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AND....

DIKKS

Make these two words synonymous in your mind for
this ctore, which stands for perfect service for out-of-
town customers all the year round, comes nearest to its
ideal just at Christmas time when the strain is greatest.

And this service-—perfect service—is yours for the
asking. No matter where you live, a watch—a diamond

the smallest trinket or the most expensive article of
personal adornment, can be purchased with the most
perfect satisfaction without leaving your own fireside.

Visit the store if possible, but if you can’t, why not
shop by mail? Send for our Xmas Catalogue,

HENRY BIRKS & SONS LIMITED

DIAMOND MERCHANTS

LEO. £ TROREY. ®ar Dlrecter VANCOUVER, B.C,
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The Canadian Pacific 0il Co.

OF B.C., LIMITED

§

i Owns 740 acres of Oil Land in Coal-
inga, Midway and Fairfield, Califor-
nia, It is bormﬁ or Oil now. Big
‘wells surround the Compan?r S prop-
~erty on all sides--some wells as big
as Three Thousand Barrels a Day--

l representmg a cash equnvalent of

$7,5

Oil is the biggest money-maker of
the age. Poor people are getting rich
| in it--the rich are getting richer.

S H A R E S

25 CENTS

For A Little While
]

Head Office: 413 Hastings Street - - VANCOUVER, B.C.
Victoria Office: Colonist Building « ANDREW GRAY, Vice-President

1]
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THIE BEAUTIFUL HOME FPOR SALE—SITUATE AT 1041 COLLINSON BY.,

VICTORIA, B.C

Here is an opportunity

To buy a choice residential property,
consisting of one acre, planted to fruit
and ornamental trees, with large lawn
and plenty of flowers.

The house has all modern conveni-
ences, including hot water heating
plant, and contains seven large, well-
planned rooms.

As the business arrangements of
the owner necessitate his removal to
Vancouver, this property can be se-
cured on reasonable terms. For price
and full particulars apply to owner,

CHARLES McMILLAN

Suite 3, 536 Hastings Street, Vancouver, B.C.

R
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ARE YOU GOING TO PRINCE RUPERT

Then travel on the

“RUPERT CITY ”

»"rm Inrgest and bea: appointed steamer on the Northern British Columbla run.
- Lenves Vancouver svery Mondsy for Prince Rupert, Port Esslngton. ete,, Write
or wire reservations,

 MACKENZIE BROS,, Limited

330 ﬂm@“ mzr - - “VANCOUVER, B.C,

:iz:::»..':'w L U L L e T Sy e S ST S ST e sttt sans e ssssaeadt

WhenYou |
Are Ready

To get out that souvenir
edition, catalogue or any
high class edition in which
high class plate work and
art work is required

Gome direct to the
right people

ANGELL

ENGRAVING @

YANCOUVER, B.C.

Half-tone, made ditect from design in clay

MAKERS OF THE HIGH GRADE CUTS
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laid for ilw
Railroad
into Newport

Railroad Building and Industrial Development

Will make Neawport, B.C., the new seaport on Howe Sound,
an important commercial centre.

Qo-day is the opportunity for the man of
limited means to buy business property in

" 1 Neawport for the same amount of mone
The time qutred to purchase suburban re;id;nﬂa)y
perly around other cities,
to ma ke m(mgy A business block site at Newwport for $400 !

is B\t ﬂ')@ ynofyeion:?

. ) If interested, arite for Booklet *‘cA"”
beginning =1t is fees,
of tbings“ British American Trust Co., Ltd,

LAND AGENTS
431 Seymour Street - - Dancouwver, B.C.
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- Y-ou Sizould Buy Stock in the

Western Soap Company, Ltd.

BECAUSE

. It is a local industry,
. Everyone uses and has to use Soap.
- Already there is ovér one million dol-

Jars' worth -of soap sold inB. C ever‘y

year.
. Every additional person who comes

“into the country increases the demand,
the sales, and the profits.

Every year you get a dividend—a cash
“return upon the money invested.

C LIGHTHOUSE SOAP is made by a

_process which enables the COMPANY

-~ to manufacture a superior Soup at a

lower cost than its competitors,

7. We ‘will not sell more than 3000

shares to-any one person, so that the
small investar is protected to the ful-
lest extent.

- Fhis. being the poarent company the

present subscribers will have the first
opportunity of increasing their hold-
ings i1 the event of any further jssucs
being made for the purpose of pro-
moting subsidiary companies,

Although we have recently doubled
the capacity of our factory, we are still
anable to supply haif the demand for
LIGHTHQUSE S0AP.

WE CAN SHOW YOU

. A mast conservative annual return of

25 per cént. on.your investment,

. Where your interest in the exclusive

manufacturing process of the WEST-

ERN SOAP COMPANY, LIMITED,
will increase the value of your stock

several hundred per cent. in a few

years,

We are offering to the Public One Hundred Thous-
and Shares at One Dollar Each for the purpose of
erecting a new factory.

It is seldom you get the oppartunity of purchasing
Stock in a Socap Company.
profits are large.

The reason is that the
Embrace the opportunity.

e




'WOLFE'’S
i SCHNAPPS
i

The Beverage
that Benefits.

The purest spirit distilled {or human

consumption.  Admirable as a Pick-
me-up, tonic, or digestive,

As a beverage it combines happily
with aerated watess  And,in addition.
WOLFE'S SCHNAPPS has well-
known medicinal virtues notably in
the case of delicate women,

Agonts Obiainabie at all Hotels and Retall Stores.

J. Collcutt @ Co., Mimianté: Vancouver, B.C.

— Hmm:y; Street,—
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TIMBER. MlLLS LAND

E. AUGUST BRADLEV Broker |
REVELSTOKE, B. C.
e
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BRITISH COL.UMBIA i
:  FRUIT FARMS g

%

in the Glorious Kootenay.

S

»
£
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I have for sale 5, 10 and 20-acre fruit plots, cleared and uncleared and
in fruit, Write for illustrated literature, maps and prices—sent free on
request.

R R R R R
PR LML 4 P e ARG

S. M, BRYDGES,

S. M. BRYDGES,
Imperial Bank Block,

Effingham House,

XS
S’y

Y Nelson, B. C., runde! St,, Strand,
hood , Canada. London, W.C,, England.
5*5
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‘Bound Volumes of Westward Ho!

NOW READY FOR DELIVERY

Qols. L, IL., III. and 1V,

Price 8150, by il $1.75.  Order through your stationer, or write

Westward Ho! Publishing Co., Ltd.

VANCOUVER, ‘B.C.
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COAL!

The Great and Gi'owing
NEED OF THE WEST

e r———

THE BOW CENTRE COLLIERIES, LIMITED
Collieries: SOUTHERN ALBERTA o
Incorporated October, 1909, urider the Laws of the Dominion of Camada'v

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL -
Divided into 30,000 Shares, of par value of $100 each:

Head Ofllce; OTTAWA

COFFICERS AND DIRECTORS

President Pl

ROBERT BOOTH. Esq, Lumber Merchant, Pembrok¢, Ont.; Director of George

Gordon Lumber Co., Ltd., A. }. Young Co., Ltd., and Booth-Shannon Lumber Co.
Vice-President

JAMES V. MUNRQ, Esq., Contractor and Lumber Merchant, Pembroke, Ontario:
Direcror Lee-Hodgms Manufactaring Co.

WIHLLIAM WILLIAMSON, Esq. I're-
stdent of  Lagrentian Lummber Co,
Maountreal.

W. B, MeALLISTER, Esqg. Gentleman,
Otiawa,

CHARLES R WESTGATE, Esq., Mer-
chant, Mouotreal,

The Western Pacific

Development Co., Ltd., has been authorized to sell Ten
Thousand Shares of Capital Stock of The Bow Centre Collieries, Ltd., par value
of $100 cach, at FIFTY DOLLARS PER SHARE,

Payments:
$25 pee share to accompany application, and $25 per share three months thereafter,

$3,000,000

CHARLES R. HENDERSQON, Esq,
Mine Supt. Taber, Alta: Director o

Star Collieries, Ltd, and.Henderson

Land Co., of Saskatchewan.

CHARLES F. LEWIS, Esq., Merchant,
Montresl; Director Black Mines Con-
solidated Co., Ltd, Cobalt, .

APPROXIMATELY 15000 ACRES
The Bow Centrs Collinries, limitwl, arve
acquiring the mining cights on approxi.
miately Bfteen thousand 10,0000 acres, and

the surface rights of nine hundreed and
BENLY (W60 geres,

HIGH-GRADE DOMESTIC COAL

The property vontains very extensive des
posits of high-Lrade domestic coul, evopp-
ing oul Yor ubobt four ) miles on the
routh buuk of the Mhew River.  The river
Lank rises very ahraptly ore from o height
@t Tu bt 110 feet, exposing Your (4) seams
of voend. CThe mals swun is shightly over
five (0o Teet thick of dean, merchaninble
eoal, free from shale with o strong, sasily
timbered roof of shale aud sam¥stune overs
Iabt with dron ore. Thas svamw is esli-
mated o contain wyver o hundred miion
fisnes,

ADMIRABLY SITUATED

The property iy submirabiv situaged
the Bow RiIver, abautl obe hupdred  §1ong
miled qoulb-wast of Calgary, and within

Ave (123 miiles af the malo tne of the
Canadian Pacitis Raibway  Thux it as eistly
accessible o the Jarke cenlres of  popu-
ation - Calgary, Fahmontow, Mediecine Hat,
Kegina, SasKatoon, Prince AMbert, Brandos
and Winoipeg,

(234}

GREAT AND GROWING MARKETS

The coal can be easily and cheaply mined
and shipped to the great and raphlly grow-
ing markets of Western Canada and the

mestic conl exceeds the supply,  Prices are
ris{ug, and will probably continue te do so,
AL present the coal sells al from three dol
lars to three fifty (33.00 Lo $3.50) per ton
at the mine,

A GOOD INVESTMENT

of the Lest securitics In the worid, . Here
i n splendid mine, easlly worked, ‘well’ lo»
cated, with an unbBimited market right at
hand, and &very proapect of proving a high-
Iy profitable investment (o those whe take
this np'}surmnuy uf securing stock now of-
fered for a it of thme at Pifty ($39)
Dollars a share. :

PULL INFORMATION

Full bidormation about the mine, inglhud-
ing envineers’ and analvsis’ reports, blue
privts, ete, van be had by applying to:
The Western Pacitie f!m’('lu{ummt cCompany,
Ak, 105 Wineh Hullding, Vancouver, B
Robert  JIohnston. Pinancial  Agent, 408
Eastern Township Baok Bullding,  Vancogs
ver, B WL AL Wilson, Finaneial Agent,
197 Sparks Street, Ottawa; Kapight & La-
vev, Fioanclal  ARents, Masonic  Temple
Builthng, Reglmy Wellington Willss, Finan.
vial Agent, 3623 Union Bank Building, Win-

nipeyg,

I

United States, where the demand for do--

Coal 1 the ground 8 recognisel as one:
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Get Outof the Rt

e————r e

i Have you ever noticed that the GREAT MAJORITY of people are SLAVES?

YES. Slaves JUST AS MUCH as the negro of ante-bellum days, slaves to
the man “HIGHER Up»

Why is this? The answer is easily found.

NO ONE 5ets beyond MERE EXISTENCE by the sweat of his brow.

The ONLY WAY he can GET AHEAD is to put his savings TO WORK,
‘instead of hiding them in a savings bank.

Unless you prefer to be a DRONE ALL YOUR LIFE, GET OUT OF
THE RUT,

Money is not made by DRUDGERY,

Do not make a SLAVE of yourself.

MAKE A SLAVE OF YOUR SAVINGS. .

Be a success: be one of those men who amount to somcething: be one of
those who GIVE the orders, not oue of those who RECEIVE them, Remember
KIPLING'S OLD MILLIONAIRE in “The Mary Gloster,” whe, when dwing,
turned to his son and said:

“I didn’t begin with asking; I took the chance and I Stucke—

1 took the chances they wouldn’t, and now they're calling it luck.
Fifty years between them and every year of it fight,

And now I'm Sir Anthony Gloster, dying a baronite.

They copied all they could follow, but they couldn’t copy my m:ind,
And T've left 'em sweating and stealing, a year and a half behind.”

YOU CAN BE LIKE THIS OLD MAN: we all can, but we must have the
pluck. Being timid never pays. The financial magnates of today were the men
who took the chances, who had the pluck, the nerve, the courage, the heart. You
can do the same—BE A SUCCESS.

SOME OF THE MEN WHO NEVER MAKE MONEY

The hind-sighted man-—never sces opportunity until it has passed. The
backboneless man—always has to ask somebody’s advice.  The spendthrifte—
nevet has anything to invest.  The suspicious man—always afraid somecone will
rob him, - The conceited man—knows where all the best things are, without
being told. " The narrow-gauged man—refuses to listen to anvthing out of his
line. The unfortunate man—has a friend who invested and lost, Don’t be one
of the above.

I do not ask you to take my word on the conditions and indications in the
territory but to CAREFULLY CONSIDER the evidence given before the Senate
of Canada by men who had ABSOLUTELY NOTHING TO GAIN, a complete
book of which we have in the office and shall be glad to show you. Their
evidence can be relied upon. and it all points to the one dircetion: THAT
THERE IS UNDOUBTEDLY IN NORTHERN ALBERTA THE GREATEST
OIL FIELD IN THE WORLD, and it is owing to the remarkable development
which has taken place Iately that the Directors decided to order machinery
vesterday and have it rushed to the ground at once. There is no doubt in the
least that shares IN ANY OF THE COMPANIES ALREADY ESTABLISHED
IN THE MORINVILLE DISTRICT will advance RAPIDLY 1N PRICE from
now on, and there will be HUGE RETURNS for those who get in on the
ground floor.

Two hundred shares $30, pay §$7.30 down, $7.50 per month; 500 shares §7s,
pay $18.75 down, $18.73 per month; 1,000 shares $130, pay §37.30 down, $37.50
per month.

-

The California-Alberta Oil Company
532 Granville Street - - VANCOUVER, B.C.
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Westward Ho! Magazine||

‘“THE MAGAZINE OF THE WEsT '|]

JANUARY NUMBER

A Retrospect and Forecast

MAP THAT IS HALF UNROLLED. .. ... Agnes Deans Cameron

Western Fiction

AN HEBREW ROBBED AND SPOILED. ... ... X. Tonrneur

IT SOMETIMES HAPPENS.........o. ... .. Andrew Lindsay |

HOW THE MAN CAME IN THE MOON. . Ellen 1. C. Webber

Nature Study
NEW YEAR'S DAY IN THE ANIMAL KINGDOM. . . ...
...................................... Bonnyeastle Dale
Psychical Article

GHOSTLY PHENOMENN o . L. Gilinore

Special Articles on Education
Irrigation and Other Topics of General
Interest

Westward Ho! wants interesting but authentic illustrated
stories of Western Development and Exploitation
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Xates $2 a day and up.

The
King Edward
Hotel

e A
BELL &k MURRAY, Proprietors. Big Game 8nooﬁu mconuf :rmua:a
ENDERRBRY, B.C. A Tourist's Parsdise,

The DidichGrit

Is the last word among “Vancou-
ver's popular cafes. Its unique ap-
poiniments—unsurpassed cuisine, excellent
orchestra and prompt service——tell the
story of its success. You will always
find congenial company there.

J. W. WALLIS, Proprielor
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Hotel Dominion

Is the recognized hsadquarters in Van-
couver, ‘B,C, for . visitors : from the
Prairie Provinces, On arrival lalts your
baggage to the large Brown Auto Bus
which carries you to the hotel free.

 Bates—American, $1.50 to $2.00.
Turopean, 50s and up.

Z. BAYXXES, Propristor.
Abbott Streest - - . VANCOUVER, B.0.

VANCOUV EE newest and maoat

complete Hotel, having: an un.
obstructed marine view and located
in: the fashionable shopping and
theatre distriet.

American Play $2 perday up.

United Wireless Telegraph Co's
station,

) Gmn & Soxs, Proprietors

VANCOUVER.B.C)

THE GLORIOUS KOOTENAY

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

If you wish to have an outing amid the
fineat scopery and «urroundings in
America, apply ‘gm- particulars

GEOQ. P. WELLS
Proprietor

THE HUME HOTEL

“» NELSON, B.C. «

When in
The Royal City

Stay at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL

{Next to the Tram Offlce.)
». 0. BILODEAY, Propriet.r.

American Plan ...........5L25t0 3200
Eyropsan Plan 50cto $1.00

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

“ear I v AN e
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“Twelve Storiesof

Solid Comfort”

Building, concrete,
steet and marble,
Located, most fash-
ionable shopping
disttict,

210 rooms, 135 baths.

Library and bound
magazines in read-
ing rooms for
guests,

Most refined hostelry
in Seattle.

Absolutely fireproof.

Rates, 31.00 up English Grill.

Seattle’s House of Comfort

Hotel Washington Annex | .

Canadian visttors to Seattie invariably
make thig hotel their headquarters. It
is centrally situnted in the heart of the
thentre and shopping section.. Modern
in every particolar with excellent cul-
sine and service, Auto 'bus meels all
tralnsg and boats. Wire reservation, .

J. H. DAVIS, Pror, -

Yisitors to Chilliwack

Should Make This Hote! Thelr
Headguarters,

Rates 32.00 to $2.50.

Hut Water Heating, Electric  Lights,
HBatha, rrivate flus

R % McLENNANW, - Propristoy
CHILLIWACK, BU.

Spend your winter in

‘OICTORIA

VICTORIA. |

Ladies unaccompanied
and large parties
receive spectad atlention

Stephen Jones - Prop.
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45

Saw the last of the Scottish
Clans,

oqpproprtate
Xmas Offerings

Fram My Lady Nieatine™
avill be found in iy
'I'hwe Smx'vsw

Go Out--But

They didu’t know that

‘Clan Mackenzie’

ngars, Pzpes and
 Smokers’ Sundries

Was  just

Coming In

Further particulars aof this funons

Co Oo TATTERSON brand of Scoteh Whiskey may be ob-

tained from
606 Hastings Street
Astor Hotel Cigar Stand ’ A. HARVEY

Rainer Hotel Cigar Stand
Vancoyver, British Columbia

Importer and Sole Agent for British
Columbia and Washington

Victoria, B.C.

Drink

Mumm’s

Extra Dry

Champagne

ognized by connoisseurs the World over as
the r{nce of Champagnes,  Sold by Pither &
Leiser, Agents, Uictoria and Vancouver, B.C.




CLASS
NECKWEAR FASHIONS
In all Colors & DESIGNS

N\
ScarrscliES

FIRST QUALITY ONLY

Prices: 75¢. and $1.00

Real Irish Lace Collars for Ladies - = $1.25 to $20.00

o—— ———

E. CHAPMAN

Sole agent for Hidtish Colnnihin

613 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C.
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DECEMBER, 1909

The Briar Pipe

By Lewis Edward Collings

HEN the little, brown bowl of

w the briar pipe held the last bit

of twist in thirty miles of

cedar bush, Christy stirred

the hot ashes more tenderly. Five

months in No. 3 had brought about a

close friendship between the little briar
and its owner.

“Lonely ?” he asked aloud, as the tiny,
white clouds patched the soot of the log
ceiling.

The little briar replied softly in lan-
guid rings that seemed to say to him,
“Lonely, lonely, lonely . .. .” For the
endless white of a Canadian winter
fades slowly even while the tobacco
holds out. After that—well, there’s a
reason for loneliness.

Christy had expected Kokko with a
fresh supply of the weed two days
gone by, but the big Finn foreman
had failed to return on time. He had
gone to the settlement for provisions—
and incidentally to bring his wife into
the bush—the previous week. No relief
could Christy see in these bare facts as

he smoked his last pipeful in long care-.
ful puffs. :

As the final curl of smoke disappeared,.
he shifted wuneasily, tapped the ashes.
from the briar, then began to pack his.
few belongings in a canvas sack. Where
there is no tobacco there is no true:
French Canadian.

The crunch of snow under many feet.
interrupted his preparations. He tucked.
the sack, half-bound with a broad strap,
hastily in one corner of the room as.
sixty Finns burst into the camp. They
squatted about the room eating raven-.
ously to the clatter of tin pans. Christy
dipped soup for them  mechanically.
When the last ladle was emptied, he.
forgot himself so much as to reach back
of his ear for a match. He always.
smoked while the men ate. He had to.
content himself now with a glance at.
the pack in the corner and the thought
that the morrow would put an end to.
his longing.

Before dawn the next morning the-
camp was choked with the odor of:



704

strong coffee and steaming beans. With
the pack strapped on his back Christy
waited for daylight. At the first peep
of dawn he faced the trail in the keen,
frosty air. On rounding the corner of

the main camp, the sight of a thin.

streak of smoke from the one-room
shack Kokko had built on the bank across
the icy stream halted him. Here was
news. IKokko must have returned late
the night before. A picture of the long,
golden twist which the big foreman had
brought checked him for a moment, but
he did not turn hack.

Across the stream, up the steep bank,
under the rude window where he knew
the tobacco——. Suddenly he stopped
short. A woman’s face appeared at the
window. Not a very pretty face. Thick,
light hair had fallen about the chubby,
red cheeks, veiling blue eyes that looked
in wonder for a moment at the man be-
low—then vanished. Nothing uncom-
mon in the glance, Christy thought, but
something—something lonely—that made
him turn squarely about and put back
for the camp he had just deserted.

A half hour later he was serving hot
rations to his hungry crew as he had
for months before. No pack was in
sight now, but over in one corner was
a roll of dehcious, brown twist, half
chipped by an axe, and in his mouth
was the rusty, little briar smoking,
smoking,

IKokko had brought something else
besides tobacco for Christy—a letter.
The foreman sent it over by one of his
men. Christy could not read but he
knew the writing was his sister’s, whom
he had not seen in twenty years, and
guessed that it told of a home in the
States where men are never lonely for
someone to talk to. )

That day Christy smoked many pipes.
Many times he paused with lighted
match to look out of the camp at the
log shack across the stream. When
night came he made an unusual request
of one of his companions who under-
stood a word or two of French. What
might be the F'inn word for “Hello,” he
asked. Sometime later on he struggled
with another word of this strange tongue.
This time it was “lonely.”

For several days Christy saw nothing
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of the face in the window. One morn-
ing, however, shortly after rising he
heard certain sounds in the camp across
the way that led him to suspect Kokko
was exercising the right of husbands
the world over. The big foreman came
to breakfast with one eye slightly dam-
aged, a proof that the encounter had not
been entirely one sided.

In the afternoon sun of that day,
while the men were in the woods, Chris-
ty found time for a little leisure. Tak-
ing from his bunk a cracked accordion
with which he sometimes entertained the
men, he seated himself on a long bench
outside the camp. Of late he had not
played because it made him more lone-
some.

As he struck up the first tune in his
liveliest manner his back was turned
squarely to the little shack on the oppo-
site bank, but from the corner of his
eve he could see the window. Presently
the same chubby face was framed in
the opening. . Christy showed no signs
of notice, but played on unconcerned.
The face disappeared and the woman
came outside, standing shyly by the
door. The musician was still blind to
his audience, not even pausing as the
chunky figure began to move slowly
down the bank. When she reached the
stream Christy switched onto a march
that fairly made the accordion quiver.

The woman paused for a moment on
the brink where the warm rain and the
sunshine of the past few days had melted
a torrent that promised weil for the com-
ing “drive.” The foaming water at this
point was bridged by a tree trunk rest-
ing on a pile of logs on either bank.
Onto this narrow bridge the little figure
moved—and slipped.

Christy would not have had it other-
wise had he planned the scene himself.
With a dash he went to the rescue and
landed her safely by his side. The very
acme of chivalry, he thought, to intro-
duce himself so gallantly. Now was the
time for action.

“Hello,” he said, drawing on his limit-
ed Finn vocabulary.

There was no response from her so
he bowed low and stepped aside. She
stared at him steadily, but remained si-
lent. Christy bowed again and went
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slowly back to his accordion. When the
march was again in full swing the silent
woman walked bashfully to the bench
and sat down at the far end. One foot,
which had been made wet by the acci-
dent, she stretched out in the sunlight.

Christy paused to make another try
in his best Finn:

“Hello,” he said.

Still no reply. Again he took up his
accordion. In the nights gone by, when
he had doled out music to the men of
No. 3, one tune he had noticed never
failed to win favor from his audience.
Occasionally, as he squeezed out the
notes of this selection, he saw on the
faces of the men a look that was not
there at other times. He began to play
the piece now with all the fervor of his
heart. Hardly had he reached the last
strain when a voice at the other end of
the bench spoke.

“Hello,” it said, in simple Finn. Chris-
ty responded quickly.

He had only one more word at his

disposal. This he resolved to use with
telling effect. Again he played his ac-
cordion.

“Lonely?” he asked, when his selec-
tion was finished. There was unmis-
takable interrogation in his voice.

A grunt from his companion was the
answer. Christy accepted this as an af-
firmative. In the hour that followed he
played his entire repertoire.

‘That night when all others had gone
to bed Christy blew out the candle, light-
ed his pipe and laid down to smoke him-
self to sleep. Once more he addressed
his little briar in the mother tongue:

“Not so dam’d lonely after all,” he
soliloquized.

Seldom a sunshiny afternoon in the
days that followed this episode that
Christy did not play his accordion for the
little woman at the other end of the
bench. Happy hours were these in which
he forgot his loneliness. At each re-
cital he noted that his critic sat farther
away from her end of the bench. Once
Christy noted a red welt on one chubby
cheek and wondered if it had aught to
do with the persuasion which Kokko
used in his logic. The scar flamed red-
der when she saw his glance and an
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artful smile half hid the mystery that
lurked in the blue of her eyes.

The next day the size of the musical
was ingeniously doubled. The woman
came from over the way carrying a
chisel hung from a small piece of wire.
The chisel she beat sleepily with a light
rod after the fashion of a triangle player.
Both musicians now occupied the same
side of the bench.

When night fell, Christy smoked his
pipe very thoughtfully, as he listened to
the wind swaying the trees. The low,
half-human moan, that mingled with the
rush of the river, he knew was the Bush-
Spirit, come for its due. Every year it
sighed in the springtide till some driver
went down in the river. The candle flick-
ered and went out, leaving Christy. in
the dark, still smoking—smoking and
thinking,

In the morning the rain fell steadily.
The mountain stream swept by the camp,
swollen with the shower and melting
snow. Bordering the stream like bunches
of huge lead pencils, thousands of logs
waited the annual “drive” to the boom
in the bay thirty miles distant. Kokko,
with sixty drivers, was busy along the
river, preparing to open the big dam
the next day.

At the camp there was no music that
afternoon.  Christy had stored the
cracked accordion away, and was again
binding the canvas sack with a broad
strap.

“We're going to dig out,” he confided
to the little brir softly, “going to dig
out—you and me and—" He did not
finish, but began instead to practice un-
der his breath a new Finn word that he

had learned.  This third word was
“Come.”

Early the next morning, after the
drivers had left for the day's work,

Christy shouldered his pack and crossed
to the opposite bank of the stream. The
sun was shining warmly as he shouted
“Hello” before the little shack door.

A chubby face smiled reply in the
doorway.

“Lonely ?” Christy asked.

Again a grunt came in reply.

Christy pointed to the pack on his
back. “Come,” said he, like one having

authority.
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The woman went within and soon
came out dressed in a red coat. She was
still smiling, but showed no whit of sur-
prise at his action.

The two went slowly along the trail
by the river. There was no tell-tale
snow, so that a day’s start was sufficient.
Christy skirted the curve in the stream
where the men were at work. He felt
a bit nervous in the neighborhood of the
drivers, for the Bush-Spirit had sighed
frequently the night before. But his
fears were gone when they regained the
trail by the river. By nightfall they
could reach a settlement and in the morn-
ing start again on their way. After that
he

A sudden grunt from his companion,
while he was filling the little briar with
twist, startled him. The wild yells of
the drivers above and a glance at the
stream told him that a jam had started.

Immediately a dozen leaders shot by,
followed by the head of the “drive”’—
a mass of logs groaning and snapping
with the tremendous pressure of the
stream. Winding in the rear, like a gi-
gantic boa. trailed the long tail.

Again there was a grunt at his elbow
and a hand on his sleeve tried to draw
him into the cover of the bushes for
some reason that he failed to under-
stand.

Sacre! He saw all. Struggling in the
writhing mass of logs, his head and
shoulders above the jam, the rest of his
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body in the water, was one of the drivers,
Mon Dieu! It was Kokko himself.

Christy glanced at the woman beside
him. She still had her hand on his arm
to pull him back. The artful smile was
on her chubby face where a scar on one
cheek flushed scarlet. Again the lurk-
ing mystery swam in the blue eyes.

The drivers who rushed frantically
down the gorge after the big foreman
—half crushed in the flying jam—saw a
little French-Canadian shake himself
loose from a woman in red, throw off
his coat and lay something very care-
fully on the top of it, then leap away.
Lithe as a cat he skimmed across the
grinding logs to the helpless foreman—
and back.

How Christy dragged back his heavy
burden is still the talk in No. 3 when the
thick smoke clouds the room at night.
Just as he lurched the giant foreman to
the safety of the land the logs under Lis
feet parted. There was a gap filled by
a man’s body and the logs closed over his
head. The Bush-Spirit had received
its due.

On the bank a scarlet-clad woman
knelt beside the unconscious Kokko. At
her right hand lay Christy's coat, one
pocket of which contained an unopened
letter which told of a place where men
are never lonely for someone to talk to.
On one sleeve of the garment, the bowl
half full of golden twist. was a little
briar pipe.

2 5. 7




A String of Corals

By Agnes Lockhart Hughes

ITH {feet bare to the ankles,

\x; Nancy Gordon, clothed in a

rough homespun frock, seemed

a veritable bit of the wind-

swept coast, as she walked on the rocky

shore of a small fishing hamlet, in the

wane of a fair September day. A dreamy

haze was over earth and sky, as the

early Autumn sun lit the flaming torches

of goldenrod, and set them along the

shore, to woo the pearls from the mad-
cap waves.

Nancy’s short dark curls, caressed by
the vagrant wind, tumbled about her
neck, and her cheeks vied with the crim-
son Autumn leaves, hanging like beads
of coral in the maple trees, while her
eyes held in them, the purple depths of
the sea.

Nancy was of gypsy extraction and
as much of a vagrant as the vivid hued
leaves hurled hither and thither by the
wind. Her mother died when Nancy
was born, and seventeen years ago Tom
Gordon with his baby girl came to Hub-
bard’s Cove. The man and child lived a
retired life in the little weather-beaten
hut under the shadow of the frowning
cliff, and what the village gossips could
not find out for a surety, about Gordon,
they conjectured, so that gradually it be-
came bruited about that he was a smug-
gler. Meanwhile Nancy grew to woman-
hood. She had no schooling save that
gleaned from her father, and the fisher-
folk held aloof from the mysterious dwel-
lers in the old gray hut.

However, Tom Gordon did not suffer
for companions. Often a whaler pound-
ed its way on the shore, and from it
several rough-browed men walked up
the shingle to the hut. Then followed
convivial days and nights, when those on
the outside, could only surmise what was
going on within. .

A few weeks prior to the opening of
this story, there came from Halifax, one

named Frank Haskell, who was to as-
sume the duties of schoolmaster. He
had not been many days in the place
before gossip reached him of the gray
hut that was shunned by young and old.
Then he one day came face to face with
Nancy. She had been out rowing, and
was pulling the boat up on the beach,—
a task herculean for a girl,—Haskell
thought, as he came around a bend on
the shore, and being nothing if not gal-
lant, hurried to her assistance. “Per-
mit me,” he said as under his touch
the boat grated its keel on the bleached
pebbles. “You should not attempt such
a task,” he added, turning to Nancy.

For answer a peal of laughter greeted
him, and as Haskell turned wonderingly
he met the most witching eyes he had
ever seen. Then recovering herself Nan-
cy said: “Excuse me, but you see, I'm
not accustomed to politeness, in this
place. You were kind to help me, but
this task is one to which I am well
used,—but I thank you sir.”

Haskell would have had her linger,
but sweeping him a low curtesy the girl
walked towards the hut and entering
closed the door behind her.

Day after day found Haskell strolling
along the beach, and oftener than not,
in company with Nancy. Then the gos-
sips’ tongues began to wag, and the
sound of their wagging reached the vil-
lage schoolmaster.

Today Nancy had reached the tryst-
ing place much in advance of Haskell
and when he came he appeared much
perturbed.

Keen to note his varying expressions,
Nancy exclaimed: “Something has hap-
pened—ihat is it?”

“It’s nothing child, nothing, only I
must pay my visits at your home else we
must cease to meet; people are—are,
well, the fact is they are talking, so I
will come to your cottage.”
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“No,—no,—no,” Nancy cried, laying
her hands on Haskell’s shoulders, and
gazing imploringly in his face; you must
never come there, never; promise me
that,—please promise.”

“Why, little girl?” he queried.

“Don’t ask me now, some other time
I'll tell you.” :

“As you say, Nancy, but for the pre-
sent we cannot be seen together, the gos-
sips are talking.”

“Ah, you mind them?”

“Well, yes! It isn’t quite right, you
know.”

All the laughter died from Nancy’s
face as she answered sadly: “Perhaps,
—but we cannot hoth see alike; your
world is so very different from my little
corner in it. Yours is bounded by suave
women and men, and what people say,
weighs heavily with you in thie balance.
Mine, is a little gray hut, bounded by
the broad ocean, and pine-capped hills,

where people’s opinions count for
naught. On your horizon, are many
faces,—mine, holds but one. It seems

so natural for me to come to meet you.
'Tis Autumn in my world ;,—go back to
yours while it is yet summer there.”

There was no passion, only a dull
apathy in her voice, as turning, Nancy
walked from him in the direction of the
hut.

Haskell wanted to recall her, but hesi-
tated, then strode away, muttering . —
“She’s right, and it’s best for her, poor
little girl.”

The days winged their flight so rapid-
ly that the ageing year was now in De-
cember’s embrace, and Hubbard’s Cove
was decked in a thick fleece of snow.
Many times Haskeil sought Nancy,s
haunts but had not met her since that
autumn day when they parted. Then
one evening fortune favored him. He
was taking a tramp on his snowshoes
when a sudden turn in the road, showed
him Nancy ahead of him. She too was
on snowshoes, and moved along with the
ease of one thoroughly accustomed to
them. Haskell quickly overtook her, and
after the first greetings were over, the
couple walked along the moonlit road to-
wards Nancy’s cottage, where they part-
ed, with promises to renew their tramp
the following evening. Night after night
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they met, Haskell each time promising
himself it would be the last,—Nancy

looking forward each time to the next.

It lacked a week of Christmas; the
viillage school was closed for the holi-
days and Frank Haskell was going
home. After today he would not see
Nancy again for two weeks. The snow
had drifted and lay in patches on the
face of the old gray boulder, where Has-
kell awaited Nancy’s coming. Then she
came to him, like a warm tropical blos-
som springing from the frozen earth.
Christmas to her had little significance,
for no one had remembered her since she
had outgrown the dolls her father had
occasionally brought. Now, her eyes
danced with delight as Haskeil clasped
about her neck a string of gleaming
corals with a pendant locket containing
his portrait.

“For me Frank,—for me?’ Nancy
cried rapturously, her face aglow with
happiness.

“I'or you, of course,” he answered,
drawing the girl to him, and kissing the
lips that were red as the corals gleam-
ing on her breast. Long they talked un-
til the deepening shadows warned Has-
kell that the stage coach which was to
convey him to Halifax, would soon cie-
part from the village, so with many pro-
mises, and the sighing wind crooning a
minor accompaniment to their happiness,
Nancy and Haskell parted.

Pete Haines, coarse of speech, beetle-
browed, and rough, was a constant visitor
at Gordon’s hut, whenever he ran into
the Cove, which was often. Nancy dis-
liked him greatly and often questioned
why her father was on such intimate
terms with him. Unknown to Nancy,
Pete had more than once witnessed her
clandestine meetings with the school-
master, though for some reason he re-
frained from divulging the news to the
girl’s father. Several times he sought
to make love to Nancy but she prompt-
ly repulsed him, and he longed for re-
venge.
~ The day following Haskell's departure
Pete sauntered into Gordon’s hut, and
said: “Say, old pal, how wouid ye like
to take a run up to Halifax? The car-
nival’s on there, and skipper Hender-
son of the “Maggie G,” will take us
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along with him when he sails tomorrow.
I’d like to see some sort of sport for a
change.”
Gordon demurred, but Nancy coaxed,
113 3 3
Oh father, I'd love to go, and just
think of seeing a real ice carnivall!”

“She’s right, spoke up Pete, “youth
loves pleasure, and there’s none of it
hereabouts. Come along, you and the

gal.”

So it was settled, and the trio sailed
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the following morning aboard the “Mag-
gie G.”

The carnival was at its height,—while
the glitter and excitement of it all sent
Nancy’s gypsy blood racing through her
veins. Down the toboggan slide she had
gone, enjoying the laughter and gay
chatter about her, and yet seeking in the
crowd, one face—Haskell’s. The torches
flashed and spluttered, and the toboggans
slipped over the glittering surface. On
a hired toboggan, with an aide and two
other passengers Nancy had made sev-
eral descents, and was making another,
when out of the nowhere, it seemed,
flashed a toboggan with two occupants.
“Oh, Frank,” a girl's musical voice
cried, as the toboggan sped past them,
and Nancy saw Haskell steering, while
the girl behind him clung with both
hands to his shoulders.

“Come along—go down once more,”
Pete was urging, but Nancy answered
quietly, “I want to go from here, my
hands are cold.”

“Your hands, or your heart?”’ leered
Pete.

Nancy made no reply, she felt numbed,
and had suddenly become conscious of
the coarseness of her homespun frock.
She who was with Haskell,- clinging to
his shoulders and calling him “Frank,”
wore a blue blanket suit, and a toque of
the same, from beneath which flashed
bands of hair like glittering gold ;—so
much Nancy had noticed, in the brief
glimpse she caught of Haskell’'s com-
panion.

Nancy’s first impulse was to return
to the Cove, as quickly as possible, but
Pete’s remarks changed her intention.
“What could he know?” she mused. She
feared this man, as something intending
evil to her, and held aloof from him as
much as possible. Only Nancy knew
how sleepless the night she spent, and
early the following morning she sur-
prised Pete by announcing her intention
of attending the skating carnival, to be
held that night in the ice rink.

“But you can’t go alone,” her father
said.

“Yes, I can, and will!” she answered :
and she went. The skaters were mask-
ed. Pages jostled knights, and jesters
walzed with duchesses. It was ali novel
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and entrancing to Nancy, who, dressed
as a gypsy girl, moved gracefully about
among the other skaters, her scarlet dom-
ino in gay contrast to the Black Prince
who, bowing low, begged her to be his
partner in the lancers. She acquiesced,
and was led forward to where King
Henry the Eighth was waltzing with the
Duchess of Devonshire. In spite of his
costume and domino, Nancy recognized
Haskell, in the character of Henry, and
his partner as her of the night before.
Nancy’s hand trembled on the arm of
her partner. She would have recognized
her lover through any disguises; while
he, looking straight into her eyes, showed
not the slightest sign of recognition,
though her costume might have recalled
the gypsy maid of Hubbard’s Cove.
The Christmas festivities and the car-
nival were over, and Patricia Searles,.

- who was visiting her aunt Mrs, Haskell,

was to return shortly to her home in
New York.

“What?’ Mrs. Haskell exclaimed, as
her son announced at breakfast, his in-
tention of leaving that day for Hub-
bard’s Cove.

“I understood your school would not
re-open until the second of January, and.
December has not yet ended.”

“You are right, mother nrine! but
there is a matter I wish to attend to be-
fore the New Year dawns. Tomorrow
evening will find me home again,—where
I shall remain until the eve of January
second; so have I your permission to-
depart, good mother?”

Mrs. Haskell beamed with pride as.
she replied: “You always were a spoiled
boy, so why try to reform you now?”

It was night when Haskell arrived in
the village, and he hurried down to the:
old gray hut, under the cliff. A light
gleaming from one of the uncurtained
windows streamed like a golden pathway
across the frost-clad pebbles on the shore..
Haskell blew a peculiar whistle,—his-
signal to Nancy, but i re-echoed so-
plainly from the rocks that he feared
it might attract the attention of other
inmates of the hut. Nanecy was not
anticipating a visit fromr him, he had
come to ask her to be his wife, and as
he moved nearer the hut he pressed the
engagement ring in his pocket close to-
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This throbbing heart. He could not show
himself at the hut, because he respected
her wish, but he longed to catch a
glimpse of her, and he did—but the
blood scemed frozen in his veins as spell-
bound he stood watching the scene with-
in the lighted room. Two desperate
looking men were seated at a table, one
.of them facing the window, while Tom
Gordon and his daughter made the quar-
tette. They were playing poker and the
chips were piled on the table, which was
littered with bottles and glassés. The
men were smoking pipes, and the wreaths
of smoke curled above Nancy's head as
she played her hand, apparently unmind-
ful of the disorder about her. Sudden-
ly. with a drunken leer, the man Haines,
who was facing the window, jumped
from his seat, and catching Nancy in
his arms, rained kisses on her face, then
snatching up one of the empty bottles,
he sent it crashing out through the win-
-dow. It all happened so quickly, that
Haskell scarcely realized the occurrence
until he saw the fragments of glass at
his feet,—then he turned and fled,—
never stopping until he reached the next
cove, where he staggered to an inn, and
temained until daybreak.

Haskell kept his promise to his
mother, and came hcme, but collapsed
on the threshold, and it was many days
before he recognized the anxious
watchers by his bedside. Patricia had
remained to help nurse him. and she hid
from his mother the confessions he
Dbabbled in his delirium. Now he was
convalescent, but Patricia still lingered.
It was then Mrs. Haskell told Frank of
her cherished wish that he might wed
Patricia, the girl who was his cousin only
by adoption.

“Her heart is already given, mother;
she has confided in me, hut her guardian
opposes the match. [iven were it not
so, it would make no difference. as I
love another.”

Gradually, bit by bit, Haskell told his
mother about Nancv. At first she
winced, but after a silence of several
seconds, she spoke: “You wronged the
girl in the first place by your clandes-
tine meetings, you knew the world,—
she did not. Tell me, son, do you still
love this girl?”
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“Dearer than life itself, mother.”

“Then we will go tomorrow to her
home, and I will bring her here. The
marriage will take place beneath my roof.
Your honor was astray when you in-
sulted her with a kiss, and no offer of
marriage, so you must hasten to atone.
You should not have left her to the
mercy of these rough people, if, as you
say vou love her dearer than life itself:
—so no time must be lost, or it may be
too late.”

Mrs. Haskell and her son appeared
the following day at Hubbard’s Cove
and immediately presented themselves at
Gordon’s hut; but the place was desert-
ed. The front door slammed back and
forth with every gust of wind and the
elements shrieked through the broken
window panes. The occupants had dis-
appeared as completely as though the
earth had opened and swallowed them,
and every inquiry proved unavailing. So
Frank Haskell returned with his mother
to Halifax, and resigned his position as
school-master.

The following Spring he joined the
rush of gold seekers to Tanana, Alaska,
having heard that Gordon and his
daughter had embarked on an earlier
boat. '

Christmas IEve in Vancouver, and a
mantle of snow lay over the frozen
ground while the feathery flakes were
still drifting earthward. The shopping
thoroughfares were thronged with gay
crowds, and the brilliantly illuminated
shops sent shafts of light athwart the
glittering streets. Trank Haskell, with
his fur-lined coat buttoned close about
him, moved along with the throng. The
tang of the city pleased him after his
seven years of hardships in Alaska. He
had come out on the last boat, and af-
ter spending a few weeks in Scattle,
had come over to Vancouver where he
had since remained, scarcely knowing
why, excepting that he liked the air of
the city. His mother, with Patricia,

.and her husband, was wintering in the

south of France, so Haskell lingered on
in Vancouver, with no definite purpose.

*“What exquisite holly,—it looks like a
string of corals!” a lady exclaimed to
her companion, as she stopped near a
vendor, who held forth a spray of
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glittering green leaves, and scarlet ber-
ries.

Haskell halted also,—“A string of
Corals!”—his one gift to Nancy, and he
had sought her all these seven years
without avail.  While he hesitated a
little child passed him in the glare of
light. She was singularly difterent from
the comfortably dressed children laugh-
ing and chatting in their delightful
fashion. This little one was thinly clad,
and wandered along as though in fear,
rather than in joy. Suddenly Haskell
found himself following the child. Down
Hastings street she walked, and though
the shop windows offered many tempta-
tions, she loitered not, but passed on-
ward until she reached a pawnshop,
which she timidly entered. Then from
beneath her thin wrap she drew forth a
string of corals and held it towards the
pawnbroker, while her eyes, darkly blue,
held in their sad depths, a world of
pleading. Then Haskell entered the
shop, just as the pawnbroker, with a
sarcastic grin, was handing the corals
back to the child. ‘“No,—no,—they’re
not worth a farthing, they’re only imi-
tation, and we’ve no call for corals any-
way.—Something you wish?” the shop-
keeper interrupted, turning smilingly to
Haskell.”

“I'm looking for a string of corals.”

“Wait little girl? the pawnbroker
called to the departing child.

“Stop!” said Haskell, “I prefer to deal
direct with the owner,—show me these
corals,” he said, placing his hand kindly
on the child’s head.

Examining the corals critically, he
said: “How did you come by these,—
child ?” :

“Mother had them these many years,
but we need bread, so,—so—,” her lips
quivered.

“Yes, yes, dear, I understand, but
wasn’t there a locket on this necklace ?”

“Yes sir; but mother wears that al-
ways, she couldn't part with it.”

“What’s your name ?”

“Nancy Haines.”

“I’ll buy your beads,” said the pawn-
broker.

“Oh! no you won't,” Haskell an-
swered, “you’re a trifle late, in recogniz-
ing their value. I overheard you tell
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this child that these corals were imita-
tion. Now I happen to know that a
world-wide search has been made for
them, and they’re worth thousands of
dollars to the parties interested. Come
dearie,—I'll go with you, and bargain
with your mother for these.”

Outside the shop, Haskell lifted the
frail little form in his arms, saying:
“Take me to mother, Nancy dear, I've
been looking for her these many years.”

The child gave him the address, and
calling a taxicab, Haskell and the little
one were soon speeding towards the ful-
filment of his faithful quest.

He found the object of his search in a
little room,—the ceiling of which seemed
to grow lower as Nancy, rising at his
entrance, tottered towards him.

“You,—you,—” she sobbed;
Frank, I have waited so long!”

Gradually Haskell learned what had
transpired, since they parted years ago.

Her father, who was a tool in Pete
Haines’ hands, obliged her to play cards
with the gamblers who frequented their
hut,—so it was she had begged Haskell
not to come there. Haines knew of her
clandestine meetings and was also aware
of Haskell’s presence outside the hut,
when he sent the bottle crashing through
the window. Al few days later Tom
Gordon, Nancy and Haines, left for Se-
attle, and from there embarked for the
Tanana. Haines weilded his power
over Gordon’s head, and demanded his
daughter in marriage. At first Gordou
held out resolutely, but he gradually
weakened and begged Nancy to marry
Pete. Strongly reluctant, the girl yield-
ed finally to her father’s pleading, and,
when one week later Gordon died, Nancy
was left to the mercy of Haines. Then
followed brutalities, outrages,—poverty
and hardships.

Less than a year after their marriage
Haines one day entered their cabin par-
tially intoxicated, and directed a tirade
of abuse at Nancy. “Moping again,” he
sneered, “thinkin’ of the tinsel school-
master, eh?’ Then ye might as well
know, I fixed up the plan fer ye to see
him with his cousin, at the carnival in
Halifax. I saw him too, outside the
window the night I snatched yer kisses
an’ ye gave me a black eye;—oh! I

“Oh,
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haven’t forgot it. He’ll have a jolly
search fer ye though, if I know meself
Don’t ye look at me like that, drat ye.”
Then noticing the corals on Nancy's
neck, he shouted : “Take them beads off!
You're my wife now, not Haskell’s mis-
tress, an’ I'll be blamed if I'll let ye
wear his trinkets.”

Nancy moved about, setting the table,
and preparing the noonday meal, and
she made him no answer. Infuriated, he
sprang towards her, but Nancy’s gypsy
blood was now aroused, and seizing a
carving knife, she awaited his coming.

“\/Vench,” he mumbled retreating to-
wards the door—“I’ll tame ye yet, or
by,

He never finished the sentence,—a
misstep hurled him backwards down the
steps, and his head struck on a jagged
rock. He was beyond medical aid when
the doctor arrived, and that night Nancy
gave birth to a baby girl.

A few months later a collection was
taken up, among the miners, to defray
expenses, and Nancy with her child, ar-
rived in Vancouver. There she man-
aged to support herself and iittle one
until a severe illness assailed her and
recovery was tedious. The little sav-
mngs dwindled quickly, and in desperation
Nancy sent her child forth to dispose of
the corals, because she could not bear
the look of hunger in the child’s eyes.

¥ ok ok k%

The bells throughout Vancouver had
never pealed so merrily as on this
Christmas morning,—and little Nancy
Haines, scarcely knew what to make of
it all, as, rubbing her eyes, she sat up
in hed and looked about her. She re-
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membered last night the kind gentleman
had brought herself and mother to the
Vancouver Hotel, and it felt so good to
go to bed in a warm room, and with
not a pang of hunger. She had covertly
hung up her stocking, as she had done
for several years back, but today she
marvelled that it bulged so, while a
Christmas tree laden with gifts, sparkled
in the dazzling suniight that flooded
through the window. Suddenly she no-
ticed Dbeside her,—the dream of her
young life,—~a large doll,—with its
fringed eyes calmly closed in slumber,
Gingerly she handled it at first, as though
fearing it might vanish from her sight,
then clasping it to her heart, she cov-
ered it with kisses.

Softly the door opened, and Nancy’s
mother crossed the threshold, followed
by Haskell.

“A merry Christmas!” they both cried
to the child; and Nancy exclaimed:
“Oh! mother dear, see what Santa Claus
brought me, what did he bring you?”

“The greatest gift that Heaven could
send ; something that I have prayed for
these many years;”’ the mother answered,
placing one hand lovingly about Has-
kell’s neck, and the other around her
child.

“I'm so giad, mother,” little Nancy
laughed, throwing her arms about the
two before her, and kissing them both.”
I.et us wish everybody “A Merry Christ-
mas!”  Then the child’s observant eyes
caught the flash of a new gold band on
the third finger of her mother’s leit
hand, and pointing to it, she cried:—
“Was that what Santa brought you
dearie 2"




Call of the Breed

By Patrick Vaux

T HE chance of a lifetime’! That
is what you say, Kenney. What
I say is—you'll be sent to the

bottom with the rest of us.”

“All in the fortunes of war! This'll
be something for me to go upon when
it comes across the Atlantic. For it
will.”

Commander Torrington turned very
sharp upon his heel. Asperity charged
his voice.

‘““ Something to go upon,” he retorted,
wiping the fog-blobs off the lenses of
his binoculars;” you have no business to
be with us! But as I got no instruc-
tions about you—and you refused to be
trans-shipped—here you are. You’ll be
killed, though, Kenney.”

Lieutenant Samuel Kenney, staff officer
of the Canadian Naval Forces, straight-
ened his figure from leaning over taw
bridge-rail in his anxiety to pierce the
winter murk ahead. With a trace of
amusement on his keen face, he gazed
at the commanding officer of H.M.S.
Pandora.

“You would have done just the same,
sir,” he exclaimed in a quizzical voice.”
Just the same. Anything to get up
against hostilities. I know you would.”

Commander Torrington nodded em-
phatically.

“I would, I would,” he volleyed
against the stinging north-easter.” Mind
vou, though—don’t lose your head, and
take a hand in it. We don’t need your
oar. Canada does. That's where you
ought to be—at Halifax. I wish to hea-
vens, I had bundled you on board that
Baltic steamer for the Thames.”

Germany, hostile at heart as her
Kaiser had stated in a communication
now historical to the First Lord of the
British Admiralty, early in 1908—Ger-
many, forced by her national expansion
to suffer in competition against the
British Empire—with withers already

unwrung by the institution of the first
steps in preferential tariff between the
Mother Country and her offsprings—in
self-preservation had been compelled to
throw the gauntlet down summarily,

She had torn the Foreword out of
Britain’s book of naval strategies: had
swiftly assumed the offensive during the
fourth week of that memorable Decem-
ber.

And in the twentieth century with its
extraordinary mobility and swiftness of
movement, it is the difference of a mere
four-and-twenty hours that brings about
victory or defeat. A nation’s life or
death.

While the British Atlantic Squadron
was hurrying towards the North of Scot-
land to delay the passage of the enemy
into the West Atlantic, the Home Fleet,
minus its two southern divisions that
were to hold the mouth of the English
Channel and cover the Thames and near
coast, was moving out, to proceed east-
ward. Already British cruisers were
feeling for the Imperial battle-fleet.

Of these, the Pandora, in which Lieu-
tenant Kenney on leave of absence had
received permission from the British Ad-
miralty to proceed from Sheerness to
the Firth of Forth, had been diverted by
marconigram when off the Quter Gab-
bard Shoal, Norfolk, and ordered to
scout eastward.

“You know what the orders are, Ken-
ney,” rasped her commanding officer, as
he raised the glasses to his eyes in a vain
endeavour to pierce the thickness hiding
the near waters under its woolly veil.”
To feel the enemy’s strength in the Ems
roadstead—the Aboukir to support if
necessary. That’'s where their High
Seas Fleet’s third and fourth division are
shipping additional stores; so the last
of our intelligence runs. Not the get-
ting in, but the getting out with the in-
formation, that is the worry.”
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“Yes! The very devil of a place!”
ejaculated the Canadian, “I know it.
Did a little wildfowl shooting on the
flats there when I was with my sister’s
husband, van Hutten, in Friesland. 1
know the channels in the West Ems—
all shifting sand. We’ll get out.”

A wry expression fled over the British
officer’s lean, angular features.

“Get out? Get anywhere—US! But
I should have put you on board that
homeward steamer, safe, and out of the
way. Remember—don’t let your ardour
run away with vou when we’re under
fire.” .

Amusement and derision took posses-
sion of Kenney’s damp face. He voiced
protestation. :

But Torrington had stepped towards
the little group of officers past the wheel,
to port, and an eddy of frosty wind to-
gether with the roar of the stokehold
ventilating fan just abaft the narrow
bridge overpowered the British Ameri-
can officer’s voice.

The cruiser drove her nose into a
thickening roll of sea, and squashed her
headlong passage through it. Spray
gushed up her shoulder, to fall splash-

ing on the icicled decks and drain over-

board into wash trail-
ing alongside.

Kenney brushed a far-rending spirt of
ice-cold brine out of his eyes, and looked
about.

Satisfaction and a strange savage ex-
ultation took him. Yes! He was going
into action for the first time—and now
would see if the Old Stock was still
sound in the shock of battle.

A hundred yards away, beyond the
outflung white water at the foot of the
cruiser, hung the haze, ever lightening,
ever deepening in streaks and masses,
dulling the light of that December after-
noon that was now fading quickly. Un-
der the fog-curtain rolled a short quar-
tering sea, cresting occasionally under
the impact of the swell and the thrust of
the eastward current.

Kenney’s eyes roved in-board, and
dwelt on all the details along the Pan-
dora’s dim decks. In shelter amidships
and by the break of the forecastle stood
reliefs to the shivering gun-crews, who
were standing by at quarters, watch and

the boiling
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watch. By the quickfirer to port just
under the poop was the gunnery officer
busily examining its breechblock, and to
many forcible gestures talking to Num-
ber One in the rear of the gun. With
half-frozen lookouts straining their eye-
balls, H.M.S. Pandora drove onward.

Of a sudden a syren’s muffled moaning
pulsed from northward. There followed
the faint thudding of a gun. Then came
a cessation of the sounds.

Most ominously had they accentuated
the realities at hand.

“Ar vessel of ours held up, sir,” ob-
served the officer of the watch to the
commander, who was passing to star-
board on the bridge.

“Yes, a vessel of ours, Witherby. God:
help ’em, till we sweep the enemy off the:
seas.”

“We're inside ’em?” Lieutenant Ken-.
ney jerked out the words as the Pan-
dora’s officer levelled his binoculars
ahead, near by him.

“Yes. Borkum off the starboard bow.
Inside the zone of their patrols outside:
the Ems.”

The commander snapped out an ordes-
—monosyllabic, curt—and gun-crews.
leaped on the alert. Officers of divisions.
stood vigilant at their posts. In the fire-
control top aloft, aching eyes grew
strained and tense. Before the blistering

“furnaces below, grimy half-stripped sto-

kers, toiled in a torrent of sweat, and the:
engineer sub-lieutenant cursed a clacket-
ty, recalcitrant feed-pump. In the star-
board compartment of the engine-room,.
his chief was standing ankle-deep in oil
and water, at valve-wheel and reversing
engine—intently watching the dizzying:
gauge-needless—intently waiting for sig-
nals from the Bridge.

Lieutenant Kenney was on the sharp.
edge of the Real Thing. And it cuts all
and sundry.

Then a sharp-eyed lookout yapped out.
a word or two, and the three officers on:
the bridge switched their sight on the
trailing fog-wall off the port bow. From
out of a thinning bastion there a wedge-
shaped snout peered forth, and the long:
low torpedo boat shot forward with con-
fusing rapidity.

Not for the twinkling of an eye did

Torrington swither. He thrust his hand
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on the wheel, and the cruiser swerved a
little. In the dull scrunching of steel,
the momentary hubbub of voices, rang
the end of that patrol. '

As the inexorable Pandora passed on-

ward, Lieutenant Kenney looked back.

The torpedo craft had been severed
in two, abaft of her after funnel, and
only the forward part of her hull floated.
Just the tip of her black hows was vis-
ible outside the dense clouds of steam.
Even as he withdrew his eyes, her
boilers burst in a grating roar and an up-
heaval of water.

Kenney glanced at the commander.
Torrington’s under-lip was thrust out,
the under-teeth vindictively showing. His
brows knit and eyes narrowed, he was
throwing keen glances over either bow.
His attitude, vehement yet restrained,
was that of the huntsman breaking scent
of his quarry. It suggested nerves of
nickel steel, with no trace of that sus-
pense and anxiety ageing the youthful
face of the navigating lieutenant at his
side. The eye of the Canadian officer,
responding to the navigator’s thoughts,
travelled away landward, over the star-
board bow, where the fog was again
growing thinner—more luminous.

There with its murderous batteries and
gunpits, lay the island of Borkum be-
tween the west and east mouths of the
Ems.  There the shoals and shifting
channels, sandbanks and tidal flats af-
ford a more powerful defensive than
any of man’s destructive agencies.

Germany, behind her dangerous North
Sea littoral, with its long outpost of
islands and lagoons reinforced by het
torpedo craft and submarines, couid
philosophically stand at ease while her
fleet ranged the Atlantic, and her cruis-
ers and armed auxiliaries destroyed the
mercantile marine of the British Empire.
While, too, her second naval line, that
“fleet in being,” was to compel England
to concentrate her attentuated reserve
forces into the North Sea, thus depriv-
ing her maritime commerce of protection.

But not for a few hours yet was Brit-
ain to realize her straits. Though in the
easing of the Pandora’s engines all stood
on the brink of discovery.

“Forepeak listening for the belling of
the Hooge Horn under water signals to
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their east’ard patrols,” said the com-
mander to Lieutenant Kenney as he
whisked the frosted brine off his eye-
brows with his forefinger,” that’ll give
me my bearings for the East Ems, here,
and the Borkum flats as well. We'll
round the Randzel Sand, behind Bor-
kum, pick up the cross channel into Hui-
bert Gat, and work out seaward by the
West Ems. Thank God for this fog!
Isn’t it good P—just what we want.”

“Geewish! Call it ‘good, d ye”
growled the Canadian, “I prefer to sce
where I'm going, and chance the risks.
She'll go around on the shoals, and break
her back under gun-fire—It’s heli-gate
she’s going through.”

“Yes! Hell-gate, you’ll feel it, too,
Kenney. High-water, now. Oh, she'll go
through, if 7

But Torrington’s mouth stiffened.
His hand shot up, silencing the officer at
the forepeak telephone. Kenney gripped
the bridge rail as if it alone sustained
him against sudden death.

Away ahead an oblique mass, a little
darker than the fog, was slanting across
their course.

The huge warship loomed larger as
she swayed onward to the calling deep.
In the stillness along the softiy-stepping
cruiser’s deck there resounded the slither
and plash of the water curling from her
great ram and bows.

A bugle call rang out on hoard her.
Torrington’s lips parted. But still, no
order came.

The next minute, the battleship was
swallowed up in the deeper folds of fog.

“A close shave!” grunted the com-
mander.” All up with us, if the lot of
them are coming down-stream. Forepeak
picked up the belling? Good—*‘Slow
ahead,” Mr. Venn.’

Up the East Ems in full flood-tide,
past Nordland Flat and the Koper Sand
to eastward, slipped the British cruiser;
lookouts redoubled, leadsmen in the
bows, and gun-crews breathing low.
From Friesland, with its miles of
marshes and sodden heath, the mist deep-
ened the falling night. But the Pandora
surged up the east channel like a thing
endued with instinct.

Kenney was painfully conscious of his
thumping heart. When to port the
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shadow flitted past of a small ves-
sel dropping seaward, he clenched his
teeth, and held in his breath for the
crash of the guns. But none came yet.

In a gust of self-disparagement, he
felt his was a tinsel courage.

Then one dim outline, squat, sinister,
loomed out to starboard, and was suc-
ceeded by a second and a third, moored
at two cables’ interval.

The commander leaped to the rail, and
cranned himself in gaze.

As his vessel came abreast of the third,
a voice rang out in alarm on board her,
and instantly the Pandora’s guns opened
into thunder. Her navigator, his brain
a needlepoint of calculation and vigil-
ance, thrust her between the third and
fourth of the hostile line, into the gat
rounding the back of the Randzel Sand.

The infernal hubbub of the repulse
broke out up the enemy’s lines. It
spread instantly to the Borkum De-
fence.

To Lieutenant Kenney the firing seem-
ed incredibly rapid and furious.

His face was contorted like that of a
man choking. He held his body rigid,
braced as against some preternatural
shock. The ear-splitting thunders of the
guns, the whistling of projectiles around
and overhead, the crash and shrill of
bursting shell, their incessant gushes of
pink and crimson fire irradiating the fog,
created in him some wholly different
being.

One who had had no past, nor would
have a future.

One who lived in the seconds flving
past, bloody-fanged and terribie.

The Pandora reeled, she quivered and
lurched on missiles striking her. A pro-
jectile crashed against the coaming of
the forecastle hatchway, and burst open
a chasm wrecking the mess-deck.

But Kenney was unconscious of the
spirit of slivers screeching past his head.
A fierce and determined emotion had
seized him. Fire ran in his veins.

From Borkum’s batteries, shrapnel and
shell swept athwart the cruiser. The
hashed bodies of dead and wounded gun
-numbers cluttered the torn plating.
Some of them slid through the jagged
fissures to fall huddled on the deck be-
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neath, or, caught by the splintered steel
suffer excruciating agonies.

As Kenney flung himself face-down to
escape a shell exploding low, he marked
Commander Torrington drop as if his
legs had been knocked from under him.
With a guttural cry he jumped to his
feet, and crouching low leaped to the of-
ficer. As he threw himself on his knees
beside him, the navigator fell over the
wheel, his chest and left shoulder shot
away.

“Hard a-port, hard a-port,—Huibert
flat,” he moaned.” Steady amidships,—
the Lauwers ground.”

Kenney thrust the wheel hard over.
There rushed into his memory’s eye,
clear and minute, van Hutten’s section
chart of the West Enms.

With the flames from her riven fun-
nels trailing broad along her crumpled
deck and upperworks, and steam gout-
ing from a damaged steam-bed, the
British cruiser fled headlong towards the
open.

To the British-American officer at her
wheel, seconds and minutes might have
elapsed into hours for all he knew. He
was only aware of the madding despair
of retreat—only aware of an unvan-
quished enemy astern.

Already the enemy’s seaward units
were slipping moorings, and taking up
the pursuit. .

Then of a sudden a terrible sharpness
stung his side; a horrible numbness
paralysed him. Darkness came sweep-
ing over his senses. Vainly he tried to
keep his feet. IHis voice rang out des-
perately in a hail to the deck.

Lieutenant Kenney had relinquished
command.

When he regained consciousness it was
to him that veins of fire stung his body
inwardly. It felt like one vast wound—
one swelling torture. Then it seemed
as if he was floating for aeons in a state
of semi-insensibility and frozen death,
and was dimly cognisant of voices near
by, but unable to distinguish any words.

He recovered his senses, to find him-
self bandaged, and still lying on the
bridge. From overhead, arc electrics
swung out from the looming hull of an
armoured cruiser illumed the shattered

scout.
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“Yes, sir; their third and fourth di-
‘visions have slipped out,” some one was
saying, and with difficulty he recognized
the husky tones of the Pandora’s third
lieutenant. “We scraped in between the

destroyers now lying in the deeper
sounding, where our intelligence placed
the battleships — would have been
‘ditched ’and broken up under Borkum
guns but for Lieutenant Kenney.”
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“He got you away,” exclaimed the
Aboukir’s officer, “most certainly he did.
The first of Canada’s gift for the New
Year. As well we picked you up, for
this craft’s going down by the stern.
Anyhow the commander-in-chief will get
away now, right on their heels instead
of playing the fool round the Ems for
their destroyers’ delectation. England
has a lot to thank Kenney for—Son of
the Old Breed.”

A Legend of the Christmas Tree

Long years ago,—one Christmas-tide,—
So doth the story run,—

A lonely fir tree mourned her love
The gold-crowned summer sun.

Then, Santa Claus who chanced to ride
Through forest aisles of gray,
Pitied the tree and took her home,
In a jingling reindeer sleigh.

He thought of a baby, with yellow curls,
Who owned not a single toy,

So Santa decided that Christmas must bring
To this child of the poor,—much joy.

He had seen this babe, by its white crib kneel,
And hearkened its lisping prayer,

As he begged for “Just a drum,—please God,—
And a horsey with real live hair.”

So, he spoke to the tree, “you have sighed for love,
Straightway I will give it thee,—

And henceforth wherever a child doth dwell,
I'll make you his Christmas tree.”

Then, Santa Claus covered each bough with gifts,
And bore the tree off in his sleigh :—

Thus,—ever since then, the child and the tree,
Are close-linked with Christmas Day.

—Agnes Lockhart Hughes.



The Roses of Grantleigh

By Helen Tompkins

E was an evil man—and more!”
Margaret Grantleigh said to her
son significantly, although there
was no added emphasis in her

level voice.

[ looked across at PPeggv but Peggy
only dropped her inkyv lashcs demulely

—a trick of her’s when she was inter-
ested or excited. And T noticed that her
cheeks were hot and scarlet like the
pomegranite buds in the garden close.

She was listening I knew, quite as in-
tently as I, to what the others were say-
ing although she would not have had
them know it. OQutside, the waters of
the river Cleare splashed and rippled in
the silence and the odor of the Grant-
leigh roses—famed the country-side over
—stole through the shutters. T would
not have you belicve that the Grant-
leighs were wont to discuss matters of a
private and personal nature in the pre-
sence of uninterested persons as a rule.
But Peggy had been Mrs. Grantleigh's
cherished friend and companion since her
earliest childhood, and T had known the
family, especially Gerald, almost as long.
Our presence in the room meant little
restraint.  Besides, Margaret Grantleigh
was a law unto herself—she minded little
hut her own will either in this world
or in the next.

A little silence fell over the wide room
—a silence broken only by the soft whis-
per of the rose-periumed breeze and the
ripple of the running water. “Evil in
what way?’ Margaret Grantleigh’s son
aﬁke(l then quietly.

“Evil in all ways!" Margaret Grant-
leigh's voice was still level an(l expres-
sionless, but T noticed that the hand with
which she toyed with the roses which
her son had flung in her lap, shook a
little and that her eyes were filmed dim-
Iv and blurred like the eyes of a suffer-
ing animal. “You never knew your
grandfather, Gerald. You should thank

God for it. Your own father had but
little of the Grantleigh blood in his
veins."

Gerald Grantleigh flushed. He was a
Grantleigh and I think that he prided
himself upon the fact. “Was my grand-
father ever brutal or unkind to you! 4?” he
asked at fast, a trifle sharply.

It was his mother’s turn to flush—a
slow, painful colour that reddened her
face like the far-flung stain of a torch’s
flame upon sodden snow. “Your father
was a younger son,” she said then, slow-
ly. “It was of but little moment to your
grandfather whom your father married.
so that his wife was but of gentle blood.
He scarcely ever deigned even to notice
me or to heed my existence. But with
Charlton it was different.”

“Mv uncle?”

“Your uncle—yes. He was a very
quiet unassuming man, your uncle
Charlton, Gerald, and his wife was an

angel of beauty and goodness. T saw
her once when vour father and [ passed
the little cottage where she lived with her
aunt. [ can sec her vet as I saw her
then—with her tender face framed in the
faint-pink honeyvsuckle blossoms.”

She checked herself suddenly and T
saw a faint flicker of suspicion stir in
her dim eves. “Your grandfather heard
the news that same day,” she added dry-
Iy, “the news that vour uncle had fost
his head for love of a woman who was
possessed of neither birth nor brecding
and whom he said was little better than
a beggar. Tor a while T think that he
went quite mad. Then he summoned
Charlton to his presence and he was
given a notice of what he might expect

—along with a tongue- lashma that those
who hcal(l will rcmeml)m to the end of
their days. HHe reminded his son that
as the heir of the Grantleigh fortune
there were certain duties that he owed as
a matter of course to the family blood
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and the family name—duties which a
union with a poor girl of neither birth
nor breeding could scarcely be supposed
to further. He could give up the girl
and be restored—chastened and purged
of his folly after certain rigid penances
—to his father’s favor, or ”

((Or ?”

Was there some underlying meaning
in the careless words—some sinister sig-
nificance which my slow wits failed to
catch? I asked the question with my
lifted eyebrows as I glanced across at
Peggy, but she only shook her head
vaguely. I noticed, however that she
looked apprehensively from mother to
son and that her soft cheeks were still
quite pink.

“Or—he might expect something in-
finitely worse to befall him,” said Mar-
garet Grantleigh calmly. She was far
too clever I fancied, to fall into a trap
of her son’s setting. ‘“‘Charlton had his
father’s temper if not his father’s will,
however. It was small wonder that he
chose the girl whom he loved. And
that night they were marriec 7

“But they did not live happily ever
after—since the lady died within three
months and her husband, an exile in
Barbary or Egypt or the like, followed
her the next vyear,” said Gerald, still
warily, his eyes never once leaving his
mother’s face. “So much of the family
history is familiar to me, mother—as of
course you know—since it is necessary
to explain why my father died possessed
of the Grantleigh fortune. Was there
more which you meant to say to me now
—of which this is simply the preamble ?”

For a moment I thought that Peggy,
her face quite white now, held her
breath in suspense. There had ever been
little demonstration of affection between
mother and son, but heretofore there had
been no open breach. Was that breach
to come now?

Margaret Grantleigh collapsed wearily
in a little heap in her high-backed chair
but her eyes were still fixed upon her
son’s stubborn, handsome face. Little
and frail and delicate she was, but in
the room’s semi-darkness her thin face
shone vaguely against the dark cushions
like fine old ivory; and yet with a cer-
tain pale translucency which turned me
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—Ilooking at her more closely—sick ang]
faint.

“Open the window wide, Peggy, my
girl,” she said, in a lower voice. “And
no, neither yvou nor Haughton need leave
the room. What I have to say to my
son now the whole world may hear if it
will—and welcome.”

I wondered at Gerald a little, that he
should still stand so straight and slim
and tall, reading what I read in the face
of the stubborn old woman before me.
I forgot that the boy was younger than
[ and that his eyes were blinded either
by passion or by love.

QOutside, the river whispered thickly as
if a new scarcely-heard terror had crept
into its silver voice, and I saw, although
it was not yet dark, the rim of a new
moon like the half of a golden wedding-
ring, caught in the framing evergreens
bevond the rose-gardens and the river.
The blossoms which had slipped from
the old woman’s stiffened fingers drifted
from her lap to the floor and their dying
odor met the fresher fragrance of the
scarcely-unfolded flowers outside. Again
my pulses leaped to mecet the challenge
of the love-song of the river, but my
eyes met the glances of the slender girl
who was standing near the open window,
and I stiffened with a sudden quiver of

pain—pain that hurt like the stab of a
knife,

“You have been here at the Manor for
more than two months now, Mr. Foster,”
said the old woman turning to me sud-
denly. “You are older than my son,
wiser, more sophisticated, more a man
of the world. You are a h

“Poet as well, madam,” 1 said quick-
ly. I was resolved that she should not
force me to her wiil, this stern old wo-
man ; not while Peggy watched me with
the love-light in her tender eyes.

“A poet as well,” agreed the lady
smoothly, but with a faint thread of in-
solence in her voice that stung me to
the quick. “What do you think of Grant-
leigh Manor, sir?”’

For a moment even Peggy’s face grew
blurred and dim before my eyes. “Grant-
leigh is an earthly Paradise, madam,” I
said impulsively under the hypnosis of
her steady gaze. “It is an estate which
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a man might well sell his very soul for
—and never miss the price he paid.”

The words had been spoken as I have
said impulsively and I could have bitten
my tongue out a moment afterwards for
having allowed the words to escape my
lips. The dull film had passed from
Mary Grantleigh's eyes, however, and
they had grown bhard and clear as un-
sullied steel. ‘“You have heard, Gerald,”
she said clearly to her son whose eyes
were still fixed upon her face. “You
think me old, prejudiced, passion-blind-
ed. You have heard the opinion of one

"

“Your pardon, madam,” I interrupted
her hotly, seeing—too late—the pit into
which I had fallen. “Your pardon but
I did not mean—"

She lifted her hand imperiously. “You
may say what you will later,” she said
coldly. “It is my turn now to talk,
and I know that mv time is of the short-
est. Answer me, Gerald, truthfullv as
a Grantleigh should. Is it true, the wild
tales that have come to my ears of vour
disgraceful entanglement-——"

Gerald Grantleigh took one step for-
ward with a look in his eyes that made
me drag fearfully at his sleeve. “It is
as false as heil!” he said hoarsely.
“Only tell me who has dared to couple
the term disgrace with h

The woman's lifted hand stopped him
just as it had stopped me a moment be-
fore. “I have heard vour name con-
nected with that of Katherine Armande,”
she said icily. *T paid little heed to the
rumours at first although theyv came with
accredited dignity to my cars. [ have
only one question to ask vou now. Are
those rumours true?”

The young man squared his shoulders
resolutely, Tor the moment, in a world
in which the two stood alone, two in-
domitable wilis "and ungovernable tem-
pers met and clashed. “I do not know
just what rumours vou have heard,
mother,” said the lad at last, and I read
at least partial defeat in his words and
manner. “I have told Katherine that I
love her—I know that she loves me. She
has promised to he my wife.”

“And your uncle’s sad experience—the
tragedy n his young wife’s life-—means
nothing to you?" she said steadily. “You
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are resolved that you will learn nothing
from the lessons which the past would
teach?”

The lad’s shoulders drooped and his
eyes fell before her own. “I do not
understand you,” he faltered miserably.

Again I saw a quick, dull film shadow
Margaret Grantleigh’s proud old eyes.
Her lips were compressed a little either
with pride or pain. “The odor of the
Grantleigh roses is very heavy and op-
pressive at times,” she said meaningly,
and yet with a :ertain listlessness in her
tired voice. ““There are those to whom
their fragrance is unwelcome. And
Grantleigh Manor itself is something un-
kind to those of meaner birth who, un-
called and unwelcomed, seek the shelter
of its roof-tree.”

Again the lad hesitated—Ilonger this
time. “I do not understand you,” he re-
peated helplessly.

A sudden light seemed to flare behind
the dim old ivory that age had so thinly
cut and faintly stained. It is well, my
son, that you are not superstitious,” said
Margaret Grantleigh calmly. “If vou
were, vou might hesitate to repeat an
experiment which the late owner of
Grantleigh found so disastrous.”

Of a sudden T, who had studied the
lad for weeks, found a new meaning, a
new strength in his vouthful face. Un-
happily for the success of her plans, his
mother had touched a jangling chord.
“T am not superstitious, mother—in so
much you have spoken truly,” he said
gently. “I am not afraid of Grantleigh
or the Grantleigh roses either for Kath-
crine or for myself.”

“I think that vour uncle spoke much
to the same purpose if he did not use
the very same words.” said his mother
cooilv. “‘I can take care of my own,
fathier.” T remember that he said haught-
ilv. How well he kept that boast—you
know.”

Her son’s face whitened. “Are vou
trying to threaten me with a menace of
coming ill to fer—the girl whom I
love?"" he asked gently.

“T threaten nothing,” said the old wo-
man proudly. “Your grandfather was
an evil man, I tell you, as well as a very
clever one. I only would have you to
believe that the curse which he uttered
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has not lost its power. The Grantleigh
blood shall be kept pure, he told your
uncle. You may bring the girl here if
you will. I have neither right nor war-
rant to prevent it. She shall take your
own mother’s place under my roof and
reign as mistress of Grantleigh. But the
heirs of our house have ever been gentle
by both birth and breeding. And no
issue of a shameful mesalliance shall ever
disgrace the Grantleigh name.”

She paused. “So I tell you the same,”
she said. “You may bring your bride
here as your uncle brought his. Like his
bride also she shall never live through
the first summer or see the Grantleigh
roses fade!” .

Gerald was not without weakness of a
sort. But he was young and hot-headed
and much—very much—in love. “I dc
not know what deviltry that wicked old
man worked,” he said sullenly. “I
am thinking, however, that Grantleigh
though he was, he was little better than
a cold-blooded murderer—if as good.
And you, mother. Surely you were not
privy to his guilt.”

The passionate wail in his voice piec-
ed through the veneer of pride and caste,
the crust of love of wealth, the frost of
age, of selfishness and indifference, and
did its work almost to the sundering of
bone and marrow. The old woman’s
high courage sprang to meet the chal-
lenge in his boyish voice. “Have I not
said that I remembered the child—a fool-
ish young thing with her babyish face
framed in spring blossoms?” she asked
shortly. “Had I know the things—that
others knew—I would have carried an-
other vision down the years with me,
the vision of a young girl clad in her
bridal robes with the rarest of the far-
famed Grantleigh roses fading upon her
bosom. You had better beware, Gerald.
Love is not omnipotent although the
young would think it so. Take counsel
of the grim past and keep the foolish
girl whom vou have taught to love you,
and the Grantleigh roses, leagues apart.”

[ had wondered, even in my dazed
state of confusion, that Peggy had not
interfered before. “Forgive me, Mrs.
Grantleigh, but you bade me remind you
of the doctor’s orders,” she said gently.
“You will—-"
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But even I, dull in such matters as [
was, saw enough to make me spring for-
ward and press my Peggy’s sweet face
close against my heart. A change, ghast-
ly and horrible, was freezing haggard
lines into the hard old face that even
time had had small power to alter. I
saw her eyes change—soften—then grow
bright with inexpressible yearning. “For
God’s sake beware of the Grantleigh
roses, Gerald!” she mouthed horribly.
“They have cost one man his love, his
country, his sanity and his life. For
the good God’s sake——"

Gerald, his anger and defiance forgot-
ten, had flung himself at her feet. “For-
give me, mother!” he pleaded. “Forgive
me, and give me one gentle, loving wort
that [ may carry it with me when you
are gone to the girl I love!”

“God Dbless you both!” the words
were little better than a whisper. *“You
may tell her that I said so. But for His
sake and the sake of your own soul,
keep her away from Grantleigh. Ask—"

And then the writhing lips twisted and
settled themselves icily into a horrible
caricature of a grin. The jaws dropped
foolishly.  Margaret Grantleigh was
dead.

But I have lingered longer than I had
meant to do when I began to tell this
story, over this especial part of it. We
had time and to spare, however, during
the week that elapsed between the death
and the funeral—my little sweetheart and
I—time to mope and fret and to bhecome
helpless slaves of all sorts of supersti-
tious fancies. More than once I resolved
to leave it all behind me and to carry
Peggy with me. She flitted about the
gloomy house no longer, my poor little
girl, but spiritless and moody she drag-
ged her leaden feet up and down the
wide stairs with scarcely a thought for
imy one—even for the man who so loved
1€r,

Gerald, after the very first, bore the
waiting better than I. He stayed long
hours locked up in his study it is true,
but for a great deal of the time his soli-
citor was with him and I knew that
much of the work which the two were
doing was anticipatory of the coming
marriage -of the Grantleigh heir. One
day Gerald sent for me.

"’
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“I want to talk to you, Haughton,” he
said restlessly. . “You see, it seems that
there was no one good enough to tell
me until recently that for a year and
more before her death, my mother had
been failing mentally as well as physi-

cally. I had seen very little of her as
you know. Was this fact known to
you ?”’

y

“In a sense yes,” I said warily.
“Your mother was inclined to wander
a little at times in her speech it is true.
On other occasions——"

“So I have told Katherine.” His heavy
face lighted a little. “You know that
my mother’s last words were a blessing
on my bride, Haughton. You see——"

“I heard her last words—yes,” 1 ad-
mitted uneasily. I did not like the turn
that the conversation was taking. “But
still——" ,

“But even then as you will also re-
member she spoke—ramblingly,” he
urged eagerly. “In one breath ?

“Tell me one thing, Gerald,” I beg-
ged him gently. “Are you meaning to
bring your young bride home here—to
Grantleigh Manor?”

He did not answer but flung himself
out of the room in a pet. And that night
I talked to Peggy plainly enough.

“My work here is at an end,” I said
to her 1 am afraid a little sourly. “My
position here in the house has been little
less than a sinecure for a long time.
What need did Mrs. Grantleigh have for
a secretary? And now the solicitor—"

“T thought that it was the solicitor,”
said Peggy, triumphantly. “You have
been hating him for days. Don’t be
stupid, Haughton. I will go with you
just as soon as Mrs. Wynne comes back.
The news of her mistress’ death was
wired to her several days ago. Surely
vou would not have me leave Grantleigh
now with everything at sixes and sevens

2

“I would have you leave now—this
instant!” I said, a little churlishly.
“There is evil even in the air, Peggy.
It must not touch you.” But she only
laid a finger on her lips and vanish}ed,
and looking up I saw Gerald glowering
at me suspiciously as his shadow fell
across the floor.
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In the village, although I heard but
little about it uiitil after the burial of
the mistress of Grantleigh, preparations
for the marriage were going on apace.
I knew that the whole county frowned
upon the match, but the Grantleighs had
never known a higher court than the
tribunal of their own opinions, and Kath-
erine Armande acknowledged no higher
law than her lover’s will. The marriage
was to be strictly private and the ante-
nuptial settlements which Gerald made
upon the woman he loved were little
less than princely. Peggy told me about
them the day after the ceremony (I had
quitted the Manor by that time) while
we were walking together in the fields.

“She is a gentle, spiritless thing, this
last Grantleigh bride,” said Peggy a
trifle fretfully. “It is as well for her
that Gerald’s mother died when she did
—she would never have allowed her to
call her soul her own.”

“How does she like her new home?”’
I asked curiousiy. -

“She has said very little about it as
yet. Gerald has gorgeously furnished
rooms for her, you know in the west
wing. He has put her as far away as
possible from the apartments where the
last Grantleigh bride held such brief
reign a few short years ago.”

There seemed so much of menace in
her tones that I flung her a sharp glance.
“Are the new ones more handsome than
the old?” I asked, however, idly enough.

“They are much more expensively
furnished. The elder Grantleigh was
not overly free with his money, I have
heard people say, although after all his
furious outbursts he fitted up the rooms
himself for his son’s unwelcome bride.
I have always fancied that he must
l.ave done it to awe her—her people were
little better than beggars. They were
furnished in pink though she was a
blonde and the colour made her look
hideous. The hangings on the wall were
soft moss-green with sprays of the
Grantleigh roses everywhere and the
colour-scheme was carried out in the
carpet and curtains. I think ”

“I am thoroughly sick of the whole
beastly husiness—roses and all.” I fumed
ungraciously. “You think—you talk—
of but little else, Peggy. That small
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shallow head of yours has been fairly
turned, I am afraid, with settlements
and dower and the like. You are en-
gaged to a poor man, my dear?”

“We will not quarrel over it I think
—you and I,” said my Peggy impishly.
She flung me a mocking glance, then
dropped her dark lashes. “Don’t be ill-
natured, Haughton. Just as soon as
Mrs. Wynne comes 7

And that was the end of it for the
moment—for many moments for the
matter of that—for it was weeks after
that before I had chance or opportunity
for more than a hurried snatch of con-
versation with Peggy again. First the
marriage, quiet as it was, filled the girl’s
mind, naturally, to the seclusion of all
else. After that

“The girl is full of whims,” said Peg-
gy to me pettishly one day. “After all
that he—Gerald—has done for her, she
has persisted in having her things mov-
ed quite round to the other side of the
house. Her rooms now overlook the
rose-garden and the river, you know.
And after all, since he dared not em-
phasize what his mother said that last
day how could Gerald help it? In truth
what is there for him to say? Do you
remember, Haughton, what Mrs. Grant-
leigh said that night when she was dying
—about the Grantleigh roses?”

[ remembered. I said so gloomily. I
was provoked with the girl that she al-
lowed her imagination such free rein.
I was more provoked with myself that
I was too weak to rebuke her.

“Two weeks a bride and already the
curse has falien,” said the g@irl in a
lower voice. “There she sits all day
in her chair heside the window above
the rose garden where the petals have
not yet begun to fall. When they do

” She looked at me strangely. “He
was a wicked. shameless old man, just
as the wife of his second son said that
he was,” she whispered in a lower voice.
“Is there something in the curse that
he uttered after all—something that ren-
ders Grantleigh NManor an ill place to
dwell in? 1 myself "

“Nonsense!” I said roughly, for my
heart went cold with sudden dread. “A
wire was sent to town today, I know,
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for Dr. Maxwell. Does that mean tha:
Gerald himself has become alarmed?”

“It is time for alarm,” croaked Peg
gy, still dourly. “You need not be s
skeptical, Haughton. Yesterday the poo
thing called me to her room. ‘Is there
any truth in what Beckert, the new maid,
has been telling me?’ she questioned me
wildly. ‘Is it true that disappointment
and resentment upon Gerald’s account
and because he persisted in his determin-
ation to marryv me, hastened his mother’s
death?’”

“She had clutched wildly at my sleeve
but I twisted away from her grasp be-
fore I answered. ‘I heard Mrs. Grant-
leigh’s last words,” I said to her then
soothingly. ‘I was in the room when
she died. She prayed God almost with
her last breath to bless her son and the
young girl whom her son had just told
her that he loved. Beckert is a meddle-
jsome, cackling fodl, Mirs. Grantleigh.
Her long tongue has dragged her into
trouble before this more than once.’

“But I saw that she was not listening
to what I said. ‘Almost her last words?
the poor thing said, looking at me piti-
fully. ‘But her last words, Peggy—her
last words. \What of them? ™

“‘She was dving then,” T said, evasive-
ly. ‘There were times enough even be-
fore that last day. when she did not
know what she was saying I am sure.
There were times when she wandered
sadly in her speech. Beckert was with
her a great deal—the mischief-maker and
blunderer that she is. She might have
told vou that.’

“*Yet Beckert answered me truthful-
lv—when [ asked her questions,” she
flared out at me. ‘She said that even
after Gerald’s mother’s heart was all
but stilled—even when her breath was
the merest flutter that scarcely lifted
the laces at her throat, she was beg-
ging him—Gerald—to keep me away
from Grantleigh Manor. Is that true?

“ It may be,” T said sulkily, and then
she turned her face away from me to
the garden and the roses and did not
speak again. She appears wretchedly
ill, Haughton. T believe that she wiil die
soon if something is not done.”

“Gerald should take her away fron
Grantleigh,” T said sourly. “I have told
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him so more than once—as have others.”

“It would do no good for him to try
to take her away for she would not
go,” said Peggy hopelessly. There were
tears in her pretty eyes. “She will die,
Haughton, if something is not done to
rouse her—die hefore the Grantleigh
roses fade.”

[ parted from the girl that night with
a very heavy heart. The doctor came
down from town next day and T had
word in the village that he had urged
Gerald to take his wife abroad. T think
that Gerald even made some feeble at-
tempts to arrange his business affairs
with that end in view, but it came to
nothing. Katherine Grantleigh's illness
was accompanted by fits of stubbornness
which he dared not exaggerate by re-
sistance to her will. She refused abso-
lutely, in spite of her condition—in spite
of her love for her young hushand—to
leave Grantleigh.

Peggy seemed to an extent, to share
the young wife’s stubbornness. She
wept and wrung her hands miserably
when I talked to her, but Mrs. Wynnc
had not returned and until she did,
Peggy declared that she could not leave
the Manor—even for me.

“She has no one but me, Haughton,”
she picaded. “That is, she has no wo-
man to wait upon her. And she is as
sweet and gentle to me as an own sister
could be. Her husband is devotion itself
but he too looks ill and haggard and
she is not willing for him to spend too
much time in the house.”

If T could deceive her by doing so I
would close the windows tonight. If I
do not and she knows that the Grant-
leigh roses have faded—"

She gulped down a sob—slipped out
of my arms when I would have detained
her—and sped away like a shadow.

It had grown colder even as she had
said. The chiil whipped the blood to
my face as I left the shelter of the Grant-
leigh Woods. There were few clouds,
but as I skirted the rose-gardens in the
vain hope of intercepting and having a
final word with Gerald, I noticed that
the roses were cowering before the bitter
wind that the few clouds scourged. he-
fore them. A single light burned dimly
in Katherine Grantleigh’s room, and a
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rose-branch, seeking shelter in a nook
of the wall, flung a blossom-burdened
spray against my face. [ tramped sul-
lenly across the fragrant, fallen petals
unseeing—ill-natured—uncaring—miser-
able for Gerald, for his wife, for myself
and for the stubborn girl who still clung
to their failing fortunes. The end must
come soon however now I told myself.
The Grantleigh roses were fading—fast.

That night a half-dozen eager, urgent
telegrams were sent to town. The mis-
tress of Grantieigh was not expected to
live the night through. A special train
brought three physicians, a specialist and
a trained nurse. A little before daylight
a message was sent calling me to the
Manor.

I found Gerald, lean and gaunt, his
eyes burning with fever, his face dull
with suffering, pacing up and down the
study. “They give me little hope,” he
said, as I tried to speak some feeble
words of comfort. “I wish to God that
I had heeded my mother’'s dying words,
Haughton! My poor, poor little girl! I
will take her away from this awful place
tomorrow if she can only live to see the
sunrise. I will rase the Manor to the
ground stone by stone—I will uproot the
roses and make the garden beds where
they have grown bitter with salt ”

“The doctors,” 1 said feebly. *‘Can
thev do nothing for her?”

“They are consulting now with Dr.
Maxwell. T teil vou they will promise
me nothing! There is one among them
—a voung foreigner—who does not agree
with either their diagnosis or their treat-
ment. Raymond, my cousin, sent him
down. e is voung and daring and
Raymond says that he has bheen very
successful.”

A step at the door interrupted him.
“My colleagues have asked me to be
their spokesman, Mr. Grantleigh,” said
the old physician who entered. “I re-
gret to say that we can do nothing for
your wife. We have heen summoned to
her side too late.”

“Too late!” A damned soul from the
lowest pit might have echoed the stricken
young husband’s words—in his own
tones.

“Yes. A naturally sensitive and high-
ly-strung nature and delicate constitu-
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tion has been so disorganized by mental
suggestion and superstitious fear, that a
dormant heart-trouble has been awaken-
ed and highiy exaggerated. Your local
physician can do all that is is possible
for any one to do to render your wife’s
last hours

“Dr. Fereatti—,” said poor Grant-
leigh helplessly.

“Dr. Fereatti is not connected with us
in any way nor does he agree with us
in our conclusions,” said Dr. Garnett
coldly. “You are at liberty to interview
him if you like. Nothing that he can
do will have any effect whatever upon
your wife’s condition. My colleagues and
I have a very important case in town in
which we hope to have Dr. Morton’s
invaluable counsel and help and he leaves
for the Continent tomorrow. Permit me
to extend my sympathy and his, and to
say good-bye.” FHe shook hands with
Gerald in a limp, fishy sort of fashion,
glared at me uncertainly and drifted out
of the room.

Gerald had buried his face in his
twitching hands. Neither he nor I heard
the softer tread that announced the en-
trance into the room of another actor in
the sad drama.

“I beg your pardon, sir,” said a soft,
liquid voice. “I wunderstand that the
others have surrendered the case as hope-

less. 1 believe that I can save your
wife’s life.  Have I your permission to
try ?”

Grantleigh looked up, a faint gleam of
hope 1n his sunken eyes. “For God’s
sake do whatever vou can for her!” he
said impetuously and then hid his face
in his hands again.

“I am an Italian, as of course my name
would indicate,” said the doctor, as I
followed him from the room. “I am
American born and reared but I have
spent a number of years abroad—in
Italy. T have rather made a specialty
of—poisons.”

“Poisons!” There was something so
sinister in the word that I stopped short
in my tracks as if checked by a bullet.

“Poisons—yes. You see there were
some rather baffling symptoms attending
this case that recalled—another one that
I have in mind. O, there were none of
your cumbrous, bungling modern meth-

. already prepared an
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ods used—I must admit! We Italians
lead the world, my dear sir, in the deli-
cacy and facility with which we rid our-
selves of those who stand in our way.”

For the moment the form of the mod-
ern physician—Ilean, well-trained and
muscular—his eyes keen and vigilant,
grew blurred before my eyes and it was
a descendant of the Doges I saw—
plumed, velvet-clad, smooth and silken
of speech, unscrupulous and revengeful
as the devil. I shuddered. “What do
you mean?” I muttered.

“l mean that the grandfather of the
man in the room yonder was a fiend in-
carnate—that he slew the young girl
whom his son loved, as remorselessly as
ever Lucretia Borgia rid herself of a
rival in her palmiest days. It required
the subtlety of a devil to couple a poison
so deadly as he used—with the odor of
the Grantleigh roses.”

“Roses,” I stammered wonderingly.

“O, not your ordinary garden roses.
You must acquit the elder Grantleigh of
so commonplace a piece of villainy. FHe
began his work vou see with the sin-
ister suggestion that the Grantleigh roses
were not friendly to those of meaner
blood who came as brides to the Manor.
What more natural than that when his
diobolical hints had had time to do their
work, that the sensitive young girl—an
unwanted, unwelcome lodger under the
Grantleigh roof should lock and bar door
and window against the fragrance of the
flowers she loved ?”

“If the odor within the room lingered
after that—after the windows were se-
cureiy closed—who was to guess the
reason why? Who was there clever
cnough to dream that ‘the trails of deli-
cate blossoms in the carpet and on the
wall alike, were steeped in a more dead-
ly poison than you moderns ever dis-
covered. If T had not heen 7

He checked himself with an effort. “I
have given orders that Mrs. Grantleigh
be moved to the other wing, and T have
antidote for the
poison which she has absorbed,” he said
in a calmer voice. “She will be much
better in a week. She will be better
long before a week has passed if her hus-
band co-operates with me. She will rally
just as soon as she realizes that all dan-
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ger is past, and that Mrs. Grantleigh’s
last words were meant to save her from
that other helpless young girl’s fate so
long ago.”

He stared past me with gloomy, som-
bre eyes. “Now see that you do your
part,” he said then less steadily. “We
see many heart-breaking things, Mr.
Foster, we ministers to the body. We
learn much that others do not know.
Urge Mr. Grantleigh to leave the Manor
just as soon as his wife is able to travel.
It wiil be months even then before she
will regain her lost health.”

I nodded silently and watched him as
he went, stooping a little as he walked,
up the wide stairs. Then I went back
to the gloomy room where I had left
Gerald and I told him what the Italian
had said.

When I had finished he looked at me
with his whole face radiant. “He will
save her for me,” he said hoarsely. “Tell
him that I know that he will. I dare
not go near her myself, Haughton. I
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would go to pieces if I did. Thank God
that my mother—if she knew the evil
secret—would have saved her—at the
last I”

I allowed him to get what comfort he

could out of the thought. I said noth-
ing. Margaret Grantleigh was dead, I
told myself charitably, and I was willing
to allow her probable faults and her
possible virtues to die with her. But I
wondered dully just how much of what
her son said he really believed, and how
much comfort the belief brought him.

Two weeks later I stood with Peggy’s
hand in mine, and watched the flutter of
a handkerchief as Grantleigh, half-sup-
porting his wife in his arms, looked his
last for many months upon his native
land, from the deck of an out-bound
steamer. They had left work for me
to do, which I meant to do—well. And
I knew that when the two returned, the
Grantleigh roses would be little more
than an unhappy memory.

The Homesick Ganadian

Through my dreams I hear wild ducks fly north,
" In the stillness of the night,
And their thin gray shadows quiver and pass
Where the moon on my floor lies white;

To the north—where the Richlieu ice melts fast
And pines scent the warm Spring rain,

Where the blood-roots are swelling and plover call
And I wish I were home again!

—Ellen Paine Huling.



The Skypilot of Barkerville

By Harold Sands

OMEN! huh! I'm over seventy
and the women, God bless 'em,
are still an enigma to me,”
said John Chelmsford. The

dean of Pacific Coast editors, who first
fell in love during the stormy times of
the Vigilance Committee in San Francis-
co, was the guest a few days ago of four
members of the younger generation of
Vancouver newspaperdom. After dining
at the Dutch Grill the talk natur-
ally drifted to the ladies. It generally
does at the wine and cigarette stage.

The youngest writer present maintain-
ed, with the cocksureness of youth, that
women were as easy to read as the head-
lines of a modern newspaper. It was
then the veteran made the remark quot-
ed, and added:

“T was one of those who chased the
rainbow from San Francisco to Cari-
boo when the first great gold excite-
ment in British Columbia followed fast
on the heels of the treasure hunt in the
Golden State. Women were almost as
scarce as oysters when T struck the Cari-
boo in the early sixties. And as it is
safe to say there weren’t a hundred oys-
ters in the country you can imagine that
there wasn’t a superfluity of the fair
sex. The advent of a good-looking girl
caused a flutter in the mining camps.

“One day, when I called for my regu-
lar refreshment at Jim Rilev’s place in
Barkerville, the bartender remarked, as
he placed a dark bottle before me:

““The flesh and the narrer path ar-
rived on the stage from Yale today.’

“I swallowed my whiskey, and as [
reached for the ‘chaser, the man con-
tinued :

“*Cariboo Tom, the stage driver for
Ballou, said she tried to make a mash
of the parson on the way up and that
she paid ten cents a pound freight on
the biggest lot of frills and furbelows
he ever saw in his life.

“That bartender was fond of wagging
his chin in knots. When he said that
the ‘flesh and the narrow path’ came in
on the same stage he simply meant that
Miss Lorelia Hardy and the Rev. Fred-
erick Kingdom had been added to the
population of Barkerville. That chap
never would have done for a newspaper.
He couldn’t boil down his facts.

*“‘She’s a regular corker {for good
looks,” he shouted at me as I passed
out.

“Now, although I had a dear little
girl in the States, for whose sake as well
as my own [ was seeking nuggets and
news in that country of gold and dis-
comfort, still, with the rest of the camp,
I was mughtily interested in the com-
ing of Loreiia Hardy. She was not a
hurdy-gurdy girl; in fact it is rather
difficult to place her. Somehow or other
I never liked her, chiefly, I think, be-
cause she was the woman in the casc
of the famous fight between my two old
friends, ‘Butch Bill’ and ‘Horsefly Bill,’
the two mining kings of Cariboo.

“Horsefly Bill cottoned to the gir
from the moment she appeared in the
camp. I rather think he had known her
in "Irisco, but they never owned up to
any previous acquaintance. Bill’s real
name was William Derwent. He lived
in San IFrancisco for a while during the
exciting davs of the gold rush but when
he learned that the Vigilantes had mark-
cd him for their own he stood not upon
the order of his going. but stowed away
on the first boat north to British Col-
wmbia. Thus it was that he happened
to be in the first rush to the Fraser River
diggings. When the bars on the river
began to be worked out many men start-
ed to scarch for the ‘mother lode.” Der-
went was among them. He drifted into
what is now known as the Horsefly
country, and ever afterwards he was
known as Horsefly Bill.
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““The d flies were as big as
horses,’ he told one tenderfoot who canie
in from New York by way of the Pa-
nama route.

“The two Bills happened to be in Ri-
ley’s one afternoon just about the time
I always took my medicine. The bar-
tender was still stuck on the girl from
'Frisco. IFor days he could talk of no-
body else.

“Jim Pugh’s sorry he met her, I'll
bet, I heard his remark to the mining
kings. ‘She got the better of him to
the tune of a thousand dollars.’

““You're wrong there, it was Jim
who got the better of her,” put in Dutch
Bill.

“‘But I saw the thousand dollars she
got from Jim’s claim,” the man pro-
tested. :

“‘But it would have bheen $1,700 if
Jim hadn’t been too smart for her/
chuckled Dutch. ‘Set ’em up barkeep,
and I'li tell you how he did it. Well,
you see it was this way: Jim Pugh
owns what is known as Diller’s claim,
which has the record so far for Cari-
boo, having yielded $300,000 in twenty-
four hours. This girl quickly got onto
the skin game of visiting claims. It’s

the rule in placer mining camps that’

when a gal ‘visits’ she gets what comes
in the first pan. Some women have
made little fortunes on that lay and this
one quickly tumbled to the way to get
rich quick. Still she’s such a beaut that
though all the boys were on to her game
each man wanted to have the honor of
conducting her.,

““You can fight it out among your-
selves, boys, she said, smiling sweetly.
And you bet there would soon have been
the liveliest kind of a scrap if Jim had
not shoved his way through and did the
honors himself. I judge that Jin was
quite a lady-killer where he came from.
He has that way with him which charms
the women, just as I had when T was
vounger. But while Jim didn’t mind a
Airtation with the girl he knew what
forfeit had to be paid and he purposely
did not pan what he thought was the
richest ground. That was where he
made his mistake. He tried a new piece
and was mightily astonished when he
undertook to wash it.
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“At the first shake of the pan the gold
showed and Jim saw that there was
more gold than dirt in the pan. He
glanced swiftly at the girl, and even
while she smiled at him he contrived to
scoop out some of the yellow into the
water boy. Oh, yes, he’s a slick lad.
He is quick and clever, is Jim, and not
too much of a lady’s man during busi-
ness hours. The next shake of the pan
uncovered more of the stuff and a whole
lot more gold went into the water hole.
But still there was too much of the pre-
cious metal in the pan to suit Jim. It
was hard to scoop out any more right
under the lady’s eyes, but Jim found a
way. e gave the pan a vicious twirl
and let 1t fall. Tt was easy, before pick-
ing it up, to get rid of more gold. When
at last he was finished he turns to Lor-
elia, and as polite as if he were in Hyde
Park, he says:

“‘Miss Hardy, will you do me the
honour to accept this pan of gold as a
memento of your first visit to the Diller
claim?’

“She replied, very pretty like: “Thanl
you so much, Mr. Pugh, it will indeed
prove a pleasant remembrance.” Jim
smiled, rather sickly-like, for there was
a thousand dollars in the pan if there
was four-bits. Miss Hardy took the gold
to the hotel, where it was weighed, and
she found that her afternoon call was
worth exactly $1,080. While she was
admiring her haul of nuggets Jim was
scooping out the water-hole and the air
was biue, he was swearing that hard.
He panned the gold in the water-hole,
and, boys, he got $700. One thousand
seven hundred and eighty dollars in the
two parts of that pan! That’s the re-
cord for poor dirt, I guess.’

“The laughter which greeted this story
was cut short by Horsefly Bill exclaim-
ing in angry tones:

“‘And do you mean to say that you
stood by while that poor girl was robbed
of $700? That's the first mean trick
I've known yer to do since we were
pals.’

“Dutch Bill’s temper blazed at the ac-
cusation. ‘The man who calls me mean
is a d—— liar, he exclaimed hotly.

“The lie had been passed and the
crowd stood back to give the men room.
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Dutch Bill landed a vicious left on
Horsefly’s nose, tapping the claret. The
mixup was getting hot when the Rev.
Mr. Kingdom entered the saloon and
tried to separate the two men.

“‘Keep away, parson,” cried Dutch
Bill, who was a member of Mr. King-
dom’s congregation, ‘or not another cent
will the church get from me.

“*I don’t want any sky pilots medd-
ling here,” shouted Horsefly, who be-
longed to no faith and subscribed to no
creed. ‘You're liable to regret it if you
join this mixup.’

“But the clergyman was not to be put
off like that. IHe kept on dodging in
and out until his persistence spoiled the
fight, much to the disgust of several of
the loafer class, or bar-room miners, who
liked nothing better than this falling out
between the two mining kings.

“*Well, I'm going over to settle with
Jim Pugh,” said Horsefly.

““You haven’t far to go, Bill, said
Jim, as he stepped out of a group of
miners. ‘Anything I can do for you?
he asked politely, but with a suggestive
buttoning up of his coat.

“Yes, I'd like you to hand over to
Miss Hardy her $700,” Bill remarked.

“Jim smiled. ‘If you can give me any
real reason why I should settle your
debts of gallantry I will) he answered.

“It had not struck the angry mining
king that any outrageous construction
would be placed on his public compan-
ionship of the fair, but Pugh's suggestive
words brought him to his senses. He
could see that he was injuring Miss
Hardy far more than he was likely to
benefit her.

“‘You're right, Jim, I'm a d fool
to wear my heart on my sleeve,” said he,
‘and I ask your pardon, but as for the
man who called me a liar, I'll make him
cat his words yet.

“With that final outburst Horsefly
sought the alluring society of the girl
from Frisco and himself made up the
$700 which he considered was hers by
right. Meanwhile the camp watched for
the next move in the feud of the two
Bills.

“And it did not have long to wait.
That night, when the clergyman was at-
tending a sick miner on the outskirts

~umbia.’
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of Barkerville, the gold kings came to-
gether again at Riley’'s. The only ex-
cuse for Horsefly Bill’s action on that
celebrated occasion was that he was very
drunk—not too far gone in his cups
as to be unable to fight, but too intoxi-
cated to remember that though hands,
feet and teeth may be used in an East-
ern lumber camp, Marquis of Queens-
bury rules are the thing in British Col-
umbia. He threw Dutch Bill to the
floor, seized him by Dboth ears and
pounded his head against the boards till
Dutch was unconscious. If he had not
been pulled off he would have mur-
dered his one-time pal.

“It was two months before Dutch.Bill
was pronounced out of danger and three
months before he could appear in court
to give evidence against Horsefly, who
had been arrested on a charge of at-
tempted murder. The case came before
Chief Justice Begbie, who was known
as the ‘hanging judge of British Col-
According to the law of the
province the prisoner was given the op-
tion of a speedy trial before the judge
alone or a jury trial. The Chief Jus-
tice took elaborate pains to explain the
two methods to Horsefly Bill, and con-
cluded thus:

“*If vou are innocent, I would advise
you to take a speedy trial before a
judge, because he knows the tricks of
the rascally lawyers and will see that
you get a fair trial; if you are guilty,
by all means go before a jury; that
body is usually composed of fools, and
you may get off. Now which course
do you decide upon?’

“To the judge’s great amusement,
Horsefly Bill instantly replied, ‘I’ll take
a jury trial’

“In due course the case was called and
a big crowd of miners sweltered for
hours in the log hut called, by courtesy,
a law court. I have among my collec-
tion of clippings an extract from the
mteresting, if ungrammatical, report of
the Barkerville Gazette. Tt runs some-
what as follows:

“‘We are willing to bet that last cord
of wood received 1n lieu of a cash sub-
scription to this great family journal,
that Chief Justice Begbie feels as mad
as a hatter this morning. The jury
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turned him down in fine shape in the
Bill case yesterday. It was a great day
for the unwigged; though his lordship
distributed wiggings enough to cover the
whole court room with a lovely sulphur
color. The first witness called was Dutch
Bill, and the jury could see with half
an eye that he did not want his old pal
couvicted. He said he’d been hurt in a
fair fight and he did not see what busi-
ness it was of the court to keep on re-
minding all Cariboo that he’d been licked.
He was not prepared to swear that his
lead had been nearly knocked off his
body: he was knocked out, he said, and
a man in his condition couldn’t be ex-
pected to swear to what took place after
he had gone to sleep. Dutch is all right;
he stood by his old pal.

“*Then the Chief of Police entered
the witness box. He swore that he over-
heard Lorelia Hardy tell Horsefly Bill
that he ought to “sock it” to Dutch Bill.
He declared that the woman was a dan-
gerous character and ought to have been
in the dock in the place of the prisoner,
for she was the sole cause of the dis-
turbance,

" “The chief’s declaration produced the
first sensation of the day, for one of
them cocksure lawyers from the coast
gets up and reprimands the chief for
making the assertion. It had been no-
ticed that the little lawyer man had been
stuck on the Hardy girl ever since he
struck the town. A young chap near
the door applauded the lawyer and the
Chief Justice remarked that he’d clear
the court if order wasn't maintained. The
chief repeated his statement and, as he
concluded, he ducked his head like a
Aash. A revolver shot rang out and the
chief was over that witness box like a
fash of greased lightning and had col-
lared the young feller who was strugg-
ling through the crowd near the door.
That was the first time any man had fired
a gun in a British Columbia court Qf
law and we’re willing to bet all our paid
up subscriptions that it’ll be the last, for,
almost before the smoke had cleared
away, the fire-eating judge had sentenc-
ed that voung feller to fifteen years and
was continuing Bill's trial.

“‘The sky pilot was the next witness
and, somehow or other, the judge takes
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an instant dislike to him. Rev. Kingdom
is a tall man and the sweat box is low
it wasn’'t made for sky pilots built like
Goliath. His reverence sprawls over the
box in an ungainly way.

““The very sight of him seemed to
rile the judge, who roars: “Stand up,
sir, you flop around like a sausage skin
filled with water.”

“‘Being in court his reverence could
not resent that sort of language, but as
he’s a pretty good singer of hot talk
himself we're going to church next Sun-
day, just to hear him get even. The
sky pilot had little to tell. He said he
had stopped the first fight and had not
been present at the second. Then the
judge took a crazy notion that Horsefly
had sandbagged Dutchy. Where he got
that bug from we don’t know. At any
rate he asked the minister if he saw the
prisoner sandbag the other chap. Rev.
Mr. Kingdom said, pleasant like, that he
feared his lordship had made a mistake
as there had been no sandbagging in the
case. The bench told him to beware of
contradicting or he might be fined for
contempt of court. The parson kept his
temper and all the miners wondered what
the sandbag had been dragged in for.
That instrument of torture stuck to his
lordship all through the trial and he ask-
ed other witnessed about it. Finally,
when he came to sum up, which he did
directly against the accused, he men-
tioned that unhappy sandbag fifteen times.
Greatly to his disgust, but much to the

-delight of the camp, the jury brought

in a verdict of not guilty The judge
smote his desk with his clenched first
and, turning to Horsefly Bill, said:

“¢“ You are discharged. Get out of
my sight as quickly as you can. And,
vou miscreant, my advice to you is that
vou get a sandbag and sandbag those
fool jurymen.” It is mighty certain that
that his lordship had sandbag on the
brain yesterday.’

“And now, boys,” continued Chelms-
ford, “to show you why I say women
are an enigma, I'll tell you what hap-
pened after that trial. You might think
Lorelia Hardy married Horsefly Bill.
Far from it, for she became Mrs. Jim
Pugh, and so the two parts of that fa-
mous Diller pan came together. T re-
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member that after they left Barkerville
for the outside there was a great dearth
of gumboots. They took the place ot
rice and old shoes to throw at the
couple.”

“And what happened to the mining
kings?” I asked.

“Well, what could happen?’ retorted
the editor. “Just the natural thing.
There was a big jollification at Riley’s
that night and, just as Dutch Bill was
lifting a glass from the mahogany, in
walked Horsefly Bill. I take it all back,
let’s be friends again,” said Dutch, as he
offered his hand. Horsefly Bill called
on all present to hear him confess that
he had made a blank, blank fool of him-
self ; then he took his old pard’s hand
and ordered all the boys to line up at
the bar. There was a great run on
liquor in Barkerville that night.

“Just one more incident -and my
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story's done. Seeing the hand the par-
son had in this romance it was fitting
that the very last feature was added in
his church. The Sunday following the
trial that edifice was crowded. The men
who had made bets as to the sky pilot
giving Judge Beghbie a Roland for his
Oliver were conspicuous. Mr. Kingdom
preached an able sermon on charity, hut
he made no reference to ‘a sausage skin
filled with water.” It was a disappointe:
congregation that listened to him pro-
nounce the benediction, but when he
wound up with, ‘And God bless those
who have lost their bets this day,” mer-
riment was unrestrained.

“There was a record collection, for
all those bets went to swell the church
building fund.

“But you will admit, boys,”—and he
smiled, ‘“‘that women are curious crea-
tures.”

When Love Is Done

The vears but seem

One deep, sweet dream
When hearts are one.

But, Oh, the pain

When hearts are twain
And love is done!

—FEugenic Cleugh.



The Soul of the Gong

By Arthur James Smith

HE huge clock upon the post-
office tower struck six times,

clearly and distinctly in the

frosty air, and Piller, starting at
the sound, drove his pen harder and
harder over the wide page of the ledger,
as though spurred to action by the voice
of the clock. Outside, the bitter cold
nipped the hands and faces of the happy
throng who were hurrying homeward,
all laden with parcels large and small,
all laughing, talking, and exchanging the
greetings of Christmas, and all jovous
and jolly beyond belief. It was dark—
the streets blazed with light—a slight
fog was settling over the city, as though
a gauze curtain had dropped from some-
where about and the tops of the build-
ings were hardly visible.

But Piller worked, though it was
Christmas Eve, and worked even harder
than usual in his cold, poorly lighted of-
fice, and, also working at rows of figures,
and totalling up the vear’s gain, his em-
ployer filled sheet after sheet with cal-
culations, and showed no signs of desist-
ing. Once or twice Piller almost made
up his mind to speak, coughed nervous-
ly, till his emplover glared at him sav-
agely, then thought hetter of it. How he
would love to suggest that he be allowed
to go home! How le rebelled silently
against being forced to work upon this
day, of all in the vear, when everybody
else was making so merry! How he
longed to put on his shabby coat, and
still shabbier hat, rush out of that mis-
erable office, join the gay fun-making
crowd on the streets, pelt away to the
shabby little house in the shabby side
street, gather his sturdy, rosy cheeked
children in his arms, take them through
the streets to the flaring store windows,
listen to their prattle about the toys and
the other pretty things they saw, and
then back to the dinner with the turkey
he had managed to buy, and the pudd-

ing, and—but the voice of his taskmas-
ter mterrupted these pleasant reflections.

“A gain of ten per cent over last
vear!” he said, and Piller winced at the
words. Why should any man think of
such things on Christmas eve? Only let
him go, and he would guarantee not to!
The old man shut his ledger fondly, car-
ried it as he might an only child to the
great safe near the wall, and placed it
carefully inside. Piller blotted his last
entry, closed the book sharply, and thrust
it into the safe. This done, he pushed
the door to, reached down the shabby
coat and hat, and prepared to depart.

“Merry Christmas, sir,” called out Pil-
ler. There was no reply, and he turned
his face homeward, thrusting his hands
deeply into his pockets, for his salary
did not admit of such luxuries as gloves.
On the way he exchanged Merry Christ-
mas with scores of people; purchased a
few simple articles at a small store (they
were for the children, whose faith in
Santa Claus must not be shattered) test-
ed every hoy's slide he came upon;
laughed at the cold that cut through him,
and took the flving snowflakes cheerfully
and heard the great bells peal out over
the night, as though to tell people that
on this night, centuries gone by, a child
had been horn, humble and lowly, to
bring light and cheer into the world.

And when he reached home —that
shabby little house in the side street—
what fun was there! What snowballing
and shouting and laughing and cheer-
ing!

Amongst them all, Piller was kept
busy, and he soon forgot all about the
office, and the musty, dusty ledger, and
his hard emplover. Who would not,
with the children making noise enough
for a whole public school and the de-
licious aroma of roast turkey coming in
from the kitchen? And, just as every-
thing was ready and they were about to
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sit down and enjoy it, what should come
but a crisp ring at the door bell, and
the two guests whom Mrs. Piller had
invited as a surprise to Piller, stepped
into the merry scene. Then there was
welcoming and hearty greetings, and a
rush by the children to secure chairs, and
they were finally all seated.

The turkey at last succumbed to the
repeated attacks, closely followed by the
pudding; the dessert found it difficult to
maintain an equal footing, gave up the
struggle, and chairs were pushed back
from the table. Then the games and
fun started once more, and such an even-
ing was spent! The guests more than
entered into the spirit of the occasion,
though, both being bachelors, they had
for years had little practice in such
things. Perhaps that was the very rea-
son Mrs. Piller had asked them. She
knew, no doubt, that a Christmas spent
in a furnished room or a steam heated
flat is seldom a cheerful affair. They
appreciated this, as was shown by the
joy, possibly that of the children, that
was reflected in their faces.

They all grew tired of the boisterous
games at last, and then they sat around
the big fire in the grate, with no light
save that cast by the flames, and it shone
upon their happy faces as no other could.
They were content that night: satisfied
that everything should remain just as it
was forever and ever. And they talked
of all manner of things, for they could
talk. Even the struggle for a bare ex.
istence could not rob them of that. Pre-
sently the supernatural was touched up-
on, and the children cast awed glances
behind them, and crept closer to their
parents. Then the mystic, then the un-
certain, then, finally, strange happenings
that they actually knew of.

"I know of something odd that might
interest you,” said one of the guests, Mr.
Grimsby. He was the night editor of
a local paper, and queer events often
came under his notice. He .had told
them of odd things before, so that they
waited with interest for what he had to
say.

“Tell us about it,” they urged.

“It’s rather a long story,” replied Mr.
Grimsby, “but I shall be glad to tell
you what I know of the affair.”
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“Oh, yes, tell us,” they cried, and
threw wood on the fire until it blazed
and roared and flared.

“It is something of a dream story,” be-
gan Mr. Grimsby, “and it will need some
detail of our office to make the thing
clear.” Then, without any further intro-
duction, he began the following narra-
tive :

THE EDITOR’S STORY

“It is quiet sometimes in a newspaper
office, not often, but occasionally, and
one of these rare times is when the paper
has gone to press, but is not yet on the
street. During this lull, anything might
happen, and very often something does.
When the editor works like mad on a
paper-bestrewn desk, with copy boys
running between the office and the press:
the machinery begins to grind and clank
slowly; and that most important of dig-
nitaries, the foreman printer, rushes
around with heated but appropriate re-
marks, even the most casual intruder is
safe in assuming that “something big”
has arrived at the last moment. It may
be one of many things—a wreck, an ac-
cident, a murder, the death of an im-
portant personage, a flood, an earth-
quake, or in fact, anything to thrill the
reader, or create a temporary sensation.

In the restful hour, long after mid-
night, that precedes the actual publica-
tion of a morning newspaper, I might
have been even dozing, for the night
and the streets were very still. There
was no sound but the subdued humming
of the presses in the back of the build-
ing, when the violent opening and clos-
ing of the office door half roused me. I
looked up drowsily and saw with sleep
interest that a young and very slender
man, with shabby clothes, unkempt hair,
and a very pale face, was standing by
my desk. holding an overgrown sheet of
paper in his hand. Instantly his appear-
ance caused me to jump to the conclu-
sion that he was a spring poet, and, with
a severe editorial frown, my best, by
the way, I enquired sharply:

‘Well, what can I do for you? The
query meant either, ‘be brief please, I
am very busy’ or ‘state your business and

get out just as the visitor wishes to
take it.
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‘Is it too late to get something in the
paper ?’ asked the young man meekly. In
an instant I softened. The question re-
vealed the fact that he was unfamiliar
with a journalistic office, and the re-
spectful tone that he could not be a poet.
Also. he looked too bright.

‘Yes, I am afraid it is rather late,” I
said, with a friendly yawn, “What is it
—a death notice or a poem?”

‘Neither,” he answered, without, by the
way, smiling at my favourite joke. I
felt rather piqued at this.

‘A news item?’ I suggested.

‘No, scarcely that,” said he.
a sigh of relief. ‘It’s an advertisement,’
he went on. ‘One of those in the per-
sonal column, you know.” I did know,
and I yawned again as I nodded. There
was silence for a moment. Then ‘shall 1
leave 1t here until tomorrow? he asked
desperately. I woke up, and took the
paper from his hand.

‘Yes, I'll take it, I answered. ‘Let’s
see, what’s the name and address? He
told me and I mechanically wrote them
down upon a piece of paper in front of
me. This heavy task finished, I was
prepared to rest calmly wuntil the
“moulder of public opinion” was brought
to my office, when the visitor’s voice
once more disturbed me.

‘Will it go in just as it is? he asked.
The stern call of duty bade me turn
over the sheet and look at the writing,
just to satisfy this outsider. I did so,
and began to read. The words had
been written very clearly and neatly in
ink and were, unlike most copy, perfect-
ly legible. Had they not been I should
probably never have read them.

‘Will the owner of the white bunga-
low, situated on the outskirts of some
city, near a dry river bed, with nar-
row, carefully kept grounds, shell strewn
driveway, and conspicuous because of
two oddly shaped heaps of stone at the
entrance to the drive, communicate with
the address below? This I read, and
re-read carefully, to make certain that
I was not a trifle defective in sight. Then
I looked at the stranger, who still stood
there, watching me narrowly. .

‘Do you mean this’ I asked. His look
did not waver.

‘T do,” said he.

I heaved

It was like a marriage
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ceremony. I changed the subject hastily.
Premature weddings are my chief aver-
sion, and an attractive man like—no, my
l.nlod?sty prevents that sentence being fin-
ished.

‘Then why so indefinite? I exclaimed.
I was almost awake. He smiled.

‘How can I be more definite, when I
don’t know any more about the thing?’
he enquired. * It was something of a
poser. .

‘Won't vou know so much about the
place now,” I protested. It would never
do for an editor to be “stumped” in his
own office. ‘Then,” continuing in a pro-
fessional tone, ‘why not name, or indi-
cate in some way the city you mean,
instead of using the vague word ‘some,’
as you have done? It makes the whole
thing delightfully intangible.’

‘That’s the way to express it’ he ex-
claimed. ‘It is delightfully intangible.’
By Jove, you editors know how to put
a thing properly” Now, I never pay
any attention to flattery, but somehow I
felt much more friendly towards my
visitor.

‘Sit down,” I said, pushing a chair
towards him with my foot. After all, I
had half an hour or so to waste, and T
might as well place them behind me in
this way as any other. He seemed glad
to comply with my request.

‘Now,” said I, in the tone generally re-
served for very young reporters, ‘tell
me why, in the name of fortune, you
are going to the expense of putting that
ad. in our paper. One of the first things
a young man should learn is economy
in every day affairs. Extravagance in
the young is to be severely condemned
wherever found.’

‘If T should tell you the reason you
would only laugh,” said the young man.

‘Come, come, Mr. , I glanced at
the paper .in front of me. “Mr. Hig-
gins,” T went on, ‘I will promise you to
refrain from laughing. You may depend
upon that.’

‘If that’s that case, then, I'll tell you
the whole thing, but you won’t believe
a word of it resumed Higgins. ‘But,
whatever you think of it, I want the ad-
vertisement to run. It will appear in
every paper in the country,” he added,
rather proudly. I sat up suddenly, wide
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awake. I scented what might be a good
‘story.’

“There must be something very im-
portant to cause all that expense and
trouble,’ 1 began.

‘Yes, to me it is of the utmost import-
ance,” he answered. ‘It is a difficult thing
to explain, but it is absorbing my whole
life. This place of which I speak mn
the advertisement is a thing of dreams,
images, visions, fantasies, call them what
you will, and yet I know it exists. Let
me explain.’

‘Do,” I murmured. I was more than a
trifle skeptical, and much of my ‘story’
interest had departed.

‘My sleep is disturbed by the house;
it fills my dreams; even if the slumber
should be fitful, and of a few minutes’
duration, I see it, and am in it, constant-
ly, and even in my waking hours it floats
before me. It is becoming more and
more a part of my real life; every time
I see the place I learn more of it, a de-
tail at a time, and when I have learned
everything I know that it will possess
me. I want to find out if there is a place
exactly like this in the country, or if I
have seen 1t in some other existence, or
only in my dreams. Do you understand ¥’

‘I'rankly,” I said, gently, ‘I do not, and
I don’t believe that you do.’

‘Ah,"” sighed my visitor, ‘you do not
grasp the significance of this. Have you
never known what it is to have your
sleeping and waking hours haunted by
some threatening power—to be in con-
stant dread of something and yet be
scarcely able to name it.’

'l can always put a name to my haunt-
ing pursuers,” [ yawned.

‘Then,” he began, rather excitedly,
‘vou have known what it is to be pur-
sued by ’

"By collectors,” I muttered. He sniffed
in disgust, '

"It’s all very well to sneer at them, I
do that myself, not to mention a bit of
idle cursing, but they are always with us,
notwithstanding.’

‘Oh, you are too material, too utterly
earthly ! he exclaimed. |

‘Not always, my dear fellow; I read
Shelley,’ T retorted.

‘Even so,” he answered, ‘you know
nothing of these things’ I was begin-
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ning to dislike my visitor, and | pulled
out my watch, regarding it with a sleepy
frown.

‘It's very late,” I murmured. He rose,
took his hat from the desk, where he
had placed it, and then ‘spoke:

‘T shall return in a couple of days, and
see if you have any answers,’ he said.
‘In the meantime, good night.’

‘Goodnight’ I drawled, and only woke
from my doze when a boy threw a paper,
fresh from the press, on the desk, banged
the door after him, and ran away, whist-
ling, to his own kind. I glanced through
the copy, then took down my coat and
hat, and made my way through the de-
serted streets homeward.

It was on the second night following
the visit of the young man with the ad-

-vertisement that I sat, entirely engrossed

in work, sending out ‘copy’ to the ma-
chines as often as I could, in an earnest,
though apparently hopeless attempt to
satisfy the outspoken demands of the
foreman. Thus engaged, I became dim-
ly aware of the presence of some person
in the office.

‘Well” T snapped, without looking up
or discontinuing my work.

‘Are you the editor? asked the new-
comer. It was on my tongue to tell
him that I was not, hence my reasons

for editing the paper. But I thought
better of it.

‘I want to see you about an item in
the paper—’ he began.

‘See the reporters, in the office to the
left,” I interrupted.

‘But they are all out,” he replied.
wardly cursing them, I looked up.

‘What is it? Be quick, my time is
valuable,” T said, as I looked closely at
my visitor. He was an elderly, gray
haired, comfortable looking gentleman,
with a small, neatly trimmed beard and
moustache.

‘This advertisement,” he explained, and
began to read it.

‘Yes, yes, what of it? I asked.

‘I want to find out something about
the person who put it in the paper.

‘Isn’t the address there? I asked,
rather sharply.

‘I have written to it, but received no
answer,’ said he,

In-
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'No doubt you will hear in a day or
so, I said, preparing to return to my
work. ‘The advertiser has probably seen
the house around the city .and—'

‘A, but he has not,” replied the old
gentleman, with dignity. ‘It is a descrip-
tion of my own villa, and it is at least
five thousand miles from here.” I looked
up, quickly.

"Yes,” continued my visitor, ‘it is my
place, but 1 thought it was pretty well
hidden. T hope that the advertiser
wants to buy the place. Tt’s about the
strangest affair any man ever had on
his hands.” I became interested. ‘Yes,
there is something about it that I don't
understand. [ can’t say just what it is,
but I doubt if T shall go back there next
summer. My wife is afraid of the place
—declares she’s heard noises in the night,
and all that sort of nonsense. In fact,
our best servant left because she ima-
gined that some sort of a shadowy form
goes through the different rooms every
night.  Of all the rot!”  But he did not
really seem to think so.

‘What was this shadowy form like?’
| asked. An idea had just occurred to
me.

“The idiotic servant said that it was
that of a voung man, who seemed to be
searching for something that he did not
want to find.’

‘Hum, is that so?
anything yourself?’

‘Well, no, not exactly. But I will
admit that there is an evil influence ol
some sort about the place. I don't know
what it is, but I will be satisfied to let
it @o at a bargain. T hope that the ad-
vertiser, if he huys it, has stronger nerves
than my wife or the servant have.’

‘Yes, indeed,” I said, as politely as ]
could, trying to restrain a smile. ‘Onc
requires nerves in a place like that. It
may be that there is such a thing as
mental influence ahout the atmosphere of
a house, or phantasies left by occur-
ences, and pictured upon the minds of
subsequent residents.’

‘Probably,” he replied, ‘at any rate,
there is something about the villa.” He
might have made his meaning c!ear, but
just then the foreman burst mnto the
room, and would have treated me to a
bit of his extensive vocabulary but for

Have you noticed
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the presence of the visitor. Trom his
agitated countenance and frantic ges-
tures, | gathered that he wanted ‘copy’
and I accommodated him with an arm-
ful. He had hardly left, when the outer
door opened, and Higgins quietly en-
tered the office, and came over to my
desk. I noticed that he was paler, and
even more haggard looking than hefore.

‘Have you found your ideal residence
vet?” I began, in a jocular tone. But I
stopped when I saw the old gentleman’s
face. He was regarding the advertiser
with a strange, puzzled look.

‘[ have had several answers from dif-
ferent parts of the country but they are
about places that happen to resemble
slightly the one I wish. Not one is cf
any use to me.” I was about to console
him, when the voice of the old gentle-
man interrupted me.

‘Now I know,” he cried, ‘you are the
voung man whose shadow the servant
imagined she saw. What did you mean
by prowling akout my house at night,
sir?’

‘Prowling about your house?' repcated
Higgins, in a dazed manner. Then the
affair seeme:l to flash through his mind.
‘Oh, vou have come here to answer my
advertisement!” he cried, ‘and you think
vou have seen me in your house? IHow
did it happen? When did you see me?"
‘The owner of the villa explained. When
he finished, Higgins seized him by the
arm.,

‘Look here,” he exclaimed, ‘I have
never been near your place. Where is it?
In America or Europe?

‘In Europe—Switzerland, to be pre-
ctse, in the foothills, near Geneva.’

‘And 1 have never been out of Am-
erica.” murmured Higgins.

‘How, then, did you get the descrip-
tion of the house? asked the puzzled
owner.

‘Get the description?” said Higgins.
‘Why, how could I help it when the
thing has become part of my very exist-
ence” ILven in my waking hours it fol-
lows me, and 1 realize that I am fast
losing my power to dispel the delusion.’

‘Even in your waking hours? What
do vou mean? asked the thoroughly
puzzled owner. Higgins explained. The
old gentleman looked from him to me, in
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a manner that indicated his distrust of
the whole affair.

‘Is this a practical joke? he began,
in a most dignified tone. ‘I have heard
of such things being done through the
newspapers. 1 spend a certain part of
each year in my Switzerland residence,
and was, in fact, thinking of leaving for
Europe tomorrow. . My wife pointed out
this advertisement to me today, and my
attention was immediately drawn by the
remarkable resemblance to my residence
of the place advertised for. The stonc
heaps, which, I believe, are absolutely
unique in their way, made me almost
certain that they were the same. Of
course, if this is merely a coincidence,
and I have blundered into a newspaper
hoax, I can only wish you a very good
day, gentlemen, and every success in the
affair” He turned towards the door.
But Higgins intercepted him.

‘One moment,” he said, “Would it be
an imposition if I were to visit your
house in Switzerland during the summer
and look over it for myself? I shall be
in Europe within two months, and I
think you will agree that a personal in-
spection would be far more satisfactory
mutually.’

‘Certainly, certainly,” replied the old
gentleman, probably scenting a pur-
chaser, ‘I shall he over there within a
month, and you would be more than
welcome at any time. They started to
walk away. At the door Higgins turn-
ed to me with something of a smile on
his pale face.

‘Good-bye,’ he said, ‘and thank you.’

‘Good-bye,” echoed the old gentleman,
and they passed from my office and my
sight forever. I never saw either one
again, for an editor seldom has the time
to run off to Europe whenever he wishes.
The rest of the occurrence must be told
by a news ‘story’ from one of our Euro-
pean correspondents, which came some
two months later.

“An unusual happening,” it read, “in
the Hillman villa, in Switzerland, has
caused some considerable comment
among the American tourists through-
out Europe. A few days ago, Mr. Hill-
man, the famous New York financier,
arrived at his villa in company with a
Mr. Higgins, an American traveller who,
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it is said, was contemplating the pur-
chase of the place. They went over the
greater part of the premises together,
and, when they reached a large room
at the back of the house, Mr. Higgins
requested to be allowed to enter alone.
He locked the door behind him, and,
after perhaps five minutes, Mr. Hillman
heard him call out suddenly:

“My God, is this the end?” His voice
seemed odd and unnatural, and Mr. Hill-
man called out, asking him what the
trouble was. No answer came, and Mr.
Hillman, fearing that something was
wrong, broke open the door. There was
not a trace of his countryman! He had
vanished, and no person about the place
had seen anything of him. The authori-
ties were hurriedly summoned, and, at
the orders of Mr. Hillman, the walls of
the room were torn down. Behind one
wall a space was found, in which hung
a huge gong, with a heavy striker be-
side it. One of the officials struck the
gong a heavy blow, but, to the surprise
of all, no sound was heard, only a tre-
mendous shock, as of abnormal vibration.
This lasted for possibly twenty seconds,
and during that time the effect upon the
party was to rob them entirely of all
power, and, until 1t had died away they
were helpless. It is understood that the
affair will be investigated scientifically.

Although the gong could have no ef-
fect upon the mystery, its presence
doubtless has some significance, which
has not yet been ascertained.

Mr. Hillman is assisting the official in-
vestigation in every way, and, when it
15 finished, will burn the villa to the
ground. It has always, he declares, been
an unaccountable place, and Mrs. Hill-
man has positively refused to live in it
another summer.’

The affair was never settled. That is,
Higgins was never found, but the man-
ner of his disappearance was too strange
to be solved by a mere official investi-
gation. Higgins had undoubtedly come
under the influence of the great gong,
probably by reason of his sleeping or
waking thoughts flowing in the direction
of its location. This might easily be
brought about by his reading or hearing
something centred near the villa; by
heredity, incarnation, anything. It
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preyed upon his mind until that became
part of the vibration, thus the continual
recurrence of the wvilla.  All matter,
whether tangible or not, is composed of
vibration, if science knows anything
about it, and the very composition of
Higgin's body entered into the vibration
of the gong. He felt this: was drawn
towards the centre of attraction, as a
needle is to the pole: hence his visit to
Switzerland. 'Why he should have en-
tered the room alone is more difficult
to say, but it was probably because he
wished to face the end alone. He un-
doubtedly had a foreboding of that end.
On entering the room, the terrible power
of the vibration drew the material sub-
stance from him; he felt himself fading,
as it were, into nothingness, and the cry
they had heard escaped his lips. It was
the last sound he ever uttered. At its
conclusion he was gone; resolved into
the vibration of the gong! Science can
offer no better explanation, and it seems
the only possible means he had of leav-
ing that room. Others were suggested,
but they were hopelessly improbable.

In a few weeks from the occurrence,
Mr. Hillman did burn his villa, but the
gong was given to an ancient monastery,
at the urgent request of the prior, who
promised by their holiest beliefs, that
the thing should never be struck.
Whether it has been or not, I cannot say,
but if T should ever feel an extraordinary
desire to take a trip to Europe, I shall
tremble for my own solidity. I am very
solicitious regarding my welfare in this
direction, almost as careful as Mr. Hill-
man in his attention to the fears of his
wife. The financier (I wish I had
known that he was one when he was in
the office) may want me to go over and
look into the matter, but I have no wish
to dissolve into thin air.”

When Mr. Grimsby finished his story
there was silence all over the room.

“Didn’t they ever find out anything
about Higgins?” asked Piller.

“Not a thing,” said Mr. Grimsby.

“What a strange thing,” murmured
Mrs. Piller.

“Very strange indeed,” said Mr. Oak-
ley, the other guest, whom they had
known but a short time. ‘I think I can
help you to finish it out, Grimsby.” They
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all looked at him, their faces betraying
their eagerness and astonishment.

“You know something about the af-
fair?” asked Mr. Grimsby, in a startled
tone.

“I do, I believe,” answered Mr. Oak-
ley. “Now, how long ago did this take
place?”

“Just a trifle over seven years ago,”
was the answer.

“Then let me tell you something of
the affair as 1 encountered it,” Mr. Oak-
ley began. “Two years ago today I was
in Europe—just about where your man
met with the queer end, Grimsby,—and,
like the inexperienced fools we were,
another traveller and myself, made up
our minds to scale a rather difficult peak
just to celebrate the occasion, you know.
Well, no sooner had we determined up-
on the idiotic course than a guide was
secured, the preparations made, and we
were actually upon our way within an
hour or so.

“For the first part of the climb every-
thing was right enough, and we had
counted upon reaching the top of the
peak by nightfall. So we pushed on,
higher and higher, and the cold became
more and more intense. At length, on
a great ledge, there was a tremendous
head wind; the snow was shifting dan-
gerously; and the flakes blew into our
faces in seemingly solid masses, so that
we could make but little progress. The
guide, who could see the terrible danger,
advised us to retreat right away, and
get back to the hotel as soon as pos-
sible, but we both laughed at him, and
kept on. For another hour, perhaps,
we made our way slowly forward, then
the wind increased to a hurricane that
seemed to fll all space, snow blinded us,
it shifted aund sifted beneath our feet,
and, although it was still fairly early
in the afternoon, darkness seemed to be
descending as though a thick, black,
cloak had been dropped over the peaks.

“The guide screamed something at us,
pointed over to our left, and stumbled
in that direction. The other aspirant for
Alpine honours followed him, and I be-
gan to do the same. But, as I turned,
a great tempest of snow came against
me, and, when it had passed, my com-
panions were nowhere to be seen. I
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yelled and shrieked for them, but my

voice was stifled by the wind and snow,:

and lost in that great turmoil of nature.
I looked for them this way and that,
and then, giving up the search, started
back in the direction I imagined we hac
come. Hour after hour I staggered on,
despairing more and more at each step.
It was useless to try and make much
headway against the storm, and the
overpowering desire to lie down and die
in the snow had almost overcome me,
when I heard a strange sound, borne
down on the wind. It was the deep, re-
gular tolling of a bell, and, for a time,
I fancied that I must be listening to
some supernatural sound. I was be-
wildered until the explanation suddenly
flashed across me. It came from a mon-
astery, of course, and I had, fortunately
for myself, stumbled across one in the
nick of time. I hurried on, and came
upon the old building after struggling
for half an hour or so. There it stood,
indistinct in the driving snow, but tan-
gible, and I knocked upon the door as
a weary sinner might upon the gates
of Heaven,

“They opened it gravely, a tall monk,
stern and austere, vet with something

attractive about his deeply lined face,
admitting me, and one whom I assumed
to be the prior, standing behind him, as
silently and solemnly holding a light,
that they might see who their visitor
could be on such a wild night. Yet they
did not seem surprised to see me, but
bade me welcome. Then they set food
before me, handed me dry clothes, and
left me alone in the ancient, heavily
beamed room. I ate in silence, and was
shown to a small cell at the end of a
corridor in the rear of the monastery,
and left, with a blessing from the monk
who had conducted me thither. Once
alone, I looked around me carefully.
The cell was small, but dry and clean,
and, owing to the extreme thickness of
the walls, warm. There was no sound
of the storm outside, nothing through-
out the whole ghostly building, and.
stretched upon the narrow bed, I almost
immediately fell into a deep sleep, for
I was exhausted by the day's tramp.
“About two, or perhaps three o’clock
in the morning, I was awakened by—
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well, by an uneasy feeling more than
anything. I felt that I was not alone in
that particular part of the old monas-
tery. Somebody else was moving around,
I thought, and T had just succeeded in
persuading myself that the idea was fol.
ly when I heard a shuffling sound out-
side my door. I sat up and listened.
Yes, there it was again, and I arose
and tiptoed softly to the door. Cau-
tiously I looked through the little barred
opening. There, shuffling down the cor-
ridor, was the very monk who had ad-
mitted me. But how different he was.
now! The stern look had gone from
his face, and it was white and expres-
sionless. IHe shuffled on as one in a
dream—as one robbed of his will power,
and, quietly opening the door, I left my
cell and followed him.

“On he went down the corridor, never
looking to right or left, and at last reach-
ed a door that I had noticed bhefore, he-
cause it was so heavily barred and lock-
ed. The monk, pausing at this door.
seemed to pay no attention whatever tc
the locks and bars, but, at one side,
must have pressed a secret spring, for
a door one would never in the world
have suspected the existence of, flew
open, and he stepped quickly inside, so
absorbed that he forgot entirely to shut
the door after him. I determined, fool-
hardy as usual, to follow, and approach-
ed as quickly as possible without mak-

ing any noise, and suddenly went
through the doorway. This is all I re-
member distinctly. I dimly saw the

monk for a moment, then seemed to be
seized by some gigantic power that was
tearing me to pieces. I fell hackwar!
through the door, but as T fell I distinct-
ly heard the monk say:

“My God, is this the end?” I remem-
ber no more until long after daybreak,
when the monks found me where I had
fallen. To them T told what T had seen,
but they crossed themselves and prayed
and would tell me nothing. Perhaps
they knew something, and perhaps they
did not, but, at all events, I left soon
after none the wiser, and, as the day
was fine, one of the monks accompanied
me a good part of the way back. The
guide and the other mountaineer came
in late that day nome the worse but for
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the hunger and cold, but I never found
out any more about the monastery until
tonight.”

He paused, and they looked at each
other.

“And nothing more will ever be
known,” said Mr. Grimsby.

“But they should destroy that terrible
gong,” was Piller’s opinion. And thus
they discussed the strange affair until
the night was far gone, when they
trooped away to bed, the Pillers to dream
of dark monasteries, hooded, austere
monks, Santa Claus, and a thousand
more things that could never be guessed
at.

It was almost noon on the day fol-
lowing Christmas when Piller reached
his office, hung his shabby coat on the
old nail, and his shabby hat on another,
took the musty, dusty ledger from the
safe, with the other office books, and
began, his head still whirling with the
events of the previous day, to do his
dull routine of office work. He was al-
most trembling with anxiety, for he knew
his employer: knew that he never for-
gave such tardiness as almost half a
day’s lateness, and feared accordingly.
The times were hard, he told himself,
he could not secure another position for
months, perhaps, and in the meantime
what of the brood in the shabby little
house? Thev must starve. The thought
was dreadful. He knew that the old
man would never listen to his excuse—
the voungest had bheen suddenly taken
sick and he had sat by the little cot until
the child was well out of danger—and
he faced ruin with a troubled heart,
when so many and those so defenceless,
were involved.

As yet the old man had said nothing,
had, in fact, remained closeted in his
private office. Piller almost found him-
self hoping that he would say nothing
about it. Poor vain hope that! .

“Mr. Piller,” called the sharp voice
from the inner office. Poor Piller, catch-
ing his breath, dropped his pen, and
hurried in.

“Shut the door,” said his employer
sternly. Piller did so, and stood as one
who awaits the death sentence. “Now,
sir,” continued the old man, searching
him with his cold eyes. “Why were
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you half a day late? Did you not have
all yesterday to carry on this Christmas
buffoonery? How do you explain it?
Come, now, speak up.” Poor Piller
could hardly speak, but managed to fal-
ter out:

“My youngest child was sick, sir, and
I had to stay by it all night and until
noon today.”

“Whose fault is that?” answered the
hard voice. “Is that any reason why I
should pay for your time and not re-
ceive anything for my money?”

“I don’t know, sir,” replied Piller,
weakly. He saw the slender means of
livelihood for the hungry young mouths
in the shabby little house slipping away
from him minute by minute, and his
heart failed him accordingly.

“You don’t know?” answered the
hard voice again. “Then who is to
know? You must find out. How many
children have you?” Piller told him
five, miserably.

“Have you a house and have they a
mother?”  Piller replied to both ques-
tions, still more miserably. As he spoke
the old man rose from his chair, and
advanced threateningly upon him.

“Do you know what is going to hap-
pen to you, young man?’ he almost
snarled. Then, as Piller backed away,
his employer suddenly sprang forward
and clapped him upon the shoulder. Then
the old man’s face broke into a grin such
as had not been upon it for years and
years, and faintly, through the mist of
his overwhelming amazement, he heard
the voice of his employer, now as cheery
almost as the children’s.

“I'll tell you what, Piller, my boy,
you are going to be my junior partner
in my business, with a salary in propor-
tion if you will let me live with you
and those young barbarians of yours in
the finest house we can get. What do
vou say, eh?” And the next thing Piller
remembers well is telling his wife and
the noisy little Pillers all about it. He
might, too, have thought it all a dream,
had not the transformed employer, now
the finest old fellow in the city, fulfilled
every promise to the letter. That is
about all, but—by the way, he also re-
members, as he went home, at the old
man’s request to take a doctor to the
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sick young Piller, who by that time, un- and hearing his voice shout merrily af-
der the careful administration of Mrs. ter him: .
P.. wishing his employer the compli- “A merry Christmas, Piller, old boy,
ments of the season for the second time, and a haspy New Year.”

On the Golden Anniversary

It isn’t the thought of what you were,

That I keep the flowers you wore in your hair,
But only the thought that you still are to me
The same little girl that you used to be.

Now I can picture these faded flowers

Gathered quite fresh from those rosary bhowers,
And twined in your locks, now silver, and gray
Just as they were on that glorious day.

Do you remember it?> Ah, then I was young,
You were so sweet, and our life had begun.

Ever since then we have trodden life’s road,
Together we've reaped, and together we've sowed.

Now as we are in the Eve of life,
We still are the same loving husband and wife
And as we look back on those years that have passed,

LEach one seems brighter, more cheery than last.

Yet though these flowers have withered and died,

There’s something they say, that T cannot describe,
Perhaps, dearest heart, you feel it too
If so, let us start life’s battle anew.

Though we are both old, our love is still young

Though we've had our day, and our songs have been sung,
The echoes are still quite clear and true,

As they ring out the love that T feel for you.

—Conway H. Bunnett.



Beyond the Athabasca

By Agnes Deans Cameron

“Let us probe the silent places, let us
seek the luck betide us:
Let us journey to a lonely land I
know.
There’s a whisper on the night-wind,
there’s a star agleam to guide us,
And the Wild is calling, calling .
let us go.”

E were the first white women
at Fond du Lac. What is
there at this eastern extrem-
ity of Lake Athabasca? It is

a lonely enough picture, even as we saw
it, in the hey-dey of its one yearly holi-
day, the time that the Dominion Gov-
ernment sends its treaty-payment party
and the mail comes in from the great
world outside. The people who make
Fond du Lac are Indians, the caribou-
eating Chipewyans. What manner of
men are they? Well, in considering all
Canadian Indians we must put out of
our mind that patriarchal-looking war-
rior with the Roman countenance, the
tomahawk rampant, and the tri-feathered
Prince-of-Wales plume. This lurid an-
achronism may well seek oblivion with
the Indian of Fenimore Cooper’s fiction
who has been described as, “the extinct
specimen of a past race that never ex-
isted.”

There are no “wild Red Indians” in
Canada, and there never have been. T.he
Canadian frontier is the only frontier
that has not been hought by blood, Ca-
nada has never had a lynching, a tram
hold-up, nor an Indian war. The In-
dian in Canada today looks upon the
white man as his friend and brother, and
the reason for this can be found in the
fact that from the year 1670 the Hud-
son's Bay Company has consistently kept
its word with its Indians. The solid
foundation of mutual trust and respect
by the Fur-Traders made a good base
for the subsequent superstructure evolv-

ed by the Indian Department of the Do-
minion of Canada.

The Fond du Lac Indian is a nomadic
fur-hunter, his habitat is the fringe of
the Barren Grounds, his food white-fish
and caribou, his religion Roman Catho-
licism. He hunts and traps in winter,
fishes in summer, loves his wife and
babies, confesses his sins to the priest,
takes his $5 treaty-money once a year,
with a smile, from the visiting Indian
Agent, and in other respects is as Kip-
ling would say, “even as you and me.”
We are better able to understand, to
appreciate, to help, and be helped by
our brothers, red, brown, and parti-col-
ored, when we begin to recognize the
truth that basically and in the last an-
alysis, we are all very much alike.

Of the caribou-eating Chipewvan it
might well have been said,

“But there be others, happier few,
The vagabondish sons of God,
Who know the by-ways and the flowers,
And care not how the world may
plod.

“They loiter down the traffic lands,
And wander through the woods with
spring ;
To them the glory of the earth
Is but to hear a bluebird sing.

“They, too, receive each one his Day ;
But their wise hecart knows many
things
Beyond the sating of desire,
Above the dignity of kings.”

Leaving Fond du l.ac, we take the
little tug again for Fort Chipewyan,
churning our way westward along Lake
Athabasca by day and by night. Rolled
in my blankets on the tiny deck, be-
grudging the time given to sleep in that
incomparable midnight daylight, I spoke
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to the skipper holding his turn at the
wheel not two yards away from my el-
how, “It seems marvellous to me, Cap-
tain Rothero, that you can navigate this
unknown waterway without chart and
without compass.” Between the puffs of
his little black pipe, he replied, “Yes:
we go by the power o' man.” And so
everything would seem to be done in
this North Country by the power o' man,
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The Slave River Rapids extend over
twenty-five miles, and necessitate thrce
portages. The northward-trending tra-
veller may himself obviate the necessity
of negotiating this rough water, by mak-
ing a sixteen-mile overland portage from
Smith’s Landing to Fort Smith. This
we did.  This is the Mosquito Portage,
and all who have ever traversed it arc
in very truth to the end of time blood

Agnes Deans Cameron and Michel Lizette, an old trapper of
the Old Company

supplemented by the power of dogs. One
dog-power, and not one horse-power, is
the unit of measurement of Northern
Canada’s statics. hydrostatics, and dyna-
mics.

From TFort Chipewyan it is due north
an even hundred miles to Smith’s Land-
ing on the Slave River. Here we reach
the second impediment to navigation in
all that long river-and-lake system be-
tween Athabasca Landing and the Arc-
tic, the first having been the hundred
miles of rapids on the Athabasca River.

brothers, companions of the sorrowful
way. Up to this time we had looked
upon the mosquito in a jocular light, he
was literary food for the funny man, a
subject for the cartoonist. But the
Smith’s Portage mosquito is no joke, he
takes himself very seriously, belongs to
no union, and recognizes no eight-hour
day. As the driver of our stage put it,
the mosquito here makes an excellent
g;)]ke”r-player, “he never draws but he
S.

TFort Smith is one of the most inter-
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esting points in the whole North, perched
several hundred feet above the river-lip,
it enjoys an incomparable view of the
seething restless waters of the Rapid of
the Drowned. Fort Smith is primitive,
little Indian boys, tired mothers, and
Scottish servants of the Old Company
twice a day carry up on yoked buckets
from the river to the tepee-strewn pla-
teau above all the water needed for daily

S

- AMXLED b be
2 NPAC TR b P KPATNAN
R of 1. R Galatians (.20,
. S Tesu fover of my soul’ ‘8—7"5
T PR APAR?
P o aCiCrr
To = APVA- O
ra reene
P D CVv b
X 9 ALPAV:C |
TroQe 4: <N - -
CD O AN PG
CQLIGASY AN
T PALPAY: o

ATHABASCA 745

vou see, they make their own moccasins
so there's no shoe-leather to debit to the
account, and the cheapest thing in the
fur-country is Time.”

Time is marked off in Fort Smith, not
by days and nights, but by the cycle of
the seasons. In the winter, the suow
comes down, the river freezes, and the
Indians begin to bring in their fur: it
is cold and still, the daylight is short,

Cimthe
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Title-page and sample hymn-book, printed in Cree syllabic on a hand-press by the women of the
Church of England Mission at Athabasca Landing. Photographed by author,

meals and semi-occasional ablutions. This
drama has heen enacting for 2 hundred
vears or more. .
A decade ago thousands of Klondike
miners secking a cross-country road to
the Alaska gold fields intruded into this
fur-country from the south and east.
One of these Jason searchers for the
Golden Fleece hailed a constable of the
Roval Northwest Mounted Police, “Why
the dickens don’t these Hudson’s Bay
chaps dig wells?” “Economy, my boy,
economy; pays 'em better to hire .Scot’ch-
men in the Orkney Islands and bring ‘em
out here to tote the water up the bank;

and round the roaring fires the Hudson's
Bayv men eagerly await the mid-winter
packet whose jingling dog-sleds carry in
the Christmas mail from LLe Grand Pays.
Spring brings the loosened ice-barriers,
the melted snow, the ‘“honk” of the
northward-trending  wild-fowl, myriads
of flowers, and the well-remembered can-
ticle of the mosquito. In summer, the
environs of IFort Smith are a bocage
of redolent blossoms, violets and wild-
strawberries at our feet, fragrant or-
chids at the river-brink, wild roses creep-
ing over the graves in the little Roman
Catholic cemetery, roses back of the te-



746

pees, roses on the trail, whole acres of
eglantine. In summer, too, the pelican
leads her brood from rocky islet to
sheltered cove, threading her way in and
out through the boiling waters of the
cataracts in the Slave. Here is her habi-
tat, and here she fears not man, for time
has taught her that where she builds
and broods in the rapids of the Slave,
neither Indian nor white may safely
linger.

Forty miles back to Fort Smith we
come across the world’s last remaining
herd of wild buffalo. The wood-bison
of Fort Smith are doubtless but an off-
shoot from the extinct buffalo of the
plains, those splendid creatures that
within the memory of living man roamed
Prairie Canada in bands of solid thous-
ands. Harried by wolves, hunted of the
Indian, or seeking new succulent fields
of herbage, this band of bison entered
the edge of the wood-country, where,
since that time they have, being unmo-
lested, held their own. Every lover of
animals, every patriotic Canadian, every
true sportsman of whatever country or
creed, will join efforts to preserve to
perpetuity this last band of the wood-
bison of America. With customary fore-
sight the Canadian Government have re-
cently placed at Smith’s Landing a de-
tachment of the Royal Northwest Mount-
ed Police whose chief duty it is to con-
serve this herd.

We have the land of unusual things.
The wood-buffalo of Fort Smith can
lead their young to the edge of a salt-
lick that is inexhaustible and has no
compeer on this continent. Just six-
teen miles from Fort Smith on the Salt
River we reach this wonderful deposit.
The salt lies on the surface of the
ground, and requires neither mining nor
refining before it is ready for man’s
use. For a hundred vears this deposit
has supplied the servants of the Hudson's
Bay Company throughout the whole
Mackenzie River and Peace River dis-
tricts with their necessary salt. Cap-
tain Back, R.N, in the year 1834, re-
plenished his larder from this store-
house. He says, “We filled our five
large bags with pure and white salt in
the short space of half an hour.”

At Fort Smith we are on the northern
boundary of the Province of Alberta, the
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little post of the H. B. Company being
cut through the centre by the parallel of
6o degrees North. Continuing this par-
allel eastward across a continent and an
ocean we strike St. Petersburg. When
we pick up a map of Europe and look
at the Russain capital, we think of it as
being up pretty nearly to the *“top o
the world.” But at Fort Smith in the
Canadian Province of Alberta we are
not nearly at the end of things. With
our eyes still keening northward to our
ultimate goal, the edge of the Arectic,
we have stretching due north westward
between us and that limit of our desires,
a full twelve-hundred miles!

At Fort Smith we change our mode
of travelling and embark on a splendid
new steamer, the SS. “Mackenzie River.”
It is the initial voyage of this modern
boat, the building of which is one of the
constructional triumphs of Canadian en-
terprise during the last five years. The
steamer was built just where we met
her on the edge of the Slave River be-
low the rapids at Fort Smith. The wood
that entered into her make-up is spruce
from the neighbouring forests, sawn by
the H. B. Company’s mill, while all the
heavy iron-work of boiler and engines
came in from “the outside,” floating, as
we had floated, down the Athabasca Ra-
pids in open scows.

Eagerly was the advent of the new
boat greeted as we entered each subse-
quent Northern post; the joyous inter-
est of the people being about evenly di-
vided among the attractions of the new
steamer, the yearly mail, and the batch
of polyglot passengers. Traversing this
northern slice of Empire is like taking
over again the journey with Pilgrim, the
very names suggest his trials,—Fort Re-
solution, Fort Good Hope, Fort Reliance,
Fort Confidence, Fort Providence, anl
cven to the lugubrious may not be found
wanting a passably—good substitute
where the mosquitoes strew the way, for
the Slough of Despond.

Fort Resolution we reach first, on the
south shore of Great Slave Lake. Every
person in this little village is an indi-
vidual character-study. Two pictures
linger in the memory, one of an old
priest of the Roman Catholic faith, wan-
dering up and done the village-street.
moccasins on his feet, his face buried
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in a book of devotions. What mattered
it to him that new steamers might come
bearing with them new faces and daily
- papers telling of the life in the great
bustling world of emulation outside
Once a drummer-boy in the vine-clad
hills of Alsace-Lorraine, long years ago
the hot blood of fiery youth “had burnefl

out all ecarthly passion. and to the ser-
vice of the Dog-Ribbed Indians and the
Yellow-Knives he had devoted the even
vears of mid-life and old age.

Very attractive arc these che1 ubic kid-
dies of the Far North fastnesses. We
saw them in gala attire, because of the
coming of the steamer and the advent
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from another quarter of the good Bishop
of the Roman Catholic Church. Trim
and sailor-like they looked in the holi-
dayv-uniform contrived for them by the
nuns of the convent. In giving arith-
metic problems to these climbers-upward
on learning’s ladder, the teachers have
to discard all pertinent querics about
apples and oranges and horses, substi-
tuting therefor such demands as, “If
you had seventeen moose, and ate three.
and the dog ran away with another, how
much would there be left to make dried-
meat of ?”  “If you trapped nineteen
rabbits, and Striped-Skunk traps eleven
more, how many rabbit-skins can you
sell at the lfort?” The Indian boys here
when they first saw an orange called
it “‘the big vellow rosc-trec seed,” while
the girls described their first ghmpse
of an umbrella as “‘the bat's wing what
the lady carries.” Life in missionary
circles in the IFFar North 1s not unduly
exciting. In the next post that we vis-
ited, Hay River, the old attache to the
Protestant Mission wandered out to
work each morning with his one ox, his
diary, surreptitiously peeped into, re-
vealed the record, “Monday, Bill balk-
ed”: “Tuesday, Bill balked”: “Wed-
nesday, Bill balked”: “Thursday, Bill
didn’t balk.”

From Hay River we cross Great Slave
Lake to Fort Providence, clinging to the
shore just where the mighty Mackenzie
proper begins its course toward the Arc-
tic Sea. Great Slave Lake! What does
the name convey to the people of busy
centres? Whatever the conception of
this mland sea may be, in one thing at
least it falls short of adequate truth: the
size of Great Slave Lake and its tribu-
tary river-ways has alwavs been under-
estimated. This great fresh-water sea is
exceeded in size by Lake Superior, and
by no other fresh-water lake on the
earth’s surface, with perhaps the one ex-
ception of Lake Michigan.

One striking figure greets us as we
steam into Fort Providence, it is the
figure of one-limbed David Villeneuve.
Years ago, when David was a young
hunter, his leg was crushed by the fall-
ing of a fish-stage. This was in the day
of the late Bishop Bompas, that most
wonderful scholar and intrepid Christian
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worker of sub-Arctic Canada. David
approached the little shack which stood
as Rectory for the Apostle of the North
and asked for surgical aid. The good
Bishop .decided that amputation was ne-
cessary, but North Canada boasts neither
doctors nor drug-stores nor anesthetic.
So Bishop Bompas removed David’s
limb, using as surgical instrument a
meat-saw. The writer asked David if
he had not suffered excruciating pain:
“No.,” replied he, with a retrospective
smile, “I took a drink of Painkiller be-
fore he started to saw, and when he had
taken it off, I said, “Bring me my fire-
bag, T'll have a smoke.””

Fort Simpson is the next post on our
down-Mackenzie journey. Simpson un-
til last year was the headquarters for
the whole Mackenzie-region fur-country.
The big houses, ample yards, and com-
modious store-rooms, now falling into
decay, point back to a day of departed
splendour. Just opposite Simpson the
Liard River empties into the Mackenzie,
and up this stream the parties of gold-
seckers were towing their boats looking
for treasure in the Nahanni Mountains
or two young Americans with their
Scottish brides, who were taking this
most unique of all honeymoons. Down
on the bench a grizzled miner who had
tried every diggings from Ballarat to
Cariboo, from Sacramento to the Klon-
dike, was building a boat for prospect-
ing purposes, aided in his work by his
son, a lad of twelve,

Up in a loft above the Factor’s living-
rooms at Simpson we discovered the re-
mains of Awmerica’s FFarthest North Li-
brary, original copies of the Spectator
and the Tatler, bound volumes of Illus-
trated London News and the Graphic,
Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy, and
other treasure-trove of an old-time vin-
tage.

But on we press toward the land of
the IEskimo, Fort Wrigley is passed, and
FFort Norman where the Bear River flows
into the Mackenzie from Great Bear
Lake, and then we reach The Ramparts.
This is an incomparable canyon, the
most wonderfully spectacular we had
seen or were to see in our whole jour-
ney. West of us, the Rockies divide,
with a branch range trending eastward
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towards the Barren Lands and Great
Slave Lake. Through the peaks of this
spur the Mackenzie River during by-
gone aeons has cut its way to the sea,
chiselling a canyon with pallisaded sides
200 to 400 feet in height for over eighty
miles, compared to which the Pallisades
-of the Hudson are but pigmy imitations.
For leagues the rock-work, duplicated on
both sides of the river, is mathematical-
ly vertical, its stratic layers as clear-cut
-as if constructed by mason’s trowel anid
chisel. This picture in God's gallery is
‘worth crossing a continent to see, and
will one day invite voyager and artist
from the world’s far corners. And ev-
-ery day and all the days we steam
through sunlit starless nights, no sun-
rise, no sunset, no dark, all day, nothing
but the brilliant effulgence of continu-
-ous day.

We had come to see the Midnight Sun.
We saw it, we couldn’t shut it out, we
went to sleep in it, and rose next morn-
ing to it. Away the imagination stretch-
ed to the Arctic edge and beyond that
to the dream-continents in Beaufort Sea
with their wavy boundaries of uncertain-
‘ty. Nature widens out, becomes ex-
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tended and diffusive as we approach the
edge of things.

A few miles beyond us is the Arctic
Circle where little Fort Good Hope holds
the portal of the North Frigid Zone,
Indian scouts have been out waiting for
us, eagerly scanning the water for the
first sight of the new steamer, for sev-
eral days, and now a roll of musketry
and their watch-fires give us welcome.
We steam into Fort Good Hope in broad
daylight at night’s noon, and the whole
populace is out to meet us. The Arctic
Circle! Torevei we banish in this con-
nection all thoughts of icebergs and
never-ending snows. Here is the mono-
tonous croon of the Indian chant, migno-
nette blooming in the home of the fur-
trader, long, well-tilled fields of blossom-
ing potatoes, the open door of the Roman
Catholic Mission Church, and every-
where the well-remembered scent of
wild-roses. Truly, we unlearned more

than we learned in this journey to where
the Eskimo dreams his dreams, eats in
community-feasts, lives and loves after
his kind, and inside his igloo writes on
Canada’s unfolding drama his kind and
strongly-sane page.




The Ghosts of Ganada’s Drama

By Robson Black

“Paradise shall be situated in a rather
prominent place and is to be hung all
around with draperies and silk curtains
to such o Izczu/n‘ that the persons who
find themselies n Paradisc are sccn
from the shouldc'/s upward. There shall
be sweet smelling flowers and foliage.
There shall be different trees covered
with fruit so that the place shall appear
very agreecable.’—(Instructions to the
stage director of “The Fall of Adam,”
produced in I'rance in the fifth century).

HE Stage is one of the world’s
friends.  There were acted
dramas before the time of the
Christian Church, even before

History jotted down its first phrases. To
know the Old is to understand the New,
and the want of true theatrical appre-
ciation among the great mass of the pub-
lic today is due precisely to the absence
of intelligent perspective. The corner
stones of all we have today were formed
in the crude, unwieldy theatricals of
Italy, France and England twenty gen-
erations ago, when it was accounted the
climax of effective stage arrangement to
issue such an order as this:

““PHE CONVERSION OF ST. rauL

To represent the conversion of St.
Paul, a chair representing Jerusalem
shall be placed on a suitable spot. -On
this chair the High Priest shall stand.
On another ch'ur shall stand St. Paul.
On the other side at some distance,
there shall be two chairs representing
Damascus. On one of them a man
named Judas shall be seated. On the
other the chief of the synagogue in
Damascus, and between these two
there shall be a bed on which a man
named Ananias shall rest.”
This concession to the instinctive pas-

sion of imaginative humans for acted
biblical stories was maintained success-

fully for centuries, and it was only when

the element of secular comedy and tra-
gedy took the same vehicle of public
presentation that ecclesiastical support
of the theatre fell awav. Tfrom that day
the unfriendly relations of the two in-
stitutions have continued, with few se-
rious efforts at abridgement.

As Canadians, however, our peculiar
national hesitancy to endorse the play-
house comes not from a ffth, eighth, or
tenth century example. Rather does it
lic immediately in the dour mandates of
our pioneer parents, and beyond, and
vet beyond in the ruthless, indiscrimin-
ate, though religiously-colored onslaught
upon dramatic and all other arts for
which the age of the Puritans in Eng-
land must accept responsibility.

In the matter of appreciating the Art
of the Drama, the ghosts of these fore-
fathers are vielding their place in public
sentiment only with disturbmng whispers
of alarm. A strange antagonism has
been preserved among our Canadian peo-
ple. possibly because the  pigeon-hole
of *“let well-enough alone™ is the most
convenient for a orencratxon busied with
the whirligigs of shops and stock mar-
kets and \vheat fields. There isn’t time
for a revision of our family book of No-
tions. et it alone.

Only by a revolution, only by throwing
an annual homb into the theatrical camyp
can we compel a serious, though mﬂled
interest from that body of outsiders who
should be interested as a duty. Even
then, our adventure into mnovel fields
brings only indignant revilings and m-
numerable “T told vou so’s.” No matter
what our efforts to abridge the misun-
derstanding, the conscientious stage-
hater sticks persistently to his castle.

There is no effort here to defend the
mawkish display of New York brothels
and Parisian clubs of “respectable” vice,
or to wink at the present horde of dra-
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matic aberrations as unharmful child’s
play. DBut at the same time, the recent
individual rebellions against Puritan re-
striction should cause no serious alarm,
until we know just how long it is des-
tined to last. It is the way of Art to
dynamite its respectability once in a
while, fling rationalism to the winds and
make the Old School fellows stand
aghast.

Of course to switch things about is

not always to improve. The rebel from
precedent whether he compose dramatic
plots or musical symphonies very na-
turally excites suspicion. We, in Cana-
da, have that British stolidity, in de-
gree, which dislikes volcanic upheaval.
When the stage of the United States
(which in the circumstances, means the
stage of Canada) relaxed the clean stan-
dard of its presentations, gave License
a free hand and bade it god-speed, sober
minded theatre patrons all over the Do-
minion took a moment to muss their
hair, and tell one another how shocking
it all seemed. There is, however, no
certainty that the unwelcome condition
is a permanent one, any more than the
periodic though always moral craze for
stimulating novelties in music. In a year
from now we shall know whether moral
looseness in popular entertainment is for
a day or a decade, whether it signifies

a moral headache or a leprosy.

Just now it may be interesting to con-
sider the Stage in this country as an
engine for either good or evil, as a great
public schoolmaster, content for a time
to wear the coat of a rogue so long as
his mission is being accomplished.

It must be apparent that the Stagc
in America has grown away from its
former limitations as an institution of a
particular class and is rapidly becoming
the property of all the people. Not in
fifty years, and that means the entire
history of the American theatre, has
there been such an awakening of general
interest. If it argues one way more than
another, it is that the “total abolition”
attitude of many powerful sects and
classes has been edged from its base.
New understanding has made the old
dogma indistinct ; the masses have come
over to a positive and supporting side.
The movement however has been helter-
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skelter. Education of a serious sort is
needed, and at once, if there is to be
any higher conception of the Stage than
as a common plaything. The rudiments
of the history of the Drama with some-
thing of its immense literary value and
its essential dignity, should have the
attention of all our schools and colleges.
Today the subject is totally neglected.
The church also, by all means the most
potent factor in our social life, has so
far failed to realize that the Stage will
be either its bosom companion in the
fight, or a most powerful and bitter
enemy.

Today, even with its misnomer of a
“public panderer,” the Stage stands as

the most potent teacher in the commun-
ity, be its doctrines heretic or orthodox.
To its doors in thousands come the pub-
lic daily. There is no prick of con-
science, no fear of penalties, no sooth-
ing drug of self-esteem to drive them
until the sermon is past. He who goes to
the theatre, goes willingly. No one sends
him there; no one invites; no one prods
or threatens. Your theatre-goer is the
most receptive human material which cir-
cumstances could possibly create. And
may one say for an instant that what is
heard and seen is evanescent? that “it
goes in one ear and out the other?”’ It
would deny the very principle upon
which even church attendance is gener-
ally advocated. It would say that the
man who throws himself willingly into
the fun or pathos of a play, who suffers
with those who theatrically suffer, laughs
aloud with the frolicksome spirits, en-
dures the prick of conscience with the
villain, and feels the spiritual uplift of
the hero who can do no wrong, loves
the picture of the home fireside, and
loathes him who desecrates it—to say
that the mind and heart which endures
these thousand experiences comes forth
from the furnace untouched, is to imply
that susceptible brains and emotions are
small improvement on a drain pipe. Em-
phatically is it true that the Stage, even
in the most hanal throes of melodrama,
exerts an unconscious influence on men
and women. You, Reader, may not be
willing to admit it perhaps, but many 2
situation in your experience has been
decided by your memory of a similar
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crux in a favourite play. And though
you were unconscious of it, you used the
very words and gesture of the hero or
heroine. And let me repeat, plays are
preached six times a week, and from one
side of the continent to the other, and to
people who accept its doctrines with-
out question, as meekly as little chil-
dren. At the head of this mighty or-
ganization, called “The Stage,” drawing
to it more and more disciples as its
branches spread,—whom have we? What
moralist, proud in his castle of theory,
offers to lead it? What educator, among
the thousands who call themselves so,
comes forward to be its lieutenant?
What church proclaims its brotherhood
with the Theatre, that unrecognized
companion in social advancement? With
a gross or more of creeds seeking sin-
cerely and effectively to raise humanity
to a sense of the glory of living and
hoping, it is a profound pity that the
Stage should come straggling along on
the opposite side of the road.

It is not the Stage which will reach
out the first hand, because it is in all its
machinery, subjective. Rather had the

Church take the initiative, for it is its
peculiar and undisputed office to reach
out for “the weak” and ‘“the falling.”
whose principles, as in the present in-
stance, have been relegated to the money-
maker and the moral quack.

Clergymen may often be heard to re-
mark : “Let the Theatre first show itself

deserving of our alliance.” As well tell
the potter’s clay to make itself ready for
the wheel, e’er it may expect to be a
useful vessel. Not in a thousand years
will the Theatre be purified and ennobled,
if Christian thought and action are not
addressed to its reform. It is (and very
fortunately) the product of exterior in-
fluences, for there is no more soul with-
in it than lies between the board covers
of a book. What comes out was first
put in, and this ebb and flow is simple of
control.

There is precedent, one hears very of-
ten, precedent for the ban of excommuni-
cation pronounced upon the horrible gob-
lins of stage presentation. The sword
of “Precedent” is two edged, and it very
often is the foe to growth and new
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knowledge. But let us take it at its
full value; and what do we find?

We find the General Assembly of the
Scottish Church about 1760 so far tak-
ing the Stage into its bosom as to de-
mand the right of censorship. Thus by
claiming the office of physician, it sure-
ly endorsed its own prescription. Again
do we find this General Assembly so far
“forgetting” the standpoint of posterity
as to adjourn one of its evening sessions
so that the clergymen in a body could
attend Mrs, Siddons’ play. Think of the
Methodist Conference or their Presby-
terian, Anglican or Baptist brethren post-
poning the 1910 meeting to form a pro-
cession to the playhouse! ’Tis enough
to think!

Almost harder of understanding is the
inconsistence of beliefs in the Drama, as
written Drama, and the Stage as a means
of dramatic presentations. The first was
made for the second. Were there no
Stage, no Drama would ever have been
written, and the English language de-
spoiled of some of its chiefest treasures.
They are absolutely inter-dependent, in-
separable as the thought in the brain and
the voice that expresses it. Regard
given to one, automatically finds its level
in the other.

The American Stage is the most will-
ing and needy object of missionary work
of all the great institutions working
among the people. It needs champions
first of all—champions even in its de-
gradation—those who will look upon it
even today as a great engine of Good,
and will consider its future from the
Idealist’s standpoint. There are too
many arm-chair champions already in the
field, men who would like to see an open
air Stadium and a weeping Antigone
dumped into New York tomorrow. The
true reformer keeps his idealism in the
back of his head and his common sense
in the front, using his hands upon the
task nearest home.

It would be idle to discuss how the
renovation of the American Stage could
be carried on by the common citizen.
Like all true participation in Christian
charities, a Vision must preclude all else.
With the imagination fired, the sense of
duty keen, and faith in the future—
these are the weapons of the striver in
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any cause. At present, among lovers oI
their fellow men, the national theatre of-
fers a magnificent opportunity fc?r de-
termined reformers. It is no man's part
to abuse his local theatre, because he is,
nine times out of ten, plainly responsible
for its character. If good is demanded
of it and made to pay, very seldom does
it give the wrong answer. Moreover,
abuse of the theatre is abuse of an mm-
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personal object incapable of self-defence
or reply. To belabour it for vicious ten-
dencies is but to make it the scape-goat
for a community’s own ignorance-or de-
moralization. To be respectful towar

it, to be its champion and aid in all its
right moods, and a stein censor in its
wrong, may sound theoretically-coloured,
but it is the one practical method of lift-
ing the theatre to its right estate.

Via Crucis

High on the rocky mountain side there yawned
An awful cave where dwelt the dragon grim:
Near by a chapel, and within its walls
The wonder working relics lay

Beneath the altar rail.

And here in ancient days the sick were healed

At even when the sun was set.

This was

Before the dragon dwelt thereby.

But now the bones of many a noble knight

Lay whitening in the dragon’s cave of gloom

And few there were who sought to free the shrine
And few there were who ever from it came,

For all the mountain side was steep and high

And strewn with rolling stones and thorny shrubs:
And if they clomb, the dragon fierce above
Destroyed them ere they reached the holy spot.
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Yet some there were who girt in Jesu's name
In fear and trembling and with awful toil
Had reached the altar and their prayers were heard
And there they were made whole or those they loved
Straightway were healed.

The pure knight James in quest of ventures came
And heard the tale with heart and face aglow—
“Our Virgin give me grace,” he cried, “I go
To slay the dragon: shall God’s sick and maimed
Wait for the healing touch because of this
- Foul thing defying God?”
So forth he went, and calling on his God
To help him in his hour of need, he climbed
The rugged cliffs and passed the chapel by,
Out from the cave the dragon rolled his length
Of hideousness. And the brave knight James
Feared at the sight: but prayed unto his God =~ . -
To nerve his arm and guide his steel.

Short was the battle for good James fought well.

He lured the foul beast to a chasm’s edge

And rolling down a mighty rock he turned

Its senseless fury on the senseless stone.

Then plunged his sword beneath the armor scales
And its foul spirit fled.

Then from the mountain side with giant strength
He rolled the dangerous rocks and tore the thorns
And delving night and day he cut a stair
Of easy steps into the cliff’s bare side
So that the sick might climb unto the shrine

In ease devoid of toil.

Up from the low and pleasant lands came men
And thronged the stair with eager selfish speed:
The poor and weak were crowded from the way
Or trampled under foot by stronger men.
And round the shrine they clamoured with the saint
To plead in their behalf with God above

And grant their prayers.

But from the shrine no healing virtue came.

The door of God was shut and opened not,

And many came from there and cursed the knight

Blaspheming God and all His ancient saints,

And saying in their hearts “There is no God.”

They took the good knight James with reeking hands

“He hath deceived us, shall he scathless go?”

They tore him limb from limb to vent their spite

And then in mocking scorn they threw his bones
Beneath the altar rail.

Long years had passed. The stair was broken down
The thorns grew up again and choked the way.
A leper came that way and heard the tale,
He climbed the thorny path with pain and toil
He laid his hands upon the altar rail E
He called upon the God of good St. James
And lo, his flesh was healed.
' —George R. Belton.



The Pacific War of 1910

By Charles H. Stuart Wade

CHAPTER XI.

HE devastating Yellow Peril
which so suddenly became a real
issue, and not merely a menace
to the white populations of the

world,—plunging hundreds of families
on the Pacific seaboard into the lowest
depths of poverty and distress,’had not
been without its effect upon the citizens
of New Westminster. Hitherto, oppor-
tunity has not presented itself for a de-
scription of the stirring events which
had been taking place in the “Royal
City” itself, during the brief six days
which had elapsed since the Provincial
Government had bheen compelled, by
stress of circumstances to undertake op-
erations of a military character reminis-
cent of the ancient history of Greece
and Rome: rather than of these modern
times, when only kingdoms and sover-
eign states are called upon to defend
themselves against foreign aggression.
Situated in the midst of scenery so di-
versified in character that within a few
hours the tourist may fancy himself to
be amongst the fiords of Norway, the
rocky peaks of Switzerland or the un-
known fastnesses of an unexplored land,
the city is the favourite resort of those
few travellers, comparatively speaking,
who spend their leisure in unadulterated
enjoyment of a health establishing char-
acter.

As the members of the Westminster
Club were about to separate, there sud-
denly entered the Editor of the West-
minster “Daily News” who, upon being
chaffed regarding his anxious expres-
sion, confessed that he was deeply con-
cerned regarding certain information he
had just received from Victoria which
seemed so unaccountable as to make him
doubt its veracity. Eventually, he stated
that a Cabinet Council was then sitting,
summonses were being prepared calling

the Provincial Parliament together forth-
with, the telegraphs had been mono-
polized by the Government, and the
Mayor had been in constant telephonic
communication with the Premier at Vic-
toria during the last two hours; even as
he spoke a staff-reporter brought infor-
mation from Vancouver of the excite-
ment existing there! He also informed
Editor Paige, about 1 a.m., of the wreck
of the cantilever bridge and eastbound
train near IKKanaka; which news caused
the wildest excitement.

Further information proved so im-
portant from a journalistic view that the
typographers and entire staff were has-
tily summoned, and at 5.30 on Sunday
morning a special edition was issued de-
scriptive of the disasters reported up to
the last minute. By 9 a.m. it had be-
come possible to announce, as a fore-
cast that war loomed on the horizon, and
specially threatened the Pacific seaboard.

Shortly after 1 o’clock His Worship
in a stirring address delivered from the
Fraser Memorial Pedestal at Crescent
Park publicly announced the commence-
ment of hostilities by Japan: He stated
that communications had been sent to
Victoria offering shelter to refugees
from that city and requestedl every citi-
zen who was willing, to open his doors
to those who would shortly he compelled
to fly from Vancouver Island.

Monday, found the 14,000 of its popu-
lation quadrupled ; the public schools be-
ing rapidly transformed into hospitals,
the Agricultural Society buildings occu-
pied by thousands of helpless women and
children, who were being cared for by
the various Ladies’ Aid Associations—
assisted by the Clergy of every denom-
ination, and members of the Board of
Trade. Amnesty had been granted
(with few exceptions) to the prisoners
confined in the Provincial Gaol and Pen-
itentiary, and those buildings turned inte
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storchouses, whence rations were issucd ,

to the homeless victims of Oriental ra-
pacity.

On Thursday, the arrival of Sir Fred-
erick Ward and the members of the
Provincial Government once again made
New Westminster the seat of Govern-
ment, as had been intended when Queen
Victoria hestowed its present name up-
on the city in place of that of “Queens-
borough” by which it was formerly
known. Later in the day Major-Gen-
eral Williams arrived from Nanaimo, to
arrange for the defence of the city, and
a Cabinet Council met on board the
“Dolphin” at which the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor’s guests (Hon. Miss Hilliard and
Miss Everett) gave much valuable in-
formation obtained during the time they
were prisoners in the Japanese squad-
ron.

Whilst being escorted to the Russell
Hotel by Major-General Williams, Miss
Everett drew her companion’s attention
to three men who were talking. in the

shadow of the Free Library, whom both-

ladies recognized as having been on
board one of the Japanese cruisers, and
who, noticing that they were observed,
immediately separated

A strange foreboding oppressed Miss
Hilliard, and being unable to sleep she
drew the blind of her window which
overlooked the harbours where the Dol-
phin lay at anchor. Peering through the
darkness, she suddenly saw a light on
the further side, appearing and disap-
pearing in such a manner as to justify
a suspicion which flashed across her
mind, that some person was signalling
in the Morse Code. Her friend being
acquainted with this svstem she awoke
her and found such to be the case; the
light giving instructions-for an imme-
diate attack upon the *‘Dolphin,” and
the capture of the members of the Gov-
ernment thereon. Hastily dressing, they
sped to the apartment of their late escort
whom they luckily found in council with
several officers of the 6th regiment. Im-
mediately grasping the sﬂuatxon Major-
General Williams and two of the officers
ran to the river-side with the intention
of going on board the yacht and warn-
ing “the  Lieutenant- Governor. It was,
however, already too late, for, from the
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0pp051te shore two boats were seen head-
for the “Dolphin,” whilst a third,
also loaded with men, was floating quiet-
ly down stream in the same chrectlon.
Williams remained to watch, whilst Ma-
jor Johnson hastened to the Windsor
Hote] for assistance and within a quar-
ter of an hour, a hundred men were
quietly embarked and speeding in dif-
ferent directions to intercept the enemy.
The following extract from the “Daily
News” of the next day graphically de-
scribes the later episodes under the cap-
tion of:

GOVERNOR'S YACHT CAPTURED IN
WESTMINSTER HARBOUR!

NEW

Sir Frederick Ward and the Premier
Made Prisoners by the Enemy in a
Night Attack on the Dolphin.

The treacherous tactics of the Japanese
invaders of Canadian soil has been
brought forcibly into our notice by the
actual capture of the Lieutenant-Gov-
ernor and his advisors, whilst resting in
supposed security on board his private
yacht in what everyone believed to be
a safe anchorage off this city.

Had it not been for the keen wit of
a woman, and the bravery of a gallant
Englishman, supported by the courage
of a few citizens, hastily awakened from
their sleep and led to the attack by
three well-known officers of our own
local companies the Province of British
Columbia would have bheen deprived of
every member of the Provincial Cabinet,
as well as the representative of the Sov-
ereign of this Dominion !

Plans of defence were being discussed
in General Williams' room at the Rus-
sell Hotel, when, about midnight two
ladies demanded admission intimating
the discovery of a plot to abduct the men
to whom power had been entrusted, by
King and people, in all affairs connected
with this Province: whilst Major Cor-
bett and Captain Webber called up their
men at the Armoury, Majors Johnson
and Miller ran with the commandant to
the Landing-slip. Evidently too late to
warn, not an instant was lost in prepar-
ing to rescue.

A series of rapid orders sent the for-
mer to summon assistance from near by,
whilst the latter was instructed to signal
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by aceto-oxy light ordering several
bodies of mounted men on the south side
of the Fraser, and the Boys Brigade on
Lulu Island, to keep careful watch and
arrest every person attempting a landing
or passage of the river. But a few min-
utes elapsed ere every fishing-boat was
manned, and quietly forming a wide
circle in the centre of which the Dolphin
lay apparently unmolested.

So secure did the conspirators feel,
that not even a boat-guard had been left,
and the three officers were able to gain
the deck undiscovered; for the enemy
being engaged in ransacking the interior
of the yacht for documents and plans
was entirely unsuspicious of its recap-
ture until too late. Sixteen men were
made prisoners all of whom were found
to be of Teutonic nationality, whilst an-
other, who was threatening the Lieuten-
ant-Governor as Major-General Will-
iams burst into the cabin was shot on
sight.

Unharmed, although firmly secured,
the principal members of the Cabinet
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were found in their respective state-
rooms and speedily released, the docu-
ment which their leader had been en-
deavouring to force the Lieutenant-
Governor to sign, purported to be a
Royal Proclamation sactioned by His
Majesty King Edward VII declaring
hostilities suspended, and Vancouver
Island ceded to the Mikado.

Old Parliamentarian, and of ripe ex-
perience in all diplomatic procedure; a
man who had represented his country at
Ottawa and London; one who had been
called upon to guide and govern a great
district at a time when lawlessness was
not over-awed by military, or police-
force, the Lieutenant-Governor was not
the man to bend the knee, or affix his
signature to a document laid before him
by an enemy of his country, even though
the penalty of refusal were death itself;
a result which would undoubtedly have
followed if the German’s shot had not
been forestalled, by the {fraction of a
second, when that of General Williams
entered his brain.

(To be continued)
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The Home Fireplace

stole the first spark of fire from
Heaven, man has been consider-
ably perplexed as to the most ef-
ficient economical way of disposing of
it to secure for himself the maximum
amount of heat, comfort, and enjoyment.
It is only within the last half century,
or so, that the problem has been brought
within a measurable distance of solu-
tion. Qur great-grandfathers, ves, and
our grand-parents, too, were crla(l to seck
the shelter of a feather bed, and the
mild heat afforded by a warming pan,
on cold winter nights. Roaring halil
stoves could not do more than take the
chill from the air, and Boreas, entering
unhidden through the cracks around the
windows and the doors sent many a
shiver down the spines of the inmates,
and caused many an exclamation of dis-
comfort.

The advent of the hot air and hot
water furnace changed all this. It is now
a simple matter to keep every room in
the house at an equable temperature all
winter long. All you have to do is to
watch the thermometer, and throw in a
few shovels of coal every little while.

Many people are not content with a
furnace as the sole means of heating, and
rightly so.
should have

EV ER since Prometheus, the rogue,

one or more fireplaces.

I contend that every home -

First, think how much an attractive
mantle and fireplace adds to the apppear-
ance of any room; what an air of com-
fort and good cheer it imparts, even if
empty and cold; second: how convenient
it is, say on a chilly, raw, damp even-
ing in early spring or late fall, when it
seems premature to start the furnace go-
ing, to cluster around the glowing fuel
in the grate; then, again, at Christmas
time, when the children are enjoying the
pleasures of the season, think of the
pleasure you will get watching them pop-
ping corn or roasting chestnuts in the
ruddy glow.

Dut these reasons are largely senti-
mental. Irom the standpoint of health,
however, the open fireplace is equally
worthy of consideration. It is a valu-
able adjunct to ventilation, and ensures

a generous supply of fresh air at all
times.

The small amount of heat units ob-
tained from a given weight of coal, and
the gross production of soot, must al-
ways condemn the open fire; but the av-
erage user invariably signifies a strong
liking for the cheering effect that it pro-
duces.

Not a few people arguae that radiant
heat is superior to all else because it re-
sembles the sun’s heat. If this be so,
why is the most agreeable and healthful
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time a man knows of that of a summer
cvening, when radiant heat is absent?
The pleasant warmth is then due to air
that is warmed by the earth and objects
which have been heated by the sun.
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SECTION oF ENGLISH
GRATE

Radiant heat, however, is not quite so
agreeable as is supposed. Were we to
reply wholly on it we should most of
us perish of cold. This is painfully evi-
dent to those who climb high mountains
or ascend in balloons.

As it is now unnecessary for us to
depend upon the fireplace solely for our
heat supply this matter of radiant heat
concerns us but little. Let us now con-
sider for a moment its different forms:

1. The grate.
2. The open fireplace.
3. The ornamental fireplace.

The open grate is a development of
the open hearth, which is the first form
of fireplace, if it can be called such, with
which a chimney was used. The heat
given off is comparatively small, while

MAGAZINE

the draught induced by these huge chim-

ney openings is such as to make the old-
fashioned high-backed settles and chairs
a real necessity, unless your architect
understands his work. In that case he
will see that the construction is such as
to prevent as much heat as possible from
escaping.

In tending a fire it ought to be borne
in mind that when the fire cannot ra-
diate light it cannot radiate heat, and
that it is therefore absurd to hide the
fire under opaque masses of coal; and
secondly, that the products of distilla-
tion of coal ought not to be allowed to
escape as black smoke, but should pass
up through a bright portion of the fire
and be perfectly burned. In special
hearths it is possible, by means of false

.ﬁzamg..

SECTION of ORDINARY GRATE

bottoms, to introduce fresh charges of
coal under the existing fire so that the
outer surface of the fire is always clear
and bright.

Even in ordinary grates it is possible
to do a good deal towards minimising
smoke and confining the active portion of
the fire to the top and front; if, for
example, a tile be fitted in the bottom
of the grate; if a substantial amount of
fuel be put in the grate and lit at the
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top; if this fuel contain some broken
coke or cinder; if fresh fuel be added,
not by throwing it on the top, but by
raking the fire forward, throwing the
fresh fuel at the hollow thus produced
at the back of the fire, and then pushing
the bright fire back upon it; if these
things be done the fire is obviously
brighter and more continuously cheerful
and more nearly, smokeless.

Benjamin Franklin—that statesman,
philosopher, journalist, and scientist—in-
vented what is sometimes called the
“Pennsylvania Fireplace.” The name is
in recognition of the source from which
he received his suggestion, but his fire-
place, with some modifications, 1s what
we call the “Franklin Stove.” Frank-
lin’s apparatus was much better than the
type of stove that later became common
throughout the Colonies, and it really
was a wonderful invention. It apphed
the principles that are today used in the
best furnaces, stoves, and fireplaces.

Franklin set the familiar German stove
in a fireplace allowing space for an air
chamber at the bottom, back and sides.

This heating chamber was connected with
a cold air box or pipe from outdoors,
allowing the introduction of pure warm
air, thus making practically hot air fur-
nace in the fireplace.

Franklin in a pamphlet of his, publish-
ed to promote the sale of the stove, says:
“In the northern colonies, the inhabi-
tants keep fires to sit by, generally seven
months of the year. As so much of the
comfort of our lives depends on the
article of fire, a proposal for saving
wood and augmenting the benefit of fire
may be worth considering. The use of
these fireplaces in very many houses,
both of this and the neighbouring col-
onies, has been, and is, a great saving
of wood to the inhabitants. Some say
it saves five-sixths, some say three-
fourths, and others much less. I sup-
pose two-thirds or one-half is saved;
my room is twice as warm with one-
fourth the wood as formerly used.”

Those who love Colonial designs and
furnishings, or those who have bunga-
lows where the room or cost of a fire-
place cannot well be afforded will still
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find the modern reproductions of the
Franklin stove desirable. These come
with andirons, for burning wood, or with
a grate for coal.

As for the so-called “ornamental fire-
place, the only thing I can say is “don’t.”
Overwhelmed with needless and unna-
tural design, they are not only ugly and
meaningless in themselves, but can never
be made to harmonize with the interior
of any room.

If vou have a grate or an open fire-
place it is wise to remember that fire
should always be bounded by firebricks
behind and on each side, for iron chills
and blackens it.

The fire gases should not be allowed
to cscape at once into the chimney up
a sloping iron back; but the back of the
grate should be fire-brick all the way. up,
and should overhang the fire so that the
ascending fire gases impinge on it.

A very satisfactory grate for the aver-
age home is the LEnglish grate, with a
back of two-inch fire-clay. This fire-
clay stores heat, which it afterwards
radiates into the room. The back is so

“and proper decorative trcatment.
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constructed as to prevent too much heat
from going up the chimney, without in-
terfering with the escape of gases and
smoke. Amother popular type is the ven-
tilation grate, which in operation heats
pipes which furnish a radiaior in on-
of the rooms upstairs with hot water,
Coincident with the increase in public
taste, and the demand for a larger mea-
sure of unity of effect, is the increase in

“the number of architects who realize the

necessity of thoroughly thinking out
every detail of their designs. That is,
perhaps, why the design of the fireplace
is receiving more attention. The con-
ventional and hackneyed mantles, with
their mirrors, brackets, and jig-saw work
are no longer popular, even with the
hoi polloi, who might reasonably be sup-
posed not to know better. The fireplace
is an important, perhaps the most im-
portant feature of any room, and there
is plenty of scope for skilful devising
Much
of the heauty and comfort of a room de-
pends on its successful arrangement and
design.
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From the time when the great halls
were heated by a fire in the middle of
the floor down to the present day, with
its more scientific solution, the visible
flame has been a fundamental require-
ment of the home. The plan of the ac-
tual fire, the hearth, the shaft, the breast,
and the hole in the wall, are practically
what they were in Elizabethan times;
such modifications as have taken place
being chiefly a more accurate gauging
of the dimensions of the fire for a room
of a given area, economy of fuel, and
better radiation of the heat.

Herbert Spencer tells us that the ne-
cessities of one age become the luxuries
of the next; the useful things of one
period become the beautiful things of
successive periods. Our grandfathers,
for instance, probably took little enough
pleasure from riding in stage coaches,
and used them simply because they af-
forded the swiftest and most convenient
method of locomotion. Yet to us, there
is a world of romance in the old coachingy
days, and the mere name “stage-coach
makes the pulse beat faster. Prehistoric

man regarded the great forests which
then covered the face of the world with
no feeling of enjovment; today, we con-
serve vast areas as parks and preserves,
and take infinite joy in roaming in the
woodlands. The feudal barons, ruins

of whose castles remain still, very likely
found confinement within their walls irk-
some enough; today, we journey many
leagues to look upon these ruins with
a feeling of veneration—they furnish in-
spiration for the novelist and the poet.
It is contrast that makes the difference
—contrast with the present that gives
charm to the habits and customs of the
past. Thus it is with fire, which Leigh
Hunt has called “The most tangible of
all visible mysteries.” Primitive man
was content to use it for culinery pur-
poses, and to warm his body. But we,
forsooth, must have it as an ornament in
our homes to delight-the eye, raise the
spirits, and form the subject of count-
less speculation—the inspiration of idle
dreams—on winter evenings, before the
lamps are lit.
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The interest shown in the devel-

opment of Western Canada’s Oil Fields -

is spreading all over this continent,
and no less a financial journal than
“The Mercantile and Financial Times,”
of New York, has a forcible article
on the subject. It says in speak-
ing of the Alberta Oil Fields and its
possibilities that they “all tend to indi-
cate a new field which will far outclass
those of the Golden State. This leads
us to say that we recently have been in
receipt of an inquiry from one of our
Pennsylvania subscribers regarding an
investment with the California-Alberta
Oil Co., with head office in Vancouver,
B.C. As the Eastern office of the fiscal
agent and general manager of the com-
pany, Henshaw Maddock, is located in
Toronto, we are including our report of
this company in our Toronto correspond-
ence at the present time. Mr. Maddock
has prepared for distribution a number
of extracts from evidence heard before
a select committee of the Canadian Sen-
ate during the session of 1906-1907, in
which will be found governmental recog-
nition of the vast mineral wealth of
Northern Alberta. It may be stated,
however, that this report indicates that
the senatorial committee was firmly con-
vinced of the mineral wealth of Northern
Alberta, and reported that ‘there is no
doubt petroleum will be found all
through that country, from the Athabas-
ka River to the Peace River.” Professor
Macoun testified that he had been to
Fort McMurray many times and going
up the Athabaska River he saw en route

timber, coal, asphaltum and oil, ‘the best
oil he had ever seen. Some places you
can see it leaking out of the bank. The
banks are very high there. He had been
right “to the top of this bank, and it is
all asphaltum. He could not figure out
the extent of it. There are miles of it.’

“From the above indisputable author-
ity it will be seen that much money is
bound to be made out 6f the development
of the magnificent natural resources of
Northern Alberta. Only a short time
ago a strike was made in the now famous
Morinville Qil District, which is about
twenty-three miles north of Edmonton,
the metropolis of the northern half of
the Province. This strike was made on
fourteen wells, and at this writing these
wells are producing forty barrels of oil
per day. Referring specifically to the
California-Alberta Oil Co., it should be
said that this company owns 1,980 acres.
of the choicest land in the Morinville
District, which comprises about forty-
five square miles. Its holdings are very
valuable and therefore the capitalization
of $2,500,000 is very moderate, and upon.
that figure should be able to return hand-
sone dividends. That all-important fea-
ture in oil or mining companies—sound.
and experienced management—is very
prominent in the California-Alberta Oil
proposition : President, Fred L. King, of
Seattle and San Francisco, having had
life-long experience in the oil industry
amounting to some thirty-five years.
The Vice-President, Dr. A. H. Baker, is
a prominent business man of Vancouver,
while General Manager Henshaw Mad-



Railroads
Navigation
Fisheries

HOW TO PRESERVE

STRENGTH

AND RETAIN THE POWERS

Interesting and instructive remarks
to men of all ages on “How to Pre-
serve Strength and Retain the Pow-

ers.” A Dbrief treatisc on Nervous
Exhaustion, Loss of Strength, and

Debility in Men. This book not only
contains valuable remarks on how to
preserve  strength  and  retain  the
powers to an advanced age, but points
out the best means of restoring [x-
hausted Vitality, Poverty of Nerve
Force, Mental Depression, and will
especially interest those who wish to
create Vitality, increase Nerve Sta-

themselves for

marriage. Sent
Write today.

The Agate Institute

55 University Street == Montreal, P.Q.

business,
sealed

study, or
and FREE.

mina, renew the Vital Forces, or fit '

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

dock of Vancouver, has been associated
with President King for a considerable
period, and for the past three years was
manager of the Keystone Oil Company,
in British Columbia, and recently pro-
moted the British Columbia Oil Refining
Co., Ltd., of Vancouver, which has been
an unqualified success. Treasurer A. G.
McGregor is widely and favourably
known in Vancouver as the managing di-
rector of the Canadian Pipe Company,
while Secretary W. P. Whitley 1s a well-
known business man of Seattle and
Treasurer of the Seattle Commercial
Club. Mr. Robert Greer, of San Fran-
cisco, and Mr. W. W. Wilshire, of Se-
attle, are Directors of the company, and
their high standing in business circles in
their respective cities is such as to render
any comument upon our part unneces-
sarv.”.

WESTERN SOAP CO., LIMITED.

With the gradual increase in popu-
lation in Western Canada, there has
come the very rapid development of the
industrial life of the country. There are
men who have scarcely vet reached
middle life who can recall the time m
Western Canada when practically everv
product or every necessity of life was
imported either from the United States
or from Eastern Canada. The time i
not so very remote when even flour was
brought from the Itast and South, whil«
today we are shipping flour to the mar
kets of the world. The same applies to
cereal foods, to iron and steel work, and
to the one hundred and one odds and
ends which in one way or another form
the industrial and comunercial fabric of
the country’s life.

It is in the dawn of the industrial
awakening of a country that the greatest
fortunes are made, and nowhere is
greater progress apparent than in the
manufacture of household staples—pro-
ducts which are in everyday demand.
The world has witnessed the growth of
many fortunes founded in small begin-
nngs in the manufacturing business—
fortunes which have grown with the de-
velopment of the country, and more than
kept pace with its progress.

Among these might be mentioned the
manufacture of Soap. Pears’. Ivor:.
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and Sunlight, have become household
words throughout the Anglo-Saxon
world. The manufacturers of practical-
ly all well-known brands of soap have
built immense fortunes.

If a soap 1s put upon the market which
is superior even to a small extent to the
other soaps which have hitherto found
favor in the homes of the people, that
soap will at once begin to have an enor-
mous sale. Soap 1s such a staple article
—such a common everyv-day necessity—
that a vast amount is used every year,
and once a brand becomes established
in the homes of the people, the annual
consumption is very great indeed. How
great this consumption is nmiay be gleaned
from the fact that over a million dollars’
worth of soaps and washing compounds
are used in the province of B. C. every
year.

It is with a full knowledge of these
facts that a number of prominent busi-
ness men of the city of Vancouver have
associated themselves together for the
purpose of enlarging and extending the
business of an already successful organ-
ization—the Western Soap Co., now
manufacturing Lighthouse Soap in the
city of Vancouver. The factory has a
capacity of thirty to forty cases per day,
and as it is impossible to keep pace with
the demand with a factorv of this size,
it is proposed upon the present grounds
to erect a new and thoroughly modern
factory, three stories high, and having &
floor space of 15,000 feet, a thoroughly
up-to-date plant in every respect,
equipped with modern power machinery,
operating upon the gravity system, and
so arranged that great economy in the
handling of the product will be assured.

Lighthouse Soap has been in the mar-
ket for some little time, and “Light-
house Soap for light housework,” as the
slogan reads, has been a favourite with
the women of the west wherever intro-
duced, and although only placed upon
the market last spring, the present de-
mand is equivalent to 100 cases per day.
Lighthouse Soap is a new soap, madc
by a process entirely different from other
soaps, and it does its work more thor-
oughly and with a greater saving of
labour to the housekeeper. It is a veget-
able soap, the basis being the finest im-
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A Physician’s Testimony

land, said:—

sudden attacks of disease.

Dr. Snow, late Senior Surgeon, Cancer Hospital, London, Eng-

“Scientific nutrition like BOVRIL will do more to stay the
ravages of any malady than a century of progress in drug treatment.”

Well fortified by nourishing food you can resist insidious or

BOVRIL is a highly concentrated food. Immediately it is taken
it is transformed into energy and strength. No other food so quickly
stimulates and invigorates the system as

BOVRIL

ported cocoanut oil, a product which is
used only in the manufacture of toilet
soaps by most other manufacturers. It
is pure white in colour, contains no resin
or injurious chemicals as does much of
the laundry soap of today, and as its
colour is indicative of its purity, and as
its name is one to conjure with in the
markets of the world, Lighthouse Soap
is coming to be known as the aristocrat
of laundry soaps; it is winning its way
more readily in the market than any
other soap so far manufactured 'in
Western Canada.

In view of the high cost of the ma-
terials used in the manufacture of this
soap, it might be readily asked how the
company can afford to manufacture and
sell it at the same price as ordinary
soaps and yet make a profit. It is due
entirely to the secret process of manu-
facture and to the labour-saving methods
which can be applied to its production.

In the ordinary way soap requires
from five to nine days. By the new pro-
cess—a discovery of the company’s
chemist—complete saponification takes

place in one and a half hours. This pro-
cess of manufacture is not known to any
other manufacturer of soap in the coun-
try, and it is the only method known in
the world by which good soap can he
made by this time-saving process. It
will be readily seen that the great saving
in factory expenses caused by this sav-
ing of time will enable the company to
make larger profits on the investment
than could otherwise be obtained.

It was to prove in a practical way the
success of this demonstrated theory that
the Western Soap Co. was established a
few months ago—to manufacture by the
new process Lighthouse Soap for light
housework. So great has been the de-
mand for this product that the present
factory is inadequate for its purpose, and!
new equipment must be provided. TFor
this purpose a company has been incor-
porated with a capital of $250,000.00,
divided into 250,000 shares of $1.00 each,
of which 100,000 shares are now offerec
to the public at par, and it is offered
with every confidence that the enterpris2
will prove to be one of the most success-
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ful business propositions ever organized
in Western Canada.

A NEW ORE KING

Do you know that Rockefeller, re-
puted to be the richest man on earth, has
a young rival springing up? Reference
is made to a man named Doheney of
Los Angeles, California. Doheney is
little, round-faced and sprightly, about
48 years of age, ruddy of complexion,
with hair suggesting just a trace of
sandy-colour, wearing  gold-rimmed
spectacles, full of the fire and nervous
force characteristic of the Scotch and
Irish race of which he is a son.

Ten years ago Doheney was broke.
Ass they say, colloquially, hadn’t a bean.
He had just come from Arizona and
New Mexico where he had been pros-
pecting for gold. Prior to that he was
roaming the plains of Lower Arkansas,
Indian Territory, and Northern Texas,
trapping wolves and coyotes for their
skins.

For a good many years Doheney had
for a partner a full-blooded Cherokee
Indian, named Kiowa Ahaka. The two
used to trap together and Mr. Doheney
refers to those days, even now, as the
happiest of his career.

“Those certainly were the happy
days,” said Doheney, in Los Angeles re-
cently.

This Rockefeller, Jr., as it were, was
seated at a big mahogany desk in his
office, Security Building, opposite the

773

clerks, book-keepers, secretaries and
helpers swarmed about him like ants into
a hill, all leaning on their chief for di-

. rection,

Next door there were men represent-
ing probably one hundred million, who
had gathered for a board meeting. All
were waiting for Doheney. The meet-
ing was called for three and it was then
three-fifteen when Doheney was speak-
ing.

“Oh, let them wait a while,” said Do-
heney, impatiently as the secretary, Mr.
Bennett, informed him that the gentle-
men were awaiting.

“Doheney had gone back into the ar-
chives of his memory and the picture of
his old pal, the Indian trapper, seemed to
loom in life-like form before his eyes.

“Yes, those were the happy days. I
shall remember them to my dying hour.
I first went into the Indian Territory
with a surveying party, then staking out
government land. I had left my home
in Wisconsin, intending to make my own
way in the world, and I had not been
long in the western country till I saw
there was money in trapping wolves and
coyotes for their skins and selling them
to the Trading Companies—more money
than in working for the government on
a per diem basis.

“The land swarmed with Indians at
the time and the more progressive of the
type seemed to be making a good living.
So I put my checks in with theirs, as it
were. I formed a partnership with

Alexandria Hotel, Los Angeles, where Kiowa Ahaka and we started out
TOBACCO AND
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together. By trapping game I do
not mean we did so literally. What we
- were after was the skins. At nightfall
we would get a bhone from the carcass
of a cow, horse or dog, poison it with
arsenic and lay it out on the plains, so,
when the coyote or wolf came. along
hungry he woull ecat the bone. The
poison, burning their insides, they took
off on a dead run for water. Usually
we trapped in the fall and winter when
the snow was on the ground and we
could, therefore, trace the game. Some-
times it would reach the water and we

would find the carcass, stiff and prone

on the water-bank. But more often the
wolves and coyotes would drop in their
tracks before reaching the watering
place.

“It 1s a rule of the country that all
game belongs to the man from whose
hone it has eaten. No matter how near
another man’s bone may be to the car-
cass, the skin belongs to the man whose
bone the game’s tracks show it has
gnawed from first.

“TFor wolf skins we used to get $2.50,
as they were scarce. One day my In-
dian partner and myself were out ex-
ploring what success had the night be-
fore brought. Within about four hun-
dred feet of my bait was a big silver-
skin wolf, struggling in the last throes
of death. ‘

“‘Skin mine,’ said the Indian.
““Mine," said I,

“There was 'a dispute.
lowed—some angry.

Words fol-

“Neither of us had too much money

and the matter of .$2.50 was some.
“The Indian thought he was right.
“T thought I was right.

“There was room for doubt on both
sides. :

“"We quarrelled, dissolved partnership
and I came on fo Arizona and New
Mexico and began prospecting for
gold.”

This was more than Doheney talked
for publication ever before or since. He
1s a quiet, taciturn, little man and not
given to braggadocio. After leaving
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Arizona he came into Southern Califor-
nia and went into the oil business with
Mr. Canfield, who was then one of the
pioneers of the industry. Canfield is
easily worth $10,000,000, and is apt to
be worth $25.000,000 before he dies.

If Doheney were to sell out today he
would probably be able to realize $50,-
000,000. He is head of the American
Petroleum Company, the ajexican Pe-
troleum Company, the Mexican Powder
and Gas Co., and half a dozen other
concerns and owns some of the best oil
property i California. The Canadian
Pacific Oil Company of British Columbia,
Ltd., a western organization, of which
Andrew Gray of Victoria is vice-presi-
dent, Thomas Arnot Ker, a director, Mr.
Frank Tuhten, president of the Royal
Loan & Trust Co., president :. George E.
Macdonald, of Macdonald, Marpole &
& Co., of Vancouver, director, and Hugh
E. Springer, Vancouver, Secretary and

- Treasurer, owns land in California near

Doheqey’s property, and it looks like the
men 1nterested in this corporation are

themselves on their way to make mil-
lions.
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C. R, TOWNLEY  suto 8, Bank of 6.8, & Buitting, vaNCOUVER, B.C. A, M, KEEFEL

STOCKS AND BONDS MEMBER SPOKANE STOCK EXCHANGE

VICTOR A. G. ELIOT
OFFICIAL BROKER, GLACIER CREEK MINING CO,, Lro. N
1203 GOVERNMENY STREET VICTORIA, B. C.,




?28 nsﬂngu t. Wast. VANCQUVE e.c
: Sl O»u!to New Post: om« ‘

M&D AND TIMBER PROPOS'YIOKS lekNCE

A ERSKINE SMITH
i _INVESTMENTS \/
Refersncer mmmowxsuwsmx ‘:,_i' ’ - 817 Pender St., VANCOUVER, B.c.f

RAL AGEHT FOR TRE PIUNEEB HRE lKSURANCE co.

JOHN A. TURNER

Victorla Brokersge Co.
: R!AL ESTATE. COMMISSION AND INSURANCE AGENT :
Ronm 11, Meﬁngor Block ; VICTORIA, B.C.
1122 GOVERNMENT STREET - - - VICTORIA, B.C.

- BEVAN BROS. & GORE

HEMESRE PAROOUYER STOOK EXONANGE

» MINING STOCKS BOUGHT AND SOLD :
513 PENDER STREET - . - . VANCOUVER, B. c.,

BRITISH. COLUMBIA TIMBER--We l FOR THE VISITOR-The  Granville

are - exclusive dealers in British Cafe—35.00 menl tickets  for $4.60.

- Columbln. Timber Lands. No botter Four course dinner, 250,  Bpecial break-
ime 1o buy than now,. for: investment fast, 1Ge. Neat, tlenn lmmelfka 762

r immedinte logging. Write us for any Granville St opposile Opern  House,

wized tract.  E. R, Chandler, 407 Hast- Vaneouver, B.C. V. B Winters.

ings 8t, Vanceuver, B.C,

A’W}«IL\G MANUFACTURERS = Awns
l WANT PO BUY ALL RKINDS OF ings for Yacht or House, Ham-

; bm)ka Write e for qum.aﬁmw mocks,  Cushions, Deck  Chalrs, et
Edwin Galloway,-Oll Book Store, 782 Langridge & Co. 1038 Granville Street:
Grunvilln Sb Yunceuver, R.(. Vaneouver, R.C.

Stanley Park Stables

Your impressions of Vancouver—the “ Sunset @ity ""—will be
made all the more lasting by seeing the @ity and Magnificent
Stanley Park in one of our comfortable Hacks, Broughams,
Victor as, Surreys or Carriages.

STANLEY PARK STABLES
Alex, Mitchsll, Mgr. VANCOUVER, B.C,



A H\'ERTISI\ G

THE BES T CTHE CONTIN,ENT
mm—mm—-m

HINTON ELECTRIC CO., LTD.

VANCOUVER, B.C. VICTORIA

OR SALE AT A SACRIFICE-—My comfortable 25-foot, 5 horwpcwet
Gasoline Launch, The boat ig strongly buili, has Palmer
cylinder four-cycle engine and is fully equipped with search an ‘side

lights, canopy top, reversible leatherette cushions, ete. This craft is suitable
for cruising or pleasure. Can be inspected at Le Page’s wharf, Vancouver

B.C,, where it has recently been ovethzuled and put in first class mnntuz“'
order. - For price, write—-

A. W, JOENSON
No. 9 The Marlborough - - .

Calgary, Alta, : -




» time for you to get'an enzin or
yours. If you want a good engine
sonable cost, you should write in

to us or come and sce what we offer you, |

Best Engine. Best Pnee:,
Write for our free catalog,

" Sole B, C. Agents for Gilson Farm Enz:nes. b

_ for running spraying machines, cream separa-
tors,  pumps, saws, feed choppers and all
stationary work.. Catalog Free.

s Launch and Engine
Mfg Company

Vancouver, B. C.

Untd thc end of the year we will place on sale at the exceptionally low price
of $5.00 & ﬁrst class high power rifle—and with each purchasc send twenty shells
free. The gun is a 13-shot repeater bolt action weapon. formerly used in the
Swiss Army, and is absolutely guaranteed or money returned. Order today.

J. A. FLETT, LTD
m HASTINGS ST. - - VANCOUVER, B.C.




At, Ann S Academy

VICTORIA, B. C.
Pounded 1858

, s Rczidenual and Day School
Day and Boandiog 8chopl for Girls— 7S

‘*lud(::nt& prepared . Tor Entrance, High' Pnncipa! A. H, Scri
Sehool and - University Matriq:nlauou
certiioales,

Music, ' Ar§ {mt! {‘oimnrwlmzziwc Depﬁarl»
ments  Special attention glven to refine- . (
me u;t } ;:ﬁmnws‘l A lhum;xgmy H | and Commerce, Premratory
ergipped  adsttion under construetion, ]

Puplls recetved at any time during men"' Mam“a[ Tﬂmmg’ Gymm
the year,

Por particulars, address

THE SISTER surwom

e —

ficld, covered play-zroun .
Procpecm and terms on applicatio

St. Hilda’s College | | Artists’ Materials

Residential and Day Scheol for Girts,

Under Direction of the Church We carry o full line of
of Englend Rowney & Cols and Wind
sor & Newton's if:unn
Pull University Matriculation Course. Q{’i‘:’,{*i‘,.,:f;‘ﬁ:ﬂfﬁ“ﬁ?;&ﬁ‘
Preparatory and Kindergarten De- ents, artists, ote.  Mail ors
partments. Special Courses in Musie, ders nre filled same dny AB
Vocal Culture, Art, Elocution, Physi. reoeived,
eal Culture, Domestic Science, cte.
For Prospectus and terms apply to Cockburn’s Ar t Gaue
the Principal. 665 Granville Streel -+ Vancouves

Toronto College of Musnc

(LIMITED)

In amuatim\ wmx the University of
Taronto. Dr. F. H. Torrington, Mus. Dir.
Western Examsnauom June and’ July,
For application forms address Secretary,:

12 and 14 Pembroke Bt, Torovute, Ont.




{sh Literature, Fronch and Ger
yaieal Culture, Velce Cuolture;,
vaical Cultra,"Voive Colture.

nterpratation and
alendar, - -

- ‘\'::,W[mpor\t\ant Announcement

Beginning wi'f_th"’-the January issue, Westward Hol

~ will commence a series of articles on the edu-

__cational advantages afforded by the Private
Schools and Colleges in Canada,

L. MclLeod Gould (B.A., Cantab.) who has had a

- wide and varied experience in secondary edu-
ca;iqn; will edit the department.

{Uestern l Uancouver Business Tnstitute
: R ’ —W
Canada’s e i, il Coluunbin, et

Grcatcst others combined, — Merit and truthful
advertising the veason for onv grawth.
. New Yenr terny opens Jananry 3, 1010

. scbool Wirite for Catalogue,

R.J. SPROTT, B.A, 1. R, CUNNINGHAM, Esq.

'
336 Hastings 5t. West Managor Sec, Treasurer

Vancouver, B C,




ADVERTISING SECTION, §

| Or'cha/‘i‘d; Z(Sﬁpp\lie‘s .

It i now time to plan next

sedyon’s aperations o the gar
den and orchard: You shuuld
have onr catdogue and sty it
eharefully. ! v

Ivowill help you o get yaes

feties isnitable for your condia
tigms, bt will remind you of
your neetds i the line of gens
eral sapphvs and orehanl. ma-
chinery.

Remember that Henry's trees
are grown-in British Columbia
voder the same conditions that
they will “meet . with in your
orchard.

Send for eatalogiie today.

M. J. HENRY

Henry’s Nurseries

3010 Westminster Rd.,Vancouver

|

articisy
Toathes he beornt )
ever published, :

‘While they last
PRICE -

e

TneThomson Station
© Limlted Liability
325 Hastings St. West - VANCOUVER

REMARKABLE

RESULTS

Some of the resulis accomplished
by the Munufacturers Life Insurance
Company daring 1008 were as follows:

Applications received... $10,011,253.00

Insurances issued .. ..., 8,650.944.00
Net Préemium Income. .. 2,119,583.57
Total Income .,........ 2,577.850.18
Payments to beneficiaries
and policyholders. . . . 963,047.22
© Addition to Reserve {or
protection of policy.
holders ., .., .. .. . 7. 1,170,882.00
THE

Manufacturers Life

Insurance Company

Major W, B. Barwis - District Mgr.
H. DA, Birmingham . . . Cashier

Muolson's Bank Bldy, Vanecouver, B.C.

Live Stochi 'iu
Insurance

The following is « list of losses paid by
the British-American Live Stock  Aszocia-
tion, Limited, of Vancouver, B.C., in O
1oher, 19og— 4

AL G Connally, V.8, Vegreville, AMa.$ 700.00
Guo, Bllzer, Balgonie, Sask, ..., .00, 10 ),
N, 6. Paster, Vancouver, B0, .. .. 0.
dnsme Bros, Stettler, Alta, 412,000

Alster Pryce, Wawota, Sask. L. ..

dBo B & Win, W Jones, Granum,  Alta;

WO MeGIvrary, Vancouver, 1.0, .
W Lo Thompson, Bsg., Spring Coulee,

S 1 PE
Karl Leibel,

Pilot Dutte, Kazk,
Yo unagl, Vancouver, BoOo vow e nsvrnif
Joseph Thompeon, Chilitwaek, B.C.. 0,
w. O Pyke, Movdsomin, Sask. AN
l..\'ml:’ Valler Liusmber Co., Lynn Creek,

TR D

yoaww iy

John Butenschieon, Plllmore, Sagk, ..
i3, 12 Roney, Swift Current, Sask. ...
Wm J. Wellwood, Rouleau, Sask.

wtner “parniculars address office direct,
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pleased to -

have you
- N\ write me
ibilities |KISE W/ | | | RS for
ruit-. o | literature

and prices.

~ WALTER U. HOMFRAY

| Fruit and Farm Land Specialist -- Kamloops, B.C.



The Gateway to the Camps o t

ict

land Canal and the Bear R ’er"D‘;istry

STEWART, by reason of its commanding position at the head of the
Portland Canal, can never have any serious competitor as the ocuthtting
and supply point for the camps beyond. Tt is on tide water, an | all
travel must pass through the townsite, It is magnificently situated, :ami
as level as a billiard table. Now that the rich mining camps of the diss
trict are receiving attention at the hands ‘of practical. men  with ample

capital, it is a foregone couclusion that Stewart will also'receive an ih’\pet
in its permanent upbuilding, : :

LOTS AT TO-DAY'S PRICES WILL PROVE

A PAYING INVESTMENT
e —————— O SRS LS S A
I
They range from $300 1o $600. We offer speeial induccmcnl/,s:/ to

investors prepared to erect business blocks, and to any . one desirous of
starting in business. '

Better take 4 trip to Stewart, visit the mines and see for yourself
what a splendid future this townsite has.

FOR FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLETS descriptive of the Gold,
Silver, Lead and Copper Mines, and of the Townsite, write us; also tell
us if you are looking for a business opening.

16 Board of Trade Building, VICTORIA, B.C.
Fifth Avenue - - STEWART, B.C.




ot the splendia location of the LULU
bemtm the hoidings of twc of ‘the biggest operating companies in

hwi ‘the same rich silv&mgol ~vein. Write us today for ‘
mphlet, telling why the 35-cent shares in THE GLACIER
G CO., LTD., are an excellent investment. It may make ‘

d ‘ AErLe
;. fé R aah it SRRy
GLACIER CREEK 4

MINING coLTs-
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3% Babop
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wimagny

L S8

TRARE Veresonmsrmma
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LEDGTE  owstvsei Fatrige

et
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— LAQ TERCREER o
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-

evan Bros. Gore

543 PENDER STREET VANCOUVER, B.C.
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and buy a co of
Chnstmas lssue

The
Eaturba\g
Sunset
and send it to your
friends at a dlstance

[t is going to be an extra
big number, beautlfull.y
illustrated, tellm the
story of Canada S most
favored Province—
British Golumbia.

If you have a number of
friends, send us one
dollar and we will mail,
postage free, to twenty

people. ;
THE SATURDAY SUNSET
B N VANCOUVER, B.C.

e It




The L. H. Doll

Special

Is made with a gold-filled
hunting or open-faced case,
in _both ladies’ and  gentle-
men’s sizes, and has a iy~
jeweled adjusted rmovement,
It.is sold in the regular way
at $25. For the balance of the -
year I will send one to any
address for

$12.50

If not as represented I will
cheerfully refund the money.

L. H. Doll

Mail Order lewweler
DIAMOND PALACE

Calgary, Alberta
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ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! M
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‘Semi-ready’
McGill College Ulster

This is the ideal Canadian Winter |
Overcoat, suitable for our climatic
conditions—and it will be the popu-
lar Overcoat of the year.

We show the McGifl College Ulsterin
varying callurstyles st 815, $70 a0d $23
values,

King Rdward Overcasts, at 515 1o $36,
Chestetfelds, sitk-faced, $20,

Femi-veady ailoving

Dress Suits, $25 to . . . . $35
Tuxedo Jackets, $15 to . . . . $20
Raincoats, $10 to . . . , . $30
Overcoats, $12t0 . . .. . $35
Trousers, $3 to . . . . . $8

Five Thousand garments to select from, all cut on the Physique
Type System at the SEMI~-READY WARDROBE

See the display of Xmas Gifts in Gloves, Neckwear, Hats, Caps,
Mufflers, Silk Umbrellas, 8ilk Handkerchiefs, Initial Handkerchiefs in
8ilk, Linen and Silkeen, Bags, Valises, Suit QCases, Dressing Gowns,
Smoking Jackets, etc.

B. WILLIAMS & cCoO.
EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR SEMI-READY TAILORING

CLOTHIERS AND MATTERS 614 YATES ST, VICTORIA, B. C

§



Justto Wish You

A MERRY XMAS

And a Prosperous New Year, and

~ To tell ‘you that starting three years ago as a small retail concern
we have gradually expanded unti] today the

Vancouver-Prince Rupert Meat Co., Limited

Operates fourteen markets and wholesale depots in the cities of

Vancouver, Victoria, New Westminster
- and Prince Rupert

Progressive business methods——prompt service—courteous treats
ment and the excellency of our products, added to the fact that this
is'a home company whose shareholders are principally ranchers
and producers of the famous

.

“Bunch Grass"” Districts of
Ashcroft, Kamloops and Nicola

—where our meats come from-—tell the story of our unrivalled
BUCCess.

For the Yuletide Season

Our numerous markets will be amply stocked with prime stali-
fed beef and milk-fed TURKEY, DUCK, GEESE and CHICKEN
superior to anything heretofore imported in the West.

We Confidently Solicit a Share of Your Trade

»PRINCE RUPERT MEAT <




MURA

TURKISH CI GARETTES

The art of blend ng cigarette tobacco is much like z"w: " “]l
the art of blcndmg colors 1n a picrure, ‘

An artist can take a few colors and with a
brush and canvas produce a masterpicce,

An expert tobacco blender can take several
different kinds of Turkish tobacco and so
combine them as to form a rich, full, delicately
davored cigarette,

The dchgzhtfu! flavorof MURAD Cigarettes
is entircly due to the blending of the tobaccos.

If you like a really good cigarette you
should try MURADS—10 for 15c,

S. ANARGYROS,




