St. Louis was plugging 

away at his desk a few minutes before 
the noon hour. All around him was 
bustle and hurry ; for one half of the 
clerks were busy putting away their 
books, and putting on their coats as 
a preliminary to going to lunch. 
Others were looking at their watches 
or leaving for the wash-room.

Just then Mr. Talmage, the vice 
president and general manager of the 
Gould roads, blew in. He looked 
around at the confusion, and noticed 
the exception to the general rule.

Stepping up to the young man, he 
enquired the time of day. The young 
fellow was apparently worrying out 
some knotty point in his work, and 
didn’t hear him. Talmage put his hand 
on his shoulder, repeating his question. 
The clerk looked up, surprised to see 
the chief at his elbow.

“I beg your pardon, were you speak
ing to me?” he asked.

“Merely asked the time—that was 
all,” said Talmage.

The clerk glanced up at the clock on 
the office wall, and said:

“It’s eleven fifty.”
“Thank you,” said the general 

manager, strolling out.
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Almost immediately after this, Tal- 
mage happened to want a private secre
tary and confidential clerk ; and having 
been, as all railroad men are, a diligent 
reader of the Sunday-School books and 
“Success” stories for the young, he 
knew the etiquette suited to the situa
tion. He chose the young man with 
the aptitude for keeping his nose to 
the grindstone in defiance of the 
superior attractions of the fifteen-cent 
lunch counter. And thus another rail
road magnate was started on the high 
road to a presidency.

That young man was Charles Mel
ville Hays, and he still has his nose to 
the grindstone. He himself would 
deprecate the idea of being called a 
genius, but he is so full of that infinite 
capacity for taking pains to be on the 
job at all hours of the day or night, 
that some of it even spills over to his 
subordinates on the Grand Trunk.

His hobby is work. He works at 
the office from morning to night, and 
when he gets tired and feels as though 
he needed some recreation, he gives 
himself up to his favorite relaxation— 
he piles in and does more work.

The president of the Grand Trunk 
Railway ought to be an interesting 
personality—but if anyone approaches 
Mr. Hays with the idea of gratifying 
that interest, he is liable to run his head 
against a brick wall. If you want to 
talk business with Chas. M. Hays, and 
your business is sufficiently urgent and 
important, you can connect with him 
at almost any hour of the day or night. 
But if you haven’t any business but a 
natural curiosity, you might as well 
stay at home.

On business matters Mr. Hays is a 
veritable ABC code—he can say more 
in fewer words than anybody else in 
Canada. But talk about himself—nay. 
Pauline; not so. The clammiest clam 
bares its very inmost soul before a 
scoffing crowd compared with the way 
Chas. Melville takes the general public 
into his confidence on personal matters.

He detests publicity with the whole- 
souled detestation of a man who has 
but one interest in life,—that of doing 
his work and seeing that his men do 
theirs. The earnest seeker after know
ledge for journalistic consumption, 
having marked down Chas. M. Hays 
as a prolific subject, approaches the 
G. T. R. offices in Montreal with an 
assurance born of long years of close 
and intimate contact with politicians 
and pugilists, financial and legal lights, 
parsons, actors, real-estate and rail
road men, and “Who’s who’s” of all 
kinds—men whose highest dream of 
bliss is the limelight of a column in a 
big daily, with a big black headline and 
a smudge which courtesy dignifies by 
the name of portrait. He has visions 
of “Charlie” taking him by the lapel 
and leading him to a little table ; 
handing him out a big fat cigar, 
and proceeding to unfold the story 
of his life. At such and such a 
stage in the proceedings he will spring 
a joke on C. M., and his nibs will 
“Haw, haw,” and respond with some 
rousing anecdotes of his early railroad
ing days—and everything will be lovely 
from that on. Just as he gets to the 
point where the President is ordering 
the Scotch, as a preliminary to telling 
how he came to leave the Southern 
Pacific, the earnest seeker enters the 
outer office in the G. T. R. building— 
and wakes up. One R. S. Logan waves 
a wand and disenchants him.

“Nothing doing,” says R. S. 
“Personal items ? A few characteristic 
anecdotes ? I’ll see what I can do. I’ll 
write you.”

He scratches his head for a week, 
and mails the following :

(From the Strathcona “Plaindealer,” 
June 30th, 1910.)

“When the afternoon train pulled into 
here from the south yesterday, a quiet
looking man clad in a light summer suit 
with grey fedora hat and tan shoes, 
came off unostentatiously with the 
crowd, and standing alone near the 
station wall, watched the mad hurry for
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the street car. This man was Chas. M. 
Hays, president of the G.T.P. Railway, 
who is returning east from attending to 
railway matters at the Coast. When 
the crowd had dispersed, President Hays 
moved along towards the rear end of the 
train and met the party from his private 
car. Here a little incident occurred 
which seemed to afford the railway 
magnate considerable amusement. A 
former railway construction contractor 
from across the line approached Mr. 
Hays and inquired as to the whereabouts 
of the G.T.P. President. The man 
plainly believed in going to headquarters 
for information about possible work on 
the grade. Mr. Hays was obliging, if 
amused. He very affably remarked that 
the president might have taken a street 
car for Edmonton. The conversation 
continued for some time and appeared 
to give Mr. Hays and his party keen 
enjoyment. The party of three were in 
no haste to reach Edmonton and took a 
walk through the north-west portion of 
the city before hoarding the four o’clock 
car for the capital, where the president 
met General Manager Chamberlin, the 
party going east over the G.T.P. at six 
in the evening.”

Now, when that is the best-and-only 
personal-interest story that the assist
ant to the president—the man closest 
personally to his business life—can 
supply ; when Mr. Hays’ genius for 
retirement can dodge public anecdotage 
to such an unparalleled extent, one be
gins to look with scorn on the shrink
ing violet as a publicity-escaper ; com
paratively, it shows up like a whole 
blooming ballet.

There is probably no man of such 
prominence in the country as Mr. 
Hays, about whose personality so little 
is known. He has very few intimates. 
At the clubs, where other railroad men 
foregather with the social and business 
world, he is conspicuous by his absence. 
He takes no part in public organiza
tions, charitable societies, and so forth, 
except as a subscriber. His employees 
know him as a man who knows what 
can and cannot be done in every office 
and in every position on the staff of the 
road. And his shareholders know him 
as the man who can create bricks with
out straw—who has created dividends 
and an efficient railroad out of a de
ficit and a streak of rust.

The railroad career of Chas. M. 
Hays commenced in 1873 at St. Louis, 
where he laid the foundation of that 
facility for seizing opportunities for 
promotion, and for pocketing the ex
cess increment those opportunities pro
vided, which has finally landed him in 
the position of president of what will 
eventually be the longest and best-built 
transcontinental railroad in the world. 
He started as clerk in the passenger 
department of the old Wabash, and 
after a year there was promoted to the 
auditor’s office, and later to the general 
superintendent’s office. In 1877 he 
became secretary to the general man
ager, then general manager, and after 
attaining the dignity of general 
manager of the Wabash system, was 
elected vice-president in 1894.

In January 1896 he first came to the 
Grand Trunk Railway, as general 
manager, on a five years’ contract. The 
road was in a poor state of health, 
and required drastic medicine. Mr. 
Hays spent about a year in Montreal 
and looked the situation over. He 
came to the conclusion that what the 
Grand Trunk needed was rails and 
equipment—and money. He got his 
own way, as he usually does, and he 
completely revolutionized the system. 
He found tradition and precedent— 
two bad weeds in any business field— 
choking up the rails along the whole 
right of way, and his first step was to 
pull them up by the roots wherever he 
found them. Old bridges that should 
long before have been put in the dump 
were taken down, and modern struc
tures substituted ; the road was double- 
tracked ; the roadbeds were brought up 
to concert pitch ; the rolling stock made 
the very latest and best; slow trains 
were taken off and flyers put on; and 
trained and practical men took the 
place of officials whose one recommen
dation was the extent of influence they 
wielded “at home.”

In five years five million cold plunks 
was the amount added to the value of
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Grand Trunk stock—one million per 
annum. Even the shareholders came, 
slowly and sorrowfully, but surely, to 
the conclusion that their general 
manager was earning his $25,000 a 
year.

Just about then the Southern Pacific 
needed a president, and for some rea
son or other (unkind people have been 
known to hint that it was because the 
Grand Trunk directorate did not 
altogether realize that general manager 
Hays was indispensable) Mr. Hays was 
available. He took the job, and soon 
after, E. H. Harriman obtained control 
of the road. It took just a year to 
convince Harriman that this president 
was different from the office-boy presi
dents he had been used to, and Mr. 
Hays took a bonus and a vacation, 
leaving his presidency behind him.

Just about this time the Grand 
Trunk people had begun to realize that 
they missed their little Willie, and they 
begged him to come back, and all 
would be forgiven. Willie needed 
some coaxing, but he finally allowed 
himself to be persuaded and stepped 
nobly into the breach—as vice-presi
dent, in addition to the general mana
ger stunt.

Realizing that he ought to signalize 
his return by pulling off something out 
of the ordinary, he came to the conclu
sion that what the Grand Trunk most 
needed now was better western con
nections. So he evolved the North 
Bay-westward idea. Just about this 
time, the politicians conceived the 
notion of another transcontinental 
road. The politicians and the railroad 
man got together, and the result was 
the National Transcontinental and the 
Grand Trunk Pacific railroads.

To work out this scheme to a practi
cal conclusion in spite of the difficulties 
and snags every railroad man runs up 
against when he enters the political 
field was in itself no mean achievement ; 
but it was in the nature of a two-spot 
compared with the task of persuading

the board of directors in London that 
because it had never been done was no 
reason why it shouldn’t be started at 
once. But even this was accomplished 
—in time—and although Mr. Hays’ 
oratory may not be altogether Bryan- 
esque, this incident proves that it cer
tainly delivers the goods.

Right here Sir Charles Rivers-Wil- 
son, the president of the Grand Trunk, 
having made up his mind that this 
strenuous young man was going to 
run things his own way whether or no, 
decided that railroad life on the Ameri
can plan was too exciting, and abdi
cated. Seeing that the position was 
vacant, Mr. Hays just naturally took 
it. It came easy to him, for he has been 
taking positions all his life.

Since then he has been busy acquir
ing or building additions to his pet 
system. Only a few hundred miles re
main to be filled in before the Grand 
Trunk roads will stretch from the At
lantic to the Pacific, and when that is 
completed, Mr. Hays will have cut the 
journey round the world by a week. In 
addition, the map-makers of Canada 
will be eligible for the asylum, for it is 
becoming next to impossible for them 
to get down to the draughting room in 
the morning without finding two or 
three new railway branches, thrown 
out over the country and totally upset
ting the drawings they have made the 
day before.

Just one thing is lacking in Mr. Hays 
to make him a completely satisfactory 
Grand Trunk president. He has de
parted from custom and tradition in 
many ways since the inception of his 
connection with the Grand Trunk, but 
in no way more calculated to bring 
tears of sorrow to the eyes of the old 
country shareholders than the manner 
in which he has so far dodged the 
almost hereditary “Sir” which has been 
wont to prefix the names of previous 
presidents. Whether Mr. Hays is too 
democratic a republican to fancy a 
handle to his name, or whether he con-
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siders it—from a business point of 
view—as a fictitious asset, of no 
intrinsic value, and therefore a useless

incumbrance, is not quite clear. And 
Mr. Hays, as usual, refrains from ex
pressing himself.

—Hay Stead.
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FORT WILLIAM
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Little Kodak Journeys in Canada
By Gratiot Bale

No. VIL—Fortunate Fort William
“The cities are full of pride,
Challenging each to each—
This from her mountain side ;
That from her burthened beach.”

—Kipling.

Industrial Exhibition, was fairly “over 
run” and “run over” by every urchin 
who was near enough to take in the 
show; big men and curiously inclined 
daughters of Mother Eve drew cau
tiously near, to discover that the box 
was about fourteen feet long and four 
feet wide, bound with heavy iron bands, 
and the lid held down with three 
massive padlocks. Enough to ex
cite the most morbidly curious, but, for 
the salvation of such, one side was 
printed with big black letters, so that 
all could see : “This box does not con
tain “The Sleeping Giant of Thunder 
Bay” but giant pictures of the “Young 
Giant” of the Great Lakes, Fort Wil
liam, Ont., who is not asleep but very 
much awake. Through his left hand

O THE north-east as you enter 
■ I Fort William’s harbor, you 
VL will see a long uneven ridge 

against the sky line, bearing 
a marked resemblance to a human 
figure stretched full length. It is 
“Thunder Cape” projecting out into 
Lake Superior and Thunder Bay; for 
many years the Indians have surround
ed it with their fanciful legends, and 
called it Nanna-Bijou or “The Sleeping 
Giant.”

But it was Fort William’s original 
Industrial Commissioner, Herbert W. 
Baker, who constructed a clever pub
licity idea out of the name. Upon our 
arrival at the station in Fort William, 
a long wooden box upon the platform, 
awaiting shipment to the Winnipeg
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pulsates the prosperity of the Canadian 
prairies, while his right hand is extend
ed to Eastern Canada and the world.” 
I was at the Winnipeg Exposition 
afterward and saw the artistic display 
made with the wonderful examples of 
photography that were used to show 
Fort William as it really is, with its 
docks, elevators, railroads and scenery.

From Winnipeg to Fort William 
over the Canadian Pacific Railway it 
is more than four hundred miles. You 
pass over a wild lot of scenery, rugged 
and intensely picturesque and interest
ing. Immense rocks and cliffs of gran
ite formation surround little gems of 
lakes, with green trees and vines giving 
color and life to the picture. The only 
towns you remember on the way are 
Kenora and Keewatin. The Fake of 
the Woods separates them by a narrow 
inlet. To a dusty traveller on the hot 
and stuffy train, the cottages and camps 
on the lake front were attractive, and 
the water was covered with gay parties 
in launches and sail boats. The typical 
Indian canoe shot in and out among 
bunches of green trees that grew in 
little islands near the water’s edge.

The Lake of the Woods is the largest 
and most important body of water on 
the main line from Lake Superior to 
the Pacific Coast. At Keewatin, the

Lake of the Woods Milling Company 
have one of the best equipped flour 
mills in Canada. From Kenora to 
Fort William, it is a succession of tim
ber, brush, lakes, rivers and muskegs 
—some of it valuable land for lumber
ing and mines.

If Winnipeg, is the “Golden Buckle 
of the Wheat Belt,” the twin cities on 
Thunder Bay, at the head of the Great 
Lakes, are assuredly the outlet for the 
product of that zone. They are double 
swinging gateways, opening for the 
West to transport her produce to the 
East, and in turn, bringing into the 
West the products of the Eastern 
markets.

Years ago, before either Fort Wil
liam or Port Arthur had begun to show 
what great possibilities they contained, 
Lord Lome, then Governor-General of 
Canada, gave the Thunder Bay Dis
trict the title of “The Silver Gateway 
of the Northwest.” As you enter the 
Harbor from Lake Superior, (that 
great “hidden sea” of Indian lore,—) 
its application is certainly a good one. 
Before you is the bay, lying between 
its guarded coast line, forming an 
entrance similar to a gate or portal. 
It is not a small one; it is large and 
generous, as it would have to be to 
admit the monstrous ships that sail into

350



GRATIOT BALE 351

v S'

the open door. The har
bors of the two cities lie 
about four miles apart, 
and over their thresholds 
pass all the freight and 
traffic that enter the 
Prairie Provinces from 
the East and over the 
seas, to be carried into 
the West by one of the 
three great railroads that 
have their terminals in 
Fort William and Port 
Arthur.

All the surge and multi
tude of emigrants from 
the older provinces and 
the far lands beyond the 
seas, pass through the 
Cities by the Lake, out to 
new homes in Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan or Alberta 
—many immigrants go
ing farther to the west, in 
British Columbia. Every 
product of the West that 
goes to Eastern Canada 
and England must pass 
out of these cities, and 
either by steamship or 
railroad find its eastern market.

All along the docks are the elevators 
that receive and store the wheat crop of 
“The Belt.” They rise on all sides like

CAMPERS AT LAKE OF THE WOODS

STATION AT KENORA

New York skyscrapers, and are Mt. 
McKay’s only rival on the horizon.

The western terminals of the C.P.R. 
and G.T.P. are in Fort William and the 
long yards of tracks, full of cars ; the 
roundhouses and freight sheds, all indi
cate the immense amount of business 
that passes over them.

On the Mission River are the 'build
ings of the old Indian Schools, founded 
years ago by the French Jesuit “Black 
Robes” from Quebec. For many years 
they were the most important Catholic 
Schools in the west, but they are now 
owned by the G.T.P. for offices and 
storage buildings. The church has 
been removed, but on the spot where it 
stood, a large cross has been placed, 
telling the passer-by that it was once 
a sacred spot, and holy ground. Just 
beyond the old Mission house is the
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G.T.P. Elevator ; this being without 
dispute the largest one in the world.

At the present time the harbor is a 
most unique one. It is so situated that 
it has absolute protection from storms 
and-tidal waves, and is twenty miles in 
length. Often forty to fifty boats are 
in port at the same time. The Kamin- 
istiqua River, with its three mouths 
emptying into the Bay, forms this won
derful port, and after the work now 
under way by the Government, is com
pleted, it will be the largest inland 
harbor in the world. The great dredge 
boats are daily enlarging the mouths of 
the McKellar, Mission and Karnin- 
istiqua rivers, and after you have

watched the operations for an hour, 
you wonder if there will be any bottom 
left. The gigantic derrick opens its 
steel mouth, sinks into the depths of 
the river, and slowly comes to the sur
face with sixteen tons of mud safely 
held in its grasp. It slowly swings 
about, deposits its load on a scow, and 
when filled, a saucy little tug-boat takes 
it out into the deep lake waters and 
dumps it for keeps. Imagine this “mud 
elevating” act being repeated 400 times 
each day, and you have a conception of 
the work accomplished by the Great 
Lakes Dredging Co.

Along the north bank of the “Kam” 
river, are the longest and largest coal 
docks in the world. They belong to the 
C.P.R., and surely the landscape is not 
made more beautiful by this long black 
pile; but the Fort William coal con
sumer grins a beaming grin, when he 
figures his coal bill, and finds that he 
pays $4.00 less per ton than his friends 
in the west are compelled to give for 
the same necessity ; so, thrifty “Wil- 
liamites” do not object to the unsightly 
blot on their river front.

But, on the river bank, I saw a pic
ture that was not a blot on the land
scape—a field full of clover, buttercups 
and daisies, and from their mass of
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bloom the face of a little “Williamite” 
looked up with a bewitching smile; 
while her sister trudged along with a 
basketful of gathered blossoms.

Down between the mouths of the 
rivers are two wooded islands ; they are 
called No. I and No. 2, and the first 
thought upon seeing their position and 
natural ornamentation, is “what a place 
for a park !” Nature designed it for 
a beauty spot, but alas ! Fort William 
is advertising for factories and manu
facturing plants, not for landscape 
artists.

The place impresses you with its 
commercial spirit from its dock to its 
limits. In the heart of the city, the only 
attempt I noticed to beautify it was a 
well kept garden and lawn about the 
City Hall. They have fine churches 
and schools, excellent and up-to-date 
shops, and some very massive brick 
homes ; but I would remark on their 
size and architecture, rather than the 
grounds about them. They are so 
keenly alive to the progress of the 
young city, its growth and rapid de
velopment that they really do not resent 
your saying “Fort William is not beau

tiful,” if they know you fully realize 
its importance as a centre of transporta
tion and distribution, and if they have 
impressed upon your mind that it has 
“more business in one day than Port 
Arthur has in a week.”

The rivalry existing between the two 
places is keen and sometimes not really 
brotherly. Port Arthur is three miles 
away, connected with Fort William by 
a fine interurban line. It is younger by 
many years than the Fort, and its 
growth and importance has made “old 
William” sit up and take notice of 
“young Arthur.”

Down to the south-east, as if stand
ing sentinel over the Kaministiqua 
river, is a mountain that both cities 
claim as their especial property, belong
ing to the rugged, uneven land that 
edges the coast. West Fort William 
spreads itself along the north bank of 
the river, and the G.T.P. and C.P.R. 
tracks form a net-work to the water’s 
edge. The G. T. bridge crosses the 
river at the foot of Mt. McKay, which 
rises almost 2.000 feet above the level 
of the river. Three hundred and eighty 
feet up the side of it, Loch Lomond
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lies glittering in the sunlight—a lake 
twelve miles long and two miles wide 
with an inexhaustable supply of soft 
water, which is piped to Fort William, 
eight miles away, giving them city 
water, that is unequalled this side the 
mountains.

The lake region is a resort for the 
sportsman, both hunting and fishing 
being there in great abundance. 
Moose and deer often come down the 
mountain side, and wander on the con
fines of civilization with apparently no 
fear of their destruction ; till a loud 
shriek from the whistle of a passing 
boat sends them scurrying up the 
mountain, as if chased by demons.

Several miles up the river, is Kak- 
abeka Falls, that supply the “power” 
for the city. If only more accessible, 
they would be a great resort, for they 
are beautiful and equal anything in the 
western mountains.

The Indian reservation is along the 
base of Mt. McKay, on the south side 
of the river. Originally it included the 
mountain and a large tract of land, but 
the Indians are selling it to the white 
man, and it will not be many years be
fore their homes are scattered, and 
their stamping ground, part of modern 
civilization. Their village nestles at 
the foot of the mountain. There are

about fifty log cab
ins, which bear little 
resemblance to the 
“Tepee” of the 
Créés and Sioux. 
Some are on the 
river bank, with a 
little plot of garden 
about them. One 
home had a modern 
go-cart in front of 
i t s door and a 
young O j i b w a y 
mother proudly dis
played her papoose, 
uncomfortably prop
ped up on the seat; 
she intended her off

spring to be civilized at the expense of 
his health and backbone.

It does not take you long to begin to 
people the old landmarks with the 
turbulent Indians and Voyageurs of 
years ago ; for, like all the new places 
in the West, the pioneer history dates 
back not years, but centuries. Only 
since 1892 has Fort William been in
corporated as a town, and now it is the 
metropolis of North-western Ontario. 
The French were the first to plant the 
site of Fort William. In 1669 De Lhut 
built a trading post, calling it Fort 
Kaministiqua. Later, the Hudson’s 
Bay had a post, and the Fort was the 
headquarters for the Northwest Fur 
Company, when most deadly hatred 
existed between them and their rivals, 
the Hudson Bay Company. During 
some of their warfare, the original

DBEDGING BOAT
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Fort was destroyed and in 1805 it was 
rebuilt and named Fort William, after 
Honorable William McGillivray, head 
of the Nor’-Westers. When it was the 
headquarters for the “Nor’-Westers,” 
it was the scene of many wild gather
ings. One has gone into the history of 
the west as a tragedy—and victory.

In 1813 Lord Selkirk was returning 
from a trip to Montreal and Quebec. 
He had left his brave struggling Red 
River colony, almost on the verge of 
despair and famine but away in the 
east he had heard of the troops from 
the Old Land that had been paid to 
assist Canada in the war of 1812, and 
they were now ready to come and fight 
the Indians in the West. He at once 
set forth on a long voyage to bring 
them to the Red River as protection for 
his colonists, and after they had passed 
the Sault Ste. Marie, came the awful 
news vof the disaster and battle of 
“Seven Oaks” ; and that his colony 
with their Governor was massacred and 
destroyed by the hands of the Indians, 
Metis and Nor’-Westers.

Filled with horror and indignation, 
he made his way to their rendezvous 
at Fort William, and found them gaily 
and drunkenly celebrating the defeat 
of the “Red River Pork-eaters,” when 
134 settlers,—men, women and child-

BUTTERCUPS AND DAISIES
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ren—had been killed. It was a motley 
gathering of women, soldiers, voy
ageurs and Indians; brandy and rum, 
with wild meats were on the banquet 
board. Right inside the Hudson’s Bay 
fort they held their fearful revel. In 
the midst of it, when not one sober man 
was on his feet, the Earl with his fine 
band of soldiers, (consisting of parts 
of the De Muron and Wattville regi
ments, ) took them unawares, and so 
completely were they awed by the ap
pearance of the uniforms and bayonets 
that they yielded without resistance.

In the “Romance of the Empire” 
is the following description of their 
subjugation :
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“Fort William and the Nor’- 
Westers, together with about two 
hundred French Canadians and half- 
breeds, and sixty or seventy Iroquois 
Indians in and about the fort, had been 
captured by Lord Selkirk. He had 
become possessed, to use his own 
words, “of a fort which had served, 
the last of any in the British dominions, 
as an asylum for banditti and murder
ers, and the receptacle for their plun
der; a fort which nothing less than the 
express and special licence of his 
Majesty could authorize subjects to 
hold ; a fort which had served as the 
capital and seat of government to the 
traitorously assumed sovereignity of 
the North-West; a fort whose posses
sion could have enabled the North- 
West Company to have kept back all 
evidence of their crimes.”

The heads of the evil-doing were 
summoned to stand their trial in the 
east. But the Nor’-Westers were bitter 
against the Earl who had dared to 
plant a colony in the midst of their 
hunting grounds.

“That canting rascal and hypocriti
cal villain, Lord Selkirk, has got 
possession of our post at Fort Wil
liam,” wrote one of the aggrieved part
ners. “Well, we will have him out of 
that fort,” he pursued amiably, “as the 
Hudson’s Bay knaves shall be cleared, 
bag and baggage, out of the North- 
West.”

But although no man was destined 
to see this part of their prophecy ful
filled, yet Lord Selkirk a few weeks 
later evacuated Fort William. No 
sooner had the Earl and his forces left 
this great post than the sheriff of Upper
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Canada arrived, took possession of the 
fort and the Nor’-Westers, and 
restored it to its original owners.

But it is the Indian that gives the 
atmosphere of romance to the Lake 
regions. The mountains, capes, islands 
and bays all have their own legends. 
The one told of the little Chapel on 
the first ledge of Mt. McKay seems 
most fitting to carry away as one leaves 
Fort William and its stately guardian 
behind.

As all good legends start with 
“Years ago,” we begin this narrative 
in the orthodox manner: “Years 
ago, a famine had devastated the 
land, and winter found the natives 
ill and desolate. At the foot of the 
mountain lived an Indian, named 
Nuska, with a beautiful daughter, 
Min-o-kee-gee.” In “The Keeper of 
the Gate” a collection of Indian tales 
and legends, by Miss Stafford, I find 
this story so well told that I give it in 
her own language, as she has often 
heard it from the Indians themselves:

“Nuska had been ill. They said it 
was the famine fever. He would come 
home with his hunting bag empty, and 
then sit in the wigwam, silent and 
moody, until the younger children were 
afraid of him. Min-o-kee-gee had 
tried to snare birds and do what she 
could for her family until one day her 
father’s brother, Quabeet, named be
cause of his likeness to a beaver, came 
to the wigwam and said : ‘Rise up 
Nuska, and go to the woods and hunt.’

“The Indian rose up and said, hand
ing his brother a tomahawk: ‘Here, 
kill me or I will kill you if you do not,’ 
and the glare in his eyes showed that 
he meant what he said. It was but the 
work of a moment for Quabeet to draw 
the ax and a blow upon the head soon 
ended the sufferings of Nuska. He 
was carried out and laid upon a tree 
in the forest.

“The family went on snaring and 
trapping what they could catch of the 
hungry animals. Not long afterwards 
it was seen that Quabeet would visit
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the forest stealthily, then come home 
moody and silent. It was the custom 
of the Ojibway tribe if the husband 
died that the eldest brother was expect
ed to take care of the family, and they 
now looked to Quabeet to help them. 
Finally the famine became so terrible 
that the children would beg Quabeet to 
go hunt, and for answer he said : ‘Go 
eat of the beast in the forest.’

“That evening they followed him 
and saw that the body of their father 
had been taken out of the tree and parts 
had been cut away. A fire had been 
kindled and buttons off the clothing 
lay upon the ground. The Chief be
lieved that Quabeet had eaten his 
brother and become crazy.

“The next day, Quabeet came to 
Min-o-kee-gee and said : ‘You saw me 
kill your father, and now you must kill 
me in the same way, or I cannot go to 
the happy hunting ground.’ She had 
heard the conversation between her 
father and his brother which ended in 
her father’s life being taken, and she 
accepted it as her right.

KAKABKKA FALLS

“She knew no wrong when she took 
the ax and gave him one strong blow, 
severing his head from his body. The 
next morning there was nothing to eat 
in the house and her mother and the 
children were still asleep. She did not 
awake them. She grasped the fatal 
ax and started for the head of the lake. 
Here the forest was roofed with ice and 
snow hung on all the branches. She 
strapped her snowshoes on tighter and 
sprang over the treacherous ice. As 
she paused to listen she could hear the 
howling of wolves and the waving of 
the great pine trees. She chose a spot 
upon the ice she thought was thinner 
than any she had passed over. Then 
she halted, and wielding the ax with 
her young strong arms until, joy! 
water could be seen. It was but the 
work of a moment for the girl to pull 
down her legging and cut a slice from 
the calf of her leg. She felt no pain, 
this was something that had to be done, 
and there was no murmur came from 
her lips as she caught the bleeding 
piece of flesh to the hook and trolled it 
down into the icy waters. Ah! a tug 
upon the line, and she pulled a big fish 
out of the water, soon another and 
another lay quivering upon the snow. 
With her arms filled, and almost faint
ing she arrived home and laid them 
down at the feet of the starving child
ren.

“Then she turned. Her lover stood 
beside her. He had been away with 
the young men of the tribe on a hunt. 
She knew by the look of his face he 
had seen the bodies of her father and 
her uncle in the forest and her voice 
was almost a whisper as she said : T 
killed him as he killed my father.’

“ ‘Oh, mighty Manitou,’ he scream
ed, T will not marry you; you would 
kill me.’ And he fled through the 
forest.

“She sank to the ground with loss of 
blood. A medicine man was brought 
who gave her a magic drink. The 
tribe came and beat their drums and
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shook their rattles, chanted singly and 
in chorus. All this was done to drive 
the devil away, but none could help her. 
She lay as one in a stupor ; her lover 
shook his head, and walked as one afar 
off.

“The medicine man called upon the 
serpents to help him. He said : T will 
get the skin of a hen-hawk and a white 
beaver and blow her strong.’ But still 
Min-o-kee-gee grew weaker and weak
er. They all whispered and looked 
at her as if she was a mysterious being.

“It came spring time and the woods 
had begun to bud and blossom with 
beauty as Min-o-kee-gee lay in the 
doorway of the wigwam. One day she 
said : T can see something. I see my 
father and my uncle. They are beckon
ing to me. At the mouth of the river 
near the Sleeping Giant,’ she said, 
There seems to be somebody coming in 
the hazy distance.’

“Something loomed high upon the 
water, floating and flying, it came 
nearer. Min-o-kee-gee shaded her 
eyes with her thin brown hand. Was 
it the White Goose, IVazva or the Her
on, Shuhga, with the water flashing 
from its feathers, or the Pelican,

Shada? It was none of these, but a 
birch-bark canoe rising on each wave 
until could be seen in early morning a 
white faced chief with a black robe, a 
priest of Christ.

“As he leaped from the canoe all the 
tribe knelt in prayer, and with the gold 
cross held above his head he said : 
‘Peace be with you and your people.’ 
As the tribe gathered around to listen 
to the words of the priest, he gave to 
Min-o-kee-gee the message of the gos
pel of peace and forgiveness.

“Min-o-kee-gee lay with the cross 
upon her breast, whispering : T am 
going to my people ; listen to the truth 
he tells, for the Master of Life has 
sent him.’

“The chief said : ‘It is well. Oh, 
friends, you have come so far to see 
us and brought the White Man’s Book,’ 
and here, as the priest chanted the 
prayer, the spirit of Min-o-kee-gee 
fled.

“High upon the top of Mt. McKay 
was built a chapel, and there, once a 
year, the different tribes meet together 
and pray to the mighty Manitou for a 
blessing upon the crops and forgive
ness for the sins of Min-o-kee-gee.’’

“Should you ask me whence these stories, 
Whence these legends and traditions, 
With the curling smoke of wigwams 
With the rushing of great rivers.
I would answer, I would tell you : 
‘From the forests and the prairies 
From the Great Lakes of the Northland 
From the land of the Ojibways.’ ”

BOATS IN DOCK

Editor's Note—Next month the series of “Kodak Journeys” will conclude with a 
description of Port Arthur.
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Books—How They 

Hit Us
“Janey Canuck in the West ”

HERE blew into camp the other 
day an attractive volume, carry
ing the above title-brand. The 
creator of “Janey Canuck,” as 

everybody knows, is “Emily 
Ferguson,” which, also as everybody 
knows or ought to, is the disguise of 
Mrs. Arthur Murphy, who now resides 
at Edmonton.

Mrs. Murphy says she chose a nom- 
de-plume because she was a sky-pilot’s 
wife and was afraid of the Bishop ; 
being a preacher’s son ourselves, we 
sure are quite willing to let it pass in 
this instance, though ordinarily we 
haven’t much use for the author who 
hides behind an alias unless his name 
is John Smith or Bill Brown.

Well, anyway, this is the third Janey 
Canuck book and we rise to remark 
that it can stand right up alongside 
“Janey Canuck At Home” or “Janey 
Canuck Abroad” and join freely in the 
singing without feeling at all out of 
place. Anybody who has not yet met 
“Janey” in the West will have a very 
pleasant evening to spend with her and 
the “Padre.”

For “Janey” is jolly, joyous—a 
cheery person of delicious whimsy, wit 
and wisdom. The trails she travels 
wind to many a funny incident—to 
many a choice thought and word
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picture. She has obeyed the scriptural 
injunction concerning those that have 
eyes to see and ears to hear and the 
result is many an interesting bit of in
formation, well worth the gleaning.

The charm of the book is the spon
taneity and hob-nob of its comradeship. 
You are right there with “Janey,” see
ing what she sees, feeling what she 
feels, smiling with her and (if you’re a 
man) perhaps at her once in awhile—- 
just as you’d smile at any person so 
delightfully feminine. It is like jogg
ing along an unknown trail which 
winds at random through the country 
with the lure of new interest lurking 
just around the next turn, hidden in the 
bluffs. Whether sitting at a fireside, 
listening to a tale of pioneer days ; 
whether it is a homily on the beauty 
of a pig or the sting of a mosquito ; 
whether it is “Dirty” Dodson or 
“Anna” the Swede housemaid at 
whom you are smiling ; or a Dukhobor 
household, or the trial by fleas, or any 
of the hundred other things that enter
tain you—Janey herself is there to 
drink it all in with you, to condemn 
or laud, to make excuses or help you 
cuss ! (Quite sotto voce, of course, and 
entirely on the Q. T., woman fashion, 
—most justifiably withal.)

We imagine it would be great to go 
off on an exploration jaunt with this 
same “Janey” and the “Padre” for
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company. We have a “hunch” that 
we’d have a mighty good time and see 
more than mosquitos and muskegs and 
thoroughly enjoy the sandwiches in 
the basket.

Our sombrero to Janey and the best 
of good luck.

“Janey Canuck in the West”— 
Cassell & Co. Ltd., Toronto. $1.50

“At Molokai"
We are in receipt of a neat little 

collection of verse by Robert J. Shores, 
entitled “At Molokai.” The volume 
also contains “The Rubaiyat of The 
Flat Dwellers,” the humorous nature 
of which is indicated by the title.

Mr. Shores is the editor of “The 
Idler,” a monthly magazinette of ideas 
for idle people, which is very fresh and 
interesting. It is “published and per
petrated” at East Orange, N.J.
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A Thought for Canada's Thanksgiving Day
“There is ever a song somewhere, my dear,

In the midnight black or the midday blue :
The robin pipes when the sun is here,

And the cricket chirrups the whole night through; 
The buds may blow and the fruit may grow,

And the autumn leaves drop crisp and sere 
But whether the sun or the rain or the snow,

There is ever a song somewhere, my dear.”
—Riley.

It seems to me that her name is 
the most musical one any woman of 

passing generations 
Florence has borne. You can-
Nightingale not even thought-

lessly speak it, 
but it suggests her character. 
Florence—full of life and blooming. 
Nightingale—melody, harmony and 
gentleness. Such a combination of 
gifts and characteristics made up the 
life of this great soul, who left the 
earthly life a few days ago. To the 
world it makes but little difference, 
whether she is still living in her 
English home, a beautiful, thought
ful, kindly old lady, or whether she 
has passed into the beyond, away 
from human sight, for Florence 
Nightingale is immortal. Her work 
and life will never die. Generation 
after generation will benefit from 
her deeds and achievements. The 
world and humanity has been made 
better by her life, her thought, her 
influence. This year, on the 14th 
of May, when his own grief was so 
recent, and a nation’s sorrow was 
surrounding him, King George sent

to her a telegram of congratula
tion and good wishes on her 91st 
birthday, showing his regard for the 
“Angel of the Crimea,” in the kindly 
expression of his message.

During the Crimean war, a dinner 
was given where the guests were all 
officers. Each one was requested to 
write on a slip of paper the name of 
the person whose services during the 
war, would be longest remembered. 
It was not strange that the name of 
the nurse, Florence Nightingale, 
was on every slip.

In England a few years ago, a 
popular girls’ paper took a vote on 
who was the most beloved heroine 
of modern times. There were four
teen names given, and the preference 
was for Florence Nightingale out of 
three hundred thousand votes taken.

At the close of the Crimean War 
and upon her return to England, she 
gave the Testimonial Fund of 
£50,000 (which was a gift to her 
from the people) for the founding 
of the Nightingale Home and train
ing school for nurses, in connection
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with St. Thomas Hospital in Lon
don, and it is there that her modest 
statute stands clothed in a nurse’s 
garb and holding a tiny lamp. She 
is so described in Longfellow’s Santa 
Filoména :
“On England’s annals through the long 

Hereafter of her speech and song 
That light, its rays shall cast 

From portals of the past.

A lady with a lamp shall stand 
In the great history of the land 

A noble type of good 
Heroic womanhood.

“The Fra” often gives us food for 
our reflection. The following should 

cause us to wonder if 
Reformer there is not much for 
Reform the ardent reformer to 
Yourself do—for himself—as well 

as for others :
“Out in the seething world women 

occasionally walk off the dock in the 
darkness. Society jigs and ambles 
by with a coil of rope, but before 
throwing it, demands of the drown
ing one a certificate of character 
from her Pastor, or a letter of 
recommendation from her Sunday 
School Superintendent, or a testi
monial from a School Principal.

“Not being able to produce the 
document the struggler is left to go 
down to her death in the damp.

“I think I’ll start a crusade for the 
reformation of reformers, I am fully 
persuaded that our besetting sin, as 
a people, is neither intemperance nor 
grafting, but plain pretense. We 
are not frank and honest with our
selves nor with each other. The dis
position to cheapen and adulterate 
and get the start of our fellows by 
Number Six Bluff and Gruff is the 
universal habit of Church and State. 
We are copper cents trying to pay 
for half dollars.

“My suggestion is that for a whole 
year we let the heathen rest, resign

all public work in the Personal 
Purity League and declare a vaca
tion in the W.C.T.U. Then let each 
man and woman set a guard over his 
own spirit and try to be greater than 
he who taketh a city. In other 
words, just do our work and practice 
the old, plain, simple virtues of 
gentleness, charity and honesty, do
ing unto others as we would be done 
by. By this method we should not 
have to talk so much and do so much, 
and so could think and rest and 
dream and love. I’m sure it would 
be better for our nerves that are get
ting outside of our clothes—and,pos
sibly just as well for the heathen and 
drunkard. Stop this violent running 
to and fro and be simple and honest 
—only for a year ! And then possibly 
at the end of that time we could sit 
in the presence of each other and be 
silent without being uncomfortable.

“Let us try being gentle in our 
judgments—just kind—and see if 
we can’t reform more wrongs than 
by going after folks who have made 
mistakes, with come-alongs and the 
loud ballyhoo and a brass-plated 
bazoo. Let us be kind—something 
the world has really never tried.”

The searching after lineage and 
groping back in musty old records 

for an ancestor with 
American a title, is the latest 
“Palatines!” “stunt,” some of “The 

Snobs of America” 
are undertaking. It does not matter 
much if the ancestor was a manly 
man, if it can be proven that he was 
a “gentleman”—a Cavalier !—that is 
the one necessary record to place his 
descendants upon the high and 
aristocratic ladder of democratic 
America’s “New Aristocracy.” “To 
be a Palatine, one has to be a lineal 
descendant of a Cavalier who settled 
in America prior to 1650, and who
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has a son, or grandson, or himself a 
member of the British nobility. The 
candidate must be also able to trace 
his lineage in a direct line back to 
a forefather of Cavalier antecedents, 
who was a personage of importance 
in the seventeenth century, and also 
to one of similar status in the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.”

Titles, and gay and highly embel
lished coats of arms are not always 
a credit. There are many noblemen 
on this side of the water who can 
testify that they are happier with 
their rightful title hidden from the 
world, their coats of arms forgotten 
and dust covered, than they were 
when striving to live up to a line of 
dead and useless ancestors. A 
clergyman in the United States has 
prepared an exclusive ist of Ameri
can leaders in social life. True, he 
has excluded the names of some of 
the great Americans, who can not 
find a Cavalier hanging on their 
family tree (some of them did hang; 
but they were aristocratically exe
cuted), but as a matter to be noted, 
many of the names in his authorized 
version, appear frequently in most 
exciting and interesting yellow 
yellow journalist escapades, and 
divorce cases.

Every American should be proud 
of his ancestry, (which is more often 
Dutch, German, French, Irish, 
Scotch, Swedish or Norwegian, than 
it is English.) Some of the most 
prominent Americans can trace their 
lineage to the nobility and aristoc
racy of others nations than England. 
It makes one laugh to think of an 
Amercian snob endeavoring to cre
ate an exclusive aristocracy in a Re
public, where “all men are born free 
and equal,” and the sons of a Jewish 
street vendor of shoe strings may 
become the greatest power of the 
financial and social world ; may be

come governors and senators—yes 
even might be the President of the 
United States. In the great “melting 
pot” of the nations of the earth, 
that an aristocracy with ancestors 
from one nation should dominate all 
others is absurd, and emanates from 
such narrow minds that it can have 
a following only of its own kind.

Queen Mary seems to be a most 
seriously inclined woman and it is 

predicted the court of 
England’s George V will even 
New Queen exceed the decorum of 

Victoria’s reign. In 
Current Literature the following 
opinion is given of her character :

“The revolution at the court of St. 
James’s has, in truth, already begun 
and many of the flippant peeresses 
who ornamented the last reign have 
gone into obscuration. Fashions, it 
is announced, are to be serious and 
sober. Presentations at court will 
henceforth entail much elimination 
of ladies with a past. Religion will 
again become important. Manners 
well cease to be free and easy. Bish
ops will be more in evidence and 
jockeys less encouraged. Heroines 
of the divorce court and the music 
hall are to be taboo. More import
ant than all other details combined 
is the evident fact^ as the Paris 
Figaro deems it, that the will of the 
Queen, instead of the personal pre
ferences of the King, is to determine 
the social recognition and standing 
accorded to ladies and gentlemen 
making up what is called society. 
Smartness has lost the importance 
it had while Edward reigned, and 
impeccable respectability has attain
ed a value it seemed altogether to 
have lost while the late sovereign 
held sway. Birth and blood are not 
to be disregarded, but they are to
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count only when reinforced by vir
tue of the domestic description.”

The Queen is strict in her attend
ance upon divine service and equally 
strict in impressing their religious 
duties upon the members of her im
mediate family circle. During the 
lifetime of the late King, the royal 
lady appointed all the spiritual ad
visors of the family, or at least that 
is what the French papers print. 
Edward VII never felt the least in
terest in theology and it is said that 
George V is comparatively indiffer
ent upon that subject, but his con
sort deems theology says, the Paris 
Figaro, a matter of the first import
ance. It will be extremely difficult 
to elevate to the bench of bishops 
any clergyman suspected of hetero
dox views, for the new sovereign

has all the piety of Anne and a de
cided taste for the discussion of trini
tarian doctrines. She has read much 
upon these themes, it likewise ap
pears, and she pays much attention 
to those of the clergy whose reli
gious views seem to her to be sound. 
It is predicted that bishops will be 
more popular at court than they 
have been for the last ten years.

She will listen with pleasure to 
very long sermons about her duty to 
God and when she asks questions of 
the ladies in the court circle they are 
as likely as not to have reference to 
their religious views. Flippancy is 
never tolerated from anyone. Sun
day is always spent seriously and 
piously, nor are family prayers omit
ted. Grace is said both before and 
after meals.
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ALKALI
A stuttering salesman had tried for 

several hours to sell his goods to an 
irritable merchant.

Failing in his attempts, he was .about 
to leave, when the merchant remarked 
in a sneering tone :

“You must find that impediment in 
your speech a drawback.”

The salesman, who hated to be re
minded of his speech, but replied :

“Oh no ! Y ou s-see almost e-e-every- 
body has some p-p-peculiarity, and that 
is mine.”

Then after a pause he asked, “Which 
hand d-do you use to s-stir your t-tea 
with ?”

“With my right, of course,” answer
ed the puzzled merchant.

“Well that’s your p-p-p-peculiarity,” 
said the salesman, “most of p-people 
use a t-teaspoon.” (Hurried exit.)

Mark Twain was once travelling on 
the train and fell asleep in the cars.

After a while a porter came along, 
and shaking Twain by the shoulder 
he said, “Wake up sir, you are 
snoring.”

“Who says I am snoring ?” queried 
Mark Twain indignantly.

“I say so,” answered the porter. “I 
heard you.”

“Young man,” said Mark Twain 
gravely, “don’t you believe all you 
hear.”

When he sows his wild oats, 
’Tis plain to be seen,

His dad should get ready 
The Threshing Machine.

—J. Kirkc

Mark Twain once paid a visit to 
some people who believed in cremation. 
In different rooms of their house they 
had urns, containing the ashes of dear 
departed friends. Mark was quite 
aware of this. He arrived late in the 
evening, and next morning came down 
to breakfast looking very mournful 
His hostess said, “Aren’t you well, Mr. 
Clemens ?”

“Yes,” said Mark in a very sad tone, 
“I’m quite well, thank you.”

Just before they rose from the table, 
he turned to his hostess and said :

“That’s very queer tooth-powder 
you keep in your bathroom.”

“I don’t think so,” said she. “Where 
did ' ou find it ?”

“In a small jar on the shelf over the 
window,” replied Mark.

“Mercy on us!” said his hostess, 
“that’s not tooth-powder, that’s Aunt 
Jane!”

Remember the owl. He gets a good 
deal of credit by keeping still and 
looking wise.

It is not wise to tell a strange fact. 
Your imagination rather than your 
veracity is given the credit.

Distance may not always lend en
chantment, but proximity often brings 
disenchantment.

Taking time for regrets, only retards 
the new start.

A soft answer turneth away wrath, 
but a hard punch prevents a reckless 
display of it in the future.

—Kirke.
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Well, people, how do you like our 
cover this month ? We have christened 
it, “The Spirit of October.” We think 
it’s pretty good. But wait till you see 
the November cover—and the Decem
ber design ! And our artist says he 
hasn’t got started yet!

Neither have the rest of our bunch. 
Why, stranger, when we think of all 
the good things we’re lining up to hand 
out to you for your tiny ten cents, we 
get a glow all over and look so kind
faced that when we go out on the 
street, homeless dogs follow us for 
blocks, thinking the trail leads to a 
plate of meat ! Be as friendly to us as 
we deserve and we’ll ask for nothing 
better.

Now, about next month. The first 
thing that will greet your mild blue 
eye on lifting the napkin from the pic
nic-basket will be an exceedingly clever 
article, entitled, “UNDERGROUND 
WIRES AT OTTAWA,” dealing with 
the gathering of “news” at the capital. 
We got Paul Bilkey, the well-known 
Ottawa correspondent of “The Toronto 
Telegram,” to tell us what he knew 
about conditions down there where 
they drink tea with the little finger 
daintily cocked above the eggshell— 
and Paul sure is good leather.

“Many things happen at the seat of 
Government that never get into print

I m g 3 de
at all” he says, for example. “Rich red 
stories of the manners and customs of 
the Member of Parliament away from 
home, narratives which would cause 
each separate hair of his confiding 
electors to stand on end—these are 
heard from session to session on Parlia
ment Hill but never find their way into 
the newspapers. When a member who 
is a pillar of righteousness and sobriety 
at home on his own mud-heap, bursts 
into the House for a midnight division 
with a brilliant facial illumination and 
an uncontrollable inclination to sing 
‘The Holy City,’ nobody ever mentions 
it.”

And so it runs on in jolly vein for 
2,500 words or more and if you miss 
this cracker jack article for lack of ten 
cents—but you’ll want it, we feel sure.

Just as much as you’ll want to read 
Harvey J. O’Higgins’ story in the next 
month’s TRAIL. You know O’Hig
gins, of course. He used to live at 
London, Ontario, before he went to 
New York and made a big name for 
himself as a writer for American publi
cations. He once told us what he 
thought of Canadian magazines and
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their prices for original matter and the 
word was a synonym for “rotten.” 
Incidentally, he thereby uncovered the 
reason why all our Canadian writers 
beat it for the States the minute their 
stuff is selling. (We’ll sing you a little 
hymn about these things some day 
when we have more time.) The les
son we would have you gather from 
this passage is that the TRAIL is after 
the big writers and we have a habit of 
getting what we go after, as you will 
be quite ready to believe when we’ve 
become better acquainted. Mr. O’Hig
gins’ story is one of his cleverest. It 
will appear under the title, “THE 
MAN WHO COULDN’T COME 
BACK.”

Next month will also see the start of 
a rattling good series called “ABIE’S 
LETTERS HOME,” written by Ed. 
Cahn. Abie is a Jewish drummer who 
starts out on a “transcontinendedal” 
trip with blouses and hair-goods— 
travelling out of Montreal. Crude and 
“green” but game to learn and deter
mined to win, his adventures as told 
by himself in his letters to “Becky,” are 
enough to make a mummy wake up and 
laugh. You’ll want to hear how he 
avoided being “skunked” in Toronto, of

his funny experiences on the train, of 
his impressions and philosophy and the 
man for whom he had to order five 
“Jim Rickettys” ; quoths Abie : “For 
them kind of bums a man don’t got to 
be a salesman, but a Keeley cure!”

You’ll laugh. You’ll chuckle and 
grin and laugh over these letters and 
holler for more or we’ll eat all the 
yellow soap in the chuck-waggon. If 
you are a commercial traveller, you’ll 
recognize all the authentic little touches 
that make these adventures so realistic 
and you’ll come to the conclusion that 
they are written by a man in the busi
ness. They are. Mr. Cahn is to be 
congratulated on the creation of 
“Abie” who will win his way straight 
to your fifth rib and sell you sure.

Then, of course, you’ve heard of E. 
Pauline Johnson, the Mohawk poet- 
entertainer, the grace and charm of 
whose writing has already won her a 
place in the affection of many Canadian 
readers. Her Indian name is “Tekah- 
ionwake.” She has written a story for 
us, entitled, “HER MAJESTY’S 
GUEST” that will greatly please you 
next month. She tells us that the story 
is founded upon actual incidents in the 
life of her father, who was Forest 
Warden on the Indian Reserve. It 
goes back to the seventies and has to 
do with the whiskey-traders. You’ll 
like it.
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IN THE DAYS OF ’72.

Winnipeg’s Past, Present and Future
By Charles F. Roland

Secretary of the Winnipeg Development and Industrial Bureau

Y REASON of its location and 
perhaps even more by reason 

ZmlP what it is, Winnipeg is, 
and must be, a big factor in 

the growth of the last and best West. 
It may be that some far-future day 
will see much larger cities than Winni
peg in Western Canada. Because of 
its situation at the head of the lake. 
Fort William may outstrip all other 
cities of the West and Vancouver, 
with trade traffic washed to its feet 
by the waves of the Pacific Ocean, may 
be the greatest city of all Canada. 
Again, it may be some other point of 
the West, to which population and 
progress will gather and build up the 
greatest city of all the thousand towns 
that are here or that shall be. All of 
this is possible ; none of it certain.

At present, Winnipeg is by far the 
largest of Western Canadian Cities and 
no presage or promise of future de
velopment warrants the belief that she

soon will be deposed from her place at 
the top ; in fact, as swift and sure as is 
the growth of other cities of the West, 
that of Winnipeg keeps full pace with it 
and speeds along the path of progress 
in record time, each year setting a new 
mark far above that of any preceding 
cycle.

It is a fact admitted, that there 
seems to be no primary reason why 
Winnipeg should have grown so fast 
and so far. There is nothing particu
larly striking about the location of the 
city as there is in that of some other 
cities. Building materials even must 
nearly all be brought some miles— 
much of it a great many miles—and it 
is a patent fact that there was not, in 
the sum of primary causes that have 
made a big city at the junction of the 
Red River of the North and the Assini- 
boine, any outstanding reason why 
Winnipeg should excel in industrial 
and commercial development.
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But theories are useless lumber when 
one has facts for his construction 
material and the facts are all with 
Winnipeg. From being one of the 
chain of the Hudson’s Bay trading 
posts, that connected the Northwest, 
Winnipeg has advanced to the position 
of a city of 150,000 people in less than 
forty years ; its mud trails have be
come asphalted streets of splendid 
width ; the shacks outlying the old stone 
fort of the Hudson’s Bay Company 
have been succeeded by fine blocks and 
buildings ; the creaking Red River cart 
has given way to the tracks and rolling 
stock of five great railway systems; a 
score of banks are here and one of the 
largest department stores on the conti
nent ; industries foregather and trade 
rolls up; the biggest grain market in 
the British Empire has been establish
ed ; churches, schools and colleges 
flourish ; a great city has been born and 
has grown to the stage of a strong, 
flourishing centre of trade, commerce 
and industry in a space of time that 
usually suffices for the laying out of a 
town and the institution of a form of 
Government several sizes too large for 
the place it is supposed to fit.

There is no denying the fact that the 
making of Winnipeg is nothing short 
of phenomenal. In 1870, the census of 
the place showed no more than 215 
people and it is most unlikely that any 
were overlooked in the count. In a 
single day of this year, five thousand 
people have come to Winnipeg and 
while it is true that many of these went 
farther west to locate, it is a fact that 
Winnipeg takes heavy toll of the 
throngs who come here even though 
these may nearly all intend to make the 
city merely a passing point in their 
journey.

Even so recently as 1881—when the 
Canadian Pacific Railway entered the 
West in spite of dismal prophecies that 
it never would pay—there were no 
more than 66,000 people in all the 
country between the Great Lakes and 
the Rocky Mountains ; alone, Winnipeg 
has more than twice that number less 
than thirty years after. The directory 
census taken at the end of the year 
1909—shows 173,000 people living 
within the practical city limits—limits 
which include St. Boniface and St. 
Charles, two suburbs that adjoin the 
city proper. In five years from 1902 to
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IN ONE OF WINNIPEG’S BIG IKON INDUSTRIES

1906, inclusive, Winnipeg more than 
doubled its population, the figures be
ing 48,411 for 1902 and 101,057 for 
1906. In the single year between the 
1905 and 1906 counts, more than 
20,000 were added to the city’s popula
tion and 20,000 people make a fair
sized city by themselves.

The justice of so high a valuation 
upon Winnipeg property is made ap
parent by building records for the past 
six or seven years. During the six 
years from 1904 to 1910, there were 
new buildings erected in Winnipeg to 
the value of $54,167,825, a record 
probably never excelled by any city of 
like size in the world. Remarkable as 
this record is, however, it is certain to 
be surpassed in its largest total for any 
one year by the record that is in the 
making for 1910. Up to the 15th of 
August permits had been taken out at 
the Winnipeg City Hall for 
$11,500,000 worth of new structures 
and there is no apparent falling off in 
the insatiable demand for new houses, 
new business and apartment blocks, 
new buildings of all sorts. The best 
building record ever made by Winnipeg 
for a single year, was that of 1906, 
when $12,625,950 was put into new 
structures. There is every reason to

believe that this mark will be topped 
by at least a million dollars this year.

The growth of the city’s trade and 
general business has been equally re
markable ; that reliable indicator of 
business rise or fall, the bank clearings, 
shows an unparalleled increase in 
Winnipeg business. So lately as 1902, 
the yearly sum of these figures was 
$188,370,003, a large amount by itself 
but not at all large beside the aggre
gate for last year—$770,649,232 and 
this tremendous total becomes in its 
turn, comparatively low when placed 
against 1910 figures which thus far 
show an increase over 1909 of nearly 
two hundred millions or more than the 
total bank clearings of the city for 
1902. With a fall trade of normal 
volume, Winnipeg cannot fail to enter 
the billion dollar banking centres of 
Canada, that exclusive class heretofore 
monopolized by Montreal and Toronto.

Industrially, Winnipeg has advanced 
to the position of the fourth city of 
Canada in volume and value of its fac
tory and shop output. Here, too, the 
city has set at naught the suppositious 
disadvantages of a city far from its 
base of necessary supplies. The indus
trial workers among the city’s people 
number over 16,000. It is not possible
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to determine the value of Winnipeg’s 
factory output but the most reliable 
information that can be gathered on 
this point warrants the statement that 
their valuation may be placed at 
$25,000,000 without exaggeration. 
The city is growing rapidly in this res
pect and the installation of power from 
the big municipal power plant at Point 
du Bois, will give a great impetus to 
the industrial growth of Winnipeg by 
placing at the command of the civic 
government, a very large amount of 
power at low price and in convenient 
form for large or small industries. The 
big City power plant will cost between 
$3,500,000 and $4,000,000, when com
pleted, and will furnish at least 
60,000 horse power when the final 
installation is made. Within a year, 
18,000 horse power will be delivered in 
Winnipeg from the City’s own plant 
and it will be possible to offer industrial 
firms that are seeking a location in 
Western Canada, inducements of a very 
substantial nature. Already, the ad
vantages of being at the very door of 
a market which is one of the richest 
fields in the world for trade explora
tion, has made a strong and compelling 
appeal to the manufacturers of Eastern 
Canada and the United States, whose 
attention has been drawn to the West 
by the sharp demand made by our 
market for supplies of all sorts.

Among the several features of the 
remarkable growth and progress made 
by Winnipeg during the past quarter 
of a century, none is more clearly de
fined than the trade growth of the city. 
Great wholesale houses have sprung up 
here in large number to meet demands 
that have proceeded from farther west 
with each succeeding trade cycle. This 
westward march of the Empire of 
Trade has brought about the establish
ment of branch houses in the cities west 
of Winnipeg but the rapid filling up of 
intervening territory has forced the 
growth of local trade to a remarkable 
extent. One hundred million dollars

worth of goods were handled by the 
wholesale houses of Winnipeg in the 
year 1909. This year’s trade has been 
extremely heavy and wholesale dealers 
place their advance over last year at 
from thirty to forty per cent. No 
doubt the crop shortage in some parts 
of the West will reduce the year’s 
total somewhat but the gain for 1910 
will be very large, nevertheless.

Educationally, in • the matter of 
churches, for sports, for amusements, 
and for all conveniences and functions 
of social, business and domestic life, 
Winnipeg is excellently well supplied. 
There are thirty-three public schools 
in the City, six colleges and a large 
number of business and commercial 
schools. There are many churches 
all well attended and in good financial 
condition.

For sports, it is doubtful if there is 
another city of like size that provides 
such a quantity of sports as Winnipeg 
does. The city is made up of people 
from many parts of the world, each 
division bringing its games and sports, 
to some extent, to its new home. 
Therefore, baseball, cricket, football, 
tennis, lacrosse, lawn bowling, horse 
polo, basket ball, distance running, 
horse racing", rowing and canoeing ; 
trap shooting, field shooting, hockey, 
curling and some lesser games and 
pastimes, fill the field of sports in Win
nipeg with a number and variety of 
sports to suit the most exacting and 
the most catholic taste. The winning 
of the Stewards Cup, after seventy 
years retention of the trophy in Eng
land, by a Winnipeg four-oared crew 
this summer, marks a high point in 
Winnipeg sports—one of many made 
by the athletes and sportsmen of this 
city although none other, perhaps, so 
signal as this.

In the light of what has been done 
by this splendid city of the plains, 
growing out of a tiny trading post 
on the frontier of civilization only 
forty years ago, who shall say what the
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future may not bring to Winnipeg and 
the West of which it is a part.

Great has been the progress made 
by the Canadian Northwest during the 
past twenty-five years, the progress of 
the future bids fair to be far greater, 
and not only will Winnipeg develop 
into a mighty city of like size and im
portance with Chicago and New York, 
but other cities must grow out of the 
trade and commerce which will follow 
the putting under civilization of the 
almost illimitable stretches of prairie 
land that still lie untouched by the 
plow, untraversed by the reaper and 
binder.

In the three provinces of Manitoba, 
Saskatchewan and Alberta there are 
357,016,778 acres of land and of this 
land at least one half or 178,508,389 
acres is good for farming. Of all this 
vast quantity of productive soil the 
comparatively insignificant area of 
11,679,743 acres or less than one- 
twentieth, has been brought under 
cultivation ; an amount so comparative
ly small besides that which remains for

the work of the farmer to convert into 
broad fields of growing grain and 
pastures where herds of cattle and 
sheep shall outlie and make rich the 
country in which they live, that a dia
gram showing the cultivated land of 
these three provinces of Western Can
ada in comparison with that which is 
spread invitingly before the newly 
arrived settler, makes the area already 
under cultivation look absurdly insig
nificant. Just so will the Canada of 
to-day look absurdly small, beside the 
vast empire of rich farms, thriving 
towns, big cities and the population of 
many millions that will live and prosper 
where but 1,150,000 are now kept busy 
in trying to meet the sharp and insist
ent demands made upon them for work, 
and more work, and yet more as the 
people flock into the country, railroads 
spread their arms abroad in a thus far 
vain, though mighty effort, to keep up 
with the transportation needs of the 
country with agricultural, industrial 
and trade riches as yet but scratched
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upon the surface ; the possibilities of 
which stretch into incredible figures.

Immigration into Canada has ad
vanced by leaps and bounds. In 1902, 
62,379 persons came into the Western 
provinces from all sources. The next 
year 128,364 came, and in 1907, 
252,038 immigrants betook themselves 
from other countries of the earth to the 
Canadian northwest, and during 1909, 
200,000 of the best type of money mak
ing people came in, with the avowed 
intention of taking up their residence 
here. Taking the average of increase 
in the population of the three provinces, 
from immigration and other sources, 
for the period of five years, just pre
ceding the year of 1908 as a working 
basis, the resultant figures show that in 
ten years, in 1918, the same country 
that now has less than two millions of 
people will have more than 20,000,000 
people. By that time, figuring from 
the average increase of land un
der cultivation for the past seven 
years, there will be as much as 
50,000,000 acres cultivated of that 
great block of land which extends 
for 1,000 miles east and west be
tween the Rocky Mountains and the 
Great Lakes and north 400 miles from 
the United States boundary.

The present grain crop from the land 
already under cultivation, gives a rea
sonably accurate line of expectations 
from the crop of that time when the 
land under cultivation shall be increased 
to 50,000,000 acres or less than one- 
third of the available farming land of 
this country and the needs of the 
farmers in the way of tools and labor 
can be arrived at with accuracy. 
Eighteen bushels of wheat to the acre 
is considerably less than the average 
crop produced by the rich prairie soil 
of this Western Canadian country, and 
oats and barley produce enormous 
crops with flax, reliable reasonably 
productive. Figured upon the basis of 
wheat alone, the product of 50,000,000 
acres of land would be the vast amount

of 900,000,000 bushels of wheat. The 
harvest this crop, absolutely certain to 
be raised on the wheat fields of Western 
Canada within the next twenty years at 
the outside, will take no less than 
625,000 harvest hands, whose pay for 
the gathering of one crop will count 
up the tidy sum of $35,000,000. 
325,000 self binding machines and 
40,000 threshing separators, with the 
same number of engines, will be re
quired to deliver the crop to 3,500 eleva
tors, nearly all of which must be built 
for the reception of this future wheat 
crop of Western Canada. 20,000 
trains of 40 cars each,—the average 
wheat train has thirty cars,—will be 
required to move the crop, and if it 
were possible to ship the whole crop 
at once with Winnipeg as the central 
shipping point, the cars that would be 
required to convey the wheat crop 
would fill every foot of track of the 
main lines of the Canadian Pacific and 
Grand Trunk Pacific between Winni
peg and Montreal, and Winnipeg and 
Moncton on the east, and the main lines 
of the same systems from Winnipeg to 
Vancouver and Prince Rupert on the 
Pacific Coast, or in other words 6,000 
miles of solid grain trains would be 
necessary. At an average selling price 
of 80 cents per bushel, this crop will 
make a return to the country from 
which it comes of $720,000,000.00.

Much of the land classed as not good 
for farming will be excellent grazing 
land, and while the taking up of land 
for wheat growing is going on there 
is sure to be a great deal of cattle 
raising in progress. But one steer 
fattened each year to every 40 acres’ 
portion of the available land would 
make a total of 1,250,000 cattle worth 
at least $37,500,000 to the trade each 
year. Allotting 20 head to the car, 
15,500 trains of 40 cars each would be 
required, and this would mean no less 
than 53 trains loaded with cattle each 
working day of the year.
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30,000,000 acres of land of Western 
Canada, at least, are suitable for sheep 
and hogs. One sheep and two hogs to 
each ten acres of this land would give 
the stupendous total of 9,000,000 head 
of sheep and hogs which when loaded 
in double decked cars would fill 2,000 
trains of 30 cars each to be handled 
annually by the transportation com
panies.

The possibilities, the absolute cer
tainties of manufacture and trade 
which must follow in the track of such

partial development of the resources of 
the last and the greatest West are too 
manifold and too marvellous to even 
approximate by calculations made now. 
Certain it is, though, that many towns 
and cities must be made, hundreds of 
factories and shops spring up and 
flourish, miles upon miles of railroad 
built, and the whole land made popu
lous with millions of busy and prosper
ous people when less than a third of the 
wheat growing resources of Western 
Canada shall have been turned to 
account.

S':., “
V\ ‘'è

TE;: CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY YARDS, WINNIPEG. THE LARGEST RAILWAY YARDS IN THE 
WORLD OWNED BY A SINGLE RAILWAY CORPORATION.
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Views of Weyburn, Sask.

WEYBURN—THIRD STREET, LOOKING NORTH FROM RAILWAY AVENUE.

ROYAL HOTEL, WEYBURN, SASK.
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WEYBURN--- CORNER OF RAILWAY AVENUE AND THIRD STREET.

WEYBURN, SASK., 1902.

WEYBURN, SASK., 1910----TAKEN FROM THE TOP OF THE WATER TOWER.
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Views of Western Canada

SOURIS RIVER, OXBOW, SASKATCHEWAN.
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WATERING PLACE, NEAR EMERSON, MANITOBA.
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SOURIS RIVER DAM, OXBOW, SASKATCHEWAN.
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CROSSING. SOURIS RIVER, SOURIS, MANITOBA

r V

Development Section



b
(I, »• >$- *

T < ?

.in fc**F

MAPLE LEAF PARK, NAPINKA, MAN.----ILLUSTRATING ' THE PROGRESSIVE STEPS BEING TAKEN
BY EVEN THE SMALLER TOWNS IN THE WEST, TO BEAUTIFY THEIR HOME SURROUNDINGS.

GARDEN OF G. C. HARVEY, INDIAN HEAD, SASK.
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Under Fire
If you like the turkey, say so; but if you think it’s more like buzzard, 
holler. The man who stands on ceremony is no friend of ours.

THE TRAIL is beginning to make a noise like a magazine already. Wc are beginning 
to receive no end of letters, most of which we are glad to say contain nothing but praise— 
glad because we wish to please our readers and the only way we can feel the publie pulse 
is by a frank expression of opinion from said readers. Dig up the hatchet and come after 
our scalp if we’ve made you mad. Drop a Une if we’ve pleased you. Whether it's sugar 
or the spur, it will help us to travel faster.

Dr. A. Hoir, of Lenore, Man., ob
jects as follows :

HE wretchedly written article 
“Is Medicine a Humbug?” 
which has been given such a 
pretentious place in your Sep

tember issue has at least succeeded in 
causing merriment among members of 
the Medical Profession and among in
telligent people generally.

One would scarcely dignify the 
article by a reply were it not that some 
unwary reader might wonder if the 
writer were at all a representative of 
the existing druggist type and so we 
take this opportunity of dispelling the 
delusion.

The writer with his conglomeration 
of inconsistencies pretends to discuss 
exhaustively a question which, to intel
ligent people is no question at all. One 
might as well ask “Is Watering Plants 
in Dry Weather a Humbug ?” or some 
other such undebatable question.

Our friend the writer insinuates a 
father’s guardian care over physicians, 
pharmacists and the public in general, 
and thinks his treatise so exhaustive 
and convincing, that he rings in as a 
grand finale “Don’t say you will not 
stand for medicine any more,” when all 
the while the reader is wondering what

sort of medicine would be best for the 
poor fellow himself.

His attempts at public enlightenment 
are so pathetic and again so ludicrous, 
that one is apt to take the whole article 
as a huge joke, and I’m afraid most of 
his “fellow druggists” would like to 
treat it as such, for the little yarns will 
remind many of them of the time they 
also were druggists’ delivery boys, and 
thought it fun to ape the doctors by 
scrawling off a professional looking 
prescription for ice cream soda or some 
such thing. And the cute little joke 
about 2 cents profit of the druggist 
that “yelled seventy-five cents.” Every 
youngster around a drug store has 
heard that one over and over again, 
also about the doctor who nearly killed 
the patient with too big a dose, and the 
badly written prescription that nobody 
could read, but was made up all the 
same, and cured the patient, and the 
amazing shot-gun prescription written 
by the funny man in the middle of the 
page.

These old friend jokes do make us 
feel young again when we think of 
laughing over them years ago, when, 
with feet high up on the prescription 
counter we recalled little drug store 
episodes from the time the senior clerk 
gave us a whiff out of the ammonia 
bottle, to the day Aunt Samantha called
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Western Canada 
investments
If interested in farm lands investments send for 

our booklet “Western Canada Lands.” You will find 
it interesting and profitable. With this we will 
furnish you with lists of the lands we have for sale, 
and maps of Saskatchewan, or we will be pleased to 
send you our pamphlet entitled “Western Invest
ments.” Write us to-day. Our experience is at yVur 
disposal.

Tracksell, Anderson & Co.
INVESTMENTS AND REAL ESTATE

Regina :: :: Sask.

When you write please mention The Trail
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for a package of “boneset” in case of 
accident at the Jones ville Fair. These, 
our friend the writer forgot to mention, 
and others just as familiar to druggists 
and just as hackneyed as the yarn you 
know about the athletic young farm 
hand, who coralled a bunch of jack- 
rabbits in mistake for lambs.

But we are charmed by the article, 
when we think of it as a literary pro
duction. When he begins blowing 
those bubbles, with the things swim
ming in them, we all stand aside for 
we cannot make out who he means to 
have on the swallowing side of the 
counter. Many of his sentences are 
nothing short of wonderful. Genung 
will have them in his New “Principles 
of Rhetoric.” Listen ! “Words are the 
speech of the Doctor and the image of 
the thing signified. Therefore, what
ever wonderful effect is intended, the 
doctor adds words to signify such will 
or desire.”

How clear and concise ! What won
derful things are words !

But our friend reaches the very pin
nacle of oratorical excellence when he 
decides for all time and for all people 
that “Drugs are theoretically and prac
tically deleterious to the organism,” and 
that “Your bottle of medicine is a hum
bug, but no more a humbug than a 
talisman, an amulet, a charm, runes, 
incantations and matras.”

Were it not that we know our friend 
to be so busy with those thousands of 
prescriptions from the pink medicine

men we would feel like accusing 
him of reading the almanac in his spare 
time, for there’s nothing like keeping 
up with the times and getting posted on 
spells, and especially on matras, what
ever they might be.

Our poor friend with all his labored 
attempts to explain why a prescription 
is written in Latin never so much as 
suggests the real reason, and judging 
from his pathetic inconsistencies, and 
references to the “Doctor who truly 
understands his art” and to wonderful 
results from a dose of the beautiful 
“Lily of the Valley,” we still think he 
may have some vague idea of the 
efficacy of medicine.

We do not apologize for taking so 
much space in this issue, for if as you 
claim yours is a magazine for the 
people it must then be representative, 
and the article of last month was so far 
from representing the attitude * of 
physicians and druggists in general as 
to require this well meant criticism.

We do not know your last month’s 
contributor and therefore bear him no 
ill will, but whoever he may be, we wish 
him to know that the intelligent readers 
of the Trail Magazine know full well 
that it takes more than one swallow to 
make a summer, so also does it take 
something more convincing from our 
friend before physicians and druggists 
will have to depend on incantations and 
perhaps matras to make their drugs 
effectual.

DR. A. MOIR.

When we published the article above referred to, we expected it to attract some attention, 
but we were scarcely prepared for the widespread interest which it has aroused. With the 
exception of two letters all comments have been commendatory; Dr. Moir's running-mate 
is a druggist at Zealandig, Sask., who says he isn’t worrying any because people will still 
go on taking medicine. >> He- further states that the doctor who adhered closely to colored 
water would be a good man to go to. Many druggists have enjoyed the article immensely 
and the number of folks who have been keenly interested in it are legion.

If you haven't read the article, it is scarcely fair to judge it by Dr. Moir’s criticism 
alone. If you cannot obtain the September number at your newsdealer’s, we will mail 
you a copy direct on receipt of the price; our supply, however, is very limited and unll be 
entirely exhausted within a very short time.
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The City of Lethbridge
OFFERS A

CERTAINTY
Fggi

The city of Lethbridge is located in a rich agricultural and mining district, 
and is the metropolis of Sunny Southern Alberta.

As a location for manufacturers or wholesale houses it offers, not an oppor
tunity, but a certainty.

The city owns its own electric light and power plant and waterworks, and will 
supply power and water to manufacturers at very low rates.

Suitable sites for warehouses or manufacturers are controlled by the city, and 
can be obtained with trackage, at reasonable rates.

The city has a population of 11,000, which is an increase over last year of 66 
per cent. Building permits for 1909, $1,268,215; increase over 1908, 246 per cent., 
and proportionate growth in other lines.

There are five large coal mines within five miles of the city, and the district 
is the richest agricultural district in the West, being the home of the celebrated 
Alberta Red Winter Wheat, from which an average of twenty-eight bushels per 
acre is obtained.

There are five lines of railroad radiating from the city, the C.P.R., the A.R. 
and I. and the Great Northern, which gives freight competition and right freight 
rates.

One of the lines runs through the Crow’s Nest Pass, for which district, with 
its large lumber mills and coal mines, this city is the natural distributing point.

Distributed along this line, within 250 miles of Lethbridge, there is a pay 
roll of over $1,000,000 per month. This, in connection with the rich agricultural 
and mining district, of which the city is the centre, makes one of the best markets 
in America.

There is nothing that can be worn, nothing for use or ornament in the house, 
nothing for service in town or country, that this market does not demand.

Lethbridge today is not supplying one-third of the demands of its natural 
market.

Come to Lethbridge and help supply the other two-thirds.
Remember, this market is not a prospect, but is an actual, existing fact— 

a certainty today.
For further information apply to

J. W. McNICOL
Secretary Board of Trade LETHBRIDGE, ALTA.

When you write please mention The Trail
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Alberta and Saskatchewan

Wheat Lands
We have for Sale the Best Wheat 
Lands in Alberta and Saskatchewan, 
improved or unimproved from quar
ter sections to seventy thousand acres

ALL COMMUNICATIONS 
PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO

Henderson-Minkler Land Co.
------- -------------------------------------- LIMITED----------------------------------------------

814 First St. W. Albert. Hotel Anne» CALGARY, Altd.

When you write please mention The Trail
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Are You Dissatisfied?
Have You Made Up Your Mind To 
Come West? If You Are Considering

PRINCE ALBERT
THIS WILL INTEREST YOU

MR. INVESTOR
ÆTT Prince Albert awaits your visit. It just requires your magic touch to cause 

a prosperous city of 8,000 to blossom into a magnificent metropolis. We 
j] have areas of pulpwood, clay, silicon, sand, and mineral, as well as a host 

of other resources awaiting development.
We will provide the power from the river at not over $25 per H.P. per annum. 

A start will be made on the city hydro-electric plant at Colle Falls this year.
Three lines of railway now operating; two more under construction. The 

Hudson Bay Railway starting. Real estate is very low.
GET ACQUAINTED!!

MR. FARMER
Do you know that Prince Albert 
wheat won the prize at Brandon 
this winter from all Western Can

ada? Do you know that we have 
hundreds of homesteads vacant in the 
district with just such land as raised 
the prize wheat?

There are railroads building in 
all directions, so you will not 
have to go far for your land. 
The Prince Albert district is the 
Natural Home of Mixed Farming. A 
splendid market in Prince Albert for 
the farmer’s products all the year 
round.

DOES THIS APPEAL TO YOU?

MR. WORKINGMAN
Prince Albert is going to have 
a big industrial development. In 
every branch of trade there will 

be a big demand for men. Railroads 
are building, civic improvements are 
growing rapidly, buildings are spring
ing up; the lumber mills are increas
ing their cut; prosperity is every
where. You will be delighted with 
the low cost of living in Prince Albert 
You will be delighted with the ease 
with which you can obtain employ
ment. You will be delighted at the 
wages that are being paid.

WHEN ARE YOU COMING?

Don’t forget that Prince Albert has the prettiest and most healthy site of any city 
in the West. It is a centre of home life, of education, of religion, of refinement

For Further Information WRITE, WIRE, PHONE, or CALL

J. S. WOODWARD
Secretary the Board of Trade, Prince Albert, Sask.

When you write please mention The Trail
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A Recital of All the Various Resources of

WEYBURN, SASK.
----------AND ITS IMMEDIATE VICINITY----------

Would read like a complete catalogue of Northwestern agricul

tural products. Even a hasty trip through this town flowing with 

milk and honey discloses a wealth and variety of productions 

which has already made for and given to Weyburn the title

“ The Biggest Little City in Saskatchewan”
WE WANT SOME NEW INDUSTRIES 

LOOK US UP

WEYBURN BOARD OF TRADE
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WATCH
WEYBURN

GROW
For the past few years we 
have been watching this 
town and have predicted 
that this place will be the 
largest city south of the 
main line of the C.P.R. in 
Saskatchewan, consequently 
we have kept in very close 
touch with the Real Estate 
conditions there. We own 
and offer for sale lots in 
Hlghfield Park, Weyburn’s 
Choicest Residential Sub
division, besides some first- 
class residential and busi
ness properties in the city.
Our prices are right and we 
will be pleased to send full 
particulars on request. If 
interested do not delay. We 
recommend Weyburn for in
vestment, and our years of 
experience in this country 
will prove we are right.
Correspondence Solicited

TRACKSELL, ANDERSON & CO.
REGINA ... SASK.

McCALLUM’S
FOR

Inside Business Property 
High-Class Residential Property

Farm Lands Close to Weyburn

CALL OR WRITE FOR 
FULL INFORMATION

W. H. McCALLUM
Real Estate, Loans 
and Insurance

WEYBURN, SASK.

Farm Lands in Any Part of 
Saskatchewan

Weyburn City Property

Metheral & Bowman
Agents for C.P.R. and 

Hudson Bay Lands
WEYBURN - - - SASK.

Moffet & St. John
WEYBURN, SASK.

Pioneer Real Estate Agents 
of the Soo Line

WRITE FOR INFORMATION 
ABOUT OUR FARM LANDS AND 

TOWN PROPERTY

They all Swear by Murray the Land Man
WEYBURN, SASK.

The Reason is—The lands are the 
best, the prices are right, and the 

investments are gilt-edged.
For Full Information re Farm Lands 
and City Property Call or Write

Geo. Murray, Weyburn, Sask
Farm Lands and City Property 

Loans and Insurance

Thos. Harvey
The Real Estate, Loan 
and Insurance" Agent

Where peace and plenty reign supreme

Improved and Unimproved Farms
At Weyburn on the Soo Line, 
Francis, Osage and Fillmore 
on the Arcola-Regina Railway

Write for detailed information:

THOS. HARVEY - Weyburn, Sask.
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ARCOLA
SASKATCHEWAN
The Wheat Centre of Southern Saskatche
wan. Surrounded by Fine Farm Land 
and prosperous farmers.
The Best Water Supply in Sasktachewan. 
The Town owns the plant.
Public and High Schools of the highest 
standing. Lovely Summer Resorts in the 
Moose Mountains to the North of the town. 
Areola is a Progressive Town, offering 
special advantages to Manufacturers, Inves
tors, etc., and with farm lands not surpassed 
in any district.

For Information address Secretary

BOARD OF TRADE
Areola ----- Sask.

When you write please mention The Trail
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=DOTY’S=

MOXIE
It Mends That Mopey Feeling
Did you ever see a wilted weed rejuvenated by a cooling 
shower ?
Did you ever feel wilted yourself—tired, nervous, “ all in ”— 
and long for

A BRACING BEVERAGE
(THAT’S MOXIE.)

It has a tang that gives it taste and soothes the thirsty throat.
It is as refreshing as a cool breeze at the close of a long, hot 
day—as pure as sparkling mountain springs.
Carefully prepared from the vital properties of roots, barks 
and herbs, it is not alone a delightful drink, but is also a 
blood builder and a nerve strengthener.
It improves the appetite, aids digestion and tones up the 
whole system.

—BOTTLED BY: "

Standard Bottling Co.
Medicine Hat - - Alberta

When you write please mention The Trail
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r
Nowhere in Can

ada, or elsewhere, is 
there greater evi
dence of agricul
tural prosperity than 
throughout the Sas
katoon district. This is the surest 
possible proof of the quality and pro
ductiveness of our lands.

Within the last six years, the pop
ulation of Saskatoon City has in
creased about 10,608 per cent., a de
velopment without parallel in the 
whole annals of the British Empire.

Not only is Saskatoon located right 
in the middle of the Canadian West, 
but also in the very 
heart of the most ex- 
tensiv and most pro
ductive wheat area in 
the world — Saska
toon is the only City 
in Central Saskatch
ewan. There is no other large point 
near us to dispute or divide up the 
vast surrounding territory ; we have 
competitive railway facilities and dis
tributing freight rates to control it 
absolutely. On carloads shipped in,

Saskatoon’s distribu
tion is about 45,000 
square miles, now 
embracing 150 thriv
ing towns and vil
lages. On goods 

manufactured locally, such as flour, 
Saskatoon controls an area extending 
to upwards of 70,000 square miles 
within which there are now 220 bright 
young towns and villages. There 
are now nine different operating 
railway outlets from Saskatoon— 
and more to follow. Crop failure is 
unknown in Saskatoon district. It 
is a good year every year for every 

intelligent farmer. 
Seeing that so many 
have succeeded, and 
are succeeding in Sas 
katoon and her dis
trict, the dread of 
failure will not re

strain you—if you are the man we 
want.

When you come here, call upon 
The Commissioner, Board of Trade 
Offices, just South of C.N.R. Depot. 
He is there to help you.

Don’t Put it Off 
Write To-Day to

SASKATOON
When you write please mention The Trail
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O. G. CORNWELL
LANDS. LOANS AND INSURANCE 
CONVEYANCING A SPECIALTY

ROULEAU - - SASK.

QUINTON, SASKATCHEWAN
The Garden of the West

A thriving town on the main line of the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway, has a deep 
rich black loam capable of growing anything. Hail unknown. Oats run 100 bushels 
to the acre and wheat 40.

A fortune can be made here in a few years. Abundance of wood and water; 
coal in vicinity; come and see it and you will never leave it.

FOR FURTHER INFORMATION WRITE TO

W. STOCK, Secretary Board of Trade, QUINTON, SASK.

The House of McLean for 
Pianos and Musical Supplies

“The House of McLean” is a household word throughout 
Western Canada. Our customers are numbered by thousands, 
and the remarkable success we have achieved is due to our 
upright business methods. We sell only instruments of world
wide fame. We are sole agents for

Heintzman & Co. Pianos
the piano that has won the approbation of the world’s greatest 
artists.

“Excels any piano I have ever used.”—Albani.
Write for illustrated catalogue.

J. J. H. McLean & Co., Ltd.
DEPT. T

Cor. Portage Ave. and Hargrave St., Winnipeg

When you write please mention The Trail
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MY WARDROBE French Dry Cleaners 
Dyers, Artistic Tailors

Out of Town Orders Given Prompt Attention 
J. and D. McCASHIN, 1788"90 Hamilton St., Regina PHONE 556

y SMOKERS Ng
ÆTT WE WISH to call attention to our remarkable unrivalled 
■ line of domestic cigars, and to lay heavy stress on our 
^-Jl Imperial Club and 1911 brand, made in two sizes. We 

"u feel certain we are doing the smoking public a great 
favor. They are enjoyable smokes, fragrant as aromatic 
flowers, and easy to draw.

WHY?

First, because they 
are made of clear, 
Havana leaf, shipped 
direct to us from the 
Havana tobacco 
fields o f Havana, 
Cuba.

Second, because 
they are made by 
skilled workmen, in 
a sanitary factory.

Third, because we 
are the only manu
facturers of Havana 
cigars in the West. 
There is no firm to 
compete with, us in 
the Dominion.

SMOKERS
Will be delighted 

with the new

Non Plus Ultra

Imperial Club
Cigarros Superiores

Manufactured b y 
Regln a’s Up-to- 
date and Well- 
Equipped Cigar 
Factory.

The Clear Havana Cigar Co., Regina, Sask.
J. B. LUCAS, Manager

LAND FOR SALE
In the Great Grain Growing Province of Saskatchewan

This Province is the greatest grain growing country of the conti
nent. Lands are gradually being raised in price by the owners 
owing to the large demand, and now is undoubtedly the time to get 
in at right prices. We have large parcels of the very best selected 
lands in the South Goose Lake country, of which we are the abso
lute owners and can afford to sell these right. See us without 
delay if you wish to get next to a real snap in farm lands. It is 
more satisfactory to deal with the owners.

The Saskatchewan Investment & Trust Co.
HEAD OFFICE: EANIGAN, SASK. BRANCHES: Outlook, Sask.

Kindersley, Sask.
Loans on Town and Farm Property negofl- Colonsay, Sask
ated. Brokerage. Lands Bought and Sold. Watrous, Sask.

Goose Lake 
Country.

When you write please mention The Trail
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'The

Saskatchewan Mortgage Corporation
Head Office: Darke Block, Regina, Sask. R.O. Box 136

Capital $2,000,000.00

Directorate :

J. F. BOLE, Esq., M.P.P,, Président: 

A. E. WHITMORE, Esq., M.P.P., Regina 
F. N. DARKE, Esq., Regina 
J. A. ALLAN, Esq., Regina 
J. E. BRADSHAW, Esq., M.P.P., Prince 

Albert

ROBERT SINTON, Esq., Vice-President. 

THOS. WILKINSON, Esq., Regina 
HON. A. P. McNAB, M.P.P., Saskatoon 
W. H. HUNTER, Esq., Qu’Appelle 
H. N. GROSS, Esq., Managing Director and 

Secretary

Money to loan on farm and city property, on monthly 
payments or straight loan system. Applications dealt 
with here without delay. By doing business with us you 
leave the money at home and thereby assist in building up 
Saskatchewan.

We are in a position to handle the funds of non
resident investors, and give them as security, some of the 
choicest loans to be had in Saskatchewan.

Write Us for Particulars
When you write please mention The Trail
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The Prosperity of Farmers is Reflected
in the Cities of Alberta

An Alberta Wheat Farm
Is a Very Valuable Asset to Anyone

AN ALBERTA WHEAT FIELD.

LOWTELEPHONE T7-
: : No. 770 :_: JT • ___________

LEADING REAL ESTATE AND FINANCIAL BROKERS

We can suit you with a large or small Farm 

m any part of the Province. We have 

Branch Offices at Lethbridge, High River, 

Nanton and Edmonton. Each office has 

every facility for handling the sale of

• • •• •' Farm Lands, X ” !!

^ r\ 807 First Street W.
-/O ck VV. : : CALGARY : :

When you write please mention The Trail When you write please mention The Trail
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Threshing on the Doull-Banbury Farm near Stoughton.

STOUGHTON
SASKATCHEWAN

offers the prospective settler some mighty strong incentives 
for the selection of this country as a home.

Recent developments in the railroad world have brought 
this town into direct connection with the great transconti
nental and international railroad systems.

Fertile acres in the Stoughton district are being sold 
at fair, honest prices, and the terms are most liberal. Big 
advances are certain to come. Buyers will reap large profits.

If you can, arrange to make a trip to Stoughton, and 
see for yourself. Come to Stoughton and we will gladly 
take you over the town and district, and prove to you every 
statement we make.

If you cannot come, write us for free, detailed informa
tion.

Secretary-T reasurer Address
Town of Stoughton, Saskatchewan

When you write please mention The Trail
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UNIVERSITY CITY
BUY Lots in Saskatoon, the Most Rapidly Growing City in all Canada, 

and you will realize a handsome profit on your investment. We 
are large holders of desirable properties and have been here a 

number of years. Write us for reliable information, maps, plans, etc.

D. H. & W. A. TELFORD, Limited
2nd AVENUE SASKATOON

COLOSSAL SASKATCHEWAN
But of it all, there is one region greater and grander than all else. That is, the GOOSE 

LAKE DISTRICT, where there are whole townships and rows of townships of steam-plow 
lands without an acre of slough or waste. Country rolling or flat; soil chocolate and dark 
brown and black, to suit all tastes. All wheat land. Hundreds of thousands of acres for you 
to choose from. Our facilities for accommodating you are unexcelled.

PERKINS & BELLAMY, 402 Drinkle Bldg.
SASKATOON SASK.
Branch Offices : Zealandia, Rosetown, Kindersley, Sask. Toronto, Ont.

Ask for our monthly farming manual. Mailed FREE.

B.A. ARCHIBALD
Dealer in Going Commercial Concerns, Farms and City Property

We can sell you a Business Lot or Farm 
in any location in Western Canada

410 Drinkle Building Saskatoon

ALAN SPROATT
LOANS ON FARM AND CITY PROPERTY INSURANCE SASKATOON, SASK.

SASKATCHEWAN
Has 81,303 Farmers.
Every Farmer would have $1,630.20, if the 
value of the Crop for 1909 were equally 
divided.
I have 200 Choice City Lots. I have Farm Lands in every part of the Province.

EASY TERMS

Grew 59 9-10% of Western Crops.
Is third largest wheat growing Province or 
State on the North American Continent

W. Vandervoort B. B. Sheldrlck P. J. Monro

Vandervoort, Sheldrick & Munro
PABM LANDS AND np AI PQTATP

CITY FBOPEBTY KLAL, L/vJ 1 n 1 L,
OFFICES: GORDON & SFABLINO BLOCK, SECOND AVENUE.

LOANS AND 
INSURANCE

F.O. BOX 1333
SASKATOON - - ..... SASK.

When you write please mention The Trail
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The HOLT “CATERPILLAR” Traction Engine
There have been numerous Gasoline Traction Engines designed, many of them never 

going beyond the experimental stage. The principal difficulty has always been the lack 
of sufficient tractive power. In our type of Gasoline Traction Engine, the power developed 
at the draw-bar more nearly equals the power of the engine than in any other design of 
Traction Engine, owing to the large tractive surface of the "Caterpillars.” This device 
has the same tractive surface as a wheel approximately 100 feet in diameter.

As you increase the size of a round wheel, in order to obtain sufficient tractive surface, 
you must necessarily increase the weight of the wheel. This excessive weight, which is 
dead weight, the engine is called upon to carry around at all times—a heavy drain, there
fore, on the initial power of the engine; furthermore, it is a detriment in plowing soft, 
wet land, because it packs the land.

The "Caterpillar” will not pack the ground under any conditions, as it acts the same 
as a man laying down a board and walking on it. Being spring mounted and having such 
large surface on the ground it will travel on the road or rough fields with practically no 
Jar either on engine or gears.

FOR PLOWING.
For use on any land suitable for plowing, this type of Gasoline Traction Engine is 

without a peer. Actual demonstrations as to its efficiency have been made on ALL classes 
of soil.

The results have been entirely satisfactory in every case.
The number of plows the Engine is capable of hauling depends, of course, on the 

nature of the soil and the depth of plowing, ranging from 10 to 15 feet in width.
In plowing adobe (gumbo) which contained old alfalfa roots up to 1% inches in 

diameter, the land having been pastured for six years, the Engine hauled without effort 
100 inches of plows running eight inches deep.

On peat lands we have plowed twelve feet and pulled the harrows and seeders besides.
In sandy loam, the engine will take care of 15 feet of plows when plowing to a 

moderate depth.
THIS TYPE OF ENGINE MAY BE USED AT ANY TIME, WITH NO 
FEAB OF PACKING THE LAND OB GETTING BOGGED DOWN

It must be remembered that this Engine is and has been in successful use in California 
and throughout the territory west of the Rocky Mountains for several years, having been 
thoroughly developed and perfected at a tremendous cost in the factories of the Holt 
Manufacturing Company, Stockton, California, oldest and largest builders of traction 
engines and agricultural machinery on the Coast. It comes to the Middle West as a 
finished and complete machine, ready for use on the road and in the field, and welcomes 
comparison in every point necessary to perfect work.

WHITE FOB FULL INFOBMATION, PBICE, ETC.

Holt Caterpillar Company, Peoria, minois, u.s.a.
When you write please mention The Trail
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$1,000
Given for any residue, injuri
ous to health, found in food 
as the result of using Egg-o.
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The Soap that cleans, 10 cents a cake at any dealers. 
A pure vegetable oil soap made by The Young-Thomas 

Soap Company, Limited, Regina, Saskatchewan, Canada


