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Tolsto1

B Y J Morton

Who feared not Czar nor church’s blade
Nor all the banded State’s decree,
Was like a war-scarred veteran laid
In open field beneath a tree.
His grave by priestly rite unblessed—
Yet lies he like a saint at rest.

For lesser men cathedral domes
May echo like some murmuring bell;
His dirge is sung in peasant homes,
His altar where the lowly dwell;
His incense is their grateful prayers,
His holy water is their tears.

As Christ of old the orthodox
Pursued in blind and jealous pride,
And left unblest in Syrian rocks
The body of the Crucified,
So still the ruling church wiil jeer
And crown with thorns the latest Seer.

At Christ of old the Rabbis sneered,
But humble-hearted fishermen
The teaching of their Lord revered—
Became His tongue, His voice, His pen,
To flash to every coming age
The glory of His pilgrimage.

So Tolstoi, in the years to be,

The better hearts your life has made
Will say with your sad peasantry

Your love and goodness cannot fade;

~ Will greet you as a beacon light
That backward drove the ghosts of night.
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Northward Ho! d

By Hallock C. Bundy

LASKA and the Yu-

kon Territory are the

last of the Ameri-
can frontier; the
last stand of the

hardy pioneers; the
only land wherein
arce still living  the
romances of Bret Harte, the humor of
Mark T'wain’s “Roughing e, and the
atmosphere of  Jack London’s “The God

His Fathers.”  There are great rivers
and stretches of plains and forests, as yet
umn‘:n'rcd by the works of the white man;
empires sparsely peopled  for their area.
The tand has not vet been bound by iron
rails; the greed and hurry of crowded cities
have ot laid the mailed hand upon it; and
its mineral and agricultural wealth has
not “cen counted.

.
~+ ¢ Hon. Wm. Sulzer, congressman
fron: New York, said: “I go to Alaska
ever summer, combining  business with

Plea ire. T believe Alaska to be the great-
Gt untry on earth—God’s country.  No-
bod - :an describe Alaska. Combine all the
Pict-ves in Nature’s art gallery, think of
all v wonders in the world, tumble all
the mountains, all the snow- -capped  peaks,
all .y glaciers, all the gorges, all the val-

fevs, all the cascades, all the torrential
streams rushing tumultuously seaward, to-
gether, and vou have a faine ghmmer of the
wonders, the greatness, the ¢lory and the
mexpressible grandeur of Alaska.”

Alaska s approximately 590,000 square
miles in arca; the Yukon Territory s
207076 square miles i arca. The two
territories are so similar  topographically
and climatically and the interests of bath
are so closely allied that it s difheale 1o
write inoa general way about one of them
without considering the other.  Both are
so immense and diversified inresources that
a single article about them must be com-
posed of mere generalizations. Beeanse of
these facts the space allotted o this article
is devoted to ashort deseription of the line
of travel berween Vancouver and Dawson,

During the summer, the boats of the
Canadian  Picific line Jeave  Vancouver
rwice cach week.  The past season the
company  operated the  Princesses Roval,
Beatrice May, all finely  equipped
oeean-going  vessels,  built under special
]J](m];s survey. [t is just 900 miles from
Vancouver to Skagway, the terminus  of
the White Pass and Yukon R: arlway, and
nearly the entire  distance s through a
series of Jand-locked  passages, the most
wonderful in the world.

and
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DAWSON, YUKON TERRITORY, CANADA

A stop is made at Prince Rupert, a new
city of the west, whose birth was heralded
with great promise. It is to be the terminus
of the Grand Trunk Pacific, and although
the railroad will not run through trains to
it for ncarly three vears, it is a thriving,
rapidly growing seaport, offering many of
the advantages of the older Pacific Coast
towns.

After Alaskan waters have been reached
an interesting part of the trip commences.
“The steamer slides through green and
cchoing  reaches; past groups of totems,
standing like ghosts of the past among the
dark spruce or cedar trees; through stone-
walled canyvons where the waters move
dark and still, into open sunlit seas.”

The towns of Ketchikan and Wrangle
are close to the water’s edge, banked in by
the foothills of the snow-clad mountains
beyond; old historic towns, where modern
dwellings and  curious vuins  guard the
graves of a once proud race of Indians.

Metlakatla is the most modern Indian
town in the world.  Here the natives have
preserved the emblems of their forefathers,
but today they maintain their own Christian
schools and church and present to the casual
visitor to the island a state of industry that
IS most interesting and surprising when
contrasted with the shiftless life led by
most of the Indians that are scattered along
the Alaskan coast.

Juneau, the capical of the territory, is
known as the “Gold Bele City,”  be-
cause 1t is the center of a mineralized dis-
trict 120 square miles in extent, where are
located the greatest working quartz mines
i the north.  About three miles from

there are the Treadwell mines, where 880
1042
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stamps crush 5,000 tons of ore each day.
In Silver Bow Basin, just back of Juneau,
are numerous quartz properties in develop-
ment.

After leaving Juneau the way is through
Lynn canal, a picturesque waterway that
cuts deep into the mainland. A stop s
made at Haines, a beautiful scenic spot.
Near by is Fort William H. Seward. At
the end of the canal is located the town of
Skagway, the southern gateway to the
Yukon. Of this place an editor wrote:

“This being one of the few gateways into
an immense empire, through whose portals
pass its brawn and sinew and wealth, we
meet day after day each spring, an cager,
virile humanity, hastening to a land of
promise. Men who have fought and suc
ceeded or lost there before, are returmng
with that optimism that only the frontier
life breeds along with broadminded man-
hood. With the spring influx go many to
whom the north is an undiscovered coun-
try; its great mountain ranges, mystic
rivers, wide valleys and glacial lakes have
not vet cast over them the spell ot Alaska.
And it is a spell of wondrous ench:m\t-
ment—an  enchantment so  mighty. “‘f
beautiful as to make the things one comes
north for—gold or adventure—ot o
dary consideration, and above them inice>
honest hearts and confidence in huma: N

ture. Alaska’s hills and rivers tell te =“‘C!l
newcomer the story of true worth; ¢! -
reliance apart from selfishness. ‘
" “In the fall we clasp hands with 1 wai
men again and listen to their storics ©
financial success or disappointment: ‘.}“ _
either way, note in them the chan.‘—’f ‘t,hi
north has wrought, and nearly always 10
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the better.  Their stature may not have
grown.  Apparently they may not be more
robust, but from them radiate a new joy
of living, a hope, a confidence and a better
outlook upon life. It is the story of the
trontier, of the great open places from
which come the magnetism, the strength—
the life that always has kept the human
race voung and furnishes to the big cities
the power, the imagination, the force for
the great achievements of which they of
the cities are proud. '

"We see these things here, apart from the
strite on the ‘outside.” and the battle royal
between man and nature in the ‘inside,
and we are glad to be here at the portals
of t[\is cateway to better things.”

The \White Pass train leaves Skagwav
at Q:ﬂ"' in the morning and the first part of
the journey into the “inside” commences.
For ;-_)’short a railway trip. 110 miles. it 1s
[‘mf?::.‘..\' the most unique and interesting
in e world.,  Out of the window is seen
aste v changing, swiftly moving pano-
ram. ot deep gullies, plunging waterfalls,
ad - i alacial streams. wooded hillsides

and arp mountain peaks. The roadway
i 1oces is chiselled out of the sides of
rocx liffs. and one realizes what a won-
flcr; engineering feat was accomplished
i ouilding. It it had been completed
bei.  the days of the great Klondyke rush,
how -auch suffering it would have saved

the  ousands of gold seekers who packed
%e ae Chilcoot pass and the White pass
trai- In the place of the thousands that
Wer in afoot. there would have heen hun-

Photo by Doody

GOLD DREDGE AT WORK

dreds of thousands that would have travel-
led by this rathway, and today, 1 place of
the interior towns being peopled by the
small  populations  they  contain,  there
would be large towns, and Dawson now
would be a city.  For while the majority
that went “inside” in the carly days were
lured by the tales of easy wealth, many
who had the hardihood remained, and are
today, with very few exceptions—including
those who have returned to the “outside”
with fortunes made—enjoving more pros-
perity than they would have been lkely
to attain in more crowded centres. The
north is no place for the weak and lazy,
but all who can and are willing to work
receive more for their Tabor. on an aver-
age. whether they are working for them-
selves or others. than any corresponding
effort would zive them in any other place.
One hundred and fifty milhion dollars in
sold alone have been taken out ol the Yu-
Lon. and a verv small number of i6s strezums
have ever heen prospected. And it s not
minine alone thar holds ot future for
the northerner. There are fernle valleys
that contain uncounted thousands nf‘ acres
that will produce nearly any kind of aurn-
cultural products that are ‘l|h('
porth temperare zone. The long nivht-
less davs of the summer aive the ',_'l"ﬂllll('
Gee for the quick maturing of hay
coctables and somie rINS.
around

rown in

a capacity
and all kinds of v < and s
Those who are engaged in farming '
Dawson are fast d('mumxr:mnj_"r}w foot
that part of the Yukon at Jeast 15 to be o
great agricultural country.



Soon after leaving Skagway the train
begins to climb the side of the canyon
of the Skagway rviver. Far below, along
its bank may still be seen the well-worn
White Pass trail, where there is just room
for a single pack animal to get along. Sud-
denly the train seems to be hanging in
mid air. On cach side is a sheer drop of
215 feet. This is the famous cantilever
bridge that is the wonder of every travel-
ler.  After reaching the summit of the
pass, the road follows along the beautiful
Thompson river, which breaks here and
there into lakes whose limpid waters make
one wish to go out on their surface in
a small boat and idle with hook and line
among the tiny islands and inlets that
can be seen cutting into the wooded hill-
sides. At noon Lake Bennet is reached.
‘U'his is the real head of the Yukon river,
and here is where the early gold seekers
built their boats and rafts for the long,
tortuous trip through lake and river and
rapids to the great river that Hows “bell-
toned” through the land of gold. The
train skirts the rim of Lake Bennet for 27
miles. Al the wayv, on clear days, the
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snow-capped mountains on the far sylc
are reflected in its cold depths, making
pictures rivalling any Alpine scenes of
lakes .and mountain peaks. At Carcross,
a mountain resort fast growing famous for
its fishing and hunting, are two good hotels
where the tourist can rest with comtort
and complete enjoyment of modern appoint-
ments. Jrom this place the little steamer
Gleaner sails away up to Taku and tlhc
enchanting Atlin lake, a trip that can ~)(i
made in two days and should be enjoyee
by everyone who goes to Yukon.

" At the end of the railroad line is the

town of Whitehorse, where conncctioi lb'
made with the Yukon steamers. :'\ |fiff~¢‘
way out of the town are the \Vhltc';uh(.
rapids and Miles canyon, where s :-'.u;,\l
lives were lost during the days of the o (I
stampede. There are a number of

1 i e, ond
copper properties near Whitehorse.

some are now producers. .Th.e At?‘ﬂ") ' 11112
at the present time is shipping -Ot‘ o
of ore a day to the Tacoma §melte‘x’.4 :
in the spring this will.bc lncreg?u 0
1,000 tons a day. Whitehorse 13 | ch
known as an outfitting point for big :
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hunters, and during the past two sum-
mers some of the best-known nimrods in
the world have made it their starting point
for moose, bear and mountain sheep hunts.
Some of the finest game trophies ever ob-
tained have been shipped from there.
T'he steamers Dawson and Whitehorse
are excellent toats on which to make the
journey to Dawson.  The staterooms are
comfortable and the service superior to
most crafts of this kind. Large social halls
and - spacious promenade decks make life
aboard them very enjoyable. During the
tourist season—June, July and August—
the sun shines nearly all mght, and at no
time is it dark. It is never very warm
weather, and the nights  are just cool
enough for the traveller to sleep under
light blankets,  The  boats usually leave
Whitchorse at about eight o’clock in the
evening. A few miles below the town l.ake
Labarge is entered, and it takes some hours
to steam through it. The current in the
upper part of the Yukon is very swift,
and it seldom takes over forty hours to
reach Dawson.  The river gradually widens
1046

out as the toat gains northward, and each
new stream that empties into it makes a
perceptible increase in the volume of water.
Inland the hills are lower and tu.nhcrcj(l
to their crests. One imagines he 1s s:‘ul-
ing into an unexplored country. For mxlcf
at a time no sign of life is seen, unless
it is a deer or moose swimming across the
river in the early morning or a lone bear
drinking at the water’s edge n ic twi-
light of the midnight hour. At times t]llct
hills are replaced by low forests and gent ¥
undulating meadows sprending tar :m'«’l.\‘
into mystic valleys. Bright tropical P“’Ch‘}j
of flowers appear often, and e\fc1:5‘\\-l1<'::lc“|1>
a profusion of vegetation. ane in a “1(;
a trapper’s or woodchopper’s cab.m i I“'
nestling in the woods, and again .0“1.
Indian fisherman is noticed sitting ";'L
tionless in his  birchbark canoc. - I‘]lC
paddle held poised in the :m;‘\\'hl ) o
watches the white man’s boat. The ]
of the Five Fingers Coal Company & O

. A 17¢
the left-hand side of the niver, thf’l' i
bunkers extending out over the (l(: o
the river. A few miles below them the
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,F“‘.L’CI‘S rapids are “shot,”’” and the tour-
st cannot help but admire the ease with
which the captain takes the steamer through
the narrow passages between the huge, cruel
l-ockf, th.at rise out of the water.  Fort
Selkirk is the principal town en route, and
s a cluster of log cabins and a trading
post. Many Indians are usually gathered
there and offer their wares of baskets and
moos.?chi(le work to the travellers.

W }.‘(‘“ Dawson comes into view it is a
S.lfrh"'sc to the traveller because of its mod-
?:\2) 4?'\?;{’:“"3”CC-. The place first sprang
the "‘.l'(n: lC“kCC with the gold stampede of
Wit '(l;\ ¢ in 1896-97.  Much has been
e a ’.out Da\vs'on in the days of the
‘\I[ it strike, when it was the Mecca for
‘1_ :! 'l“lS’Of adventurers; when it was the
?c&: “]‘rl"o"}elcr town of the »fm' frontier,
L’mr';:(:-g }""“ gold seekers, traders and
; s from all parts of the world; when

:;:]e[ ':: \:'Cﬂ; won and lost in a day: when
the m re-0~ it was long and arduous and
o -i5il‘.?t‘]bfl~nan"'; and when thc hazard-
ther ]y s from all walks of life hurled

i ovlves pell-mell, gold mad, over the

Ch: - : :
.not pass into a country that has since

W, P& Y. ROUTYE Photo by Callarman

furnished thousands of stories of wild life
and reckless bravery to the fiction writers.

From out this maclstrom of adventurous
frontier life the present capital has been
evolved.  Today it is a modern, up-to-date
community, law-abiding—a place of homes.
Well-graded  streets, substantial  business
blocks, comfortable dwellings, parks and
gardens impress visitor with the

flower
place in which

idea that it s an admirable
to live.

The tremendous mining industry carvied
on in the Klondyvke s a big story in itselt,
and let it sufhice here to say that, in the
Dawson mining district one can see more
and different kinds of mining

interesting
o else in the world,

methods than anywher

ranging  from the old stvle of shovelling

into a sluice Fox to the lar
[n this district are the only electric
Though Dawson s

rest g()l(l dredye.
min-

ing elevators i use.
an old camp its mining resources

known as
During the

¢ only partially developed.
many millions were invested
| construction

ar
pas: summer
there in mining machmery ant

work.
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Iy rea g g . . e ad ot the .
R DAVID SPENCER, Sr., is the founder and the present hi;ld her. o
. 0y - . N . ; ]C()‘ . .
department stores operated by David Spencer, Limited, n r“ il ¢
. . . . . ot Y , { H .
toriiand Nanaimo. He is prominent in British Columbia tm e
. . - . . . . ., , TN . ket .
being @ divector of many ot the strongest institutions, and an active worke

and philanthropic movements,
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LHLUD LOCKY ER has been for the past nwenty aeirs promosent fizare mn

as veneral managen o

Company. Tnoaddizion 1o
ot all Daeish Col

British Columbia’s commercial e

vouver business of the Hudson's B
vership, M. Lockver was recently
mercantile business of the Great Company,

ointed superintendent




ROCo DOHERTY, Vice-President B, C. Medical Association, 'I.n’t v
in Phrenolog to the B. Co NMedical Council, and Medical Supermter
of the Peblic Hospital for the [nsane. New Westminster.  He s reges

o the most progressive Canadian alienists,
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of the

FARMING AS
NOVEL

A CURE FOR MADNESS--BRITISH
EXPERIMENT

Insane

COLUMBIA'S

By H Sheridan-B iCl(GI‘S

DEALLY situated at
the junction of the
Coquitlam and Fra-

I ser rivers, a  thou-

sand acres  of rich
tand is being dyked
and drained, cleared
and tlled as  the
ste ot the Coquitlam Colony Farm to be
witached 1o the new public hospital for the
ixane now being built there. About five
hundred acres have already Feen cleared and
cre now under cultivation. By next fall
vie magnineent buildings of the new asy'-

i will e ready for occupation.
~:\t tais anstitution, thanks to the muni-
eence and enterprise of our provincial gov-

virment, o daring and unique experiment

Mtie treatment and care of the insane is to

be made. Fhe new colony farm s to be the

wene ofthe bigeest adventure in mental
terzpecsies that has been heard of since
hle "{'.\* i the Apostles. We have hither-

o I‘l'll!(l'tl ourselves in Canada that it was
e o ot our agriculturists that made
5 oprofitable. Now we are to

eory that it is the agricultural

ming
st the

Work e accounts for the sanity of our
frmers. It s on that theory, at all
oo Do Charles B Doherty's
hque - me for the treatment of the in-
e he founded. The medical super-
Mtendes f the provineial asvlum has per-
\l.lml("[ Lovernment to let his patients
‘V\“""k ot . stock farm as a new and practi-
‘l',‘_' tres. it ot lunacy, and to fit them on
Gschars rom the asvlum to obtain imme-
date - ;

New Westminster, therefore,

because of its natural resources, has been
selected as the adexl piace for an experi-
ment which, it successtul, will make a4 new
era in alienisn,

Just as o nund wearies through want of
excercise, so 1t would seem that the adle
confinement ot imbectles must be rather
provocative of further evil than of cure,
idiots and Tunatics apart, how often has
it been proved that responsibility s the
foundation of sane and intelheent citizen-
ship?  1f the state people as
vicious or irresponsible, they will become
vicious and trresponsible. Restrictive feais-
fation, as a rule, s the worst form ol polin
cal insanity. Treat aoman as a responsible
citizen and he will endeavor o justity that
As with the individual, so s
Home Rule is the

treats its

confidence.
it not with the state?
ceeret of the suceess of Brinsh administra-
tion throughout the world.  Mutual trost
and self-reliance are the Ledrock on whici
the British Empire stands  —supreme, united
and invincible.  So o dowe see o that IIw'
dienity of labor and the proud spurit ol
individual responsibility: which work l‘(j-
sets are the hall-marks of the colonmist. Seli-
‘('xpl'('.\'sion is the father of .\.('”-l'('“:(llﬂ'. .’E[I‘(l
celf-reliance is the mark of the man. 'l 0
the psyehologist. therefore, as m‘lh(' far-
mer. the Coquitlam farm colony 1 an-ex-
periment of unique interest. o

It is to the lasting honor of Dro C. .I',.
Doherty (the asylum’s medical  superin-
tendent)  that he has not only 1'(';1|}'/.(~:.l
that a healthy mind never lived long in a
bodv. but has succeeded in mztkl.n.u
. [t speaks volumes for
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others realize it also.
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The Treatment of the Insane

this gentleman’s glowing enthusiasm and
dominant personality that he.has persuad-
ed the powers that l‘)e‘ to provnd? the means
for putting his original thf:Ol’lCS for the
treatment and cure of insanity to th.e test.
Nor is it any ordinary spirit that animates
2 government that has the.courage.,m un-
dertake so daring an experiment. Whether
results justify the high expectation of the
scheme’s promoters, it must be regarded as
2 praiseworthy sample of humane and pro-
gressive government. o

One hardly realizes the possibilities and
far-reaching effects of the scheme; how its
success will convert those who are now “de-
ficients” and ‘“‘decadents” into sane and
useful citizens. I therefore visited Coquit-
lam to see what was to be seen, and inter-
viewed Dr. Doherty to hear what was to
be heard.

THE COMING COQUITLAM

The town, as many of our readers are
aware, is to be within one and a quarter
miles of New Westminster. Here the
Coquitlam and Fraser rivers join, the land
being for the most part alluvial soil, as
good as any in the province, and which, it
is certain, will be the means of a great re-
duction in the per capita cost of the insane
to the province.

Four years ago the whole site was a com-
plete wilderness of forest. Tents were
then erected and Dr. Doherty sent out
fifteen patients in charge of two attendants,
who cleared enough land for the erec-
tion. of the present temporary buildings.
In 1907 the clearing work com-
menced in earnest. Five hundred acres
are already cleared, and the lowland is
completely dvked and underdrained. Over
forty-two  miles of underdrains are in
operation already. A pumping station has
becn erected on the Coquitlam river and a
food-gate in the Fraser.

From the Canadian Pacific railway a
ne view of the farm, surrounded by white
dressed cedar posts, is obtained. Down
the middie is a lane with an avenue of
trees on either side. When these grow
arger t‘!‘::}y will give a very picturesque
titect to the place. On the highland be-
Yond the three hundred and forty-seven
acres co:aposing the farm are the hand-
ome farin buildings. These are of ultra-
Modern :onstruction. The hay barn is
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fort:v by two hundred and twenty feet, and
eqmpped with fine hay conveyers and other
machinery. The cattle barn s 230 feet
long and has accommodation for one hun-
dred and ten head of cattle, It contains
thg latest sanitary appliances of a modern
dzu.ry barn, similar in design to the famous
dairy barns at Portland, Oregon. The live
stock are automatically watered in their
own stalls. Supply trains run through
?(a.ch shed and connect each barn with the
silo” for cut fomented food.

In the long interview I had with the
medical superintendent of the asylum, Dr.
C. E. Doherty, M.D., 1 commented on the
wooden stablings, expressing a doubt as to
whether they were as hygienic as concrete.
Dr. Doherty warmly defended the wooden
stabling.

“That is a common criticism,” said the
Doctor, “but believe me, a mistaken one.
This group of barns,” said the Doctor, re-
ferring to the plans, “shows when complet-
ed a twin dairy barn built entirely of con-
crete and iron. This twin barn will be
used as a milking stable.”

“But,” I interrupted, “surely you do not
approve of sleeping cattle in  wooden
floored barns?”

“Why, vou could sleep there vourself,”
retorted the Doctor, and a mischievous
twinkle peeped out of the corner of his
eves. I ignored the innuendo.

" “I am not a belicver in concrete farms,”
continued the Doctor; “they may, as you
say, be easier to clean, but the cold con-
crete is most injurious to cattle. There is
no reason, either, why a wooden stal)l.c
should not be kept just as hygienic. It s
our intention to have this dairy conduct-
ed in every way on the latest hygicenic prin-

ciples.” san,
I felt crushed concretely and char
subject. , the farm, Dr.

“You must have encr

able difficulty in cleari, T.

P _

tor,” I suggested AVISOr, ] B.l Plum

f W " oted in the asylum ser-
“We did, but ' ted it y

: 7 "“cceeded in the new year
patients were E.Yntgomery, who for years
powdermen. _f the Pemberton stock farm
{nuch s Se‘s‘;rse, one of the best' known
in one mon "% ' pitich Columbia. He
lc)lent. Cle{kle‘ight men on his staff. Of these

een cles |

fifty or
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The Treatment

work. Sixteen acres of orchard have been
prepared, and the Japanese and landscape
gardens are well advanced toward comple-
tion.”

“About what will be the cost of the work
when completed ?”’ :

“The total cost of the ‘chronic’ build-
ing for the new asylum will be about four
hundred thousand dollars. The farm it-
self will cost about fifty thousand. The
entirc cost has been undertaken by the gov-
crnment, and while I wish to express my
sense of admiration at their munificence
and my gratitude for the unfailing sup-
port and guidance of the provincial secre-
tary, I am confident that the farm will
not only prove self-supporting but economi-
cal and profitable. It is, I think, a matter
for congratulation that—thanks to being
able to utilize the services of our patients
—the inclusive cost of all work to the pro-
vince will be less than sixty-five dollars an
acre.”

“You will, I suppose, effect considerable
cconomy in dairy and farm produce?”’

“Certainly. At this institution our
milk alone costs us between three and four
hundred dollars a month—say four thou-
sand five hundred dollars a year. Our
monthly butter bill averages about two
hundred dollars, and about four hundred
and fifty is spent on the purchase of meat.
This will give people some idea of the
saving which we shall effect.”

“How many patients will the new asy-
lum buildings accommodate ?”

“The building for chronics will hold
six hundred patients, and the whole group
of buildings will have accommodation for
about fifteen hundred patients. Our pre-
sent ene has about four hundred men and
two hundred women. The new hospital
will, we hope, be ready for occupation
about next fall. They consist, as you sec
from the plans, of a large twin set of
buildings, the left intended for the male
Patier:is and those on the right for the
temaic. In front is the chronic building
with ‘he shops and laundry. Behind them
are tiie acute and epileptic wards, with the
attendants’ residence, and in the back the
build-igs for the sick and the infirm. The
admi..istration buildings are those, of
cour: | in the centre, while my residence is

at tl: left of the infirmary on a road lead-
I
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ing to the station and the wharf. The new

road is two and a half miles long. It
represents a division of the old Dewdney

trunk road and is now open to traffic, as
you may have seen. The change in the
location of this road has greatly improved
our building site.  We shall now have seve-
ral acres of beautifully sloping land for
lawn purposes.”

“I understand, Doctor, yvou have secured
exceptionally fine stock for the farm?”

“I think,” replied the Doctor with en-
thusiasm, “our stock would be a credit to
the best farm in the province. We have
purchased some of the finest mares and
cattle in the Dominion. 1 have already
a herd of fifty picked Holstein cattle which
we got from Syracuse, New York. We
have also a herd of the best Yorkshire
hogs. After seeding our dykes and the
surrounding land when the grass 1s grown
we shall have a fine herd of Southdowns.
On the farm now are twelve highly-bred
imported Clydesdale mares.  Among these
are this year’s champion of the Vancouver
Horse show and the Alaska-Yukon exhi-
bition. We have also the championship
draft mare of the Victoria exhibition, 1910,
and the first prize brood mare of the New
Westminster exhibition.  In addition to
these there are four hackneys, three pure-
bred mares and one stallion, several stan-
dard-bred mares, of which one is 77_0nﬂw0-
lea, whose sire was the famous Zombro
(2 min. 8 sec.) and whose dam was Me-
Kinev (2 min. 2 sec.). One hackney stal-

lion has newly been purchased from Madi-

son Square Gardens.”
“Have you got any game y¢ :
“We are already breeding pheasants. .\\ ¢
turned loose two hundred and fifty birds
and expeet to turn out even
We have
Mongohan,

t?"

this vear . .
more during the coming year.
at present three varieties, r,l’w
Golden and Lady Ambherst.
“Who are helping to run the
3}
Doherty? o
“Our present supervisor, J.o B
has been promoted in the |
vice and will be succeeded in the new year
by Duncan AMontgomery, who for _\fcars
was manager of the Pemberton stock farm
€L € . )
and is, of course, onc of the lusbt' Lno}iv{n
‘ turi i lumbia. e
' in British Colun
agriculturists Lo e
will have eight men on his staff.  Of thes

farm, Dr.

Plum-
asylum ser-
phrey,
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The Treatment

four are stockmen and two engineers. They
will be assisted by fifty patients, quite a
fair number of whom have been "accus-
tomed to farm work. With the exception
of the men I have specified, both the farm,
the decorative gardens and the nurseries
will be worked exclusively by our patients.”

“You of course anticipate that this work

will have a marked effect on the cure of
your patients, Doctor?”
"I do, but wait and see,” was the
Asquithian reply. “We have already seen,
if I may say so, the excellent effects of the
non-repressive and non-confined policy 1
have instituted, and I confidently anticipate
even better results from the open-air and
healthy occupation on the farm. You may
add to this that, thanks to the careful and
business-like methods of inspection the gov-
ernment have adopted, our new buildings
when finished will be second to none in the
Dominion.” '

Knowing that Dr. Doherty’s regime has
been distinguished by some striking changes
in asylum administration, and that he is
credited with considerable originality in his
ideas on the treatment of the insane, I
seized my opportunity to obtain informa-
tion on some of these from the Doctor him-
selfl.  Dr. Charles E. Doherty is regarded
as one of our greatest authorities in mental
discases, and his treatment of the insane has
already been distinguished by a success that
would make a defence of his enlightened
and humane policy the impertinence of
superfluity.

Probably hoping to be allowed to con-
tinue his eighteen hours’ work a day, the
Doctor handed me a cigar and his hand.
l took the cigar. I then screwed myselt
tighter in my seat. The Doctor’s face
dropped, but smothering his disappointment
he geially awaited further examination.
made « few remarks in order to draw him.

"I long ago came to the conclusion,”
said - Doctor Doherty in reply to one ot
these remarks, “that any system for the
care and treatment of the dependent in-
sane, to be successful, must be sustained by
the | iuest order of human emotions. Our
Patic s represent many trades and profes-
son: Many of them have enjoyed a high
Anac -ial, social or intellectual status, and
mos: of them were respectable and respon-
sible citizens prior to the onset of their

—
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c!isense. Repressive measures such as con-
finement and  punishment are, to  my
{11i|1d, as ineffective as  they are  un-
just.  They are morally an  outrage
to helpless  sufferers, medically un-

sound, and at times fatal. Since 1 became
superintendent in 1905 1 have endeavored
to adopt the methods of the general hos-
pital rather than that of an asylum. In
short, I think our duty to the insane is to

“do more than render them custodial care,

The old strait-jacket and  box-bed are
doomed. At least, they have no place in
my regime, and 1 am glad to say that Dr.
Young, our provincial secretary, has never
placed any obstacle against the instant dis-
missal of employees for brutality or in-
subordination of any kind. Without strict
discipline and the fullest authority to dis-
charge attendants for any act of violence
to the patients, the best superintendent that
ever breathed is powerless to etfect any 1m-
provement in the sufferers under his care.”

“What measures do you employ for the
prevention and cure of violent outbreaks
among your patients?”’

“I am a confirmed believer in the efh-
cacy of hydro-therapeutic treatment, and
of course elecerical.  The good eftects of
this method of treatment are becoming
more and more apparent in the hospitai
cach dav.  The continuous barhs  have
been very efficient in reducing motor rest-
lessness, and have excited very beneficial
reflex influences in states of anxiety and
depression.  You would be surprised  to
sce how quickly excited patients become ac-
customed to the water and quiet gradually
Last vear we ad-
memoran-

into a peaceful sleep.
ministered—t he (‘nnsult.ul al
dum)—three thousand  four lmnflrml and
eighty-seven warm full .lmths. ive thou-
sand one hundred and fourteen ramn and
needle  shower  baths, cighr,\'-'fum' steam
cabinet baths, followed by passive massage.
We also gave, T see. over forty continuous
baths as high as seven hours and numer-
hot and cold packs.
There were also one hun(!rcd and si,\'(_\'i
five applications of F:ll‘:l(ll(‘. current Iillll'
rwenty-five  of  the (’IL"CU'I(’II‘I Vll)l".l[(flf.
Thcsc. methods are, 1 l)(.‘ll(‘\'t‘: far mm("k( i
fective than restraint, hypnotics and locked

ous applications of

doors.”

“That reminds me, Dactor. How much
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truth is there in the rumors that most of
the patients are free to come and go when
they please, both indoors and out?”

“You are more or less correctly inform-
ed. I have proved that any such restraint
is as unnecessary as close confinement is
unhealthy. I have removed the eighteen-
foot fence that formerly surrounded the
hospital and the gates are unlocked dur-
ing the day, leaving the patients, except,
of course, the acute cases, to come and go
more or less as they please. The increase
of out-door exercise and out-door life has
already shown its beneficial results in a
marked degree. ‘The deaths for the last
year have been the lowest percentage on
record, and we have been remarkably free
from epidemics. Nor have we received
any complaints of the conduct of our
patients out of doors.”

“Your originality in treatment seems
certainly to have been amply justified by
results. I understand you have also made
several other innovations in the internal
conduct of the asylum?”

“l don’t know that I should call them
important,” said the Doctor modestly ; “pre-
vious to last year the institution was unpro-
vided with night nurses, but simply with
night watchers—three in number. All the
night watch had to do was to walk around
every hour, sometimes even less frequently.
They were supposed to pass through every
hall and ward at least once an hour carry-
ing a kerosene lantern. Deaths from ex-
haustion of maniacal patients were as a con-
sequence common; the morbidly suspicious
were frightened by being locked in a room;
the sick failed, of course, to receive proper
attention, while the violent could not be
controlled. 1 wonder more suicides did
not occur. It must have been more luck
than  management  that  they didn’t. T
have  endeavored  to deal  with  this
matter  thoroughly, and we have now
nearly as full a quota of night nurses as
our full day force. When I augmented the
night force the first thing I did was to
throw open nearly all the inside doors, and
very satisfactory results have followed.
With the abolition of the abominable cham-
ber the atmosphere is kept fresh and pure.
Patients now have as free access to the
toilet rooms at night as during the day.
It is exceedingly rare that a patient be-

Man-to-Man Magazine

comes violent enough to warrant closing
any door. I am willing, indeed proud, to
admit that I am now putting in vogue 2
system Wherc not a door of a single roon
or dormitory is closed at night, and eyery
patient can use the toilet rooms, drinkin;g
water, etc., as in the day time. Through-
out my regime I have attempted to prove
the feasibility and wisdom of handling
acute maniacal cases by hydro-therapeutic
measures and to abolish mechanical re.
straint,”

“Well, Doctor,” said I, “ I think Brit-
ish Columbians and Canadians throughout
the Dominion will endorse your view and
honor you for your courageous and humane
treatment, which has proved so eminently
successful in its results.” The Doctor
smiled—one of those real sunshiny smiles
that beats even hydropathy for curing
melancholia. “I am indeed glad to think
such is the general opinion. Facts cer-
tainly have been favorable to my view.
Last year we did not have a single case of
suicide. Only one patient—an acute alco-
holic—attempted it, but did not succeed,
though he died next day from the shock
following his attempt to hang himself. We
had an unusually high percentage of re-
coveries—31 per cent. of all the cases, in-
cluding chronics, and this year I am_con-
fident of establishing even more satisfac-
tory results.”

“You are indeed to be congratulated,”
I replied; “I shall know where to come
when journalism has completed what na-
ture has begun. Good-bye and good luck.
A sparkle of experimental enthustasm
beamed in Dr. Doherty’s eye, the shadow
of a coming event seemed to fall on me—
and T fled.

Let me add one word on the man. DL
Charles E. Doherty is a young min “"d;
the courage, enthusiasm and virility 0
vonth, combined with the keen perceptioh
sagacity and self-reliance of expericnce.
man of the world in the best scnse,
strikes one at once with a suggestcn of a
dominant individuality—-intensely auve al
full of a peculiar magnetism and‘reser\l':
power. Big-framed, blue-eyed and frcst
complexioned, he is a living adveri'.'.-f-ameﬂ
of his views on health, preservati’ 111“
mind development. A man of rare o lt;:
and force of character, he is also = ™

he
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of singular modesty and geniality of man-
ner. Apart from his reforms in the treat-
ment and cure of the insane, he has estab-
lished a synthetical bureau that might
arouse the envy of the Recording Angel
himself. This I dived into boldly and had
a most profitable and informative swim in
its mass of carefully arranged data of
cases. Lt is, needless to say, as rich in
psychological interest as it is valuable in
the study of alienism and mental therapeu-
tis. Dr. Doherty is a Doctor of Medi-
cine, who graduated at the Trinity Uni-
versity, Toronto. Formerly general super-
intendent at the Kootenay and at the Nel-
sor general hospitals, he became assistant
superintendent of the provincial asylum at
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New Westminster in 1902, and was made
superintendent in 1905. \Within 2 vear
of his administration—thanks to  the
iniative and high-spirited support of Pre-
mier McBride and his colleagues—he was
provided with the necessary funds to start
the work of clearing the site at Coquitlam,
where he has established the novel farm
colony for the hospital patients.  Dr.
Doherty has the distinction of being the
vice-president of the British Columbia
Medical Association, and is examiner in
phrenology to the B. C. Medical Councit.
He 1s, I think, destined to make a big
name for himself in the Dominion, for
voung Dr. Doherty 1s a real “live wire,”

“LADY JESAMINE.” ONFK

OF THE COQUITLAM FARM HORSES




Victoria, Vancouver Island

British C olumbia, Canada

A METROPOLIS IN THE MAKING

By Ernest McGaffey

AMOSUN lay basking in the sunlight. Westward the Sooke l‘v.”S,
as yet unnamed, rose girdled with purple haze, their out nes
( : faint in the sweet spring air. In the harbor the prows of 1 :n¥
Indian canoes passed and repassed. Wild geese flew ste: iy

southward, their wedge-shaped phalanxes etched sharp ag.
the dome of blue. All that was very long ago, but the ¢ m

of a metropolis was contained in Camosun.
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THE TIMES BUILDING, VICTORIN. BCL
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l '\\ ho turned the first bow of a vessel inward to Victorta Harbor?  What

whire e - X . .
vhise man's foot first pressed the sands of James Bav?  What white mans
inhabitants of  Vancouver

sparkling straits?

face was the first to look into the eves of the aboriginal
lsl':m‘l—there where her southernmost headlands jutted into the
H‘ST‘>1;)' may tell us, but most history is mystery, or legend.

~ Foot by foot the outposts of the Victoria of old are being carried by the forees
of . ogress.  There is something in the metamorphosis that will tell you of silent
bat ¢, The Victoria of twenty, or even ten—iye. of five vears ago has vanished,
her - to return.  Citadels of the olden days have been stormed, captured, and dis-
ng. bered.  Craigdarroch, the Dunsmuir estate, roval in its view of the De Fuca
Mrots and the stately Olympus, regal in its expanse of magnificent grounds, has been
5‘".”:,"(1 oft \with as l'ittle'cercmony as an cight-day clock. The grounds have been
lli:':jcf?ie;nto lots;.the castle itself stands deserted of evervthing except poignant
ol 'l.Etrc’tcts in every diljcctio.n have been .k?oclfing'fo'r.
e were once safely outside of Victorias city [mits.

entrance on ancient demesnes
Gardens cloistered in pro-

ng hedges have been startled by the peering  eyes and sacrilegious hands  of
1ol

~



TYPICAL, MODERN BUSINESS STRUCTURE, VICTORIA, B.C.

surveyors and civil engineers, with iconoclastic chains and instruments, hinting of r¢-
morscless change.  Churches, schools, libraries, public buildings of modern structure.
rallways, steamship  docks, palatial hotels, electric tramways, business and othee
edifices—how fast they follow on the heels of the new transformation; how steadily
and resistlessly they push aside the order of the old regime. ‘

And why?  So many “whys”; such a plethora of wherefores!  For one thing.
NORTH-WESTWARD now, and no longer westward, “the star of empire rrends
its wav.” The development of both the Dominion of Canada and the northwestertt
states of the United States in the last ten years has been the industrial maviel of
the centuries. The clogged and congested state of affairs in the far east ar! the
central portion of both countries has had something to do with this fact. Tho vast
patent and latent riches of the region to the northwest have also plaved an imp-rtant
part. “The absence of extremes of heat and cold has also been a factor in prodating
thf‘ result.  But in such a number of circumstances as have combined to bring .bout
this st:n'tl_ing change there is an embarrassment of reasons. It is enough to .nowW
that the times have changed. and men have changed with them.

In three vears Victoria has come significantly to the front. It is takir. ©f

mesr Te. . e v~ . .« . . < cndfl
netropolitan actire, because the necessities demand it.  More than any other o mal
1062 2
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T ROYAL BANK OF CANADA, VICTORIN, BC.

the present Premier of British Columbia, Richard VeBride, himself a0 resident Vie-

to:'an, has been responsible for the quickening into action of the dormant energies
oi the city and island.  The Victoria press have always heen active for progress, and
hae editorially and in their news columns. and withour faltering, pressed home the
v iment for a greater and a grander Victoria. The Board of Trade of the an
h.ﬁ' been a tower of strength to advancement, and the example of & few public-spirited
c.ivens in leading the way as to the erection of modern and splendidly equipped buikd-
.+ has added incalculable weight to the movement forward.  The Mavors and City
(z).:x)cils of late vears have, despite criticism levetled at them, heen encreetic o
P ving civic conditions and in strengthening city departm ‘ N

Victoria’s Police Department is a markedly efficient one. Tt exercises rigid
S "-‘:cillancc over the city, and the criminal who drifts in from xl?v States, or the
l-\\llnland via the States, finds his every movement watched, and he is rather relieved
t

ents,

! 1 otherwise when he gets the signal to leave the Island.  The system ol l}l('llllfl.(‘:l-
U 1 of criminals is as complete and searching as i any C:mndi.;m or :\nu:nc;m city.
Iiie certainty of punishment, and the swiftness and scverity of such punishment. -
at olute. Crime is at a minimum because criminals shun Victori.




A MOUNTED POLICEMAN, VICTORIA, B, C.

The Fire Department of Victoria is commanded by a natural fire-fighter, and
@ man ol rare ability in handling men.  There is not a better fire chief in the 1?0-
minion, if as good.  Mis work is always good, and in the recent million dollar fire
m the heart of Victoria he showed himself a strategist born. One frail wall sepa-
vated a storchouse of paints, oils, whitelead and other inflammable material from the
oncoming conflagration.  “I'he chicf concentrated his forces there and beat btl}“f :!w
Hames. Tt may have saved the city; it certainly saved vast destruction of adjourng
property, a goodly portion of which is the most modern and handsome in Victori:.

"The banks of Victoria are no longer satisfied to do business in old-fashioned - nd
vaule-like surroundings, with only here and there an edifice of note. Recent U ik
buildings erected have been models of architectural beauty and modern envil‘Om‘ﬂ i
They have been built with an eve to combining beauty and strength, and would d¢
a credit to any metropolis of ten times the size.

The old stvle of office buildings in Victoria is rapidly disappearing. Laz -

day structures of their kind are superseding the ones of lang syne, and even the J-
1004
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MERCHANTS BANK, VICTORIA, B. C.

. "\‘

=are. being changed until their own architects would never recognize them.
berton block, the Times block, and the Sayward block are three conspicuous
es of the present-day spirit in-the construction of office buildings. For a long
timé*the architectural glory of Victoria was solely the beautiful Parliament Build-
ings.” Then the Empress Hotel was built, a fitting. complement to the noble capital.
And now the city in general is building up to these examples. A new City Hall
and an up-to-date and handsome theatre building are among the many edifices soon
to be built.

The Canadian Pacific docks and steamships for years dominated. the coast traffic,
yet almost in a day rose the commodious and handsome docks of the Grand Trunk
Pacific, and its splendid steamers cut the waters of the inner Pacific. Oriental aqd
Australian traffic increased and is still increasing, waterfront factories increased In
number and importance, inside manufactories doubled their output and reached out
further for trade, and commerce in every avenue swelled its totals. Bank Cle.’lrn.lgS
increased from 35 to 70 per cent., some months leading Canadian cities. Buildmg
permits totalled for the unfinished year of 1910 the sum of $2,095,545.00. The fire
which destroyed one of the landmarks of the city and laid a dozen stores in ruins
was a blessing in disguise.  Modern and improved buildings will rise phoenix-like
from their ashes, a hundredfold more desirable than their predecessors.

Suburban tramways spell urban importance. Victoria is just entering into a
rezime of suburban electric tramways which holds great possibilities for the future.
Through rich fruit lands and dairy lands these tramway lines will pass, and the same
development which has followed all these conditions in other northwestern cities will
come to Victoria. Residential opportunities along the lines of these railways are not
surpassed, if equalled, anywhere on the continent of North America. And every-
where the homes are springing up, both along the extensions already made and the
routes surveyed, but in all directions from the centre of the city.

The metropolitan spirit itself has begun to be evident in innumerable ways. In

sport, Victoria has always been a leader, and the championships coming to the city 10
1068 ‘
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tennis, golf, yachting, _l.)ench-sh_ow. championships, hockey, lacrosse, cte., evidence the
Leen interest taken by its p.eo.ple in high-class athletics! The inauguration of a pro-
fessional baseball era, the Joining of the Northwestern League, including the cities
of Victoria, Seattle, Portland, Tacoma and Spokane is another evidence, and a signifi-
cant one, of metropolitanism. '

The golf links of Victoria are superbly situated, and from them have eraduated
some of the best golfers on the coast, both men and women. V wetorta’s business and
professional men “play the game,” and the week-end holiday finds many a pair of
figures, golfer and caddy, strolling over the hills that command the view of the Juan
de Fuca straits.

Automobiling is probably carried on more generally than in any other city in
Canada. ‘There are more cars in use per capita than in any other Canadian city.
The roads in all directions are not only first-class for the mere travelling, but the
scenery from them is more varied in beauty than even the old-world highways,  "T'he
completion of the Mill Bay road will open up the finest causeway for motorists ever
built, as to variety and grandeur of views from its road-bed.

Perhaps the most undoubted proof of the growth of the modern city movement
is indicated by the very large amount of street improvements which are being carried
on all over the city. The putting in of asphalt paved streets, and streets of other ap-
proved paving material, the widening and straightening of streets, the layving down
of gas and water mains, sewer pipes and drainage pipes, and the general run of public
work done and being done, show impressively the strides that are being taken in the
modernizing of Victoria.

The clubs of Victoria have always been marked by an individuality of their own,
and have entertained within their walls many of the world’s most noted men and .
women. The Pacific Club’s new and splendid quarters on the 5th and 6th floorg of g
the recently erected Pemberton block are models of a perfectly appointed mctron?v ,Q
club’s surroundings. The new club-house of the Alexandra Club, \/ictoria’ﬁ;}
prominent women’s club, will soon be in process of construction, :nu} \\'iLl l)'q:_, e
the handsomest buildings, architecturally, in the city. The Canadian Uuh."-g‘.\"c‘hr
sive and to the manner born, still wields its widespread influence from the building
it has occupied for many years. .

The railways are contemplating a splendid Union Depot on the site of what
was once the famous Songhees Reserve, which, thanks to the acumen of Mr. Me-
Bride and the men he delegated to carry the plan to a su’cccssful.hc:l(l, is now a thing
of the past. With this depot in operation, the Canadian Pacific ‘R:ul\\'/:f_\' and the
Victoria and Sidney Railway will have egress and ingress in common from Victorix, :uuil
another phase of a metropolis in the making will be added to the capital city of
British Columbia. . o e

Camosun is now but the echo of a dream. The Sooke hills, since L‘llll.\(('.ll(.(:
rise garlanded with bluish haze in the sweet spring air, above them trailing the \'\hllf’(,
Pennants of many cloud-fleets bound westward. Wild geese, as (l:l‘,\"s.ﬂ“.'.“(“ W,
“trail their harrows” southward, but the smoke of f:xct.orws,' not cump-hln (sl .lll.\'(.fl nf
tinge the line of their steady flight. A solitary canoe glides snlc‘:nly ;1'mumc'r Tt ‘1.11 )::)
ouilet, and the harbor itself is furrowed with many a steamer’s wake.  Camosun

more; farewell to Camosun.




MRS C S DOUGLAS, PRESIDENT WOMEN'S CANADIAN CLUDB
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ESTERN women
share with western
men a reputation for
briskness, and they
do not allow their
astern sisters to be
able to speak of them
as not doing their

hare, or in- being behindhand in any way.

On the contrary, they are becoming noted

lor their energetic work along many lines.

This is espectally true in the larger centres,

where there are naturally more women.
The Women's Canadian Club, which has

(\n{ulul its branches from coast to coast,

has i :'l\:\ ancouver branch one of its most

urdy offsprings. \When the day for club

rmation came around, in September, 1009,

Y . " - .
']’”“ Hhree hundred women assembled in
II“. private parlor of Hotel Vancouver and
eams charter  members. Mrs. M.OA.

-\'l:u‘l- 1,

\ dnge

the wife of the first mayor of
“erowas asked to accept the position
OF Do, ary president.  Mrs. C. S. Doug-

s, 11 wife of the then mavor of the city,
aceep: -1 the presidency, and has been re-
f"“t‘“* this year.  The object of the club
N ster patriotism, encourage the study
f” the institutions, history, arts, literature
'm(.l Feources of Canada, and to unite Can-

adiap n

Prowgy

such work for the welfare and
< of the Dominion as may he desir-

f‘M“ A expedient.” At present there are
o sive hundred members of this club
n ¥ Humx er, and when its purpose is con-
Weredone ean casily see how far-reaching

will be its influence.  Mrs. Douglas, the

president, s also president of the Sailors’
and Loggers” Society, active in Children's

Aid and Hospital Auxiliary work, and 2
patroness of Latimer Collece,

Co-operation in work for
is bound to succeed. The
Council of Women, whose president s the
Countess of  Aberdeen, has a world wide
reputation, which v has gianed tor iseli by
its own cfforts exclusive of the mfluence
wielded on s behalf l\\' its local couneils
all over  the These dividual
branches have great work cut ot for then,
and are shouldering 1towith an enthusism
which carries evervihing hetfore it Thirny
cight afiliared societies, which include phil-
fraternal and  other

vood  canses

[oternational

alaobe,

anthropie, rehizions,
orwanizations, comprise the counctl ot Van
COuver. [
and has crown ~teadilv 1o ns present size,
AYESS Peter Ve ‘Nanchton,
president of the connctl this vear s v arrving
her co-workers o the very heart of thinges
1 \\'l]l\

This council was created in

who wos elecred

!ll(\( ,l)hlu\[\
this counctl e

t'l)ll‘ I

coner ll

homev, and with
for. the women ot
thines which men
Remedial work in

aned s aceomplished chioneh their e

commitiees.  These
look it the hetterment of Lngs as perts tn
Aildven s the ceneral

cducational prin
andd infirm

Jdomer
notaceomplhish.

o their fiest oo,

nciude cammittiees 1o

e 1o women and

health of the commuity

caring for the aueld

ciples: the 2 '
(o Toster the spirit o citizenship to
o oensire pare milk

P()(H'.
cecure clean Teeratare
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to establish playgrounds throughout the city,
and such like excellent schemes which are
worked out on quiet lines, and are bringing
forth good results.

This local council introduced the study
of domestic science into the Vancouver pub-
lic and high schools. It also established the
Victoria Order of Nurses in this city.
Once they have set a good work well on
the road to success, they leave it to reap its

Man-to-Man Magazine

A Woman’s Musical Club with upwarq
of five hundred members is not ]| (
Vancouver to neglect the finer things of
life. In this busy western work-g-day
world the arts are liable to be pushed aside
for more tangible affairs. A new city is
very prone to consider musical culture g
one of the things that can be picked yp
later, when complete success has been
achieved and a finished city-product placed

owing

own credits, and then go on to newer
things.

In days gone by, the tom-tom and weird
songs‘of the Siwash Indians were the only
opposition offered to feathered sonosters
along the shores of Burrard Inlet. Abs the
vears have slipped along and man has in-
vaded the beauties guarded by the stately
mountain-made lions, music such as the

civilized world recognizes has followed in
his wake.

MRS, W. L. COULIHARD, PRESIDEN I WOMEN'S MUSICAL CLUB

before the world. The musical wemen of
Vancouver think differently and have con-
stituted themselves responsible for o ioster
ing of the gentle art in this city. 101 five
vears the good work has been gog O
and in that time some excellent thin:s l)g\'t‘
been undertaken—and successfully. [he
club’s first venture was a series of V' 1gner
ian lectures given in May, 1906, b i{“.bm
Goldmark. Since then an annual :usicd
festival in May has been their aim. Such



The Feminine Side of the Western \West

artists as Marie Hall, Herbert Wither-
spoon, Paderewski, Madam Gadski and
\lark Hambourg, have been brought to
Vancouver, their latest effort being a series
of concerts by the Damrosch Orchestra,
which, while a stupendous undertaking, was
most successful.  Mrs. W. L. Coulthard,
whose sweet voice has graced many an
occasion in Vancouver musical circles, is
the present president of the club, and is
carrving it enthusiastically along with her.
Mis. C.. M. Beecher,

1073

been prominently instrumental in the fur-
thering of its objects. Mrs. \V. H. Griftin,
the first vice-president, is a woman of energy
and foresight and an exceedingly able assist-
ant in the work. She is also past-president
of the Local Council of Women, secretary
of the Associated Charities of Vancouver,
and executive committee-woman of the Wo-
men’s Canadian Club, and was the first
convener of woman’s work at the inaugural
Vancouver exhibition.

Women writers are

the first president, is
now its honorary pres-
ident. A child of this
organization 1s the
Vancouver Women's
String Orchestra,
and a Choral Club is
another offspring. Miss
Ethel Lawson conducts

the former and Mir.
Andrew Milne the
latter. With this club
n its  midst, other

cities can look to Van-
couver for inspiration
in things musical.
Workers against
‘the white plague are
unfortunately needed
in every clime.
While Vancouver is
much more free from
this disease than other
cities, yvet an active
anti-tuberculosis  so-
ciety, in which promin-
ent and earnest women
are. much  interested,
has leen established.

becoming imporsant
factors in the world
of things told through
the medium of maga-
zines and newspapers.
Their names are being

spelt in capital  let-
ters all over the
world and, like the

making  of books, to
the making of women
authors

there  seems
to be no end. In
Canada  women are

making  famous names
for themselves through
the medium  of  their
pens, and their country-
men are very proud of

them.
A number of prom-
et women  writers

Vancouver,
and have banded
themselves mto a
Press Club—which s
reallv a branch of a

reside  in

This s, on account
of Vancouver’s splen-
did ¢limate, more of a
Prevention than a cure organization, and
is doiva good work. At Tranquille, B. C.,
a sanitorium has been established. All
monc: collected by the society goes toward
the naintenance of this institution. While
this ety is not entirely made up of
Wom-n members, yet they have been among
the 1.5t potent of its moving spirits. Mrs.
H. . Ross, the president, is most enthus-
iastic over the work of the society and has

similar - Dominion  or-

ganization —- which

e mcludes  all women

MRS. W. If. GRIFFTS, \"C]:"N.{lln":!:.)""\l writers, whether con-
PPLTURERCULOSTS SOCHE ) :
ANTIATETER nected with  news-

papers or not. Among these women are
Vs, Annie C. Dalton, whose poems have
the lilt of the true poet’s heart; Mr§.
Alice Ashworth Townley's Imuks.sl.u)\\' wit
and clear-headedness—her “Opinions f){
Vary” having been widely read and ('hs-
cussed;  Mrs.  Isabel L. .\Iil‘ck:l'\' writes
both poetry and fiction: .\'Irs. Flla C. Ben-
son also divides her attention hetween prose

and poetry; Mrs. Blanche L. Murison’s



MRS, TOWNLEY, PRESIDENT VANCOUVER WOMEN'S

PRESS CLUB; LITERARY CORRESPONDENT OF
WOMEN'S CANADIAN CLUB; PRESS MEM-
BER 1,OCAL COUNCII, OIF WOMEN

poctry is strong and forceful. These women,
with a number of clever newspaper women,
form the Vancouver Women’s Press Club,
whose president is Mrs. Townley.

The ability to keep young is an enviable
trait, and there is a group of clever women
in Vancouver who, though they are sup-
posed to be more or less staid through hav-
g carned their university degree, have
banded themselves together with the ob-
ject of further promoting mind culture,
social service, mutual improvement and the
advancement  of philanthropic  work in
general ; also to defer the days when youth
and its attendant joys shall insist upon be-
ing acknowledged. Known as the Women’s
University Club, and with eighty members
—of which about seventy are active as-
sociates—this club holds a unique position
in the clubdom of Vancouver, It was in-
augurated four years ago with seven char-
ter members, and since  that time has
scarcely been able to keep up with itself, so
rapid has been its growth.

As a club it has ¢t
of early Christmas
which commends jtsel
the veneral beautifyin
which cannot be too
They
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aken up the question
shopping~somcthing
f to everybody—and
@ of the city—a fact
strongly dealt with.
are also looking into the conditions

MISS ANNIE B. JAMIESON, PRESIDENT WOMEN'S
UNIVERSITY CLUB

of shop girls, and have a healthy hf)pe well
on the way of being instrumental in secur-
ing low steps on the street cars.  Any-
thing that women can do for women qnd
children, for the home and the community,
this club promises to stand shouldcl: to
shoulder and help in every way pqssxblc.
Miss Annie B. Jamieson, the energetic pre-
sident, follows in the footsteps of Mrs.
Farris, who conceived the idea of the clu.b
and has till this year been its able pres-
dent. ' :

Fun evenings are a specialty of this
club.  After the business has been dealt
with, 1t is more or less forgotten. Thiin
oftentimes the lights are turned off a]ni
sitting on rugs before a large fireplace, lt lc.‘r
tell stories, sing, make candy. and th;
feast off a dainty and old-time col Ca::
lunch. Tt all helps to keep the hear: youn,,f
and not allow girlhood days to slip 'outlo
hand. What with mutual help inside the
club and willingness to assist others ou.t ?d
it, this organization has need to bc prov
of itself. o

As a purely philanthropic Ol'gﬂ“f’:“t'ggr’
the Children’s Aid Society of Vnr»-'Ollqnd
cannot be surpassed. While both ;*,;.-:.1 <m
women work together for it, the \\'03":(?“&‘1116
the acknowledged workers. They give



FIRST WOMEN'S COUNCIL EXHIBITION COMMITTEE, AS ORGANIZED TO LOOK AFTER
WOMEN'S WORK AT TIE VANCOUVER INAUGURAL EXHIBITION

and attention to it and look after the de-
tail work. Lady Tupper and Mrs. T. E.
Atkins have earned for themselves the
greatest honors by raising funds for the
work.

An annual children’s day has been ar-
ranged, and each year meets with gratify-
ing success. The annual summer “at home”
s also a feature. It is then that all society
dons its best frocks, takes a fat pocketbook
m its hands, and motors or trams out to
the Powell street orphanage, and while en-
Joving itself, adds greatly to the associa-
tion’s exchequer. An average of cighty
children are cared for at this home, and
the work in connection is stupendous.

People are prone to feel that it is every
parent’s duty to look after their own chil-
dren, and are not keen at aiding in the
care of the offspring of unnatural parents.
But, thanks to the efforts of large-hearted
woiien in Vancouver, a creditable building
h:l.f been erected on the shores of Burrard
Inicr, and wisps of humanity blown there
by adverse winds are given a fair start in
llh‘.

‘Vomen have made themselves felt in
the Associated Charities Society, as it Is
coniducted in Vancouver. Upon its execu-
tive board sit some of the most able and
clesr-headed women of the city—women
Wio have studied conditions and have the
Work at heart,  While men are actively

connected with this work, the women keep
the heart interest keenly alive and see that
mercy and tenderness are dispensed  with
the tangible assistance given  out.  Such
women as AMrs. AWV, H. Grifhin, Mrs. W,
AL Rose, Mrs, J. Macaulay and Murs. W,
H. Lucas are deeply interested workers in
this society.

For several months Vancouver has been
proud to say that a juvenile court exists
within its boundaries.  "T'his movement was
put into motion and brought to a reality by
the Juvenile Protection Association. A
committee of ten members, composed  of
men and women, look into delinquent cases
to be brought before the court and send 1n
recommendations and facts concerning the
cases to the ndee. This method of pro-
cedure undoubtedlv greatly assists the pudge
in making his decisions,

Prominently connected with this work
s Mrs. ] O, Perrvy who s greatdy in-
terested in remedial work of any kind.
She is a member of the juvenile court com-
mittee and has been appointed by thar body
as convener of the house committee mn con-
pection with the court’s detention home.
She 13 also court recorder tor ‘lll(' press, a
position which s very responsible and re-
quires great discretion. _

One of the most carnest band of women
workers in Vancouver is the group who call

themselves the Hospital Auxiliary. A wide
7S



A GROUP OF I'HYE, WARDS OF T'HE CHILDREN'S AID SCCIRTY

field for good opens out before them at all
times, and the harvest is always ripe. They
seck assistance from all quarters and have
organized to help the General Hospital
board. To keep this hospital supplied with
linen is one of their pledges, and is by no
means a light one.  They provide every-
thing washable, from orderly aprons to table
and bed linen.  Recently they made an
outlay of $2,000 for this purpose from
their fund. '

The president, Mrs. Gatewood, is most
enthusiastic about the work, and to hear
her voice as she describes what they are
doing, shows that her heart is deep-set in
what is being accomplished. A committee
to visit the patients in the hospital is ap-
pointed every month, and divers indi-
vidual methods of entertainment are em-
ployed by these ladies. Letters written
home which sometimes fill in 1 gap of
vears, the reading of stories and the supply-
ing of magazines and games are some of the
means adopted to brighten sick lives. A
musical conmmittee gives a concert once a
month, when all patients that can be moved
are taken on their beds to the assembly
hall and revel in a musical treat.

Many of the members attend the sew-
ing meetings and assist in keeping the linen
supplies in order.  For the most part, how-
ever, they make operating gowns and night
gowns, besides “nightingales” for the com-
valescent patients. It is a wonderful work
that this society is doing, and one that

stands alone by itself, since it touches those
1076

who cannot (for a time at least) help them-
selves.  Something like two hundred and
fifty women belong to this society, so that
its interests are very widespread. .
The Vancouver Studio Club is, as its
name implies, a promoter of fine arts, an.d,
like the musical club, intends that this ity
shall not lose anything in the growing,
and that the inspiration which is created
through the eyes must not be neglected.
With about one hundred honorary :End
thirty active members, this club is d(‘m.)g
some excellent work. Semi-annual exhibits
of the members’ work are held and enthu-
siastically attended. This club aims to se-
cure a creditable art gallery here, and have
purchased Mr. Bell-Smith’s famous picture
“The Heart of the Empire,” with the hope
that it may form a nucleus of a fine collec-
tion, —
They are starting a school of art in Van
couver, where clay modelling, all branches
of painting, artistic needlework and wood-
carving will be taught. Two clases ’ll
week are held during winter niox?rl}r‘-lﬂ'1(
on all fine days outdoor sketching is ln‘:.ulf_’-
ed in. Mrs. A. L. Russell, Mrs. A, ILC
Creery and Mrs. W. TFrame are :v."TF‘F"
members of this club, who are enthu: st
workers for its best interests.
The Daughters of the Empn'c_lm'?"‘*"t
large and flourishing branches m ad

couver, which are at present bendiv “lllel
their efforts toward securing a .sur.q
home for the old folks in this city = 10
have no one to care for them. The -me




MRS, L

will, it is intended, be erected in memory
of King Fdward VII

“]lb society is purely patriotic in spirit,
and - deals especially with things imperial.
Funds raised by them are devoted to the
sons and daughters of the Empire who have
served their  country and are now  de-
pendent upon others. Lady Tupper, Mrs.
I. C. Keith, Mrs. F. Harrison, Mrs. D.
Davidson, Mrs, H. McDowell and Mrs.
1B Mills are the regents of the several
chapters in Vancouver.

Other interests in which the women of

O. PERRY, MEMBER JUVENILE COURT COMMITTEL

Viancouver take active part are the Sailors'
and Loggers’ Society, which amms to pro-
cure a comfortable home for those who go
down to the sea ships, and may thus
consider that in Vancouver they have a real
home.

The Women's Auxiliary is a purely mns-
sionary society, and has a very large num-
ber of carnest women connected with e
Vs, C. C. Owen is the very eflicient presi-

dent of this organization as represented

\ancouver.
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The Blood Quest ot
“Doc” McGuire

By Raymoncl Lee H1H

OR two whole days,
— following hard on
the trail of his enemy,

F but never catching

sight of him, “Doc”

McGuire rode his
- solitary way through

the hot sunshine of
the Painted Desert, pausing not, because he
had made his boast in Chaparal Corners,
and because he knew that “Tucson” Tim
was somewhere ahead, pushing steadily
westward, allured as he had been for fifteen
vears by the will-o’-the-wisp of gold.

On the morning of the third day Doc
drew near the Kicking Mule Water-hole,
where all along he had hoped to overtake
and kill his man.  Knowing he must ap-
proach the place with utmost caution, and
therefore with his rifle ready for instant
use should the occasion demand it, he dis-
mounted from his bronco at some distance
away and crawled stealthily forward to the
rm o.f the cup-shaped depression, and here,
'Posinz on - his belly, peered down the
vanting sides. At the deepest point he
could mark a small spring bubbling into a
shallow hasin, which never quite filled, on
weount f evaporation.  Around the latter,
mong the ragged, dusty patches of sage and
.’\'rf‘{lﬁt“.:"}»r)(l, rugged boulders and sand-
drifes, Doe's black eyes wandered, but no-
where conld he note any trace of his enemy
bevond “ndications that he had passed that
Vav wiils his burros.

[y raissed Tucson,” growled the big
Prospesir, chewing one end of his droop-
g oit, slack moustache in disappointed
inger. “But I'll get him yet!” He arose
nd scoiied at the dun heat clouds close

N 15 the desert rim. “There can’t
v

no man make his boast in a public bar, like
The Qasis at Chaparal Corners, about wet-
tin’ Doc McGuire ?

“Halt!” drawled a cold, determined voice
from the waterhole.  “Drop that gun and
stick up yore hands!”

Doc’s angry glance caught the sinister
gleam of a rifle barrel and a bit of blue
shirt behind some of the largest boulders
and on beyond Tucson’s mustang and bur-
ros.  With a curse at his carclessness, he
let his Iinfield slip through his big, thick
fingers and stretched the latter toward the
dazzling sapphire sky.

“Well,” he growled with gloomy dry-
ness, “‘you’ve got the drop on me, Tucson,
Reckon you’re going to shoot pretty damned
soon, and that when you do it won’t be to
pot me in the leg like vou did my old pard,
‘Dobey” Charley, two years ago in ‘Long’
Pete’s place?”

“Yep,” answered Tucson, rising from
behind the rocks, “1 sure mean to plug you,
Doc McGuire, just as I said P'd do the
other day in T'he Qasis. But if T shoot
vou now, it will be cuttin’ off my nose to
:\‘pitc my face, as the sayin’ is. - Now, leave
themt cuns up thar and come down here

fur explanations.”

Doc unbuckled his bele and et ic fall
to the bakinz sand beside his Enfield, then
stalked scowling down the incline, angrily
opawing at his oily-black moustache, and
iﬁ\wllinﬁ the mnscles of his brawny arms
and dhoulders. Full a foot he towered
above his enemy; for Tucson Tim was a
little man, drab as his mustang and burros,
with sandy hair and complexion, bleached
eves, and a colorless moustache that
' Iy, and in doing so seemed

T

grey
sageed disconsolate
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to draw his face into hundreds of tiny
lines and wrinkles.

“I don’t see why you don’t pull down
on me now,” fussed Doc in an irritable
tone, blinking his black eyes in the yellow
glare of the sun, as he paused before his
enemy, hating him the more for his tem-
porary mercy. “You bragged in The Oasis
to ‘Mesquite’ Sam and some others that you
were looking for me, and I’m sure I've rode
all the way from Ch'lparal Corners to make
you eat them words.” Then as he recalled
the beginning of their feud two years pre-
vious—how Tucson had shot Dobey Char-

ley at The Oasis for such a trifle as havmg‘“

an ace up his sleeve, and had, moreover,
shot him in the thigh, wrath I‘OS.C:_Wlthm
Doc’s seething soul, while" ¥ 1
flamed darker, and his brawny;_L
cd under his damp shirt beg
not mentioning any of . th ;
against you, except to say that,,’my‘ 0pm10n
of a man as will plug another:ifi the leg,
especially my pardner, is .so bad that it
couldn’t be printed and sent through the
U. S. mail.  If you had killed Dobey
Charley I could have. overlooked it; but to
put a gimlet hole thlough :his: tlugh, as if
you were taking pity on hlm . Was ‘not. only.
a disgrace to Dobey, but "Jso reﬂected on
me.  Now,.if.as plaintiff I have};overstated
the case, make your defence, by ‘Gawd 1”
“I ain’t got no defence to make," Doc,”
answered Tucson dlyly, squinting his slit-
like eyes in the ﬂammg sun, and lowering
his rifle for the first time.  “All I can say
is that I did- not delnbelately punctme
Dobey in the daig. I meant: tg ki
but Mesquite Sam knocked asxdef.'
Then you shot a shavin’ out e
and when I tried to get you |
nabbed me, Now, I’ have alw ays. 1eAnt,
and still mean, to: Llll 'vou. The boys ‘e

pect it of me, and I wan t disappoint’ ghe A4

But right at present we've got to have:r

truce md fight together against a commdf;tt\'

cnerny, Go up vonder and take a. squi t

to the eﬁst, and you'll see What I mean.” %

heavy, -florid features,. xTDo

hole:and stood there.’ Sh‘ldm(" his black ey
with .onechuge; hand P’ll‘, far in the dist
tance, beyonda séorchmw expanse of- de@ert
dotted wnth rthe hlac and ollvggreen of

) Qhewmg his moustache end.
~;see we ve got to hang together for the pre-
wsent,”
.vhot sunshine, and shrugged his bro: ad shoul-

% ders-as Af to say that much was sct etled
With a look of bewildétent on hl‘$ '

Sturned at';d l b
thmbcd the slope to theirim 'of the wat,eib 2 s0me dqy or other I’d have to kill =

: would leave me alone, and I JU“t a3
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sage and greasewood, the wondering Me.
Guire perceived, poised on a pony as mo.
tionless as a stone statue, and outlineq
upon the hot blue horizon, a solitary In-
dian.

“Gosh all hemlock!” ejaculated Doc.
“So yonder’s a piece of an audience, I
heard at Chaparal Corners that the Apaches
were out on another raid, and had killed
some sheep men over on the Little Colorado
a couple o’ days ago, but I reckoned the
soldiers had rounded ’em up before now.”

Doc looked inquiringly athis enemy, who
h’ld followed, and was now standing on the
rirnwof-,phe Waterhole, his bleached grey
slit-like eyesg-shaded by 'a bony, hardened
hand, fixed on the Indian. Once more Doc
stared across the sc01chmg s'mds toward the
new-danger that men: aced, not only him, but
also his compamon.f For what seemed an
interminable tlme.;,' 0 hlm, -although it was
only a minute or.two,, ‘the Apache remained
n view, w atchmg the waterhole, then sud-
denly wheeled: his pony and galloped down
the rim of the horizon; soon disappearing-
~over a rise to the: south, in the direction of
some distant violet and brown and purple
buttes.

“Well,” glowled Doc, scrutinizing the
cross-hatched features .of his enemy, and
reahzmg th'lt a band of Indians was in the
vicinity, “it looks like the fireworks will
soon begin, as' I saw a pin-wheel go off
then. I reckon I understand you now, Tuc-
son; vou and me will have to be friends
for the time being and fight. them Apaches
together.”

“Them’s my intentions,” admitted Tuc-
“son, mopping his damp, wrinkled brow with
his. shirt sleeve, “allowing, of course, Doc,
"ﬁ.you have enough honor not 10 shoot

.“ain’t no damn fool,” I‘l‘lUtt(‘]Ld Doc,
“Reckon I can

He. squinted his black eyes in the

and

“Now let's get ready for the

1 the
I've always knowed that
‘let a

oﬁFf his mind.

omb'lrdment

t§§ .- couple o’ dozen of them Apaches hefore they

¥

leave

n
commence executing this morning & any

other time.”



The Blood Quest of “Doc” McGuire

Doc led his horse into the waterhole, and
with Tucson’s assistance picketed all the ani-
mals near the spring. This done and his
arms recovered, the two men ate a little
bread and bacon from Tucson’s stores, re-
filled their canteens, and got their guns and
ammunition in readiness. By now the morn-
ing was well advanced, and although it
was a long time till noon the sun was
already  smouldering  hot. There was
no haze in the air to restrain its re-
lentless rays, while the sparkling sands were
like 2 mirror,<and radiated the golden glare

till it fairly danced and shimmered, dazzling.

whog,
IS B

the eves and scorching the skin. -

“Reckon I must have misjidged Tucson
a little,” mused Doc, as he lay with his
enemy behind some boulders at the rim of
the waterhole, their rifles in readiness for
the foe. “He don’t seem such a bad feller

after all.”

“Dang it!” drawled the little man, “here:

they come, Doc. If we can’t hold them
off, keep a bullet fur yoreself—and one fur
me.” ' co
“I'll be damned if I keep one for you,
Tucson. I'll never pot you like you were
a cowardly coyote.  No, sirree.  We'll
fght like men when the time comes for that
and—here they come, Tucson! Now watch
out!”

Over the southern rise, from the direc-
tion of the faraway buttes, spread out like
a fan, appeared the Apaches, their rifles
glinting ominously as they brandished them
i the glaring sunlight. On and on they
galloped toward the waterhole, yelling like
demons and riding low on their ponies’
necks.

“Now let "em have it, Tucson!” roared
Doc with a wicked curse.

Crack! Crack! Crack! rang out the rifles
of the tivg prospectors. Several of the red

men recled from their saddles, and a pony -

plunged on his head and rolled over and
over, bt

dred vards or more; then, the fire growing
too fierce

the cavalcade came on for a hun-
gt to thinkin’ about Dobey Charley. And

‘Zadamn it! Tucson, I reckon that was a

for them, th ddenly wheeled,: ; ;
i ".-‘{r.,'ather.low-dowh -trick of his having that

and with g last lingering scream of scorn,
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until it had finally flashed into flames, the
Apaches ceased their charges, but kept pop-
ping away at the waterhole from the direc-
tion of the fading buttes. Long after the
last embers had flickered out of the sky, and
Doc and Tucson had made a frugal sup-
per, the former sat in silence, his rifle across
his bulky knees, scowling moodily off into
the night, and wondering why he could not
longer hate his enemy. And later, while he
took his turn at guard, and the moon rose
behind the rim of the eastern horizon, like
a great yellow eye, lighting up the desert
~with a wan, weird splendor, he marked the
“motionless form of Tucson Tim, and grin-
‘ned at the anomaly of his guarding the man
he had come out to kill, and, when the time
came to awaken him, let Tucson sleep a
half-hour over time.

“For he will be fresher and can fight
better'in the morning,” Doc excused his ac-
tion,:“which will be only a roundabout way
of looking out for Number One. Damn
my hide! if T ain’t gettin’ to sorter like him.

If he only hadn’t potted Dobey in the
leg. . . .
 Doc and Tucson breakfasted silently i

the tawny dawn of the succeeding morning.
As the sun sailed high in the blinding blue
and the air began to burn hot and torpid,
the Apaches resumed their attacks. They
would sweep down in a circle, hiding behind
and firing over the backs of their ponies,
and then, with derisive yells, would ride out
of range beyond the southern swell.  And
every time they charged, one or two of them
plun',ch into the vellow sand, while bl_lll(-ts
pattered on all sides of the two besieged
prospectors. .
“Look out thar. Doc,” vawned Tucson,
as a ball whined over the big man’s som-
‘brero. “If onc o’ them bullets hits you it
1ﬁight hurt considerable.”
 McGuire ceased te gnaw at his oily-
_black moustache.  “H e rather  careless
about my head, Tueson.  Rut just now [

. . y
Swept onr of sight behind the southern risé.s- aée up his sleeve that time in Long Pete’s

! .

he % dians made more assaults through-
but Doc and his enemy always..

out the :iay,

ma"a%‘crl fo repulse them. As the afternoon
Waned 2nd the west turned red and violet,
B f the heat had simmered and simmered

H
< place.” .
-+ oc wiped his damp,

Then, as if a little embarrassed,
florid face with the

. ]
- eleeve, of his shirt and began to curse the

' Apﬁ%ﬁi&é, and the heat, and the sand, and the

alkali dust, and finally a buzzard drifting
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languidly in the blue far above. “That
damned bird’s got the scent of gunpowder,
and he’s loafin’ around to pick our bones.”

“He won’t get much off'n mine,” re-
turned Tucson dryly. “I ain’t so juicy
as you.”

As the day dragged by, the sun stream-
ing down white-hot, and the atmosphere
growing more and more sultry and .51cken-
ing, the prospectors remained at their posts
save to descend occasionally to the spring to
fill their canteens and sponge their burning
faces. Oh, the long, terrible, torturing
hours! How slowly they passed to the
two men lying among the baking boulders
in the waterhole! And how the bullets
whined and spattered about them, never
leaving an instant of safety, never a mo-
ment to rest and relax their vigilance!

There was but little conversation, only now
and then a sullen question and a grunt for
an answer. But instead of the heat and
the hazard increasing what ill feeling Doc
may have still felt for Tucson, the hard-
ships seemed to draw him closer to his
enemy, and to fill his mind with a sense of
.companionship.

About the middle of the afternoon a bul-
let buried itself in Tucson’s shoulder. His
rific rattled down on the rocks, scaring
away a lizard that was sunning himself on
the sand; and the wounded man sank over
on his side, his shirt bosom growing damp
with blood.

“They’ve got me!” he groaned; “I’m
plugged!”

Doc dropped his Enfield and tore back
Tucson’s shirt.  He took a quick glance at
the jagged wound exposed to view, and
then wet a soiled handkerchief with water
from his canteen and washed away the
blood. This done, he ran down to the pack-
saddles and secured an old flour sack, tore
it into strips, and, hurrying back to the rim
‘of the hole, bent over and bound up his
-enemy’s  wound.  The lizard  ventured
timidly out of the scorching sand to his old
position and stared at the scene with bright,
ibeady eyes.

How slowly the hours went by! Evening
came on.  Yet the sun still blazed in the
blinding blue, like a’ ball of polished brass;
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and the heat danced and shimmered in a
mocking mist, distorting the distant buttes
till they seemed but painted on 2 ripple of
canvas.

“I reckon it’s about all up with me,
Doc,” muttered Tucson weakly.

McGuire stared across the shining sands
to where the rifles of the Apaches kept pop-
ping. A film seemed to have dimmed hjs
big black eyes, while he was conscious of
a queer feeling in his heart.

“No, sirree,” he rumbled at length, for
Doc was always an optimist, “your case
ain’t much worse than mine, and we've
still a chance to win, even if the percentage
of this game is against us. I’ve learned
from my past experiences that a man ain’t
ever dead until he is: Now, you might get
out of this yet, while I might not. And
I want to say this while I have the oppor-
tunity: my opinion is that you and me have
been damned fools ever since that night you
potted Dobey Charley. For my part, I call
it square between us. Furthermore, if you
should come out of this alive and I don't,
I want you to have that claim I staked on
the Little Colorado two weeks ago. There’s
a paper in my pocket tells where it is.
You've got the grub-stake, and you can go
right on and work the mine, and—"

Doc broke off of a sudden and leaped to
his feet, waving his old sombrero and shout-
ing like a crazy man.

“They’re comin’, Tucson!” he screamed.
“They’re comin’, and ridin’ like hell! It’j
the cavalry! I¥s the cavalry, by Gawd!

When surrounded by a detachment of
tired, dust-covered troopers of the Fourth
Cavalry a little later, and a jolly fat young
army surgeon examined Tucson’s shoulder
and pronounced that he would live, the huge
hairy hand of Doc McGuire closed about
the skinny fingers of the man he had come
out to kill. )

“Tucson,” he muttered, cursing wickedly
to hide his emotion, “say, Tucson
let's work that claim together.”

The wounded prospector looked up &t the
florid face of the big miner bendinZ over
him. .

“Pardner!” he murmured weakly, '
ner!” -

‘Pard-



The Silver C Ol‘d

B_I) Marg’aret Adelaide Wilson

HE door of the Herald
office opened to ad-

mit the assistant
T manager of  the

Mesquite Irrigation

Company.

“I say, Trenton,”
he nodded to the
editor with easy good-fellowship, “‘don’t
get up; I just want to speak to you about
a little matter—that leak in the lower
dam, you know.” He scanned the editor’s
embarrassed face sharply. “T suppose
some fool has sent you in a long account
of it?”

“I believe they did. That is, I saw a
report——" Trenton fumbled with ner-
vous fingers over the litter on his table.

“Oh, never mind looking for it. The
question is, were you thinking of putting
it in?”

“Why, yes,” said Trenton desperately;
“Iit was an important item, I thought. I
—we are accused of not getting all the
news in the valley lately, Mr. Farley.
There has been a good deal of complaint
among our subscribers; and in a matter of
public interest like this ?

“Public interest be hanged,” interrupt-
od Farley, brusquely. “Now look here,”
he went on in a level voice from which
‘t‘he good-fellowship had suddenly vanished,
We own most of the stock in this paper,
and if it weren’t for the additional in-
tome you make out of our advertisements
You wouldn't make enough to keep your
wife, would you?”

“But 1 didn’t mean to remind you of
th“F” “e went on hastily as he saw an
omincus flush on Trenton’s face. “We're
mightr lucky to have a man of your brains
on thC“{:ﬁDer, and willing to pay something
®Xtra jor the privilege. - What I wanted
0 get 2t is this: we’ve been having trouble

e .‘\ . .
nougn +vith those fools of ranchmen with-

out stirring up any more. They  kick
against everything the company does o
principle; and now they say we're endan-
gering their lives by allowing a leak in a
wa‘{l of the lower dam. All bosh!”

Then there is no leak?” asked '1'ren-
ton, catching cagerly at this straw of hope.
Farley leaned toward him.

“Trenton, I've taken the trouble to come
down here on purpose to give you the
straight stuff. If you like vou can take
down the whole state of the case right
now.”

After a pause he began dictating with
a deliberation that rasped Trenton, already
inexplicably on edge, almost to the verge
of madness.

“Their first complaint was that we had
taken the night watchman off the dam
wall. Well, there was no need for a watch-
man. The zanjero inspects the wall every
night; and anyhow, since they have regu-
lated our income so well with their con-
founded supervisors’ inquiry, we can’t af-
ford to pay out salaries for watchmen.
Much as we love ’em, we draw the line
there.

“As for the second complaint—that leak
they’re making such a howl about—it
doesn't come from the reservoir at all.
It's merely a faulty joint in the domestic
main that runs along the dam wall.”

“What a strange place for a water

main?” exclaimed Trenton.  His visitor’s
eves narrowed.
" “No need of going into that,” he said
curtly, “I've given you the facts and you
can season 'em to suit yourself. Do a little
of the sarcastic about their heroics over a
leak in a four-inch pipe. Make ‘em feel
what a false alarm they are. You c:ln"do
it, by George, with that pen of vours!

He watched the cditor’s troubled face
with catlike alertness.  “It doesn’t scem

convincing,” muttered Trenton at last.
’ 1083
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“We leave it to you to make it convinc-
ing,” retorted the. other. lightly. “If you
think you’re not up to it

For a second the editor’s grey eyes flash-
cd defiance of the threat in Farley's tone.
“I,” he began, then paused at some sud-
den memory; and in the pause Farley seem-
ed to read a satisfactory answer.

“Time for me to be off,” he said, jump-
ing briskly to his feet. “By the way, how
is Mrs. Trenton this morning?”’

T'renton shot him the look of a trapped
animal.  “She’s—not so well,” he answer-
ed painfully. “The sandstorm the other
day made her cough troublesome again.”

Farley’s face was good-natured sym-
pathy at once. “I'm sorry to hear that,”
he exclaimed.  “I've got a few quail out
there in the machine for her, and I was
thinking of running up with them.”

Trenton’s reply was barely audible. As
he watched the assistant manager climb
into his big red touring car he wondered
miscrably if the gift would have been re-
membered had he stood up like a man and
insisted on probing the affair of the leaky
wall to the bottom. Farley, though he did
not look around, was conscious of the gaze.

“Came just in time,” he said to him-
sclf as he shot down the pepper-shaded
avenue.  “T'he worm was near turning.
But his wife’s the silver cord for him, I

13

guess.

Trenton’s worn coat looked unusually
shabby as he walked slowly home at noon.
He scemed to have shrunken into it since
the morning, as if he would have liked it
to cover him from the gaze of the passers-
by, His face Mushed with quick sensitive-
ness at the contemptuous greeting of a tan-
ned rider who passed him on the road.

“Saw Tarley just now,” called the horse-
man jeeringly.  “’Spose he came down to
tell you that leak was an optical illusion ?”

He loped on without waiting for an an-
swer ; and Trenton, looking ahead to where
his wife lay in a steamer chair under the
trees, forgot the sting of the man’s tone
in his relief at the thought that she was
too far away to have heard. As she turn-
ed to look down the road he involuntarily
st.ruightcncd his shoulders and quickened
his step. The whole man seemed to take
on & forced semblance of cheer,

“How has the morning gone without
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me?”’ he asked as he bent tenderly to kiss
her hair. Though they had been married
for ten years he always performed thjs
little act of devotion with a certain Jove.
like shyness. '

“Oh, on wings,” she laughed, then added
archly: “I have had a visitor in an auto-
mobile. How could I miss a poor editor
who has to walk on his own feet?”

“I refuse to be jealous,” retorted Tren-
ton with a manful effort at gaiety.
“Haven’t I won the loveliest woman in
New York for my wife?”’

It was the sort of banter that had pass-
ed between them many a time, and the
shadowy beauty of the woman among the
pillows justified its extravagance. She was
a woman to perjure one’s soul for, Tren-
ton thought fiercely as he gazed down at
her.

“Mr. Farley was so kind,” Edith went
on. “He brought me a regular feast of
good things. But oh, John, the loveliest
part of it all was what he said about you.”

The sudden contraction of his hand on
hers startled her. She looked up anx-
iously. . _

“You have been worried, then,” she re-
proached him gently, “and you have been
trying to keep it from me. Mr. Farley
told me about it.”

“Told you!” gasped Trenton.

“You don’t mind, surely? He men-
tioned it to explain away his own kind-
ness. He is afraid you are having trouble
with some of your subscribers because you
won’t publish their foolish complaint about
the company; in fact, he said he feared
you were losing money by it. But I told
him what we had decided when we were
married—that you’d stand up for the right,
no matter what it cost.” .

Trenton had learned to mask his feel;
ings pretty thoroughly in the Iaﬁt\fe“
months. But this was tortur¢. Ibvqr]);
eulogy of Farley’s, recalled by Edith thd
wifely pride, seemed to him to ¢ alou
his shame. It was with the sigh o a T&
prieved criminal that he at last saw »'-"d,lalyl
Rosalia appear with the lunchevl nﬁl)h.
When 12 had choked down a few bit»s wit

. 4:] nOt
an appearance of heartiness that ¢

deceive Edith so well as he had Lioped, he

1 M : o ) )leil
said good-bye again with a muttetvs ]

of work.



The Silver Cord

“Apnd promise me, dearest, that you
won't mind what ignorant men are saying
of vou. I am sometimes afraid that you
hate to offend them for my sake; but you
mustn’t think of that. It will all come out
nght.”

“Trenton wiped the beads of sweat from
his forchead as he went slowly down the
road. He could not stand another day
of this. He must find some way of ex-
plaining to Edith and setting right the
wrong he had done.

He tried to think how the lie had first
grown up between them. When Edith’s
sudden illness had compelled their removal
to a warm, dry climate it had seemed pro-
vidential to him that a fifth interest in
the little weekly newspaper of Mesquite
should be for sale. Ever since their mar-
riage he and Edith had dreamed of such
an opportunity for him. At the head of
such a paper iIn a growing community,
what might an honest and clever man not
do?

The income was pitifully small, but soon
after his taking over the paper the Mes-
quite Irrigation Company began to run a
full-page advertisement that almost doubled
it, making it possible for them to live in
modest comfort. The advertising contract
was by the month, which seemed odd to
Treaton. But the secretary of the com-
pany assured him that it was their custom
fo run it that way, adding with a smile:
It's so fived that you can raise the price
on us at any time, you know.” Many a
time since Trenton wondered at his guile-
lessness in- those early days.

HC{ was a brilliant writer, and the paper
Promised to be the power in the valley he
had dreamed of. He spoke his mind freely,
untrammelled by advice from any quarter.

His first collision with the Irrigation
Ompany came when Farley pointed out
o him with pleasant decision that he was
taking the wrong attitude in the matter of
A man who was asking damages from the
“mpany for a washout from one of their
umes,

“We regret that h has b d
of the ol at so much has been made
Mcsquf;]:t;er’- Trenton had written. .The
Corp0r;:: rrigation Company is a reliable
e th‘::-fo‘n' Its consumers need have no

nt C{qlwmfa case like this, where the acci-
A1z Irom the carelessness of an em-
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ployee, it will not amply compensate for’
the damage done.”

“That’s going it entirely too strong

-~ 3 ]
'1}'enton,” Farley had observed, with a
thick forefinger on the offending paragraph.

“How do you mean?” asked Trenton
with a puzzled look.

“I mean that you—our paper, you un-
derstand—are promising compensation to
that knocker Brown for a little washout on
his place. As a matter of fact, the com-
pany will do nothing of the kind.”

“But it was purely the zanjero's care-
lessness in turning on more water than the
flume would hold. And Brown lost a good
hundred dollars by it, to say nothing of
the work.”

“Can’t help it,” said Farley shortly;
“we're not going to set an expensive prece-
dent by digging up for every little splash.”

“I saw the damage myself,” began Tren-
ton indignantly.

Then Farley became confidential—sig-
nificantly so. Trenton learned for the first
time that, in addition to the big advertise-
ment, which was half his income, all the
stock 1n the paper except his own miserable
fifth was in the hands of the Mesquite Irri-
gation Company. The discovery had stun-
ned him into silence, and Farley had de-
parted, well satisfied with his morning’s
work.

If it had not been for Iidith! But she
was so ill, and to stay in this climate was
her only chance. He was tied hand and
foot. The uncle with whom she had al-
wavs lived could have helped them; but
he had never forgiven his nicce for marry-
ing a struggling young journalist, and had
never even answered the letter which
Trenton had humbled himself to write.

So he stayed on in Mesquite. After that
his freedom was curtailed till he l):ul be-
come nothing but a mouthpicce for th.c
company. They allowed him to hide his
bondage as best he could, but he coul(! not
disguise it long. Tis warmest friends
gradually cooled toward him. lhoss: who
were shrewd enough to guess something of
his position accorded him a hal.f-‘contcmptu-
ous pity. But their trust in him was gone.
Even the friendly crowds that used to
haunt the office on paper days, of whom
he had often complained half-laughingly to
Edith, had dwindled to a few curious
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idlers. How gladly would he have put up
with that friendly nuisance now.

So wretched was his reverie that he
fumbled at the door of the office like a
blind man before he could find the latch.
He walked into the back room where
Aaron, his assistant, was already setting up
an account of the leak.

“No use wasting your time on that,
Aaron,” he said, heavily. Aaron looked
up. He was a broad-shouldered young
Jew with a dark, intellectual face.

“I can’t run it at all, it seems,” explain-
ed Trenton, avoiding the other’s grave
look. He went slowly back to his desk,
returning in a little while with a copy
amended after Farley’s suggestions. Aaron
took it without comment and began to set
it.  But his silence seemed to Trenton’s
overwrought nerves the most damning criti-
cism. How could he expect sympathy
there? Did not Aaron come of a race that
had stood by their convictions through cen-
turics of persecution?

The cffect of the amended article was
significant.  Several subscribers stopped the
paper. ‘The harnessmaker withdrew his
advertisement. He was an independent old
Scotchman who owned his little shop and
was indebted to no man. His nod to Tren-
ton the next day was barely perceptible.
The other advertisers were more circums-
spect.  ‘They were nearly all in one way
or another in the grasp of the company.
They treated Trenton with an uneasy
familiarity more galling to him than any
coldness could have been. He wondered
that night where he could summon bravado
to endure "another day of it; yet he must,
for Edith’s sake. She had not been so
well the past few days, and nothing must
worry her now.

The growing fear of losing Edith soon
overshadowed every other trouble, The
rainy scason had begun, and the storms that
swept down from the mountains with new
life {~r the parched earth were hastening
her decline.

There came a day when they could no
longer keep up the pretence of her recovery.
Edith put her hand on her husband’s head
with a new tenderness. It was a hand-
some head, but it had grown bowed and
grey of late.

“It isn’t as if you wouldn't still have
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me,” she urged gently; “I will know anq
be proud of everything you do, just s if
I were still here to talk it over with you,
And oh, John, don’t lose heart in vour
work. Be the voice for the right you haye
always been. Promise me, won’t you?"

He promised ; and hard upon his heels of
the promise came the determination to tel]
her the truth now, before she slipped from
hirm. But before he could frame the words
she had begun to talk of Farley, to speak
of his kindness, which Trenton had come
to believe was sincere so far as Edith was
concerned. He could not confess his own
shame without betraying Farley’s greater
wrongdoing, and that he could not bring
himself to do.

Iate the next evening he slipped out
into the darkness to escape a new and cry-
ing emptiness in the house. For an hour
or more he paced up and down under the
spicy branches of the peppers, conscious in
a mechanical way of some comfort in the
touch of their wet leaves upon his face as
the south wind swayed them to and ftro.
At last he was roused to a sensc of the
world around him by the quick beat of
horse’s hoofs. As the rider shot past h‘e
recognised the zanjero's voice, urging .hxs
horse on. Instinctively Trenton's mind
was alert to solve the meaning of the man's
frantic haste. He thought of the dmp, and
the reason flashed over him. In an mstant
he was following the horseman down the
road. ,

By the time he reached the companys
stables a crowd of volunteers had gathered
and men were already hurrying.the horsef
into two big wagons and gathering shovels
and gunny sacks. The zanjeros VOKG
hoarse with excitement, was audible above
the confusion. "

“You've got to get a move on You
Trenton heard him say as he came Up-
“There was a hole as big as my head “'{h'e?,
I left, and I didn’t stop to warn nngboq.
No one seemed even to be aware of Tren

. . 1o wagol

ton’s presence as he climbed into th¢ WS

bed with the rest. bt there
The reservoir was a small one, *~1d the

were three ranches in its path, X
house of the nearest was but a few
below the broken wall, The men mscussz
the chances of its inmates as they poun

i ir excie
along. Trenton listened to their
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talk like a man in a dream. The thought
of the empty cottage waiting him back
there in the village, of the danger threaten-
ing innocent people ahead, roused no keen
sense of realization in him. Body and soul
seemed wrapped in a profound apathy.

At last he was roused by a gruff out-
burst from the man next him.

“That fool Tom ought to have warned
them. Orders or no orders, he’d no busi-
ness to risk lives.” |

“What do you mean by orders?” de-
manded Trenton suddenly. The man
started as he recognised the editor’s voice.
Trenton misread his hesitation. “I suppose
vou're afraid to trust me?” he said with
quict bitterness. “But you needn’t be—
not now.” :

“It wasn’t that,” said the workman un-
casily; “it was just that I didn’t know you
were here. I expect yvou know about as
much as I do,” he added in answer to Tren-
ton’s question. ‘““That dam wall’s been
leakin’ more or less all summer, but the
company didn’t want to go to the expense
of a new one, so they've kept patchin’ it up
and trusting to luck that it would hold.
The zanjero had orders to keep his eye on
it, and if he saw any signs of its breaking
out to ride straight to headquarters for
heip before he said a word to anyone else.”

“Let the ranchers drown, but never let
'em know what hit ’em,” spoke up a voice
from the other side of Trenton.

“But why?” persisted Trenton. “They
couldn’t hide the fact that the dam was
broken.” _

“Don’t you believe it,” said the work-
man darkly. “If no one’s drowned they’ll
come off scot-free; manage it so they won't
cven have to pay damages. They’ll hush
up the witnesses and buy off the news-
papers——"’

He stopped in dismayed consciousness
that his indignation was leading him fur-
ther than he had meant to go. But Tren-
ton seemed hardly to hear him. A strange,
half-formed hope was stirring within him.
Now and then he would come out of his
reverie to ask sudden irrelevant questions
about the disaster. The men around him
began to nudge each other significantly.
One had heard early that day of Edith’s
mortal illness, and the conviction grew that
she was dead, and that the poor man’s mind
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was unhinged.  From barc tolerance of his
presencc a rough sympathy began to tinge
their manner toward him.  Lrenton was
oblivious to the change.

As they rounded the last curve in the
hills where the dam lay, they caught the
sullen wash of waters below.

“She’s sure gone this time!” cried one
of the men. The driver pulled up his
horses with an oath, and standing on the
seat peered down through the trees for a
glimpse of the Jenkinsg' house.  He an-
nounced its safety with a hoarse shout.

“They’re all right, then,” cried the work-
man in Trenton’s ecar. “No lives lost, sir,
anyway. But cverything else is gone, |
guess,” he added rucfully as they moved
slowly on, picking their way along a piece
of road undermined by the highest reach
of the flood.

“But he will not have to suffer the loss,”
said Trenton with clear decision.  “The
company will stand the loss.”

“That’s all right, sir, but who's to sce
that they do it?”

“T will.”

The workman peered at him curiously
in the uncertain licht of the lantern, a
little awed by the solemnity of his tone. Tt
was almost as if he were taking an oath.

There was a huddle of figures on the
hillside above the broken wall, some of
them children.  And as the wagon pulled
up Trenton heard a baby’s fretful wal. A
little apart stood Farley with the secretary
of the Irrigation Company and two em-
ployees, right in the glare of the automobile
Lights.

““Nothing to be done, boys,’
ley with a cheerfulness that was an insult
to the wet and excited group ot ranchers
above him: “the break’s a rood one, and 1
guess it's about run out now."”

He came bustling up to the wagon.
«You'd better pack Mrs. Jenkins and t!lc
children right in here, Jenkins.  Jerry'll
drive them back to & ncighhor's. [ fucess
your house got the most of this ('.\"Il'."l, irri-
gation. But it's not hurt, not hurt.

His careless tone lashed the overwrought
ranchman to a fury. -

“I’ll not do anything of the kind,” he ex-
claimed fiercely. I know what you want.
You want to tic us up with favors and get
us out of the way, so you can patch up

"ealled Far-
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some yarn about what’s happened tonight!
But I tell you it won’t work this time. And
here’s your smart tool,” he added furiously
as his eyes fell on Trenton. “Brought him
out to help you in your lies, didn’t you?”

Farley wheeled with an exclamation of
annoyance. “‘What in heaven’s name are
you doing here?” he demanded angrily.
Trenton leaned a little forward into the
light. His eyes glowed unnaturally bright
in the whitencss of his face.

“You heard what Jenkins called me?” he
asked, and his voice, though scarcely raised
above its ordinary tone, vibrated above the
stamping of the horses and the sullen roar

for you.
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of the flood, fastening the attention of 4]
upon him. “He called me your tool. And
so I have been. And he says I have lied
So I did. I was bound. Now”
—he gave a quick gasping sigh—“now I
am free.”

“You're talking nonsense, man,” sajd
Farley roughly. “Come on, come home to
your wife. You ought to know better than
to worry her with a thing like this.”

Trenton’s face quivered, but he faced the
manager stiff with that new and puzzling
fearlessness. “It will not worry her now,”
he said gently, “I think she is glad that I
am free to play the man at last!”

The North is a land of conjectures,
The South is a garden of dreams,
The East is a tomb of dead spectres,
The West is, alone, what it seems.




How to Make a Winter
Sleeping’ Hammock

By Herbert G. Squire

.

RESH air is being
better appreciated and
more earnestly sought

F after today than at

any other period of

the world’s history.

At last, after centu-

ries of ignorance and
abuse of Nature’s doctrines, the old molly-
chdling notions are being swept ruthlessly
aside to make room for the modern demand
for clean living, together with an unstinted
supply of Nature's pure, life-giving atmos-
phere. The habit, once acquired, of breath-
g at all times the sweet, untainted air
that surrounds us, will add many years to
thcr ‘litc of any man or woman.

Fhere are multitudes of people who
niike a point of breathing nothing but pure
air throughout the day, yet these same per-
sons will cheerfully retire for the night in
stufty, ill-ventilated rooms, breathing over
and over again during the night the same
vittated atmosphere. Fresh air throughout
the hours of repose is of even more import-
ance to the health of the individual than
15 iresh air during the hours of action.

Many Man-to-Man readers might throw
up I}.lcil‘ hands at the very mention of
slecping out of doors; yet did they but
realize the benefits that accrue from such
A practice, they would eagerly adopt the
S, Brighter eyes, clearer and rosier
checks,  increased physical and mental
power, g greater ]OY n life—all these
theasures are held out as an allurement to
the open-air sleeper. Open-air sleeping is
undeubtedly the greatest rejuvenator and
un'versal remedy on God's earth.

_ "hey that fear the cold have no cause
f"'r :z'lzlrm if they adopt the swinging bed
Geeribed in this article. It is a hammock
mide after the same pattern as the naval

hammock, its high canvas sides being cap-
able of keeping out the chilliest wind that
ever blew or that ever will blow.

The writer has slept in a hammock of
this description, slung on to the upper deck
of a man-o’-war throughout a severe win-
ter, and never once did he have occasion
to wish for a warmer berth.  Rolled snugly
inside a couple of thick blankets, the occu-
pant of the swinging bed is oblivious to all
atmospheric conditions.  Let  the wind
whistle and shrick through the rigging as it
will ; let the vessel pitch and roll on every
surging wave; let earthquakes rock and the
thunders roar—the occupant of the little
hammock lies wrapt in the land of dreams,
blissfully unconscious of all disturbances.

But one does not have to enlist in the
King's navy to participate in these delights.
Stretched between a couple of trees or
hitched to a couple of stout hooks on the
balcony, the hammock will be equally as
serviceable.  The materials necessary for
the construction of the hammock cost little,
and by following the instructions given in
this article, the swaving cot may be casily
made by the youngest reader.

Obtain a piece ot stout, coiarse canvas,
5 feet 8 inches in length, with @ hreadth of
3 feer.  Should you experience any difh-
culty in securing the necessary width of
material, substitute two strips of canvas
sew the nwo strongly
Turn the short
a wide hem,

11} feet wide and
together (as in fizure 1.
ends of the canvas in with
giving the longer edizes a very narrow hem.
\With the point of a knife or other sharp
instrument  pierce ewenty-four small !mlcs
on cach of the short sides, as in the lllus:-
tration, taking care the holes are of a uni-
form distance apart. Next procure a needle

N ’_7) v
and some strong “eailmaker’s” yarn and

<titch around the holes (as illustmtlcod in
' 59
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How to Make a Winter Slecping Hammock

ficure 2), after the manner of button-
hole stitching. These stitches will form
cyelet holes that will not easily tear out
from the canvas. A quicker way is to pur-
chase from a hardware store a number of
brass eyelets that can be fitted into the hole
and bent back, thus making a far neater
and more lasting job. :

The “clews” have now to be manufac-
tured.  Obtain 120 feet of stout cod line
and cut the entire quantity into lengths
of 5 feet. Take up twelve of these lengths,
place them together and double them over
a walking-stick. With strong twine wind
around the portion marked “a” in figure
3, thus forming the eye. Next serve the
eve marked “b” with similar twine, so
as to give the whole a neat, compact appear-
ance.  With the remaining lengths of cod
line make another clew in the same manner.

Now take a thin piece of twine and place
it between the “knittles” so that twelve
point upward and twelve downward (figure
4). Bring both ends of the small twine
(called “filling”) back again between the
“knittles,” this time making the upper ones
point downward and the lower ones up-
ward.  Then leave out the two outside
knittles and continue the operation, omit-
ting two knittles each time until only two
remain.  Knot the filling together, cut off
the ends, and your clews will have the ap-
pearance illustrated in figure 5.

.

SN
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Hang one of your clews to a hook or
nail overhead, and take the canvas in vour
hands. Pass the ends of the knittles
through the eyelet holes in the canvas and
fasten each with two half-hitches (figure
6). In the navy two canvasses are kcp\r. S0
that one may be laundered while the other
is in use. Should you decide to adopt this
principle, fasten the knittles as shown in
figure 7. They may then be casily removed
by a sharp pull given at the free ends.

Secure two picces of rope three to four
feet in length and about one inch in thick-
ness, and fasten them into the eyvelets of
the clews. If you know how to make an
eye-splice, the lanyards (as they are call-
ed) will look ever so much neater, although
a splice is not absolutely necessary.

Your hammock is now complete, except
for a small mattress and pillow, which vou
can easily make to suit yourselt.  You will,
of course, need two or three blankets.  All
that remains to be done is to fasten the
hammock by its lanyards to the branches
of a tree, or to the hooks on your porch
or balcony. A good balcony makes the best
sleeping place, as you will then have no
fear of being soaked by a sudden shower of
rain. Now clamber into your home-made
bed and wrap the blankets securely around
vol—where [ will leave vou to experience
the delights of vour first night's slumber
in the glorious open-air.




Two Letters from NOrman

By Stacy E. Baker

8 Y daughter,” the letter

read, “‘is a capricious

I « miss, very much of a

M little democrat, and

quite impressed with

the idea that she

‘ would be capable of

earning her own liv-

ing were conditions other than what they
are.

“I rather favor this independence, and
when Marjorie decided to take a job in some
good office as stenographer, just to prove to
herself that she could make good, I suggest-
ed, as tactfully as possible, that she call on
you, giving as an excuse that I knew you
to be in need of another office girl.

“She is unaware of my connection with
the firm, and I respectfully ask that you
make a place for her when she calls. You
may charge her salary to my account.

“Very truly,
“HeNry NORMAN.

“P.S.—Tt is quite possible, too, that she
will come in under an assumed name.

“H. N.”

Ben Carter, manager of the Cress Silk
Fabric Company, angrily threw the letter
down on the desk.

“Well, of all the asinine fools!” he growl-
ed.  “Norman must think I am a mind
reader.  How in the world am I to pick his
precious daughter from the hundreds of ap-
plicants who apply here for work every
week. T never saw her in my life. She'll
be a frump, of course—a gumchewing, silly-
head with an exalted idea of herself—and
I'll be supposed to carry her around like
a Dresden doll.  Old Norman will keep
a keen eyve on her—trust him for that.”
The vouth slammed a slim, white hand
emphatically on the desk before him. I
don’t care whether the old man pays her
salary or not, I don't like it. Y wish I
could tell him so.”

Unfortunately, Ben Carter was in no
position to deny the wishes of Henry Nor-
man, because—well, you see, Henry Nor-
man was, in reality, the Cress Silk Fabric
Company, and while the tall, dark-haired
youth was an able and efficient manager,
it would be suicide to his prospects not to
accede to the financial giant’s wishes. Nor-
man, as a general thing, got what he
wanted.

Carter’s sour countenance straightened
itself into a semblance of its usual good-
natured expression as Miss Greneau, the
chief stenographer, tapped discreetly at the
swinging door of the inner sanctum, and
then quietly entered.

“The new girl you hired yesterday can't
qualify,” she vouchsafed abruptly. “I

don’t know what to do with her. If we
were not working short-handed now .I
would be tempted to let her go. She is

slow and lazy. She doesn’t even seem to
take a bit of interest in what she does.”

“What do you want me to do?” de-
manded the manager, his keen, appreciative
eyes on the pretty blonde lady who domin-
ated so ably in the outer office. “Shall I
put her through the third degree, scare her,
dock her—or what?”

“I shall suggest that you have a t:’flk
with her,” came from the other. I’t’
might do some good, and if it doesn’t—

“You'll hand her her conge,” I"\:Ph('d
Carter.  “All of which seems simple
enough, but I think it will be best, Aliss
Greneau, to ‘bide a wee’ before—-cr—
‘canning’ any of the rest of the bunch. I
don’t mind telling you that trouble i the
shape of the old man’s daughter 1s con:;
ing here under an assumed name—#0 u'r;.";/-’-

Miss Greneau gasped. “To wori—
where?” she demanded. -

“With you,” elucidated the other, ‘-:-'{t
an impish glance at the frowning C:‘}e?
stenographer. ““Pleases you, doesn't 1t°

102



Two Letters from Norman

Nevertheless, you will have to put up with
it. And she’ll be the worst ever, no doubt
of it. Now, send in that new girl, and
I’'ll put on the work.” .

Miss Bessie Holly was anything but a
frightened maid as she entered through
the swinging doors. In fact, there was
rather an amused air of tolerance in her
eves as she spoke. “You sent for me, Mr.
Carter?” -

“l did,” snapped the manager.  “Sit
down.” He wrote on furiously. At
length the speeding hand stopped, and stab-
bing his pen furiously into a small emery
box, he turned a face heavy with a frown
boding ill for the girl before him.

Miss Holly curved her thin lips to a
cynical smile, and eyed the youth in the
swivel chair with no great favor. Her
cyes were half-closed, thoroughly insolent.
All stage effect was lost on the steno-
grapher.

“Miss Greneau tells me that your work
is far below our standard,” prefaced Car-
ter, eyeing the resolute jaw of the girl.

“Is. that so?” asked Miss Holly, in-
differently.  “Sorry I don’t deliver the
goods, I am sure.”

“And such being the case,” continued
Carter, unmindful of the interruption, “I
shall reduce your salary to eight dollars a
weeck—a four-dollar cut. When you are
able to earn more, you will receive it."’

Miss Holly arose and stamped an indig-
nant foot. “I’ll not stand for it!” sl}c
shrilled.  “I’m as good as any of them in
there—in spite of what that yellow-haired
hussy says. I won’t allow you to cut my
salary 1”

“Suit yourself,” answered the manager
coldly, “If you don’t like the way I do
things, you had better quit.”

“I will,” angrily avowed the other.
“Write me a check for what is coming to
me.”

"I want to tell you,” caustically ex-
plained Miss Holly, when the slip was
given over to her, “that I don’t have to
work for a living. I do this purely as an
experiment,”  She stamped angrily from
the room, leaving a round-eyed, ashen-
‘sced Carter in the swivel chair. -

“Lord!” gasped the limp youth, “I've
done it now all right. That female was
the old man’s daughter. I'll get my walk-

ing papers sure.  And just as J——" His
mind reverted to the handsome Miss
Grencau, and he flushed hotly.

After hours Miss Greneay was Dolly
to the manager of the Cress Silk Fabric
Company, and they were together a great
deal.

Carter reached over and touched a but-
ton.  Again the discrect knock, and the
chief of the stenographers entered.

“Sit down—Dolly,” came from the de-
spondent vouth.

Dolly Grencau stared curtously at the
handsome young fellow—and veiled behind
the glorious lashes of her CVes was some-
thing above curiosity.

“Read that,” commanded the vouthful
business man.  He gave over to the airl
the letter from Norman.

Miss Greneau cast quick eyes over the
page.  “Wizt about it?” she demanded.

“I've just fired her,” groaned Carter.
“You know what that means. I'll lose
my job for it.” He raised hungry eyves to
the girl’s face. “And just when every-
thing was coming along so nicely.”

Miss Greneau flushed. “I wouldn’r
worry, Ben,” she ventured,  “If thar Holly
gitl was Mr. Norman’s daughter 1 sym-
pathize with you—and [ don’t blame vou
for getting rid of her.”

“She’ll have her revenge,” assured Car-
ter.  “Don’t vou doubt it, Dollv. 1 saw
it in her eyes. 'l have to 2o There was
a look of dumb nusery in his cves as he
turned toward her. “And 1 was going to
ask vou to marry me, and I had my eves
on such a perfect little nest of a home.”

Dolly Greneau arose, and, with the red
deep on her cheeks, tripped across the ()“?(‘L‘
and smothered the plaint of the youth with
a perfect hrtle hand.

“Listen, dear,” she ventured, 1 am
elad that ail this happened, 1t it rllil.\' at
[ast ZIVeN You courage to 5{)('.‘11:(.‘ \\'("huth
have a little money saved. l.ll('l'(?‘l.\' no
need to worry about the amediate future,
and’—she  wazed at im l"""“.ll.\"“““thc}'
will find that they can’c do without you
here soon, and vou will be asked to come

back.” . . '

The office boy, \\'llh()llf' hcruldnpg his
approach, stamped .into .tl\c inner oftice and
deposited a great pile of m:y! on the mana-
per’s desk, departing as noisily as he came.
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“Here is another letter from Norman,”
suddenly exclaimed Carter, idly sorting the
letters. “Wonder what he says?”  He
tore open the envelope and hurriedly scan-
ned the typed screed within,

“Don’t hold job for Marjorie,” wrote
Norman, ‘“‘she has accepted position as
private secretary for her father.”

Man-to-Man Magazine

Dolly Greneau and Carter stared elo-
quently across at each other, after the for-
mer had read the words aloud.

“And so it wasn’t she after all,”” mar-
velled the youth.

“But,” answered the red-cheeked maid,
eyes demurely surveying her trim shoes,
“I am glad it happened, just the same.”

Kismet

By Agnes Lockhart Hughes

A butterfly the wild rose wooed,
And love's sweet story told ;

He drank the perfume of her lips,
And kissed her heart of gold.

The crimson blushes dyed her face—
She loved the butterfly;
But ah!—he stole her kisses,
Then he passed the rosebud by.
He stole her kisses—then—alas!
He bade the rose—good-bye.



The Way It Happened

By Ed. Cahn

EP, the cat came back
in that case all
right.  Funny how
they always do,
sooner or later, most-

ly sooner.”
“C a t?” echoed

Y

Tessie interrogative-
ly, “I didn’t know there was a cat in this
case.”

The grizzled reporter chuckled quietly
and flicked the ash from a particularly ob-
noxious cigar—obnoxious even for him.
“This was not exactly that kind of cat,”
he laughed.

“Oh, I see. You mean a woman of a
meddling, investigating  disposition, like
that one in furs at the elevator. See how
her nose and chin come together? Regu-
lar nut-cracker face, I call it,” Tessie said
vindictively, jabbing in a plug, and saying,
“Hello, hello, what is it?” in the ma-
chine-like voice of an old operator.

“Gice, Tessie! She must have come
down hard on you lately.”

“Yes,” admitted Tessie, “she did. She
certainly did.”

“What for?” he said sympathetically.

“Oh, because she did not get her num-
ber on the instant.”

“Probably very important.”

“Important nothing!” Tessic rejoined,
hooking her receiver on and apparently
answering a dozen calls at once—"Yecs,
marm—at ten o’clock. Yes, sir, right from
the door, Today is the seventeenth, sir.
No, not at all. Hello—yes—what? What
day will it get there, did you say? Well,
I should think the railway office people
could tell you. Can’t you get them? Just
wait a moment, then.”

She glared into the transmitter as she
reached for a time-table. Hastily running
her finger over its pages, an expression of

pain and exasperation crossed her face as
v1

she snapped, “Please don’t shake the hook!
I'll tell you mn a moment—FHello! That
train will arrive in Winnipeg Tuesday at
seven o'clock tu the morning. Hello!—
Yes, this is the ofhce. “T'he time?  Nine
o'clock.  What day?—"Tuesday.”

“That man must have been lost or in a

trance,” she remarked to the reporter,
plugging out another signal-light.  *“What

day s it! The idea! Now, I think he
needs a nurse.  Hello—yes.  Spell what?
S or C? I'm quite sure it is C.  No,
it is S—S-i-n-c-¢-r-¢-l-y.  You are en-
tirely welcome.”

“Say, do you have to be a human dic-
tionary along with this job?" queried the:
reporter, regretfully casting away the end
of his cigar.

“Yes, and first aid to the newly married
and a few other lictle things besides,” an-
swered Tessie, sitting back.  “What do
vou think of a man who 15 not even a
;gu('st at the hotel, bothering me to tell him
when the Atlantic express which leaves
Vancouver Saturday gets into Winnipeg?
How is that for nerve? Why couldn’t he
look that up in a time-table as well as [?
‘'hat just shows how lazy people are. He
Lnows that an hotel telephone-operator must
be polite, no matter if every fool zuest in
the house is sending her crazy with all
manner of idiotic questions, and he thinks
chat, from sheer force of habit, she will
answer the outside calls in the same sweet
peaches-and-cream  tone and a Christian
spirit. Now, if 1 had been busy, I.would
have made him wait an endless while and
then not told him.”

wlessie. this is a nerve-wracking job.
Why don’t you get married 2" asked the
rcpo'rtcr in a fatherly tone.

“Because my  disposition 15 50 w:lrpc.d
since I have been a ‘Hello-girl’ in  this
hotel that nobody I'd have would hm‘fc
Talk about things hung on hair

NN

me.



1096

triggers! My temper is worse than that.
And the worst of it is, I like my job.
This having to think quickly is fine for
keeping the cobwebs out of the brain, and
makes me feel self-reliant, even to the
point of a latch-key. ~ No, no wedding-
bells for me.”

“But to return to the cats. I'll be busy
when the theatres are out, and then you’ll
have to shut the door from the other side.”

“Oh, I know. You have thrown me
out bogily before this. You have not
apologised yet for yelling at me in a voice
that would rasp a buck-saw the other
night.  ‘You get out of here, Steve! I'm
too busy to have a chump of a man in
here.  Get out!” Only barely poked my
nose in the door to say ‘Hello.” Aren’t
you ashamed?”

“No; I'm surprised that I spoke so
nicely to you.  When I'm busy I need
plenty of room to sling things, and there
is not room in this two-by-four glass cage
for anybody but me. But let’s get back
to the cats; explain vyourself. Yes,
you can smoke, I suppose. It is a wonder
to me that a first-class paper like the
Clarion will allow the star reporter to
pollute the air with such a bundle of cab-
bage as that.”

“Tessie! This is a good cigar, honest.
Fellow gave it to. me, and I have been
saving it to smoke in your presence,” Steve
said in an injured tone. ‘Tessie laughed
derisively, “What a baby you are! As
if anybody ever gave away a good cigar!
Come, get down to the cats. What did
vou mean? Somebody let the cat out of
the bag?”

“No, this was even more of a figurative
cat, and carried retribution instead of
fleas. If things had been a little more
different, as you say, I'd have landed a
feature story; as it was, we just escaped
getting into a tight place.”

“I'hat sounds interesting.
about it?”

“It all goes to show that my favorite
maxim is all to the good.”

“No moralizing.”

“Well, all right.
strong cnough.”

“Wait a minute,” said Tessie, plugging
out a light in the far corner of her switch-

board.  “Hello—yes. Mrs. Who? 1

Tell me

The story makes it
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don’t‘understaimd the name. Will you
spell it? W-i-m—oh, Weinstanley! N,
she is not in. WIll you leave a messages
Yes, [ will see that she gets it.  Yes
{writing rapidly)—yes, what next? Se.
attle?  Thirty-first.  Very well. I will
see that she receives it as soon as she re.
turns.  Repeat it? “Tell Mrs. Weinstan-
ley that Mr. Armstrong has been called
away very suddenly on important business,
and will see her in Seattle on the thirty-
first” Not at all. Good-bye.”

“My, such a mysteriousness,” she snif-
fed as she stamped the time on the back of
the card and shoved it through the win-
dow to the clerk.

Steve was smiling. “How things do
happen,” he said; “that message concerns
a pretty little romance.”

“Anything to do with cats?”

“Yes, impatient child, it is the last chap-
ter; listen.”

“I am listening.”

“Well, listen some more then. Mind
if I put my feet up here? Never can tell
a yarn with any sort of enjoyment un-
less my feet are up high and dry.”

“Be comfortable. Higher the feet taller
the story?” Steve ignored this thrust and
pulled away at his cigar in silence awhile.

“Do you remember the burglar story
that appeared in the papers about three
weeks ago?” he began.

“The Adams affair?”

“The same,” said Steve.

“I always thought there was something
queer about that,” observed Tessie sage-
ly. “One fine morning a great hue and
cry about the big Adams robbery, next
day contradictory statements by the offi-
cials and police in possession of clues, and
the next day denials of the whole thing
and that is the last of it. I thought I
recognized your hand in that first article
and thought you were preparing to launch
a sensation.”

“Thanks. That is the first kind w(?fd
I have had this evening. That was mn¢
all right. That flurry in the money mar-
ket was really at the bottom of the whole
thing.”

“I suppose some burglar’s funds were
tied up in the banks and he got desper
ate?” laughed Tessie.

“No. No burglar would do such 2
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thing. An embarrassed banker might, but
an honest porch-climber—never!  You
see, this Adams Company has only been in
existence about eighteen months. That old
rabbit of a Getzum, the head and front
of the Archibald concern, is really the
whole show at the Adams, but that is kept
as dark as the inside of a Senegambian’s
vest-pocket.”’

“Well!” ejaculated Tessie disgustedly,
“wouldn’t that make you tired? I
thought that concern was a whole lot of
men, and that Armstrong, who was mana-
ger for Getzum so long, was one of them.
What money I have been able to keep
my landlady from getting I've saved to
spend at that store. I wanted to do my
little best to help them along and beat that
old pirate of a Getzum, and to think he
has been getting it all the time!”

“Don’t you care. There are lots of
people like you. Nobody has any use for
him, and most people are glad to walk a
block or two farther to the Adams, to
keep him from getting their business.”

“Gee!” said Tessie incredulously, “who
would have thought that he was horse, cart
and little yaller dog under the wagon be-
sides?” :

“You are wrong about the little yaller
dog under the wagon. Armstrong and
four or five others who chipped in their
little all were the yaller dog, and mighty
sick they all were before they were
through.

“It seems that Armstrong had announc-
ed to Getzum, while manager of the Archi-
bald and before the Adams opened for
business, that he was going to leave him
for - something better in New York.
Rather than lose a valuable man, Getzum,
when every other inducement failed, of-
fered to give him the management of the
Adams and double his salary.

“Armstrong demanded an interest, and
they finally agreed. He put ten thousand
dollars into the business—all he had in the
world.  Things went well until one day
the old man had a touch of the gout or
the pip or something, and felt meaner than
wsaal—which is plenty mean enought—and
ke jumped onto Armstrong to take it out
on him, in his most irritating and insult-
ing way. Armstrong stood it as long &s
he could, and then told Getzum that he

1097

objected to being treated like an office-
boy, that he wouldn’t stand for it, and not
to let it happen again,

“From that moment there was war.
Getzum could never forget such a thing
and resolved to ruin him if he could. He's
a tough customer, and he has a peculiar
brand of thumb-screws known only to
himself.

“One by one the other partners were
dropping out. All gave different reasons,
but Armstrong had ‘a shrewd idea that
Getzum was squeezing them, and he was
positive that one at least was losing prac-
tically all he put in. Then came the first
rumble of trouble in the, financial world.”

“That’s when I took my twenty dollars
out of the bank,” chimed Tessie, rum-
maging in her purse and extracting a pack-
age of gum.

“As 1 was saying, Armstrong wus
keeping a sharp eye on Getzum and the
ten thousand, and felt sure he could cop-
per in time any move the sly old fox
might make.

“Along comes Armstrong’s best friend
with a hard-luck story as long as your
arm about being ruined if he don’t dig up
five thousand quick. Money tied up in
securities he could not convert into cash,
and so on.

“Getzum was  getting  meaner  and
meaner, and especially so since Armstrong
was calling on his nicce;  the  prospects
of having the only man who ever had made
him toe the mark in the family galled the
amiable old porcupine something ﬁ('l'(‘('.'t .

“Sav. Steve,” demanded “Pessie suspici-
ously. “is this one of the six best sellers?
Te has all the carmarks.  Don’t vou (I:}rc
dish up fiction for fact to me. I don't ll!:(i
vour tainted news, so be c:nrvﬁ:!. or 1 wil
have the porter throw you out..

“You have the meanest (‘]lS|:()Slt|0n. I'es-
sie, of any wirl T know.  Can't you }f‘f”“.“;
Aone?  You are positively fussy, " sa
Steve in a hurt voice. y

“AN riche. Mike, I'm all ears,
U"}}}\‘:;:;(mnﬂ promiscsl t].l.t‘ friend to 'ﬂlft
the five thousand for him 1t he had to take
. . qness, which was the only
ie out of the business, w

she said

wav he could getr.
“Tust hefore tackling
. nd friend that there

Getzum he heard

. were
from some ki
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ugly whisperings about him, linking his
name with that of the pretty blonde actress
over at the Bijou. Of course, this was
news to him, as he had not had the plea-
sure of meeting the lady.

“Next thing he knew Getzum was hol-
lering about it. ‘That made him suspici-
ous, and he just about tumbled when Get-
zum said he didn’t want to hear another
word about such an affair about his mana-
ger.

“That made our hero hot as his satanic
majesty’s gridiron, and he answered pretty
middling warm. Then he mentioned the
fact that he wanted five thousand, and said
while he was about it he’d take ten thou-
sand and be done with it and the whole
concern.

“Getzum rubbed his hands with glee;
nothing would please him better! But the
spondulix, impossible! He put up a great
spiel about money being tight, holiday
stocks bought, and heavy bills coming due
and no cash to meet them with. Said every
dollar of the firm was out of reach, and
the morec Armstrong protested the worse
it scemed to get. He nearly had a fit as
he saw first one thing and then another,
which made him believe Getzum meant to
fail.

“The next day another kind friend told
him for his own good another spicy bit
of gossip about himself. Perfect news
again to him, and he was sure when he
got a frigid little note from the niece—
prettiest little girl you ever saw in your
life, by the way—giving him his, and
telling hinv in a few words what she thought
of a man of his character; that if Uncle,
alias Nuts and Raisins, had not started the
whole thing himsclf, then he had seen that
it reached her in record time.

“I'hat settled it, and he made up his
mind that he would get that chink or tear
the house down. I don’t believe I ever saw
a madder man in my life than he was the
last time I saw him at the club before the
burglary took place. He looked as black
as a stack of cats. He told me the sad,
sweet story in a corner, and I said in a
joke, ‘Why don’t you cakewalk up to the
safe and help yourself? It's yours, is it
not, Alphonse?” I’'m hanged if he didn’t
think I meant it!

“That was the tenth. On the morning
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of the eleventh he stumbled onto some syre
evidence that Getzum was getting ready
for one grand dramatic smash-up, and he
made up his mind.

“At closing-time he left as usual, byt
about ten-thirty he.strolled down that way.
About a block before he got there he mon-
keyed around until the coast was clear and
then he didn’t let the grass grow under
his feet, getting to the main entrance and
letting himself in with his pass-key.

“You can bet he didn’t slam the door,
and he didn’t ring for the elevator either.
Of course, he knew the night-watchman
must be around, but he didn’t want to run
onto him, and he ran up those stairs light
as a gum-shoe man.

“His game was to get to the office on
the fifth floor and transact his business
without anybody piping him off. If any-
body came playing around interfering, why
he was back to finish some work, but you
can bet your little old ten per and board
that he was not hankering to speak that
piece.

“He got up to the office landing all
O.K.,, and stopped to listen. Not a sound.
Just as he switched on the lights in the
office he heard the watchman and the en-
gineer’s helper laughing. That made his
hair curl all right, until he remembered
that the helper was doing some painting
three floors above, and where he could not
see the office. The watchman was evi-
dently killing time there instead of going
his rounds.

“So he got busy on the big safe. He
knew the combination, and in a jiffy
he was face to face with twenty-five thou-
sand dollars in gold and bills. He count-
ed out ten thousand and put it in his
pockets.

“There was a suspicious-looking packet
of papers. As he picked them up on¢
fluttered to the floor. It was a list of
names, the other partners, and the amounts
they had put in the business; his own head-
ed it, and was the only one not Cl‘f>§5‘3d
off. It was in Getzum’s handwriting
and the choicest bit of incriminating cvt-
dence you ever saw! The whole scheme
for a profitable failure and how the orh§r
yaller dogs had been gouged, all thers 1f
black and white! How he must have
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grinned as he realized that he was in full
possession of facts he could . use.

“He did not need all of the papers, and
as he sorted them over he heard the click
of the clevator-door above. He jumped
to the switch and put out the light just
in time. It did not stop, and he breathed
casier as he watched it drop out of sight.

“Then he groped back to the safe and
replaced the packet minus three exceed-
ingly important papers. With his hand on
the door of the safe, he heard the elevator
coming up again. It passed and stopped
at the next floor. That was getting pretty
hot, and so leaving the safe wide open he
stepped out into the hall.

“You know how the stairs wind around
the clevator shaft?”

“Yes. Go on!” said Tessie breath-
lessly.

“Well, he just naturally flew down
them, but quietly of course. He was all
right until he was on the second flight, and
then he stumbled, making a devil of a
racket.

“When he recovered himself, there, three
floors above and across the court, was the
watchman and the helper leaning over the
railing and rubbering straight at him!”

“(Goodness! Steve, what happened next?”

“The watchman hollered, ‘Hi, Mr. Arm-
strong! Why didn’t you ring the bell? Wait
a moment and we’ll take you down.’

“He stopped and they started the cleva-
tor; then he ran like mad to the second
floor, dashed across to the alley side to a
window he had planned on before. He
stopped on the sill to look down into the
dark alley and heard the watchman saying,
“Where did he go? and the helper answer-
ing that he didn’t believe that it was Arm-
strong at all, because he hadn’t spoken and
they did not see his face.

“As he swung out of the window and
swing down a telegraph-pole he could just
reach by the skin of his teeth, he heard
them running to the alarm-box.

“At the street he almost ran into the
policeman on the beat, but luckily the blue-
coat did not see him and lumbered along
?l_bmxt his business. Then he stepped out
like a man, caught a car, got off at his club
and played dominoes with the oldest mem-

er until one o’clock. How is that for
actve? Hasn't that got the cucumber crop

1099

for a year skinned to death? Oh, he is a
regular RafHles, that Armstrong.

“The next day he was at the store as
usual,  Heard the hullabaloo, answered a
million questions from the police, and read
the papers at breakfast as calmly as you
did.

“The police kept asking embarrassing
questions, and along about closing time he
saw they were pretty middling hot on his
trail.

“Then he was called to the telephone.
He didn’t tell me all she said by a long
shot, and T don’t wonder; but he did say
that she had tumbled to who started the
gossip, and it scems she did not have an
over-stock of confidence in her uncle, if he
was her guardian,

“She had put on her gladdest rags that
very afternoon and sailed down to Uncle's
office, arriving in time to hear the detec-
tives give Armstrong a black cye to the
high Mogul.

“It looked as if he would be in the cooler
by next morning sure, and she could not
for the life of her understand why Getzum
did not sic 'em on, so to speak, until he
asked if they had found any clue as to the
whereabouts of the missing papers.

“She began to smell a mouse and made
up her mind that 1\rms(‘m.ng must have the
whip-hand somehow.  After the cops had
cone she said it was a shame to suspeet an
upricht  man like Armstrong of such a
dreadful thing.

“1hat brought down a storm
Nibs. e vipped and raved all over l'h’c
and swore he'd settle Mr. Armstrong’s
a leo, and that it would not
to have anything to do
Lnew what was good for

from Ihs

place
hash if it took
be well for her
with him if she
her.” .
“Phe mean old thing:
: 2 o

“What did she do to him?
«lie said, Yes, Uncle) as meek as a
Litten, same as you all do when ym; .1l|c
Y n L : N IS R4l . R

voteing ready for battle, said Steve dryly

o i B .

«“lhen she lost no time telephoning to

‘ ‘ ' » lay h
Armstrong, put him on to the lay of the
[ said that if he knew the exact
apers there was no
using them. Also

aniffed LUesste.

land, am
whereabouts of those p

time hke the present for .
s very sorry about the note;

that she w |
it any morc—and yes,

she did not mean
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she would any time he would get a parson.”

“Aha! Wedding-bells!”

“Not yet, but soon, I guess,” said Steve,
taking down his feet.

“This time Armstrong took the elevator
up to the office and marched into the lion’s
den, brave as any lion-tamer in a circus.
He announced that he had about all he
wanted, thank you, of the personal ques-
tions of the police, and that he understood
they were contemplating taking him into
custody. Was he right?

“Getzum made up his mind that the
police were mistaken in their man after
all. He did not look guilty or afraid. Al-
though he could not make up his mind why
an ordinary thief would take only part of
the papers and leave fifteen thousand dol-
lars in coin of the realm behind, he could
not resist the temptation to sneer.

“He laid it on good and plenty about his
misplaced confidence in a man who had
turned out to be a thief, and so on, world
without end.

“When he was out of breath Armstrong
returned the compliment with interest and
flashed the papers! That took the wind
out of the enemy’s sails, and after throw-
ing a fit or two, he calmed down and want-
ed to make terms.

“First, Armstrong made him agree not
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to oppose the marriage with the niece,
That was pretty tough, but he gave in 5
it would not cost him anything. He hag
to deny the whole robbery in a statement
to the press, and call off the cops, then and
there. Next, Armstrong demanded his
salary to date, a complete restoration to the
other yellow dogs, and wound up by say-
ing he would keep the papers until it was
all done up brown.”

“Well!” laughed Tessie delightedly, “I
don’t know when I've heard anything that
has done me more good than that. But
what has this telephone message of mine
to do with it? Is that the Mr. Arm-
strong ?”’

((Yes.)’

“Who is this Mrs. Weinstanley? What
has she to do with it? And where does
the cat come in?”

“Mrs. Weinstanley is the lady he is go-
ing to marry.” ' :

“What! Is he going to throw down the
pretty little niece now?”

“No,” said Steve as he opened the door,
“the niece is a widow, and she is also the
lady who called you down, and whom you
so impolitely declare has a ‘nut-cracker
face.” Shame on you, Tessie.”

A telephone book flew through the air,
but Steve had made his escape unscathed.

Honesty is the best policy, but it is

seldom used except as a last resort




Cherry Blossoms

B Y Arthur McArthur

A MIE!” Larry'’s
voice was plaintive.
“I say, Jamie, I'm
hungry.”

Jamie gripped the

J

motor’s wheel and

grinned over  his

shoulder at Larry
McPherson.  “It’s eleven-thirty,” he re-
minded.

“I know,” responded Larry dolefully.

“And we're five miles from the nearest
hash joint,” continued Jamie ruthlessly.

“Take me home,” returned the famished
youth.

“Yes, sir.”  Larry started. Jamie was
Jamie and Larry was Larry at all times
cxcept  when the stinging atmosphere
heralded the approach of Larry’s mother,
at whose advent the chauffeur discreetly
froze into a Greek statue clad in goggles
and motor coat. On such occasions Larry
became “sir,” while Jamie degenerated into
“my man.”

“Oh, I say, Jamie,”’ expostulated Larry
indignantly, “damn it, man, don’t do that.
I thought vou’d seen mother in the street.”

“No, sir.”

“Rats,” asserted the young man in the
tonneau,

“Very good, sir,” said the chauffeur, “but
the gasoline is giving out.”

Larry’s indignant repudiation of the ser-
vile phrase changed into a horrified gurgle.
“And I’m hungry,” he remarked inconsc-
quently.

Jamie’s grin returned. Swiftly the car
sped through the night, while the snow fell
silently in great feathery flakes. Neither
spoke.  Each waited for the ominous slow-
inz of the motor, and while they waited
they say—IT. It was down a side street
and the machine swung from its coursc so
sharply that the off wheel caught the curb-
ing and ran along the walk. When the
car stopped the two thoughtfully regarded
the expanse of lighted window and the
sigm, “Astoria Cafe.”

“It’s not exactly, er—um,” volunteered
Larry. '

“So I noticed myself,”
machinist, as he stepped
snow, “I'm hungry, too.”

Reluctantly they entered, shaking  the
clinging flakes from their coats. "Ihey de-
cided at once that the dict was composed
solely of onions. At the half-score tables
were seated numerous late diners.  “The
sight of Larry’s full dress caused much agi-
tation among the assembly, while the pro-
prictor scemed to have suddenly lost his
mental control.  The newcomers hunted
in vain for a vacant scat. Every char
was occupicd, There was a hurried money
transaction in a far corner, and then two
grinning customers hled out, leaving two
vacant seats which the proprictor supercih-
ously dusted with his coat sleeve.  Bowing
low to the pair standing by the door, he
invited them to be seated.  "The tables
near by were ransacked for spoons, knives
and f().rks, and soon a formidable arrav of
cating utensils reposed beside each plate.
In the kitchen there was much uproar,
which increased to a perfect pandemonium
when Larey, having with much ditheulty
scraped away the grease from the menu
and deciphered the articles named thereon,

gurgled the
down into the

cent out his order.
Suddenly  Larry  became aware of a
11is suffering nostrils detected a

change. ; ‘
the garlic-laden .

delicate perfume ‘
[amic was staring with bulaing eves past
Larry at someone bevond. e looked up
curiously and then sank back weakly. 1.\r
his elbow stood a ol an anzel, arraved
aeat black uniform with dainty linen cap
and apron. A -
AWl vou be o goed s to repeat yout
C e e she said, and a dazzling
order to me?" she s ! N
A4 row of pesry tecth 1

. R "l
\ 0 SOOWeC
anile % larry

Sine eves she watehed the two.
. ' from jumping up 1o
Whao was a girl hike

fau ' \
Just caved  himselt
oifer her his chair.
thai doing here?

“\We pave—that 1o ol said

)
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Larry, dazedly turning to the card, “bring
me—that,” and he pointed to the first
thing he saw on the list, the letters being
too blurred for him to venture on a name.

“I’'m sorry,” said the girl with the golden
voice, “but we are out of it.”

“That’s bad,” said Larry gravely, “for
the place, I mean.” To him it had sud-

denly become of great importance that the

“Astoria Cafe” should satisfy its patrons.
He had vague notions of buying it on the
spot and raising the salaries of the girls.

“You see, I—I wused to run a restau-
rant,” he remarked, while Jamie choked
convulsively; “if you don’t fced ’em what
they want they don’t come back.” He
racked his brain for further information
apropos of the trade.

“Will you please see if there is anything
clse you care for?”

Larry had a strong conviction that there
was laughter in her tones, but when he
looked up her eyes were grave.

When she had gone Larry’s eyes sought
Jamic’s face, but the latter was looking
discreetly out of the window. ‘“It’s still
snowing,” he remarked, his eves on the
white flakes.

Larry had watched the figure of the
girl, the carriage, the perfect poise. He
had seen the masses of auburn hair piled
low on neck and forchead. He had caught
the lovely profile and he thought he under-
stood why men perjured their souls and did
other mad things for the love of a beau-
tiful woman.

“Jamie,” he murmured, “I say, Jamie,
did we strike a cart? Am I badly hurt?”

Jamie exploded, and Larry sank back in
hurt silence, watching eagerly for the swing-
ing doors to leap open and volley forth the
goddess who had taken his order.

When she came he was too excited to
say anything.  The dainty perfume of her
presence thrilled, fascinated, hypnotised him
so that he sat spellbound, fecling stupid,
vet too nervous to speak.  Just as she was
turning away he burst out desperately.

“I say, will you—that is, the restaurant
I own, yknow. DI’m—ecr—Ilooking for
help, v'know. Can’t get a waitress at all.
.\Vould you like to get a job with—that
18, nearer the city?” He paused helplessly,
thunderstruck.  The girl’s head had gone
up with a sudden regal hauteur, and a deli-
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cate pink surged up under the white skin.
Only a moment thus and then the radiant
smile dazzled Larry and the music of hey
laugh sounded in his ears.

“How much do you pay?” she asked de-
murely. ‘

“How much?”’ Larry’s eyes sought
Jamie for help. That individual made
frantic pantomime which Larry failed to
comprehend, so he answered recklessly, hop-
ing he was near the mark. “Why, we pay
good ones -(cunningly qualifying)—Afifty a
week, vknow.”

“Why—why, what kind of a place do
you run?”’ asked the girl, and her eyes
gleamed with amusement which she strove
to repress.

“If it isn’t enough we will go higher.”
Larry was desperately trying to recover
ground. He must have been away low
in his offer. Confound it! How much 4id
waiters get, anyway? WHhy hadn’t he
familiarized himself with the wages of the
working classes? He ought to have done
so. Iifty a week! Only twenty-six hun-
dred a vear! Lord, they must get more
than that. How was a girl to live on
twenty-six hundred? What an ass he was.

“Yes, yves. What was I thinking of?
Of course, it's much morc than that,
vknow. I—I was thinking of something
else. It's—it’s—how much do vou want?”’
He sighed with relief. ~ Why hadn’t he
thought of that way out before?

The girl meditated for a moment. “I
shall have to ask for one hundred and
thirty-five a week,” she said, and her voice
shook with emotion—or was it laughter?

“Done,” said Larry, while Jamie sud-
denly discovered that the car was being-
tampered with and bolted for the door.
“When can you come? Tomorrow?”

“Oh, no. Not till the week-end,” came
the stifled answer; “what is the name of
your dining-room?”’

Larry gasped. Then he thought of a
place where he sometimes went and named
it with much trepidation. He'd buy that
place tomorrow. Hang it, the man would
have to sell.

“What time do vou close?” he asked.

“Twelve o’clock, sir.” Again she seem-
ed striving with internal merriment. ,

“Do you—may I—er—see you home?
He blushed—actually blushed. Larry—



Cherry Blossoms

the notorious Larry—blushed. So did the
girl : :

“I—I haven’t far to go,” she murmured,
chokingly, “and Mr. Grimes, the proprie-
tor, always goes home with me.”

“Grimes!”  Larry’s eyes sought that un-
conscious individual whose face was still
beaming with the elation of a “biled shirt-
front in the ’ouse, y'’know.” He felt mur-
derously inclined toward mine host. “Is
he—is he married ?” he queried, and hung
on her answer.

“Yes-s.” Larry wondered what on earth
she was laughing at.

“He looks tired,” ventured the flustered
vouth; “perhaps he may not want to walk
tonight.”

“I must wait on another customer,” said
the girl hurriedly, and Larry wondered
what the customer was doing in the kitchen.
In vam he waited for her reappearance.
He idled over his food. He idled over pay-
ing his account. He took as long as pos-
sible to get out of the door. He glanced
backward as he stepped into the snow.
Then as he turned towards the motor he
started and sat down on the slippery pave-
ment. The snow fell silently, and the light
from the cafe fell only on its white surface.
No polished brass or enamel shone in the
darkness.  The car was gone. '

“l guess 1 was right about—about that
accident,” he thought; “I was thrown out
and dreained it.”

He oot to his feet with difficulty and
examined the tire tracks in the snow. Fol-
lowing them, he started down the road,
but the snow sifted into his pumps and
melted there. He had travelled half a
block, when he turned back to the cafe.
It was closed. The lights were out, and
the redoubtable Grimes was not in sight.
Larry huddled shivering against the wall.

Suddenly far away he heard the whirr
of a car, Eagerly he waited. Louder and
lf’“dcr grew the incessant hum. Then the
ights  cleamed suddenly as the machine
Tounded the nearest corner, bore down on
“""”.\'fnnd stopped opposite the cafe. It

% Smith, the stableman, in the runabout.

¢ climbed down and approached Larry,
Wwho stoo( stupidly wondering how he had
gotten there so opportunely.
ours “;t you, sir?”” his cheery voice rang

»Jaume ‘phoned from somewhere that
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you was here waitin’ an’ to come an’ get
you.

“Wait tll T sec Jamic,” remarked
‘]:—431"1'3’) as he bundled into the runabout;

he’ll wish he'd left for the Golden Gate or
India.” Larry said no more, but the pace
at which the machine carcened onto the
main road and tore through the night told
just how anxious he was to sce Jamic. ‘Ihe
big car was not visible, however, when the
runabout entered the garage, nor was Jamie
in evidence. Vowing dire vengeance, Larry
went reluctantly to bed and dresmed that
Jamie and the charming waitress had clop-
ed in the big car while he was floundering
through the snowdrifts in pyjamas and
pumps in vain pursuit,

When morning came and Jamie and the
car were still mussing, Larry had hard
work to prevent his mother from notifying
the police.

In the evening he dressed for Fleet-
wood’s.  Helen Fleetwood wanted him to
meet some of her relations.  Helen and he
were chums of long standing, but, hang it
all, he wanted to go back to the Astoria.
Perhaps he might be able to slip away at
cleven. That would leave time.

Nine o’clock found him in Fleetwood’s
drawing-room. Helen, with the l:l'vcd()m
of a sister, had just re-tied his white bow
for him and was now perched on the arm
of his chair. '

“They'll be down in a minute. Larry,
and now I want vou to tell me all about
last night.”

“Last night?”

“Yes, of course,
know. I couldn’t
oh, just because—"

”Oh, ves, T see! Just the usual crowd,
vou know. [ left carly.” “The rustle of
silken skirts proclaimed the approach of
someone. Ilelen jumped  down just as
Larry zot to his feet.

“Larry. this is my cousin, lrene.
have heard me speak of her.” '

Larry’s tongue clave to the roof of his
mouth, which remained open. One troufcr
leg which had been pulled up when he 5;1:
down bung half-way between knee anc
ankle. I'he airl of the ’mghtr peforf: slt‘o?]d
just inside the drapencs. I'he mu'gt
danced flickering shadows over the sea-green
dress she wore. Her hair gleamed a dull,

Larry was startled.
The ball; you
¢o  because—because—

Coosic.

You
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glorious red in the glow. Brown eyes,
pink cheeks, rose-red lips and dimpled chin
smiled at him with mischievous amusement.

“[—we—that is—er—you understand.”
Larry was plainly in distress. Helen
collapsed into a chair while the girl hold-
ing back the draperies shook with mirth.
The former spoke. “Larry, you're—you’re
too funny. Irene told me about—about
last mght. We were all working in din-
ing-rooms, all the girls. We wanted to
earn ten dollars each. The proprietors
knew about it. We were to give them
to charity—the dollars, not the proprietors.
We were supposed to earn the money our-
sclves. Irene came the day we started and
joined in. Do you see?” Helen lay
laughing weakly in the depths of her chair.

“Yes, I see,” said the dazed Larry, who
by now discovered that his mouth was still
open and promptly closed it. “I see.”

The time passed pleasantly for Larry.
Helen watched his shapely head very close
to [rene’s auburn crown as they bent over
a folio of snapshots by the firelight. She
saw, too, the light in Larry’s grey eyes as
he watched Irene. A wistful, tender smile
curved her lips as she stole noiselessly away
and left them thus.

An hour went by. The room was light-
¢d only by the grate and the two talk-
ed on and on in the ruddy glow. Larry
was very, very boyish and handsome as he
leaned towards the girl at his side. Into
his grey eves flooded a light of adoration.

“Irene,” he whispered, daringly, “Irene,
does that engagement still stand ?”

“Ingagement?  'What engagement ?”’

“At onc hundred and thirty-five a week,”
he whispered, “and, Irene "

((\,’CS‘))

“You can have the position and—me,
too.”

“Why, Larry McPherson,
twenty-four hours since——"

“I know,” he pleaded cagerly, “but I've
known you for years through Helen, I
love vou, sweetheart.  Don'’t you care just
a little?”

Gently she laid her fan upon his lips
and when she spoke her voice was wondrous
soft and tender.

“Not vet, Larry, boy. Wait—a little.”

Footfalls sounded in the hall, and Helen
came in with a gay laugh.

it’s only
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“But what became of Jamie?” enquired
Larry, with an effort to appear at ease.
He had suddenly become conscious that it
was very late, and that Helen had not been
with them for a long time.

“Jamie! Oh, I borrowed him and the
car to come home in last night. I didn't
think you would mind a bit. Were you
very much put out?’ Irene’s dimples
smiled provokingly.

“You see, I knew you all the time from
having seen the picture in Helen’s room—

(Larry squirmed )—so while you were wait-

ing for me to come from the kitchen I
slipped out the back way and explained to
Jamie all about it. He was very much
amused !”’

“No doubt,” agreed Larry, making men-
tal notes as to the different kinds of an
ass he was and what he was going to do
to Jamie. ‘“Where is he now?”’

“He was afraid to go home until I had
explained to you. Youll forgive him,
won’t you—Larry?” and Irene’s eyes held
something which made Larry’s heart leap
madly. He felt that he must see Jamie
at once and embrace him.

Snow was falling gently when Larry
stepped out onto the big verandah. Irene
stood inside the darkened vestibule. Larry’s
voice shook as he whispered “Good-night,”
and he trembled strangely.

“Irene!”

“Yes—Larry.”

“Irene—I—won’t
Irene.” ‘

A gentle hand closed his stammering lips
and a voice soft as the falling snow whis-
pered thrillingly, “Not now, Larry bO.\:;
wait—wait until the cherry blossoms come.

Passionately he kissed the little hand
which lay passive in his own for one brief
moment. Then it and its owner had gone.
Larry turned, stumbled down the steps and
across the lawn. The snow Stopped’ cud-
denly and the moon peeped from behind 2
ﬂecc:v cloud. A whispering wind rustled
the white-laden branches, sending a shower
of feathery snowflakes drifting earthwards.
Watching them, Larry seemed to set t!‘e
cherry blossoms falling in a snow-white
cloud and, listening, he thought he heard
that gentle thriiling whisper, “Not row,
Larry, boy; wait until the cherry blossoms
come.” :

you—I love you,



Physical Culture.

By Frank E. Dorchester. N.S.P.E.

EmEN writing on any sub-
ject it is always

well to begin at the

I beginning of the
matter. Such being
the case, we will
first form an idea as
to what physical

bjrururu o)

culture really is.

The cult of the physique will better ex-
plain to most readers what physical culture
is: the cultivation of all that is best in the
physical and organic parts of humanity. It
does not stop there, however. The physical
culturist serves not only body, but brain
also, and with all reverence I say it, he is
performing a duty to God and to himself
by rendering his body a fit and beautiful
temple for a beautiful soul. The man
who sees the beautiful in the body must
have something beautiful in the soul of
him.

If you understand physiology, you know
that the same arteries, veins and organs that
serve the body—nourishing and carrying off
waste—also serve the brain. Therefore, if
exercise can do the body good through these
organs, the brain must benefit too. So the
brain has increased activity, intensity, viril-
ity, perception, and so on.

The mind also is strengthened, likewise
the will, as proper physical culture teaches
that exercise, unless mind-controlled, is in-
efficient. Therefore, if the mind must also
¢ exerted, it does not necessitate any devi-
ation on my part to explain to the intelli-
gent vonder where the benefit comes in.

It s of only recent years that physical
cultur: has become a world-science—that
s wenderful powers have been fully under-
stood. T do not think we fully know its
Powers even yet, The reader has probably al-
Ways supposed that physical culture meant
the occasional attendance at the gymnasium
or the casual observance of certain rules.

Others think it hard work, which would be
foolishness to tack on to an already tire-
some day.

In the first place, spasms have no place
in the culturist’s dictionary. The method
of exercise must be systematic and not spas-
modic. Then, few gymnasium instructors
understand physical culture as it should be
interpreted. Granted they arc gymnasts;
granted they give cxercises; vet the fact of
giving exercises and knowing how to teach
“how to exercise” with the mind control-
ling every muscle is a very different thing.
Running through a series of exercises is
hardly more useful than sitting down and
wishing for results. To exercise from a
physical culture standpoint, to obtain
grand muscular development with a man’s
strength, one must do cvery exercise with
the mind governing cach muscle as it comes
inte play, and the will firmly fixed with the
intention of getting the results desired.

I am sometimes asked, “Who should
exercise?” T answer, “AlL”

If the brain worker, no matter how
busy, will go through fifteen minutes of
exercise daily, he will prevent illness,
prevent becoming run-down, bra‘m f;lg‘——m
fact, will double and treble his .busmcss
ability. If the busy man will think over
this fact, of circulation being not mcr(fly
confined to the body, but also to the brzu.n,
he will see that that which bcncrﬁ‘ts the cir-
culation must benefit the brain. The theory
is sound: the practice I have proved never
to fail. 1 have proved this by personal ex-

perience. B
What of the manual laborer: surely s

labor is exercise enough? ‘

There is the point on w}nch many 2
laboring man has bascd h‘ns belief that
physical culture is not for him. b

It may seem strange at first thOU{I]t,' ut
I have proved that, even after a hard day’s

WO L W\ { 13) 1 QI V M b]l(lc 'Smit}‘ S
V I‘\ 1
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sledge and other forms of labor, if the
worker can take his meal, rest a couple
of hours, and then go through certain
movements calculated to stretch his tired’
muscles, pull them out of their cramps,
and act upon those opposition - muscles,
opening the organs from the knots the
day’s work has tied them in, he will be
healthicer, stronger and feel less of the usual
day’s work. T'he reader may feel inclined
to pooh-pooh this statement. I have abso-
lutely proved the statement, and have not
confined myself to stronger men, but have
tried this with men who have been labor-
ing for the first time in their lives. They
have found they felt their toil less if they
counteracted the cffects by judicious light
excrcise at night.

Besides exercise, the true. physical cul-
turist will observe cleanliness and keep his
bedroom window open at night.. The lat-
ter need not entail a draught—fix it so as
to avoid it. As to diet, I advise you to

let your stomach guide your eating and
stop when your
If you are not

drinking, but always
stomach cries “enough.”
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wilfully deaf to the cry, you never fajl o
hear it. Do not eat “just that little piece
of cake”;.stop when you know you haye
comfortably filled the stomach. On the
other hand, do not stop until you haye
satisfied hunger. Observe moderation in
all- things. Moderation in this case means
enough, but not too much. He will be the
exception whose organs will not tell him
aright how to go. and what to do in such
a matter. :

By judicious regular exercise of all
muscles and organs running through and
in the neighborhood, the muscles used in
a day’s work are so massaged and
stimulated that the blood with its
life-giving  properties is allowed to
flow through unimpeded in a vastly increas-
ed current. The heart beats truer and
more vigorously, pumping its elixir into the
farthest parts of the body, repairing tissue,
bone and muscle, and bringing body and
brain to the pinnacle of their strength and
vigor. Observe these facts, act on them,
and benefit not merely yourself, but the
nation. '

IR
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Peter

Bp Lizzie Gaines Wilcoxson

ATE one November
afternoon, in the
gloom of the great

L bare hall, I saw

Peter for the first

time  Shuffling

along in the dim

light, with his mops
and brooms and pail, he looked like some
highly magnified Jabberwock.

I was not afraid, but I was disturbed;
it was strictly against the rules for us to
return to the schoolroom floor after half-
past four, and here I was stealing down
for a forgotten story-book in my desk. I
stopped and looked at Peter, and Peter
stopped shuffling along and looked at me.

“You are the new janitor?” I volun-
tecred ingratiatingly.  One of the func-
tions of the janitor being a watchdog sur-
veillance over wus, the quality of his dis-
position was very important. It was to
our interest to establish friendly relations
right in the beginning.

“Y-a-a-s,” drawled Peter, with an cx-
cessively wide grin.

And it transpired that Peter was not
enly the new janitor, but that he was very
new to America—barely a month over from
Sweden, and but a day in Madam’s service.

Within a week we all loved Pcter. We
had adopted him as one of us. We made
him our partner, our friend and our ser-
vant. He was the most satisfactory jani-
tor that had ever befallen to our lot.
Other janitors there had been—a long list
of them—but none like Peter.

His knowledge of English was as scant
as his upright stubble of yellow hair. His
good nature was as abundant as his wide,
ever-ready grin. He listened to Madam’s
‘ault-finding with the stoicism of a decoy
duck, his imperfect understanding of Lng-
lish making praise or blame the same to
Peter. He remained with us all the win-

ter, and his taking off was at once comic
and tragic.

And all the winter, too, he was our
faithful and trustworthy aide-de-camp. He
was as docile and obedient as a trained ele-
phant.  He smuggled in suppers, procured
novels, and was a veritable letter-carrier.
Many a tender flame betwixt us and the
academy boys was fanned and sustained by
the billets-doux  tetched and  carried by
Peter.

If at any time he fell under suspicion
and Madam questioned him sharply, Peter
would scratch his head vaguely and look
at Madam vacantly with lus round, sur-
prised-looking, light blue ecyes, and say,
“A-y, dun-no,” so plaintively and persist-
ently that Madam’s  investigations were
abandoned on the grounds that such a fool
had not the wit to be a knave.

Peter's features assembled near together
in the centre of a vast expanse of fresh
pink complexion and breadrh of jowl. His
insignificant nose was set high up toward
brows ol a most amazing arch.  The cor-
ners of his wide mouth—when 1t was not
spread in an utterly foolish and infectious
grin—scemed to be trying to climb up to
his eyes.

And Peter ran to length.
reared itself seraggily from a collarless
chirt.  His hands dangled from long wrists
that hung awkwardly from sleeves always
too short.  Between the hems of his trou-
sers and the tops of his shoes three inches
of home-knit bright red sock appeared.

When Peter dressed for Sunday or holi-
days he wore striped trousers. very tight
in the legs, and two coats—a blue serge
and a light tan overcoat. By some .()l)-
liquity of taste, Peter conceived the idea
that he should wear the shorter coat on
top, which he did, and the tan overcoat
hung down a foot below the blue serge.

No amount of argument could prevail upon
117

His long neck
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Peter to reverse the order of these coats.
We did not try very hard to effect a
change; it was so excruciatingly funny to
see him wear them that way.

It is in the springtimg¢ that mischief,
like grass, grows rankest; and when it.be-
came known among us that some gypsies
were camped on the common half a mile
below our school campus, we of dormitory
“A” became unanimously possessed with
the desire to have our fortunes told. At
first we planned to steal out one at a time
and have Peter escort us singly to the
camp. It was Emigene Briggs who un-
settled this idea.

“Girls,” she said, from her perch on
the corner of the study table, “there are
six of us to go. We can’t start until
Luella (that was Madam) is cached, and
that 1s never before halfpast nine at the
carliest. We wouldn’t dare to all go at
once, and even two at a time will take till
after midnight!”

We digested this.  Lven to our silly
heads our plan looked dubious.

“But I have thought of a better way,”
went on Emigene. “Peter shall bring the
Gypsy Queen here.  After everything is
all dark and quiet, Peter can go get her
and bring her in through the coal shed to
the laundry stairs. One of us can meet
her there and steal up the back way and
bring her right to this room, and she can
sit over in the far corner there and talk
in whispers so we can have our fortunes
secret; and when we are all through, we'll
take her back to Peter and he can let
her out of the grounds again.”

We applauded as one voice. 1 was de-
talled to explain the plan to Peter, which

I did with much painstaking elaboration,

there being the exciting  possibility, of
course, that he might misunderstand and
bring down the whole encampment, or else
take the Queen off to the next county.

“Do vou think you can do it?” I asked,
anxiously,

Peter scratched his head vaguely, his
round eyes growing rounder and more sur-
prised-looking than ever.

“V-a-l-l, Ay dun-no; A-y t-a-n-k s-0.”

Peter’s  promises were always thus
swamped in vague hesitation and wuncer-

tainty ; but they never failed of accomplish-
ment.
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And so in this instance he did his part,
The Queen did hers. I did mine. [p
soft moccasins I stole to the cellar stajrs
There in the dark stood Peter and thé
Queen huddled on the first landing,
took her hand in mine, and bidding Pete;
wait, started upstairs. It did not occur
to me or any of us, or to Peter either, |
suppose, that it might be a trifle tiresome
for him to wait on the cellar stairs i
definitely while six romantic maidens ex.
plored the future to our hearts’ content.

Quaking inwardly, I conducted her along
the corridors until we were within two
doors of dormitory “A.” Even as I per-
mitted myself a long breath, the door of
dormitory “B” opened and Madam her-
self, candle in hand, stalked majestically
out, followed by Doctor Crowe, who had
been in to treat Bessie Beesley’s croup.

We all stopped with concerted impulse.
The Queen, not understanding the situ-
ation, smiled and made a respectful cour-
tesy. Doctor Crowe guffawed outright;
but Madam became white with anger. For
myself, I nearly fainted with fright.

To make a long, sad story short, the
poor Queen was put out with dreadful
celerity; dormitory “A” received the most
scathing lecture in the annals of its his-
tory; six scared girls shivered in the dark,
not daring to whisper for half-an-hour
after Madam had departed like an aveng-
ing fury.

The next day Peter was discharged. We
girls felt very badly about it, and as many
of us as dared stole out to the kitchen to
bid him farewell.

“Never mind, Peter,” I consoled, “when
school is out and I go home, I will tell my
father about you, and he will get you a fine
situation if you will come up to Eurcka.”

“A-y t-a-n-k s-0,” said Peter, vaguely,
and accepted the miscellaneous collection of
stick-pins and hair-ribbons (to be used as
neck-ties, of course), and with his wide,
good-natured grin, went away.

It was not long before the excitement
of examinations and commencement Was
full upon us, and we had forgott: all
about Peter. A crusty old janitor, wh2 was
impervious to smiles and proof a:i."ﬂmst
bribes, had taken his place, and wou'l(lr not
even speak civilly to us girls. T 10w
ever, the gypsy escapade had settled our
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disposition for further pranks that vear, and
our minds were wholly engrossed with the
commencement dance, and we did not mind
the dour janitor.

Father and mother came for commence-
ment. I wore a lovely dress at the ball,
and my favorite academy boy danced with
me seven times and pressed my hand ten-
derly at parting. I left for home with my
parents, feeling that school life had not been
in vain.

One evening about a month later I was
sitting alone on the porch, when I saw
Peter coming. He was shuffling along up
the path, dressed in his striped trousers, his
two coats and his little round hat. On
seeing me he grinned from ear to ear, and
putting down his carpet bag, took off his
hat and made an awkward, ducking bow.

“V-a-a-1, A-y h-a-f c-a-m-e,” he announc-
ed in his plaintive falsetto.

I shook hands with him cordially, con-
cealing the dismay I really felt, and then
I made haste to escort him back to the
kitchen, thankful enough for the slight
headache that had prevented me accom-
panying the family on an evening drive.
In the kitchen I presented Peter to Kate,
the cook, and Sim, the man-of-all-work,
and told Sim to give him the spare room
over the buggy-house.

As T had never mentioned Peter to the
family, I felt that it would be necessary
to pave the way a little before I introduc-
cd him. But paving the way was not as
simple as it seemed ; in fact, there appeared
no opening at all that evening for the cere-
mony, and it was at breakfast the next
morning, when I felt that it could not be
longer delayed, that I broached the sub-
ject.

“Iather,” I ventured brightly, “last year
at school we had a janitor right over from
Sweden,”

“Yes?” answered father absently. He
and my brother were figuring profits in
hop raising. Mother was nervously wait-
ing for Kate to appear with the hot cakes,
and had not appeared to hear the remark.
It was discouraging. I tried again.

“He could scarcely speak English at all,”
I'informed them.

This received absolutely no response.

“He was awfully good to us girls,” I
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declared }-Vith an air of imparting an im-
portant piece of information.

Margy, don't say ‘awfully’,”” reproved
mother. I grew unhappy.

“He was discharged,” I announced, des-
perately, after a minute.

“Who?” asked father.

“Oh—um—can’t Kate
with those cakes, mamma?”

Just then Kate and the cakes arrived.

“It was really our fault,” I persisted,
faintly, after Kate had left the room.

Father was attentive to his cakes; mo-
ther and Jim had begun an argument
about a new variety of rose-bush,

“I promised him that you would get him
a situation if he would come up to Kureka,
and he has come,” T said at last, with the
courage of desperation.

“That I would get him a situation!”
repeated father, attentive at last. “What
have I to do with your discharged jani-
tors?”’

I plunged into an explanation, in which
I tried to show Peter innocently culpable
without narrating the exact circumstances
of our own misdemcanors. 1 succeeded in
producing a very confused state of mind
in my family.  About the only thing that
seemed clear to them was the fact that
Peter had come to Furcka by my invitation
because he had been too stupid to hold his
position at the school.

“But 1t was not his fault, father, and
he is really quite intelligent, though you
may not think so when you first meet him,”
I explained nervously. ‘

Though 1 did not make it plain why
Peter had any claim on  father, father
consented to do what he could for him,
so I went out to the kitchen and brought
forth Teter. .

When he was presented to the family
Peter’s smile grew luminously foolish; his
pale hair looked paler, his  pink scalp
pinker, his light, round eyes, rounder .’lll'(l
more surprised-looking than ever, and .hm
eycbrows looked as it they were trymng
to climb into his hair. T could not but
that Peter was not showing off

hurry a little

appreciate
to advantage. )
“What can you do?” asked
kindly:. .
Peter scratched his scalp.

father,
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“V-a-l, A-y dun-no,” he replied vaguely
but cheerfully.

I felt dreadfully embarrassed for Peter.

“You can sweep beautifully, Peter,” 1
declared enthusiastically, wishing to assist
him as much as possible. Peter grinned
beautifully. . '

“A-y ta-n-k so,” he acquiesced, as
though it suggested something that he
never had done, but which, if pushed to
the extremity, he possibly might be able to
do.

Father very considerately omitted fur-
ther examination, but told Peter to make
himself useful to Sim and stay with us,
and he would see what he could do to-
ward getting him a situation,

Peter acknowledged this with a par-
ticularly idiotic grin, and I hurried him
back to the kitchen and to Kate.

Fortunately for us and for Peter, Kate
seemed to like him.  Kate was our ser-
vant, but she was also our despot. She
had the tyrannical disposition of one who
is conscious of her exceptional worth. She
was cnormously fat. Her girth was that
of a Redwood tree. In the kitchen she
was an acquisition, but elsewhere she spell-
ed disaster.  Her occasional passage
through the house was blazed with a trail
of upset flower pots and tottering furni-
ture.  So much for Kate.

Peter sojourned with us intermittently.
As often as father secured him a situation,
so often did he return to us after a day’s
or a week’s absence. 'When Sim left us
to join a party of Alaska gold seckers
Peter permanently assumed the duties of
hostler to our grey ponies, gardener for
our vegetable patch, and general factotum
to Kate.

We were accustomed  to  upheavals,
strikes and rebellions between Kate and
the hired man of the hour, but now never

b
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a murmur did we hear. Kate ruled him
with the hand of a tyrant, but Peter did
not seem to object, and we certainly did
not mind so long as the issue was peace.

A year rolled serenely round and
brought us summer again. One morning
the hall floor quavered as from a distant
earthquake; the umbrella stand at the rear
entrance upset and collided with a chair
that skidded across the floor and careened
into a flower vase. Such things heralded
the approach of Kate,

“Mem, I'm goin’ to leave ye,” she an-
nounced when she reached mother’s room.

“Leave me!” echoed mother in dismay.

“Do you want more wages? If that is
M ”

t— :

“Oh, no’m,” silenced Kate graciously,
“that ain’t it; you've raised me wages three
times already, mem. It’s me an’ Peter’s
goin’ to git married and go on a farm fr
ourselves.”

Thus at one fell blow we lost them
both. ‘

“We decorated the dining-room elabor-
ately, and the ceremony was performed in
there with much style and pomp. Kate
wore a brilliant blue sateen dress with
much white lace trimming. She also wore
a bobinet veil and a wreath of wax orange
blossoms—afterward mounted under glass
and hung on her parlor wall.

Peter was gorgeous in a new striped
suit, selected by Kate. He looked scared
out of his wits, but not unhappy.

After the wedding dinner they embark-
ed in a big farm wagon and started for
the country. Eventually they settled on
a homestead. Eight years later they struck
oil, and today are among the wealthiest
ranchers in Medicine County. The fram-
ed wreath of wax orange blossoms still
hangs on the parlor wall.



Tlle Princess Returns
to Her OWll

By Harold Sands

LL was excitement in
the illahees which
‘formed an irregular

A arc about Klo-ose,

the Bay of the

Safe Landing. Chief

George was about to

give a potlatch, and
had invited the seven tribes of the west
coast of Vancouver Island to come and
make merry at his expense.

Every few minutes war canoes from
the north and south came round the pro-
montory, and with much whooping and
deft paddling were landed high and dry
above the reach of the towering breakers
of the Pacific.

Suddenly a crazy cannon, a relic of Hud-
son Bay Company days, boomed. Hardly
had the echo died in the surrounding moun-
tains when the cedar drums crashed
monotonously and the rattles of the medi-
cinc men were heard.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the show is
about to begin,” merrily remarked Rev. J.
Sylvester, the missionary, to the four guests
from Victoria and Vancouver who were
visiting him at the manse. “This is to be
Chief George’s greatest potlatch. By its
means he expects to write his name upon
the tablets of Indian fame. We are to be
what the society writers call the honorees;
in other words, no other whites will be
privileged to witness this quaint ceremony.”

“But I thought potlatches were illegal,”
said Mrs. Dennison, president of the Van-
couver Woman’s Club, who was visiting
the west coast of Vancouver Island in or-
der to get local color for a series of papers
on the Indians which she was to read be-
fore the club.

“The potlatch of today is a very different
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affair from that of a few years ago,” an-
swered the missionary. “The stahnuk, as
they called the feast in olden days, has been
prohibited by the federal government, but
these mild imitations arc allowed. “Lhis
kind of potlatch is merely what the natives
call a ne-ence time; the old-style feast was
a debasing orgy.  There are no more of
that nature. Today’s festival will be
as harmless as a church conference; perhaps
more so,” he added with a smile.

The little party of whites descended by
a circuitous pathway from the knoll on
which the manse was built by the little
bay. They found a great congregation of
Indians on the beach.

“Seems to me it's more of a marriage
market than anything clse,” declared Mr.
Dennison, who besides being the husband
of Mis. Dennison, was onc of the chief
wholesale merchants of Vancouver.  “I'he
young bucks are certainly pairing off with
the klootchmen (females), and it looks as
if they are making acquaintance ‘with a
view to matrimony,” as the want advertise-
ments put it.”

“Many a match is made at a potlatch,”
the missionary said. “Now, there’s a young
couple T should like to sce wed when the
time comes.”

The clergyman pointed to a grood-tooking
girl of about thirteen years of age, so fair
of skin that she might be mistaken for a
white child, who was talking to a boy of
about her own age. The lad was far more
refined-looking than the majority of Indian
vouths, and had an alert way about him
i1 contrast to the dull appearance of most
of his companions. .

“The girl is the (lan.;_{lltcr of “Chuf_-f
George,” explained the missionary, “‘while

the boy is an orphan I am bringing up.
' o
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I have given him a good education, and
I think he will turn out well. The girl
also attends our mission school, and is sharp
beyond the average. She might take her
place with any white girls of her age.”

“She certainly is a fine-looking girl,”
remarked Mrs. Dennison; “but what a
shame that she should be left to be brought
up in these awful surroundings. John,” she
asserted, turning to her husband, ‘“we ought
to adopt her and save her.”

Dennison shrugged his shoulders. He
had already been the adopted father of two
or three children who, after a few months’
trial, failed to suit his rather erratic wife.
[t was a matter of deep regret to him that
they had no child of their own; then these
cxperiments with other people’s children
might cease. Hitherto they had tentatively
taken under their wing only orphans of
their own race.

“It certainly would be a novelty to have
an Indian as a pro tem. daughter,” he
hazarded.

“But she’s the daughter of the chief,
and thercfore of good family, isn’t she?”
Mrys. Dennison asked of the missionary,
*who answered :

“She’s more than that, she’s a real In-
dian princess. She dates her ancestry back
to the original Callicum, lord of all the
land before, the days when the roving Drake
scized this country on behalf of ‘the high
and mighty Queen Elizabeth.” Another
onc of her famous line personally entertain-
¢d the celebrated Captain James Cook, the
eminent navigator who was sent out by
King George III to hunt for the north-
west passage.  From that day each succeed-
ing chief has been known as George. Here
comes the last of the Georges now to show
us to our places in the great feast house.”

The present-day representative of the
house of Callicum was a fat, jolly-looking
Indian.

“Kla-how-va,” he exclaimed heartily.
Even the ladies knew that he was speaking
the Chinook word for “How are you?”’
and they smiled pleasantly. '

He took them past the great canoes and
through a line of chattering and freely-
criticizing Indians of both sexes to the
places of honor in the huge feast house.

The big building looked like a ram-
shackle barn outside, but inside it bore the
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appearance of a curious Eastern temple.
Carvings of extraordinary design were
everywhere, and wondrous totem poles
highly colored and exceedingly fantastic’
stood in the corners and on either side o%
the doorway. The fireplace occupied 2
space of ten feet square in the centre of the
l]illl, anc! tremendous logs were burning,
‘The Indians scorn chimneys—a hole in the
roof allowed the smoke to escape. Near the
fire were giant wooden vessels, on which
were carvings of salmon, whales, ravens
and the thunderbird. These utensils were
from four to six feet long and from two
to four feet wide. In them enormous
quantities of dog meat, clam chowder, veni-
son, salmon and other Indian delicacies
were being prepared.

As the white visitors took their places
the cedar drums again sounded and the
dancers entered. They were followed by
the Indians who were to have no active
part in the ceremonies, and who ranged
themselves round the walls.

The faces of the dancers were striped
with black and yellow paint. Many of
them wore headgear made of sea otter skin
trimmed with ermine, and some had at-
tachments of sea lion’s whiskers. Each held
in his right hand a large rattle which
he shook vigorously to ward off evil spirits.
With fierce gestures, violent jerks and mo-
tions of the body the dancers kept time to
the beating of the cedar drums. While
they pranced about the natives ranged
along the walls kept up an interminable,
monotonous chanting.

When the dance ceased Chief George
made a long speech. While he was talk-
ing—and no sermon was ever so long—Ms.
Dennison kept her eyes on the princess.
The idea of adopting the girl had taken
areat hold on her, and she was anxious for
the feast to end so that she might come
to terms with the chief.

“When would be a good time to se¢
the chief about adopting his daughter?” she
asked the missionary. ,

“This potlatch is likely to last two days,
he replied; “better wait till it is well over.”

“Well, I've had enough of this feast al-
ready. We aren’t supposed to stay here
two days, are we?’ queried Mr. Dennr
son.

“No, I think we can go now, and most
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of the Indians won’t be sorry to see our
backs,” the missionary remarked. “We are
a kind of dampener on the feast.”

The party of whites made their exit
from the feast house with some difficulty,
because of the great throng. From the
sounds of revelry which soon afterward
floated up to them at the manse, it was
evident that the fun quickly became fast
and furious after their departure.

For three days Mrs. Dennison said no-
thing more about adopting the Indian girl.
Her husband hoped she had dropped the
idea. He was disabused, however.

“The old chief must have got over that
potlatch now,” she said to Rev. Mr. Syl-
vester; ‘suppose you take me to his house
and we will talk over the matter of tak-
ing his daughter to Vancouver and bring-
ing her up as a white girl.”

Chief George was not in the very best
of humors when Mrs. Dennison and the
missionary called on him. He listened
gravely to Mrs. Dennison’s glowing ac-
count of all she would do for the girl, and
then said:

“I don’t want my daughter to become a
white woman. No good comes of educating
an Indian girl out of her tribe. I want her
to grow up here, marry and present me with
a grandson who will rule the tribe. She is
my only daughter. Unless she carries on
the race the Callicums will die out and
someone else will take the title of chief.”

Through the missionary, Mrs. Denni-
son pleaded long and earnestly with the
chief. The more he opposed her the more
in love with her new adoption idea she
became. Finally the chief said:

“If T let you take my daughter you must
take Hlatshack too.”

“And who is Hlatshack?” asked Mors.
Dennison.

“The youth you saw talking to the girl;
the one I have been educating,” replied the
missionary, “I should dislike to part with
him,” '

But the chief was adamant.
ison must take both or neither.
she agreed.

. “What, two Indians added to our fam-
lly,” exclaimed Mr. Dennison when his
wife and Sylvester returned from the inter-
view; “what a happy family we shall be.

nd won’t all Vancouver laugh at us.”

Mrs. Den-
Finally
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But having given in to all Mis, Dennison'’s
Vaga}'ies since they married he had to
acquiesce in this one.

A week later Mr. and Mrs. Dennison

returned to their city home and the Indian
bog‘/‘ and girl accompanied them.
‘ Just one bit of advice,” said the mis-
sionary as he bade them good-bye, “never
let them taste intoxicating liquor. Once
you do that you will lose all control of
them. Indians cannot stand it. Of course
you wouldn’t think of letting them have it
now, but as they grow older they will
attend functions where wine and spirits will
be served. For their sakes and yours make
them turn their glasses down.”

The story of the adoption of an Indian
princess and a young buck by one of the
leading society and club women of Van-
couver quickly became public property. The
local newspapers featured it, with big “lay-
outs” of photographs. When Mrs. Denni-
son delivered her first lecture on Indians
before the Women’s Club she had the chil-
dren on the platform as exhibits.

But the sensation soon died down; the
public was eager for something new. Cur-
iously enough, however, Mrs. Dennison,
usually so fickle, grew more and morc
attached to the girl and boy and set out to
give them the best education that moncy
could buy in the West. Of course she
dropped the Indian names of the pair and,
being a loyal little woman, if somewhat
peculiar, she re-christened them Alc.\'andrfl
and Edward, in imitation of royalty itself.
Her pet name for the girl, however, was
the Princess.

The children proved apt scholars. The
Princess attended a “select school for young
ladies” on Broughton street, while Edward
was sent as a day scholar to a school for
youths which only the sons Of, Y:mcouvcr’s
rich could afford to attend. "The boy was
not only proficient in st11clic§, but he turned
out to be one of the best cricket players on
the Pacific Coast of Canada and a source
of strength to the rugby team. In fact,
in all outdoor sports1 he soon became pre-

i in the school.
emxlselflgr the Princess, she learned well and
rapidly the superficial arts whg:h afrc ((:jon-
sidered necessary for young ladies of to aff.
But the call of the forest came Stfonghy
to her. She liked to go tramping in the
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mountains and woods around Vancouver,
and was the first girl to scale “The Lions,”
the twin peaks, several thousand feet high,
which look like crouching beasts guarding
the western gateway of Canada.

In canoeing, too, the Princess was an
adept, and many an evening she spent with
her adopted brother paddling on Burrard
Inlet. Upon the waters of that almost
land-locked arm of the sea all the navies
of the world could float. The inlet
stretches for almost twenty miles from the
Narrows at its mouth. Two or three miles
down are the Second Narrows, where the
inlet, which in some parts is three miles
wide, narrows to little more than a stone’s
throw. At certain stages of the tide this
is a dangerous spot, and many an amateur
oarsman has come to grief there.

One evening, while Princess and Edward
were paddling close to the kelp beds on
the north side, they heard a cry for help.
A few minutes later an upturned canoe
came into view with a young man clinging
to it. They paddled vigorously toward it,
and when within hailing distance Edward
called out to the young man to be prepared
to leave his own craft and seize on the end
of their canoe as they shot past. It would
have been suicidal to attempt to pull the
stranger into the canoe, but Edward reck-
oned that, with the young man hanging on
behind, he could paddle ashore.

But as the canoes passed within a few
fect of each other the stranger made no
eflort to comply with Edward’s instruc-
tions. Then the Princess spoke:

“'m going to slide slowly over the
side.  When we get to within a few feet
of him again I will swim over to the canoe
and attach this small line.  'While I sup-

~port him you will have to paddle us all

ashore.”

“But the tide is running out strongly
and there is very great danger,” protested
Edward.

“Don’t worry,” replied the girl, “I know
what I'm about and I am not afraid.”

The rescue was effected without a hitch,
and in a short time the young man was
between hot blankets at the Hastings Hotel,
close by the Second Narrows. The young
man said his name was Seymour Erskine
and that he was a teller in the Bank of
British Columbia. He had vaguely heard
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Edward’s instructions, but being benumbed
by the cold water he knew that if once he
let go his hold on the upturned canoce he
would be swept away in the racing tide.

Next day Erskine called at Mrs. Denni-
son’s to personally express his thanks to
Princess.

“She saved my life, Mrs. Dennison,” he
remarked, “and at the same time gave an
exhibition of pluck which merits the medal
of the Royal Humane Society.”

After that Erskine was a frequent caller
at the Dennison home, and he often took
Edward’s place in canoe trips up the inlet
on moonlight nights.

One evening they were paddling idly
near the shore of Stanley Park. The
Princess was in a very merry humor.

“I’'m eighteen tomorrow and mother’s
going to give my coming-out dance. Isn’t
it good to be young and to have such a
jolly mamma?”

The fact that on the morrow the girl
was to make her debut into Vancouver so-
ciety was not half as attractive to Erskine
as it was to the Princess. Today she was
his chum; tomorrow she would be a young
woman of society. She undoubtedly would
take on new charms, but the old spirit of
comradeship was bound to disappear. He
somewhat gloomily expressed this view.

“Don’t be a silly,” she remonstrated as
she rested her paddle across the canoe.

The water gently dripped from its edge,
the shoreward wind rustled the spines of
the lofty firs, the moon reflected on the
inlet and an occasional owl hooted in the
park. It was a night for love and youth,
and Princess and Erskine gave themselves
up to it.

The next day the bank clerk called on
Mrs. Dennison to obtain her consent to
their engagement.

“Oh! but I think it would be most un-
fair to Princess to bind her down at this
time,” asserted Mrs. Dennison. “She’s
just coming out and doesn’t know her own
mind. Go away, you silly boy, I'm busy
preparing for the dance. Come to me a
year from now, and if you are both of the
same mind then, why, I shall offer no
further objection.”

Just before the dance started, Mrs. Den-
nison had a little talk with the Princess.
The girl looked exceedingly pretty in her
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white dress and certainly appeared far too
young to think of matrimony.,

“Early engagements are foolish, dear,”
urged the elder woman. “You cannott
possibly know your mind yet. Probably
you and Erskine were under the influence
of the moon and the sea last night when
you thought your entire future happiness
rested on being engaged. You will meet
many men now and possibly you may
change your opinion. At any rate give
yourself the opportunity to widen your
acquaintance before- you take the most
important step of your life.”

Disappointed though Princess was at her
adopted mother’s refusal to countenance
an engagement to Erskine, the excitement
of her coming out prevented her from un-
duly dwelling upon it, and by the time half
the evening was over she confessed to her-
self, somewhat shamefacedly, that Mous.
Dennison was right.

She was the belle of the ball and she
found the men of Vancouver very attentive
to her. Her fresh beauty and the charm
with which she danced made her a much-
sought-after partner. Everyone conspired
to make her coming-out dance the most
delightful event of her life. She found
so much pleasure in making acquaintances
that she deliberately broke several engage-
ments to dance with Erskine.

In the first flush of their youthful en-
thusiasm he had pretty well filled up her
card before the dance began, but she
remedied that fault without any compunc-
tion.  When supper-time came around she
was as gay and untired as when the dance
started.  Her partner urged her to drink
some champagne. She was about to con-
sent when she caught a warning glance
from Mrs. Dennison.

“Mother has brought me up as a tee-
totaler,” she said demurely, “and I mustn’t
depart from the straight and narrow path,
tven on this night of nights.”

y “Oh, take just one,” urged her partner.

Your mother’s not looking. She’s got to
talk to that old bore, Lieut.-Governor
Butterfield.  She won’t see you. Anyway,

dare you.”

“I never let anybody dare me yet,” she
exclaimed gaily, and her glass was filled. It
Was refilled and filled again. She caught
sight of Edward across the ‘table. He

call else.
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too had wi.ne in his glass. She caught his
eye and with her own eyes spoke a silent
toast to him.

As they both put down their glasses,
empty, Mrs. Dennison looked from one to
the other. A troubled look came over her
face as §113 gazed at the flushed features
of the pair she had come to love better than
The words of the missionary
seemed to be repeating themselves over and
over within her brain:

“Never let them taste intoxicating liquor.
Once do that and you will lose all control
of them. Indians cannot stand it. For
their sakes and yours make them turn their
glasses down.”

“No damage can have been done this
once,” she said to herself, as she turned
to answer some inane question put by the
Lieut.-Governor.

As soon as supper was over she hastened
toward Princess and Edward, who were to
be partners for the first dance. But several
guests stopped her and by the time she was
free again the young pair had disappeared.

“Let’s sit it out,” Edward had said to
Princess, and they were in a cozy corner in
the conservatory, while the anxious Mrs.
Dennison was exchanging unmeaning
pleasantrics with people she fervently
wished were at the bottom of the inlet.

It was evident that the wine had had a
deep effect on both the young people.
Princess Jeaned up against Edward and he
had an arm about her waist.

“Do vou suppose I haven’t hungered for
you all the time you have been going al).out
with this Erskine,” said Edward, rapidly
and passionately. “I have loved you al-
wavs. We played together, we grew up
together and I fancied at first that you loved
me. I believe you do now, but you have
allowed the fancy of a white marrage to
take possession of you. Have you wholly
forgotten he who was Hlatshack?

Princess gently squeezed the hand that
tightly held her waist.

“Dear, I know now th‘at I ‘}‘ulvc alw.ays
loved you,” replied thg girl.  “For a time
I set up a false god in my heart, but to-

M 1
night I see my lplstakc. . rd
“Then you will marry me: asked LEd-

ward. v .
The scent of the forest seemed to be 1In

the air, and there came to the Princess the



1116

memory of the days when they sat on the
forms in the little mission house at Klo-ose
and read the Old Testament together.

“Your people shall be my people and
your God my God,” she said, as if repeating
a lesson Rev. Mr. Sylvester had taught
them.

“Then we go back to your father, Chief
George, and we will forget that we ever
tried to be foolish white people. The

forest calls us home.”

Early in the morning after the dance,
when -the rest of the tired Dennison house-
hold were aslecp, the Princess and Edward,
cach with a suitcase, stole out and quickly
made their way to the waterfront. In
a Cordova street saloon Edward bought
several quarts of whiskey and then went
to a boathouse where he purchased a canoe.
He sccured provisions for a three days’ trip
and by the time Mrs. Dennison awoke the
pair were half way across the Gulf of
Georgia, on their way back to the wild
west coast of Vancouver Island.

Shortly before noon Mrs. Dennison
slipped on a dressing gown and went to
the room of the Princess, intending to com-
pliment her on her conquests of the night
before and to sandwich in a gentle word of
admonition for breaking her promise about
drinking wine.  She found that the bed
had not been slept in.  Anxiously she in-
quired of the Chinese servant if he had
seen Miss Alexandra.

“Me no sce missee allee morning,” re-
pliecd Ah Wong. “Neber see Ledward
cither,” he added.

“Well, that’s strange,” commented Mors.
Dennison.  She went to Edward’s room.
His bed had not been slept in.

Instantly there came back to her the
scene of that silent toast the night before,
when the eves of the Princess had spoken
so cloquently above the wine glass to the
voung Indian buck. She thought of the
lad no longer as a white boy.

“He has gone back home, and he has
taken my Princess with him,” she moaned
to herself. A little later she telephoned
Dennison and told him what she knew.

“Of course they have gone off together,
back to the tribe. It was the champagne
that did it,” she said. :

“Well, it can’t be helped,” comforted
Dennison. “At anv rate we shall know
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better than to try again to force the evoly-
tion of Indians into respectable members of
white society.”

“Shall we take any measures to get
them back?” asked Mrs. Dennison.

“I wouldn’t say anything at all about
it for a day or two,” her husband advised,

But it was Dennison himself who gave
the facts away. On his way home that
night he stopped as usual at the club for a
game of billiards. His opponent was
Smitherington of the Morning Star. Den-
nison won the game and was so pleased
with himself that he told the story of the
disappearance to the newspaperman.

“Smithy,” he inquired, “did you ever
try to civilize an Indian Princess?”

The newspaperman smiled. “No, thanks,”
he said. “I'm simply biding my time to
tell the public of your little failure in that
respect. It is bound to happen.”

“You're right; it has occurred already.”

“What? she’s gone? Then I'm willing
to bet the boy’s gone with her.”

“Correct again. You don’t seem to re-
quire any details.  You've got your story
now.”

“Denny, my boy,” said the newspaper-
man, “I’ve been waiting five years for this
story to break loose. When I heard that
vou had adopted those two children I realiz-
ed what you were up against, and I knew
what the end would be.”

“Never a woman tried harder than my
wife to eradicate all the evil Indian ten-
dencies in those two and help them to re-
tain the good,” declared Dennison. “Up
to last night everything seemed to be going
swimmingly.” '

“Yes, and I'm willing to bet that last
night you let them have something to drink,
because of the special occasion. That was
fatal. Drink has killed off whole tribes
in British Columbia. There’s not a red
man or woman on the coast who can st and
against it.”

“Don’t blame us, Smithy, old chap; we
did our best.”

“God bless you both,” answered the
newspaperman, “for a pair of better-heart-
ed people can’t be found this side of th’C
Rockies. Cheer up, old boy. It was.nf
your fault; it was bound to happen, d““l‘
or no drink. Those two children of the
forest and the sea, hereditary claimants tC
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a wild and free life under God's own
canopy, could never have become reconciled
to the existence we lead in the cities. To
them it is an unnatural, fettered life.”

“Look out of the window,” went on
Smitherington. “There stand the moun-
tains across the inlet, like giant sentinels
keeping silent watch over us poor mortals,
huddled together in this Vancouver, which
we take such pride in calling the commer-
cial metropolis of the Pacific Canada. See
to the northwest the snow-capped Lions,
euarding this gateway of the Occident and
Orient. Imagine shutting a princess of
the forest up in one of our plastered houses
and thinking she would stay there when
those forest-covered mountains called to her
daily and nightly, and the never-resting
waves of the inlet whispered to her of the
old home across the gulf. You can’t, with
city wiles, successfully and entirely woo a
frec soul from its native habitation.”

“You're right again, Smitherington,”
sadly remarked Dennison, “and now I must
return to the nest from which the wild
birds have escaped.”

Lrskine, taking his bachelor breakfast at
a Hastings street coffee-house next morn-
ing, picked up a copy of the Morning Star
which the waiter placed beside him.
Spread across two columns of the front
page was Smitherington’s account of how
the Princess had returned to her own in
the company of Hlatshack. He rushed to
the telephone and called up Mrs. Dennison.

“Is it true?” he asked.

“Is what true?” she returned.

“Why, this story in the AMorning Star
about the Princess and Edward going back
home together ?”

Mrs. Dennison dropped the receiver.
“John,” she said to her husband, who was
breakfasting, “you gave it away?”

“I did, dear,” he confessed; ‘it
hound to come out some time, and I found
Smitherington so sympathetic I simply told
him the whole story.”

“Well, I suppose that, as it was bound
to come out, Smitherington was the best
man to give the facts to.” -

She went back to the telephone. “Yes, it's
quite true,” she said to the fuming Erskine
at the other end of the line. “But please
don’t ask me anything more about it.”

Erskine returned to the breakfast table,

was
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but he pushed away the food the waiter
brought him and read Smitherington’s
story through. Then he went over to the
Bank of British Columbia, left a note for
{l,]c manager saying he had been called to

ictoria on urgent business, and caught the
early morning boat for that city, sixty
miles away on Vancouver Island.

When he reached Victoria in the after-
noon he found that he had several hours
to wait before the steamer King would
sail for Klo-ose and other ports on the west
coast of Vancouver Island.  Capt. "Thomas
of the King was an old friend of Lrskine.

“What are yvou going to Klo-ose for?”
asked the captain; “to take in the potlatch?
The chief’s daughter has returned and they
are to have the famous Ha-matsa dance in
her honor. The dance is prohibited by
Jaw, but they arc going to take a chance
because they are so overjoyed that she has
returned to the tribe. 1 believe T'm the
only white man who knows anyvthing about
it, and I'm not going out of my way to
inform on them. You'll just be in time for
the ceremony.”

Weird indeed was the seene at the littde
Bav of the Safe Landing when Frskine
landed there late the following night. "The
bie feast house shelrered the whole of the
tribe save the Ha-matsa himself, who was
supposed to be communing with the magi-
cians in the cedar forest that fringed the
bay.

Fr<kine, now that he was (‘l().\‘(" to ’llw
oirl he loved, had no settled plan of action.
IiIc hoped to quickly get an interview \}'nh
her and appeal to her to return to \-':ul-
couver and marry him. He Slim?('(' quu-t!y
mto the feast house and took his place 1
a corner where shadows were cist by the
ereat fire burning brightly in the centre

f the huge structure. o
Ofél(’):n]?”;t a sign from  the ()!(l Chiel
George himself, who was dressed ina mag-
nificent skin of a grrizzly bear, the whole
k up a song which was sup-
2 from the woods,
heat time on

assembly struc
posed to lure the Ha-mats
The singers were seated and
i ards.
pmf(\:f‘t):)r”n fime steps were heard on th.c
roof of the feast house :n.n(l moment 'tln-rfi
after a brave, aarbed like R \\'.uH. (ll();');lm.((
to the floor. Ha-matsas disdain the ordin-

arv way of entering houses through  the
< 3 1 *
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doorways. Large rings of cedar bark en-
circle the neck of the young buck. These
were seized by attendants so that the Ha-
matsa should not run around the room and
bite piecces out of the flesh of the singers.
In a sudden brushing aside of the wolf’s
face Lrskine recognized in the Ha-matsa
none other than Edward, or Hlatshack.
On his return from Vancouver the young
man had been quickly initiated into the
mysteries of the order of medicine men
as an encouragement to induce him to re-
main with the tribe. Seeing him, Erskine
was certain that the Princess was close at
hand.

When at length a female dancer ap-
peared, arrayed in cedar clothing, from her
pointed hat to her flat heels, the bank clerk
knew that here was the girl herself. She
lifted her arms in coaxing fashion to the
Ha-matsa. The plot of the dance was
for the female to tempt the Ha-matsa from
his ways of magic, so that he would leave
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the forest, marry her, and settle down with
the tribe.

With right good will the Princess per-
formed her part, and as her attitude be-
came as seductive as that of the daughter
of Herodias, Erskine groaned. He in-
stinctively recognized that the Princess
would never again live among white people.

The Ha-matsa was a willing victim to
the charms of the dancer. At the moment
the wolf’'s head disappeared benecath
the wide-brimmed hat of cedar and the lips
of Hlatshack and the Princess met in 2
fervent kiss, Erskine slipped out of the big
feast house.

The steamer King was still discharging
cargo at the little wharf. He went aboard
and up to the pilot house.

“Had enough of the Ha-matsa dance al-
ready?”’ asked Captain Thomas; “did you
see the Princess?”

“Yes, I saw her,” slowly answered
Erskine.  “The Princess has returned to
her own!”

THE BAY OF THY SAFE LANDING
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A Northern Odysseus
By Garnett J Woeston

He fared him forth, he dared the North, where the yellow gold is hid;
He sought in pain, he fought for gain, for Fortune’s favor he bid.
He turned him home, no more to roam—and these are the things they did.

They toasted him well, his story to tell, for he was a millionaire,. .

He hunted it out in fever and drought, in sickness, pain and despair;

He hunted the hills where the vastness thrills the soul like a cry of pain;
He toiled in the night, he longed for the sight of the lumps of golden gain.

Then the winter fell like a blast from Hell, and with it the northern lights;

And he crouched in awe of the things he saw dance round on the mountain heights.
It was cold, so cold, but his heart was bold: he struggled on in the North,

Till haggard and wan, a wreck of a man, in springtime he staggered forth.

In his eyes the light of the Arctic night: he cursed though he loved it well,—

It had bound him tight with Titanic might; fettered him fast with its spell.

Though he roamed away where the cities lay and strove to forget the land,

Where the bleak wind whines o’er the pay-dust mines and the wild blue mountains
stand.

For it crooned to him from its canyons dim and whispered of timclcs.s things.
And it called him back to his wind-swept shack, afar where the blizzard sings.
And he cursed in vain, for the thing was pain; it gouged like a maddened beast,—
He cursed in his hate the wanderer’s fate and turned away from the feast,

He travelled afar where the mountains are and his heart once more was glad.
He toiled as of yore in his own red gore, hunting the thing that he ]md.

For a life’s short length with his puny strength he measured the silent North—
And the strong she nursed but the weak she cursed and in time she cast them forth.

But none that she spewed were the lion’s brood: to him she divulged her wealth;
When he died the death of her icy breath she hid him with jealous stealth,
And he lies alone where the bleak winds moan, always and ever and aye,

O'er the foaming creeks and the silent peaks till the last great Judgment Day.

In the Arctic zone there’s a valley lone, gloomy and gaunt and sear.

In its tomb-like cell there are said to dwell, Dread and Florror and Fear.
On a mound of stone in that canyon lone, weirdly cold and drear,
Lying head to toe in a ghastly row, children the North holds dear.




Representation at _Ottawa

By R. E. Gosnell, Victoria

T has been given out
in  The CGolonist,
with apparent official

Mr. McBride, Pre-
mier, has been invit-
ed to attend a meet-
ing of provincial
premiers at Ottawa, for the purpose of
discussing the basis of representation from
the various provinces in the Dominion
House of Commons. The invitation has
been declined, so it has been stated, on the
grounds that the nearness of the approach-
ing session will not permit of the Premier
attending the mectings of the conference.
Possibly Mr. McBride did not consider
that it possessed much interest for this pro-
vince, or, in other words, that it was not
a matter which materially affected our in-
terests.  Or it may be that he satisfied him-
self with sending' a statement of his views
on the subject.  We shall probably not
know watil the House meets. It is a matter,
however, of considerable importance.
Harking back to the time of confedera-
tion, the subject of representation was one
which occupicd a good deal of attention.
Hon. George Brown, one of the leading
spirits in the convention which framed the
terms, said in his speech in the House of
Commons afterwards that he and others
were not altogether satisfied with every de-
tail that had been agreed upon, but on the
whole had accepted the arrangement as the
very best that could be obtained.
Representatives of French Canada had
stipulated for certain things, and as French
Canada was an important party to the
scheme of confederation, it was essential
for success that French C‘lnﬂd'l should be
satisfiecd.  The British North America Act,
like most great measures, was the result of

compromise—of give and take. The basis
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sanction, that Hon. -

of representation was one of the matters
upon which Quebec was insistent and
strong. Hence Quebec was adopted as the
unit and was given 65 members in the popu-
lar branch of parliament, which number
was fixed permanently. The ratio of 65 to
the population of Quebec, as ascertained at
each decennial census-taking, was the ratio
for each of all the other provinces.

In a sense, therefore, Quebec became the
pivotal province of the Dominion. Her
representatives were fearful that Quebec, in
the development of Canada as a whole,
might be swamped, or at least overshadow-
ed, and this arrangement, it was consider-
ed, made her place secure. It is upon that
basis that readjustment has taken place
every ten years since and, if no change be
made as the result of the inter-provincial
conference about to be held, it is the basis
upon which the readjustment will be made
after 1911. As a consequence the repre-
sentation has been, and is, as follows:

1867 +vereret ettt 181,
1875 Lo 206.
1885+ onen e 21,
D ._-:1‘
1908 0ot em e 221

Quebec’s representation has been reduc-
ed from a percentage of 36 (or to be strict-
ly accurate, 35.91) to 34. On the other
hand, in the year of, and since, confec.ield-
tion, the relative positions of the provinces
have been:

1867 1875 1885 1895 1908

OQuebee  voviinniinnnnnn. 65 65 63 65 OF
Rritish  Columbia ...... .. 6 G h 10
Manitoba ..........0.... .. 4 5 7 by
New Rrunswick ........ 15 16 16 ’],4 i
Nova Scotia ....ocvvunn. 19 21 21 -(: o
ONtAFIo vvevririnninnnns g2 88 92 92
Prince FEdward Island .. .. 6 5 2 7
Northwest ‘Territory ... .. .. - 4 2
Alberta ... v, . o .o x "0
Saskatchewan  ........ .. . . 1
Yukon

................

It will be seen that the I\/Iaritime- Pro-
vinces, as a group, have since 187 lost
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eicht members. Ontario since 1895 has
lost four, and has only four more than in
1867. It does not mean, of course, that
they have lost in population, but that the
increase of population has been relatively
less than in Quebec. It was foreseen by a
few that the outcome of the basis adopted
by the Fathers of Confederation would be
likely to lead to dissatisfaction, but the point
was conceded to the Quebec representatives
at the time because, in the conceit of the
English-speaking members, it was thought
that the “progressive” Anglo-Saxon, as
compared with the “unprogressive’” French-
Canadian, would, in the very nature of
things, always have the advantage of num-
bers. In a sense, the Anglo-Saxon has
maintained the ascendancy, and is always
likely to maintain it; but he has shifted the
base of his operations from the east to the
west, and while the west is bounding for-
ward and rapidly increasing its representa-
tion, the east is actually retrograding in the
latter respect. ‘The condition is creating—
has created—a new problem in Canadian
politics.

The English-speaking Fathers of Con-
federation overlooked two things: first,
that the French-Canadians, in a greater
degree than their French forbears, are a pe-
culiarly proiific people ; second, that they are
a stay-at-home people. A good many, it is
true, went to the eastern states and to the
lumber woods of Michigan and Wiscon-
sin, but a good many have since come back
as the result of a strong repatriation move-
ment, of which the return of Dr. Drum-
mond’s “Jean Baptist Trudeau” is a good
political illustration. The French-Cana-
dians in Quebec, by a large natural increase
of population and compactness of habita-

tion, remain a factor and acquire, by the.

sf)“d""it)’ of their vote, an influence in pub-
lic affairs greater than is exercised by any
other province of mixed nationality. Were
they to scatter over Canada, as the English
and other nationalities do, that influence
would be dissipated and lost. WWe cannot
ﬁ“d fault with them for their traditional
policy of and fondness for social compact-
ness, but we should not overlook it. It is
4 problem, and one the gravity of which in
a British Dominion has been emphasized by

the recent Drummond-Arthabaska election.

Contest,
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Th(; frugality, industry, contentedness
apd simple pleasures of the French-Cana-
duu} people, as a class, are virtues which
Fllelr Anglo-Saxon fellows do not possess
In anything like the same measure.

One is reminded by them of the lines
of Goldsmith’s “Traveller,” in which he
describes the Swiss and the French peasants’

chaya'cteristics, both of which the habitant
exhibits—

Each wish contracting fits him to the soil ;

Cheerful at morn he wakes from short
repose,

Breathes the keen air and carols as he
goes,

At night returning, every labor sped.

He sits him down a monarch of a shed,

Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round
surveys

His children’s looks, that brighten at the
blaze,

While his loved partner, boastful of her
hoard,

Displays her cleanly platter on the board.

So blest a life these thoughtless realms
display.

Thus 1dly busy rolls their world away.

Theirs are those arts that mind to mind
endear,

For honor forms the social temper here.

They please, are pleased; they give to get
esteem,

Till teeming blest, they grow to what
they seem.

But these very virtues constitute a dan-
ger to the political future of the country,
more particularly to that of the l renci-
Canadians themselves.  Their social life
and mental and moral attitudes narrow the
horizon of their vision, which sclf-centres
itself on Quebee and, what is the very cs-
sence of Quebec’s institutions—t‘h'c parish.
I speak not now of Quebec's political ](:‘:l(l-
ers, the public men wh.o, though of wider
range, reflect in their aims and outlook the
sympathies and attitudes of the people they
lcaI(lfow the people of the Maritime Pro-
vinces, realizing the effect of the Quebec
unit as it has worked out, want a change
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in the basis of representation, so that their
delegation in the House of Commons, and
incidentally, in the Senate, may not be still
further reduced in numbers. They claim
as a matter of inherent constitutional right
that a representation once given should not
be taken away. Some such question arose
in England when pocket boroughs were
threatened and, if I mistake not, it is dis-
cussed in Todd’s work on Parliamentary
Government in Great Britain. The con-
tention may or may not be tenable, accord-
ing to the circumstances. We could imagine
a province so depopulated as to be greatly
over-represented even by its present delega-
tion of federal members. On the other
hand, by a continuous and large increase
in the population of Quebec, the Maritime
Provinces, without any decrease in popu-
tion, may be reduced to a very few mem-
bers. At the present rate Prince Edward
Island, for instance, within three decades
will have only one member. Between 1891
and 1901 Quebec increased nearly 20 per
cent., and according to present estimates
that percentage will be increased during
the present decade. The unit will have
been raised from 25,400 to 34,600 per
member.

According to the article in The Colonist
to which reference was first made, Sir
Wilfrid Laurier has suggested that the
Maritime Provinces, as a group, should be
made the unit of representation instead of
Quebec; but the objection has been taken
that the consecquent increase in the total
number of members in the House of Com-
mons would render that body too unwieldy.
Without knowing the exact nature of the
last proposition one cannot very well say
whether it is intended to take the repre-
sentation as it was at first, or as it is at
present.  If the former, it would increase
the representation in the House of Com-
mons to 291; if the latter, to 256. The
latter might not be considered too formid-
able.  The former certainly would. But
that is as you like it. We shall see how
it works out, accepting 35, the present re-
presentation of the Maritime Provinces and
the representation as at first, as a basis.
First, however, the following table may re-
quire a little explanation to make the
matter perfectly clear. The unit of repre-
sentation for the other provinces at present
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is obtained by dividing the population of
Quebec by 65, and then dividing the popu-
lation of each of the other provinces by the
quotient. In the same way, if we adopt
the present representation of the Maritime
Provinces, which is 35, we should have to
divide their estimated population in 1911
(1,100,000) by 35 to get the unit for all
the other provinces, which would be ap-
proximately 31,430. Dividing the popula-
tion of each province by 31,430 we get the
number of members it would be entitled to.
By the same process we get the number of
members (if 43, the representation of the
Maritime Provinces at 1875, after Prince
Edward Island entered confederation, be
taken as a unit) that would govern. I
have given the results of these under the
headings “New Basis Now” and “New
Basis as at 1875 respectively. Or you can
get still another result by taking the repre-
sentation of Nova Scotia and New Bruns-
wick (31) in 1867 and adding it to the
six members given to Prince Edward Is-
land later on, making 37. If a change
of basis were decided upon that would be
a matter of detail. I have grouped the
population and representation for the Mid-
dle West provinces and the Maritime Pro-
vinces in the last four columns.

N W el o -
o] w — ~

New
as in
1875
100
291

o0
<

11
5
1

88

N
o~

New
Pres. Basis
Basis. as now.
65
3
10
32
1
80
229 256

Est.
350,000
50,000
2,750,000
8,000,000

Pop

1911
2,250,000
1,500,000
1,100,000

Pop.
1901
1,648,398
186,159
255,211
178,657
103,259
459,574
321,120
25,000
25,000
2,182,947
5,371,315

Pres.

Repn.
65
7
10
10
7
4
18
13
1
86
21

H. - -
O e
Mo 2z NP
I have placed the figures of Yukon and
the unorganized territory at 50,000 to make

Manitoba....
ukon ......
norg. Ter...

Ontario

Canada

Qucbec
Alberta
Sask......
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relative representation than the East, be-
cause it 1s a larger consumer per capita of
revenue-paying products. That will, of
course, slowly adjust itself, and, automatic-
ally, so would the representation.

We might, in fact, establish a series of
correlations based on population, produc-
tion, contribution, area, etc., etc., adopting
a basis drawn from an average of all of
them. What I wish particularly to em-
phasise is that while theoretically correct,
representation by population alone in a
Dominion with provinces so varied in con-
ditions, extent, resources and social habits
of the people, is not, in practice, just or eco-
nomically sound throughout. I have no
doubt, however, that it will continue for
some time, at least, to be the basis.

Provincial jealousies and sectionalism are
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still strong enough to prevent an arrange-
ment that might be suggested by a com-
mission of experts; but let us hope that
some day Canada will rise above considera-
tions that now would prevent one province,
by reason of a logical and fair arrangement,
from inevitably going before another. There
will arrive a time, I hope, when the greater
glory of being Canadian will obscure the
folly of grief on account of belonging to
one of its lesser parts, and when we shall,
as Canadians, be broadened in imagination
and sentiment by the sweep of our fertile
plains, exalted by the height and range of
our mountains, and be inspired by the vast-
ness of the seas stretching away from our
either shores, when our greater destiny
lies in the sister possessions of an Empire
in common.

Va ncouver
By Jol'xn Davidson

Here 1s a city of merchants, washed by the long-roaded seas,
And the ploughshare bows of seafare lie black along her quays,
Or ever the worldwrights had finished modelling the warm, wet clay,

Shaping.and s.mithing of this good earth that was not made in a day,
Sculpturing with fire and thunder, this our hemisphere,

A god with mind of wonder planned a city here.




For His Brother”s Salce

By J H Grant

ETE LAWTER'S
brown hands rested
listlessly upon his
leather chaps, and
his head drooped un-

til his clean-shaven

chin was half-hidden

in the bosom of his
faded shirt. His horse, left to its own
free will, seemed to pursue an aimless
course upon the broad prairie, that rolled
itself from view in monotonous undula-
tions. Little clouds of dust rose from the
parti-colored plain as the weary animal
stumbled over the uneven surface. A few
grasshoppers stirred amid the sparse herb-
age, and the sing-song of a cricket an-
nounced the approach of evening.

Presently a rattlesnake sounded its
loathsome warning and coiled its lithe body
on a bare sand spot directly ahead. The
horse shambled a few steps to the side
and a revolver leaped, like magic, from
its leathern socket. Then the deadly aim
that had made Pete Lawter famous in all
the Foothill country clipped the head from
the rfzptile, as a schoolboy lops a sunflower.
A“Shght grin parted the horseman’s lips.

You played your little piece to the
wrong party that time, old Rattler,” he
obgerved as he gazed abstractedly at the
writhing body.

Sudc!enly a long red ray of sunlight
bored its way through the cloudy pillars
at the western horizon, and silhouetted
for 2 moment the groups of buildings that
marked the headquarters of the Bar X
cattle ranch. Pete Lawter’s eyes filled
with a sudden anxiety, and he spurred his
Jaded horse to a canter.

In front of the ranch house a half-dozen
cowboys gesticulated wildly. It was evi-

dent that they discussed something of
moment.

“Hello!” shouted Williams, the fore-
man, as Pete neared the group, “any
news?”’ |

“None,” answered Pete laconically.

“Well, I'll be darned!” exclaimed the
foreman; “there’s some sneakin’ son-of-a-
gun on this outfit helpin’ that doggoned
horse thief, and if ever I get my peepers
on him I’ll shoot him as dead as a June
bug at Christmas.”

Pete’s lips compressed to a white line
and almost unconsciously he felt for his
hip pocket. But he turned without a
word, dragged the saddle from his horse,
and left the hungry animal loose to feed.
He walked into the bunk-house, and drop-
ping upon a berth, stared long through the .
open door into the gathering darkness. He
heard the “bor-r, bor-r” of the darting
night hawk, the yapping of the kit fox,
and the distant howl of a lone coyote. Flis
dark eyes burned in the dim light of the
room, and his heart beat quickly. Matters
were nearing a climax. It was plain that
some of the men had discovered some-
thing. At anyrate, his terrible night rides,
the suspicions of his fellow-cowboys, and
the weight of his own sccret, had com-
bined to shatter his iron nerves. His hand
trembled slightly as he took his rcvolvpr
carefully, almost caressingly examined 1t,

and replaced it at his hip. )
“I¢’s too late now,” he mumbled—*too

late. ‘The rope is nearly run, and the snub
horse stands ready. [ was a fool not to
tell the truth about it when I first came.
It was my cursed pride that prcw’/,cntcd
me, and I'm sure paying the price.
Two cowboys passed the open door,

talking in low tones and casting furtive
125
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glances toward the bunk-house.  Pete
caught the words ‘“haunted house” and
“ten o’clock” and leaped from his bunk as
though electrified. He strained every
sense to catch more of the conversation,
but it was no use. The men had passed
on quickly towards the corral.

“Ten o'clock; haunted house,” repeated
Lawter dazedly; “they’re hiding it from
me. They know that I'm concerned, and
they’re on the right track. The game is
all but up, but I’ll play it now to a finish.
‘Haunted house! Ha, ha, hal’” he laughed
mirthlessly and patted his hip pocket; “it
may be haunted tonight in earnest.”

A little later forty hoofs clattered off into
the darkness and Pete stood with his arms
about the neck of his favorite horse. He
Jaid his hot cheek upon the animal’s mane
and put his lips close to its ear.

“It’s up to us, Darkey,” he said in a
hoarse whisper; “it’s up to us. Our trump
is all out but the ‘pede,’ and they hold the
‘ace.” You've never failed me yet, old boy,
but they've got the start and we’ve got to
take the long road and beat them out.”

Darkey rubbed his muzzle upon his
master’s chest and pranced about as though
he had understood and was impatient to
be off. In another moment his sinewy
form bore his master swiftly across the un-
certain prairie.

“Hist!” said Pete, suddenly; “I hear
them, old bov; this is our way.” So say-
ing, he left the trail and galloped fiercely
on a circuitous route. Down along the
lower levels he sped, where the mosquitoes
hummed and the fireflies flitted weirdly.
Away to his left he heard the piping and
curgling of the wakeful waterfowl, while
on his right was the steady pound, pound
of the cow ponies. The marsh shrubs and
erasses lashed his horse’s legs as he gasped:

“On, Darkey, on! We've got the lead
and we'll soon be there.”

Presently the haunted house loomed be-
fore him, dark and eerie. A few whiten-
ed stakes and an old bleached gate gleam-
¢d, ghost-like, in the night. The tumble-
down walls and grass-grown yard were
still as death. At the threshold Pete flung
himself from his panting horse and shoved
open the ramshackle door.

“Joe,” he called; “Joe, where are you?”

There was no answer, save the echo
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fr9m the hollow rooms. Pete seized the:
rein and half dragged his horse toward
the dark circle of poplars that rimmed a5
alkali slough. Close down by the water’s
edge, by the dim light of a lantern, sat 5
man skinning a horse—the last horse that
had been missed from the Bar X corrals,
He looked up quietly as Pete burst in upon
him.

“Hello, Petie! This will be nice for
the parlor, won’t it?” he said softly as he
held up the loose portion of the hide.
“Jennie will like it.”

The tears rushed to Pete’s eyes as he
looked into the blank face before him.

“Here, Joe,” he cried, “take my horse
and ride. Stay away till morning. You
understand me—till the sun rises and the
darkness passes away.”

For a moment the two gazed at each
other, and Pete’s heart gave a great bound
as a sane look steadied the shifting eyes of
the man before him.

It was but for an instant. Joe clam-
bered into the saddle, muttering unintel-
ligible things about the little folk of the
prairie who were wont to bear him com-
pany, and rode into the night. Pete dash-
ed into the haunted house just as the cow-
boys rode into the yard. Through a
broken window he watched them drop
their check reins and carefully feel for
their weapons. It was evident that they
liked none too well their errand. They
haltingly approached the tumble-down
house.

“This is a devilish-lookin’ place,” said
one in an awed whisper; “are ye sure them
tracks came here, Red?”

“Yes, sure,” answered Red, “and I'm
thinkin’ it’s no ghost as has had that light
in the attic for the last six months, either.”

They lighted a lantern and cautiously
entered the empty house. Pete stepped be-
fore them. A queer smile was on his face.
His eyes shone and his tall frame swayed
as the blue barrel of his gun glinted in
the dim light. He was playing his last
card. Joe, he thought, would soon be
out of reach. Then, maybe, he would ex-
plain. Not a man stirred. Either super-
stitious fear or respect for Pete’s deadly
aim had stricken them dumb. A bat flut-
tered out of the mouldy rafters, and from
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a dark cormer a rattlesnake’s warning
sounded harsh in the hollow house.

Suddenly a pistol shot without shatter-
ed the stillness, and a moment later the
familiar voice of Williams called out:

“Come here, boys; come here! I've got
the thicf, Pete Lawter, just who I've sus-
pected all along.  Found my horse dead be-
side the slough and him ridin’ round an’
round the bush, like a crazy jack rabbit.
Wouldn’t answer me when I spoke to him,
and I took him right through the cocoanut
at twenty vards. He'll steal no more horses
from the Bar X.”

The light left Pete’s eyes, and his gun
fell crashing to the floor. With a cry like a
wounded animal he sprang through the
group of dumbfounded men and sped to-
wards the spot where Williams stood con-
templating his victim.  Paralyzed as his
senses were, he wondered vaguely when, at
sight of him, the foreman reeled back,
his face ashy pale and his gun barking at
the empty air.

“I've killed you! I've killed vou!” Pete
wailed, dry-lipped, as he sank on his knees
beside the prostrate man; “but I didn’t
mean to, Joe, I didn’t mean to; I would
have died for you.”

He bound his large red handkerchief
tenderly about the wounded head and cast
one despairing glance at his dismayed fel-
lows now gathered around. One of them
handed him a hat full of water from the
Slpugh, and instantly disappeared into the
mght.  In his agony of sorrow and re-
morse, as much oblivious to the presence
of his companions as though they had been
at fifty miles distance, Pete continued to
address the unconscious man :

“Speak to me, Joe,” he said: “speak to
me. I've tried to do my best; ever since
that day in college, when this awful cloud
fell upon your reason, I have lived but for
onc thing. I brought you here for a
change, hut T was ashamed to tell the fel-
lows, Forgive me, Joe; I kept you hid-

(lcn.hcrc in this vacant house. When this
terrible mania for collecting horse hides

took vou, T didn’t try to stop you, for the
doctor told me to humor you. I have
becn l;[y_ing by money to pay for CVery
orse. . Oh, Joe, speak to your own Pete!”
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At last Joc opened his eyes—great brown
eyes, the counterpart of Pete's.

’15 that you, Pete?” he said. “1 knew
you'd come to your own Joe, yvour twin-
brother.  I've wanted vou so long. I'm
tired, Pete.” ] )
~ The lips once more were still, the eve-
lids drooped, and the lashes made dark
rainbows upon the pale checks. Pete
bathed, frantically, the pallid face, but the
long minutes passed and the prostrate form
lay before him like a marble cfhgy of him-
selt.  Darkey walked into the circle and
stood quictly by, as though to reassure
his grief-stricken master.

The sudden sound of hoofs startled the
waiting group, and the cowman who had
brought the hatful of water and instantly
disappeared into the night galloped furi-
ously into the lantern light, closely follow-
ed by the doctor from a railway survey
camp. In a moment the surgeon was
kneeling by the silent form. Deftly he
undid the handkerchief and thrust a tiny
electric bulb into the wound.  He pulled
something from the small hole, and imme-
diately began a mumbled monologue.

“Forcign substance—growth—must have
been causing mental aberration—cut away
by the bullet—Dbrain untouched so far as |
can sce—good—close shave—miracle.

“This will bring him ‘round’,” he con-
tinued, as he administered a restorative.
“Take him home now, boys; he'll be as
sound as a dollar in a week or two.”

Once more, as in the first moments of
his grief, Pete looked, half—lwwil(lcrc(‘l.
upon the cowboys standing about. On thewr
faces the look of dismay had given place
to one of unfeigned joy.

“Hurrah for the Doc.!” shouted some-
one, and a loud cheer rent the srillliu‘ss Qt
the night.  Then Williams, crumpling his
old felt hat in his hand, stepped forward
and spoke in a voice that trembled:

“For Pete Lawter, or any other chap
as would stick to a brother the way he
has, I say, “Three cheers!” ‘

As the last echo of the cowmen’s lusty
voices rolled away into silence, 1"crc L:m:-
ter mounted Darkey, and \\'.lth Joe's
wounded head resting upon his  bosom,
steered for the Bar X.
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say that in the last issue in the article

entitled “A TFruit-growing Retro-
spect,” by Mr. R. E. Gosnell, some mis-
takes in names were made for which that
gentleman is not responsible, except in so far
as a not too legible manuscript is concern-
ed. In the rush of getting the issue com-
pleted proofs were not sent to Mr. Gos-
nell, and the proof-reader was unfamiliar
with many of the numerous names which
appeared In the article in question. Under
such circumstances both the writer and the
persons whose names were thus taken In
vain, though they have a grievance against
Man-to-Man, must accept this explanation
as the only solatium which can be offered.

IHAVE been asked by the editor to

s, . "
3K sk sk

EVERTING to the scheme of Impe-
rialism hinted at in these columns in
— thelast issue—a federation of confed-
erations constituting the British Empire—
years ago, in collaboration with a friend, I
Was in a competition for a prize for the
best essay on a scheme of Imperial Federa-
tion. ‘The late Lord Salisbury either of-
fered the prize or was one of the judges,
I forget which. It was won by Mr. J. G.
Colmer, C.M.G., for some years secre-
tary of the Canadian High Commissioner
in London, Eng. Our precious contribu-
tion to the solution of the problem arrived
A day or two too late to have considera-
tion. T was conceited enough to think at
the,tlmc that it would have been a “win-
ner”; in fact, I regarded it as a distinct
clamity to the Empire and to the cause
that the mails were delayed on that occa-
Son. T shall not say what, in the light of
vears, I now think of it. Certain it is,
:}]Ouéth in a bad way, the Empire has sur-
rived,

\/ . . .
My scheme was that indicated in out-
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line in the last number of Man-to-Man,
namf:ly, a constellation of Dominions re-
volving about a common administrative
centre. It was not possible then, and it
would not be possible now, to have a Brit-
1sh Empire, so constituted, wholly uniform
in the machinery of its political parts. We
have only to look at a map of the British
possessions to rcalize that. We have sim-
ply to ponder on the problems presented
by India alone, not to speak of the numer-
ous outlying dependencies, to understand
that a system which would apply to Great
Britain, Canada, Australasia and South
Africa would not apply to these; but what-
ever difficulties may pertain to them under
the scheme proposed, they would not be
greater than they are at present. The de-
pendencies have to be ruled in a special
way now, and they would have had to be
then. It was proposed to form Great
Britain and Ireland into one confederation
—England, Ireland, Scotland and Wales—
each to have a separate legislature, and
representation, for general purposes, in a
central body, to take the place of the pre-
sent British Parliament, with a diStI‘ibl.l-
tion of powers similar to what we have in
Canada.

Australasia, including New
was to have been similarly organized.
Likewise South Africa. The latter two
have since become realities, not, I may sty
truthfully, as the result of any suggestions
of mine, but by reason of the stern logic

Zealand,

of events.
India was tentatively to be governed as

at present, but with the oppo.rtunity of be-
coming one of the self-governing confedera-
tions as time and experience in self-control
developed self-governing powers.

The British West Indies and Newfound-
129
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land, cach with a legislature of its own,
were to be joined to Canada.

The other outlying possessions were to
be governed as dependencies in conjunction
with the nearest confederations.

T'here was to be an Imperial Parliament
for the whole, dealing with Empire prob-
lems, inter-federal trade, cables, defence,
international affairs, etc.

A unit of representation, on some fair
basis, was to be decided upon, just as we
provide a unit for the different provinces
of Canada represented in the House of
Commons and Senate. The capital was to
be sclected on neutral grounds—I think
Malta was suggested—in the same way as
the little Island of Delos was for the an-
cient Grecian confederacy. The Mediter-
rancan might not, however, be a safe base
for the capital of the new Empire, and
Vancouver Island, say, might be substitut-
ed. (But for heaven's sake, don’t let Van-
couver g¢et jealous over the proposition.
It has the University.) If the worst comes
to the worst, we can appoint a commission.
1 bar the Emperor of Germany, but we
might invite Theodore Roosevelt to be a
member.,

The King would become Emperor, and
the Queen, Empress. There are worse
things than a royal head. We might, for
instance, have a president.

I believed then thoroughly in the idea.
I believe even more thoroughly in it now.
What s more, events are bringing us very
near to it.  Then it was ncbulous; now it
s concrete. Then it was a pretty dream;
now 1t s within the pale of practical poli-
tics. It s either that or a dissolution of
the Tmperial fabric and the resolution of
the Iimpire into its component parts—into
separate, independent entities, cach taking
its own way and evolving its own destiny.

ND why not a federation of federa-
tions, and that soon? Would it

. Be morve surprising than that which
s transpiring in Great Britain today ?
Would anyone have guessed that Balfour
would have suggested a referendum for the
settlement of Tariff Reform and Home
Rule, or, rather, to ascertain the feeling of
the people of Great Britain on these mo-
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mentous problems?  Who, ten years ago
would have thought of the Lords reforn.
ing themselves? And yet these great reyo-
lutions in policy are forced upon the lead-
ers by the inexorable law of political
necessity, suddenly and without warniny.
As night follows day, so sure—and as so(;n
as Great Britain clears up the clouded

- political atmosphere at home—so sure must

its relations with the rest of the Empire de-
mand the attention of its statesmen. There
are things that cannot always stand, even
though they may have stood for onc thou-
sand years. "The British mind, in the last
analysis, loves order. The present loose ag-
gregation of states and dependencies cannot
continue. The idea of preferential tariffs in-
volved in Tariff Reform must force the ques-
tion of tariffs in Canada, Australasia, India
and South Africa to the fore. There must be
some general substratum of policy to make
it workable. An Imperial conference must
be the precursor of an Imperial executive
council. Responsibility for its decisions
must rest in some central representative
legislative body. That body must repre-
sent some cognate series of units interested
in and affected thereby. Units relate to
unity. Telegraphic cables, steamship sub-
sidies and tariffs are material bonds that
only can permanently bind together parts
of the Empire constitutionally correlated in
law and sympathy. It must be that or a
treaty among independent nations. There
must be a logical basis of separation. There
must be a voice speaking for all in inter-
national matters, or each speaking with
a voice of its own. There must be onec
system of defence, or no system of defence.
An Empire cannot walk on legs of unequal
length, cach-of its own volition. Hereto-
fore we have remained united by a senti-
ment to which we could find no constitu-
tional expression in the way of good
clothes.  We have not parted because we
have hated to. We have waved one flag
because we have had no other. We are
face to face with an issue of which the
issues in Great Britain are but the pre-
cursors of the greater issues I have indi-
cated. We are bound up in the Empire
with mutual interests, closely associated in
polity and sentiment. When the heart
throbs the pulse beats in the hecad and in
every extremity.,
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HATE to leave this subject, but I
I must touch on technical education.
Members of a commission, appoint-
cd by the Dominion Government to report
on the subject, have been among us taking
cvidence, and have listened to a variety of
opinions from many points of view, the
consensus of which is favorable to the es-
tablishment of technical schools.

Up to within one hundred years ago,
and to within a time even later than that,
education, in our popular sense of the
term, was essentially a cult. It was con-
fined to members of the legal profession,
clergymen, schoolmasters, professional /it-
terateurs and a few others. In the Middle,
Ages its scope was almost wholly encom-
passed within the four walls of monasteries.

“Gentlemen”—members of the nobility,
knicht-errants and the higher muddle
classes—were not, as a rule, educated.

Many of them, indeed, could ncither read
nor write. From one hundred years ago
back to the Elizabethan days, knowledge of
and familiarity with the Classics were the
supreme tests of scholarship, and even
within those narrow limits Greek was the
possession of but the few; Hebrew of
scarcely any at all. Modern languages, if
we except French in court circles, was as
Greek to the many. Every person with
any pretension to scholarship read Latin.
M‘any could converse freely in that lan-
cuage. Hence the most learned books were
written in Latin, and hence in all the more
popular books, until a very recent date, ic
authors were much given to interlarding
their English text with Latin quotations
and Latin expressions, which every reader
was supposed to understand. Con.vcrsa-
tion in polite society, if works of fiction at
all reflect the manners of the (lay', was
much infected by the same sort of thing.
The knowledge of a few Latin or tor-
cizn phrases served to unduly im'm‘*css the
multitude with the supposed crudition and
superiority of the users. It was a trick of
the old-fashioned typical schoolma.stcr‘
whose stock-in-trade very oftcn.conmstcrd
of a smattering of knowledge which he did
not possess in any essential degree. It 1s
an expedient not wholly ncglccted’at the
present day. Such was the apprzuscmcn't
of the Classics as the substratum and super-

structure of an education that an inordin-
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ate amount of time and attention was de-
voted to their study. Nobody then scem-
ed to realize how absurd it was to spend
years in acquiring a knowledge of lan-
guages which nobody in the world spoke
and which, at the best, served as a mental
discipline and as the groundwork of a
vocabulary.  As a result, writing was pro-
fuse, diffuse and florid. There was a
high sound to it which we now call “high-
falutin,” often pompous and bombastic.

The best evidence we can have that
Shakespeare wrote the works attributed to
him—though it is not beyond the limits of
probability that Manners collaborated with
him—is that he was an “uncducated” man.
While he was a “roystering fellow,” he was
also a shrewd business man, in other
words, practical, and was thus able to
climinate from contemporary literature the
dross of verbiage, and by his native genius
transmute—some have called it plagiarism
—the materials he found there into the gold
he bequeathed to us in his incomparable
writings,  Bacon could not have written
Shakespeare, for reasons the very opposite.
He was aftlicted by the pedantic rhetoric
of his age.

Outside of Classics there were mathe-
matics, logic and science.  Mathematics was
an inheritance, the same as handed down,
but, except as it was useful in accounts,
navigation, mensuration and astronomy, it,
too, was largely  disciplinary in its use.
Scholars loved mental puzzles and bran
twisters, and mathematics admirably serv-
ed the purpose.  In a long era of relitious
disputation logic came to be regarded as
an exact science. Tt was the very basis of
theology and of its sisters, metaphysics and
law.  There were certain rules, of purely
human invention, which became estabhished
as canons. according to which all disputa-
tion of whatever nature was adjndged. We
remember how Bacon, the  first of  the
apostles of the  New lz(‘:ll'lli“?\'" "ﬂ“}"l
azainst the Aristotelean tenets which for
over a thousand vears shackled  the de-
velopment of original thought and  new
ideas, and held in bondage the best minds
of so many ages, not to speak of that par-
ticular age.  Science was altogether empiric
in its methods, and no more lfk(- .thc science
of today than an acroplanc is like a bird.
Evcrytliin;z was based on authority, and
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the supreme test of all knowledge or learn-
ing was its harmony with religious creeds.
The political system of the Puritans in
America was purely a theocracy based liter-
ally on the Mosaic laws of the Pentateuch,
illustrating  the slavery of really great
minds to archaic forms, because, and for
no other reason than that, they were
Biblical.

So, as in modern times the few only were
learned and the great mass was unlearn-
cd, the former acquired an influence and
a superiority over, and in, the minds of
the latter out of all proportion to real
merits. So law, theology, literature and so
on came down to us with a tremendous
traditional respect and dignity. So a title,
whether the badge of nobility or of erudi-
tion, was a mark of cxtraordinary distinc-
tion. Thus it is that so much that is dross
in our educational systems today passes for
genuine precious metal.  We still ap-
praise the actual value, intellectually from
a utilitarian point of view, of a purely
academical training far too highly. Be-
cause a great many great men have been
highly “educated” and because in the past
“education” was practically the only ladder
to distinction, we long ago arrived at the
general, indisputable conclusion that in
“education” itself is the greatest of all
acquisitions. We forget that education,
truly comprehended, is not a college cur-
riculum, but a process of experience and
incidental development of certain faculties.
A great man only becomes great by think-
ing, by reasoning along a definite line from
innumerable mental impressions. No other
man can attain to his status by simply ac-
cepting his conclusions.
by, but he must go through the process for
himself. That is how all men become great
artists, mechanics, engineers, lawyers,
statesmen, bankers and railway magnates.
There is no other greatness. Genius has
been defined as the infinite capacity for
taking pains. It is, of course, more than,
but it is mainly, that. It is pains added
to capacity, and for capacity we have to
thank paternity.

The great weakness of our educational
system i1s that we strive to impart the re-
sults of other people’s brains and work
without our pupils going through the pro-
cess.  We inject knowledge in hypodermic

He is aided there-.
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doses.. We have placed wrong—and in that
sense immoral—standards befc-~ the young,
Why should, for instance, a kiowledge of
the roots of our language be adjudged of
more value than that of the best way to
raise pigs for market, or the finding out of
these be more educational in their effect or
more intellectual in the process of acquir-
ing? Both require the exercise of brajns.
‘The gardener who creates a landscape is
as great as the man who paints it. Both
are artists. Our educational system by its
false valuations has degraded in public es-
timation the intellectual rank of services
that are useful, and unduly elevated many
that are mere accomplishments. Hence
the dearth of workers and producers and
swarms of “educated” college and school-
bred persons who must live by their wits
or learn to work and produce, in the pro-
cess of which they are more handicapped
than helped by their previous training,
The best life a man or woman can live
—and that is the ideal to which all train-
ing should aim—is at once utilitarian and
artistic in all its aspects. Hence technical
training, which is only another word for a
a good, practical education, is more import-
ant than a purely academical training, be-
cause it supplies all the requirements of life
—to earn a livelihood and enjoy living.
The man who thinks that the first con-
sideration of life is not the means of liv-
ing is a fool. The man who thinks we
should not enjoy life according to our best
instincts of enjoyment is also—well, he may
be an anchorite and enjoy himself that way.
It must not be understood, however, that
all kinds of knowledge are not useful. A
man who writes a book or preaches a ser-
mon or paints a picture or prepares a brief
is as much a mechanic or an artizan as the

man who makes a set of furniture or builds

a house or constructs an engine. So far as
his work serves a purpose for which he 1s
paid, his occupation is technical and re-
quires special training. He must live by
what he does. In a very important sensc
a man is very much worse off for an
academical or a college training, if it be not
in line with his own aptitudes or what by
circumstances in life he is compelled to do.
He is unfitted for his lifework, or if you
prefer it, has not been fitted for it, thel'cb;\’-
Our school system is defective because 10
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its purpose it is not definite and leads to
nowhere. It purports to teach many
things, but does nothing well.

Another weak point in our system is the
lack of individual training. We are edu-
cated in the mass—in classes, forms,
grades, schools ‘(I was going to say shoals).
We cannot proceed faster than the slowest
in our class, who sets the pace. The goal
sought is uniformity, to turn our graduates
like so many cheeses from a common mould.
QOur clothes are cut and fitted for us with
the precision of a military tailor from one
model. This is inevitable. No teacher
can direct the individual intuitions in a
class of half a hundred. One of the recog-
nized authorities in education in this Pro-
vince admitted to me the other day that
private schools, if we could assure a stan-
dard of efficiency in the teachers, are pre-
ferable to public schools. Influence and
environment are also large factors in an
ideal education; but I shall not discuss that
phase of the question. Neither am I dis-
cussing details, but principles. The point
is that technical schools, properly conduct-
ed, are bound to supply a great want—I
should say great wants—and remedy great
defects in our present system in giving a
more definite bent to educational efforts
and stimulating individual tendencies and

talents.
\/ strange mixture of ideas municipally
expressed. It has been fighting over
its waterworks system for years. All
are agreed that the present system is
inzdequate in the way of supply for domes-
tic purposes and for fire protection. Who
will say that the water itself is the most
palatable that could be desired? In sum-
mer months, when the supply is lowest,
the water not only tastes but smells
swampy. It is not contended that in any
respect the Elk Lake system can be materi-
ally improved upon. Hence another anfl
better and a more adequate supply is
urgently needed. That was the conclusion
reached six or seven years ago, bgfqre the
city attained to the present rapidity of
growth. Two other sources were open to
the people: Goldstream -(already developed

ICTORIA, as a community, is a
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as a water and power “proposition”) and
Sooke Lake. Strong opposition to the for-
mer originated long ago, partly through the
scliish policy of the Esquimalt Waterworks
Co.—some called it greed—and partly
through the traditional hostility to Gold-
stream itself. Several attempts to purchase
the system failed. The suspicion of “graft”
somewhere, the prejudice against “vested
interests,” and the increased burden of taxa-
tion—all operated against the scheme. Fin-
ally, as there was no provision for secur-
ing the system by arbitration and the prob-
lem of water became a pressing one, special
legislation was passed that flavored not a
little of confiscation in the method proposed
to be adopted, whereby within two years
the city could take it over at a stated price.
That, to judge from sentiment expressed
at public meetings at the time, appeared to
be very popular; but when a by-law was
submitted to give it effect it was emphatic.
ally turned down. Then the city authori-
ties turned their eyes to Sooke Lake, and
a by-law was submitted to the ratepay-
ers with that end in view. That was also
defeated. Talk of a “public mind!’ Can
anybody judge of what it is in Victoria, at
least on the subject of water? Latterly, as
the problem pressed harder, owing to the
increased demand, another cffort was made
before the time limit expired. In the mean-
time the Esquimalt Waterworks Co. built
a pipe-line from Goldstrcam to the city,
and, of course, the price was more, but not
exorbitant, as the city today could not de
novo develop the same system for the same
cost. Lverything looked favorable this
time, and the arguments for purchase were
unanswerable.  The by-law was defeated
by a large majority. Never could a r.:ity
have thrown away so great an opportumty,
looking to the future. The city had Llk
Lake as a tributary system. Goldstream,
besides being ample to supply Victoria with
pure water for many ycars to conic, has a
fixed revenue from power supplied by the
B. C. Electric Railway under contract for
a long period. It had also Sooke Lake in
reserve. For a hundred years or more it
would not outgrow thesc sources of sup-
ply. In addition to that, however, there
are Oak Bay municipality -(in reality a

part of Victoria itself) and the entire

Saanich peninsula as customers to be sup-
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plied; the Saanich peninsula, which is
bound to become a populous suburb of Vic-
toria, will require water, not only for
household purposes, but for irrigation, of
which it is badly in need at certain seasons.
Victoria objected very strenuously to these
municipalities going to the Esquimalt
Waterworks Company to buy water direct,
and succeeded, subject to taking over Gold-
stream. Now Victoria loses all these ad-
vantages of good water—of an ample sup-
ply, of the contract with the electric rail-
way, and the profit on water to be sup-
plied to the outlying municipalities. She
had every card in her own hand. Now
she has to go to Sooke Lake at a greater
cost than the Goldstream system would
have involved, and Sooke Lake is not a
power proposition. Already Oak Bay has
entered into a contract with the Goldstream
people for a water supply. But added to
evervthing else is the fact that Victoria
West, being supplied by the Esquimalt
Waterworks Co., cannot be taxed for the
cost of the Sooke scheme, and it is a diffi-
cult matter to segregate Victoria West
from the rest of the city. This dire result
taken as a whole is mainly due to the influ-
ence and exertions of Mayor Morley, who
is strong on moral reform, but weak and
perverse on all matters of policy relating
tonthe material interests of the city.

Vie-

Man-to-Man Magazine

toria the Beautiful, VVlth residential and
sight-seeing advantages greater than those
of any other city on the Pacific coast, is
certainly to be commiserated on its long era
of civic mismanagement and lack of muni-
cipal foresight. Is popular government a
success in such circumstances? I have al-
ways held that a municipality is more in
the nature of a joint-stock company, its in-
terests being largely material. We are, of
course, keenly interested in the moral wel-
fare. of the civic community as well, and no
one will argue that either the saloon or the
social evil are assets to any city; but it is
as illogical to vote for or against a scheme
of waterworks, at the suggestion of a
mayor because he is on the side of temper-
ance and moral reform and labor, as it
would be to vote for a man because he had
only one sound eye instead of two. I pro-
pose to deal at another time with the ques-
tion of temperance in this Province, and
also with civic moral reform, and shall say
no more at present. We can conceive,
however, of no greater misfortune that
could have befallen Victoria at the present
time than the defeat of the Goldstream
waterworks by-law. To complete the
comedy of errors that has heen commenced
the people should vote down the Sooke
Lake scheme. That would be thc logical
outcome of Morleyism.




A River Story

B 0 Poﬂough Pog‘ue

From the Vancouver ‘ Province”

This is the song that Le Bossu madc as he lay alone in his bhunk—

When the timid shadows came out to play as the camboose fire sunk.
This is the song that Le¢ Bossu built, for he was the camp songsmith,
Flunky he was on the office books, but at heart he was MHomer's kith.

Men roughed out large in broad free lines unsmoothed and left {hat way,
The shanty gang they smoked their pipes at the close of a winter's day.
Red the light from the camboose ran, and chased the shadows away
When Xavier came from the cookery, his choring done for the day.

Chore boy he was on the company’s books, but a poet under his skin;
Lick-pot in Cassidy’s depot camps, but at heart he was Homer's kin.

“Bull-cook! Bull-cook!” roared Michigan Jack at the camboose side that night,
“Give us th’ song yc promised us, of Larry IFrost's last fight!
“By the devil’s horns, if yc refuse, ye crook-backed son o’ sin,
“T’ll nail yer cars t’ yer bunkhead an’ ross ye from toe ' chin!”

Sudden and dcep-toned voices hushed; silent fell every man,
Only the fire’s small noises were heard as Le Bossu began:
“Come all ye gal-lant shanty-men! Ull sing for you a song!
“Now, lis-sen well, my bul-lic boys, 1 will not ke-cp you long!
“Where the band-saws sing chromatic songs in the mills by the Gatineau,
“Where in the soft blue summer dark the tall black burners glow

“And where they make the big sawlog in the woods of Shoepackland,

“Where by the wide icc-made draw-roads the huge pine skid-ways stand:

“Where the drivers drink in the smoky bar with the ‘cork’ clawed pineboard foor,
“Irom the Muskoka to the Montreal, from Sagenay to the "Shore’:
“And where the ‘P. T rides the ‘pig’ as the ‘roader’ pulls the ‘turn’
“And the ‘forc-and-after’ smokes where “tis dry and hot cnough to burn.
“From the Squamish camps to the Yukon pale in the Dleach of the Norvthern Light,
“The strong-backed loggers tell the tale of Larry Frost's Tast nght,

(o}

“In the drivers’ camp on the river bank, where the smokes ol (he smudge-fires raise,
“When the moonbeams frost the sawlogs’ paths and wash the river haze,

“And th® drive cook whistles ‘Alouctte’ as he scts the next day’s bread,

“And the tired drivers light their pipes once more ere they voll 1o bed:

“And the chore-hoy dips his water pails at the cdge of the sloping :’hurv,

“And he hears the call of the whip-poor-will and the distant rapid’s roar.
“Something he sces in the smoking mist that comes in sight d s lost,

“He sces the ghost of the Big Quebeck and with him Larry IFrost:

“I'hey made the mist and they walk the togs and they talk in the clill moonheam,
“Where no logs are hut only the track of the moon on the shipping stream,

“Oh, Larry Frost the river boszed from Vit Marie to Bytown. .
“TTe licked a moonse and he roughed a bear and he chewed o pie tree ’l'."‘f”'
“His eyes werce like the cold blue stars that burn thr:»ng‘h the }\\'11:;;‘!11 ar
“Iis voice was iike the long storm rear of the smoking pot. hiudicre.

“Me was the boss of the river from Mattawn to Samte Annce:

“ITe was the boss of the river when that was a job Tor aman.

“Daily the river giants came, walking gay (o the heht. .

““Where is de boss o de river. T tink me T lick him tonight™ Howine
“Hairy, horsc-muscled. ‘cork’~booted, ‘l«'».ndml for bear, \\')113 high-wine
“When in the Repos de Voyageur the lights began to shine. et et
“And the crews came in from the shanty, and the dnve was close to the .
“‘T’'ve broke my fast,” said Larry, with n smile, l)l'll' never "ll 1]11)»'\\11.

““T spilled the pot an hour agone, but T'm hungry yet. S'”l"tl" .

“‘But ye'll need a longer arm than that if yer goin U sup with me.

IX
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“Phe late spring after the winter of the blue snow, it was

“I'hat the biggest jam on the river was the jam at 'Fhe; smoking Chats.

“Men picked at her with peavies, cach risking his life’s eclipse, o

“While the women of TFitzroy Harbor watched with prayers on their lips,
“And when the shadows deepened, shade by shade, into night,

~Gros Bras’ auberge, ‘Le Passe le Dish,” roared with carouse and fight.

“Larry Lrost was foreman and oaths roughed frce from his beard.

“Lrench and English and Musquash, the worst you cver heard;

“ il the men began to grumble: ‘She’s big man, dis Lar’ I'ros’;

“put L don’t tak’ no doggin’ lalk’ dat from any dam’ straw boss!

“Pood o th’ devil! Ul drive this river from here t' hell’'s High Skidways,
“¢'er a dacint boss, but that son-of-a-dog! I want me toime, b’jase!

“And the biggest man in the lumber woods, the giant, Le Gros Quebeck,
“Leaned on his peavie, a-roaring; ‘Dere is no yoke on my neck!

“*Y¢ may be boss on de riviere from Bytown to Ville Marie,

St 1 don’ allow no enfant de chien t’ talk lak dat to mc;

“Vou de bes’ man on de riviere from de Quinze t' de Chaudiere;

“But U'm de boss on de Gatineau and I'm de bes’ man dere!

“\ shanty oath roarcd Larry I'rost, a camboose oath roughed he:

“y¢ highbanker, if it's ight ye want, yc'll get a square mecal from me!

«(), Larry laughed in his bull-like chest and the laugh was as rough as the oath.
“Make room,” growled he; ‘get back, ye dogs,” and the crowd drew back from both.
“Ihe muscle-strength of a demi-god had the boss of the Gatineau.

“And he broke his peavic across his kuce, a-roaring ‘T break you—so?!

“The men took side for the river pride and the pride of race rose then.

“Tor it's blood to blood when the battle’s hate burns hot in the hearts of men.
“Put Larry I'rost he ha’ met his match and blow upon cliub-like blow

“Ua taken toll of his mighty strength and his shoulders are crutching low.

“The Big Quebeck he came head down with the rush of a charging moosec,

“And he gripped the boss of the Ottawa with a grip that would not loose.

“Ihe grip was the tightening clutch of a bear, and the foreman fought for breath.
“Ile had no breath to say a praver though he knew ‘twas the grip of death.

“I'he closing clench of a pair of arms that were made of rubber and steel,

“I'hey dumbed his voice as they numbed his frame; he could necither speak nor feel.
“Put his mind ran on with the bitter thoughts of a dog whose day is done;

“Ilis mind ran on in its habit-groove with thoughts that burnt to the bone.

“*No more I'll rough the Ottawa where once 1 walked so gay,

“*No more 1'll boss the river boys; the dog has had his day.

“*No more I'll break the high pine dumps on far Temiskamang,

“‘No more I'll wade the whitewater, the strongest o’ the gang;

:‘ ‘No more my big camboose T’ll sce, on the banks o’ the Kippewa,

“*No more I'll kiss La Blanche MNarie, the belle of Mattawa!

“Fhe sun went down hehind the hills and the shadows drew around,

\\ hen the Devil of the jam he laughed with a cackle of hellish sound.

“'I‘hc Devil of the jam he laughed and it was the laugh of death.

“There came a lull; the squalling Chats for a second held their breath,

“And the rviver-pigs they sprang and blared full-lung: ‘She pulls! Look out?

::l'»nl the shattering erash of the pulling jam it dumbed their warning shout.

§\ over windiall leap the deer the whitewater men took heel, )

Hl»nl' Le Gros Quebeck relaxed too late the grip of his arms of steel.

..”-(\ had no time to get away: he had only time for an oath.

When the crumbling cvest of the house-like breast came tumbling down on both.

\} hew the river smokes with the morning mists the rivermen still see
“Ihc loom of the huge Le Gros Quebeck that leans on his great peavie
“.v\\\u'nl .tlu- vestless ghost of Larry Trost that canpot go to Zlcep, '
“]:”h'cul"lhc l'fl!\l(l§\.<ll!j.,“ a devil's mass and the wild whitewaters leap.
o 1‘ '1 \.1} they died in deadly sin unhallowed and unshriven,

wy two must walk the Ottawa as long as pine is driven.”

\l\l'\ll‘.\\ :s ‘tlla song that Le Bossu built, as he lay alonc in his bunk,
'l‘hi:‘i:tl]('\“~ln‘d shadows stole out to plny as the camboose fire sunk.
s I'u]'song.thnt Le Bossp made, for he was the camp songsmith,

s dink he was on the office books, but at heart he was Homer’s kith.
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Man - to - Man Magazine
for January

In the January Number of MAN-TO-MAN Maga-
zine the first of a series of three articles dealing thor-
oughly with the coal mines of British Columbia, from
both the picturesque and practical viewpoints, will
appear. In the third of these articles, which will be
written by Pollough Pogue, an attempt will be made
to answer a question of great economic interest to
the people of British Columbia: Why does Vancou-
ver have to pay the highest price per ton for coal
when the mine shipping points are so near?

Among other features, Man-to-Man Magazine for
January will contain:

SAVING THE FOREST, by C. H. Gibbons; an
article of great interest and benefit to the people
of British Columbia, and which will be, as Mr. Gib-
bons writes, from Victoria, “a thoroughly studied ab-
stract of the forestry commission’s most comprehen-
sive report, together with certain additional interest-
ing data which the commissioners are giving me.”
The article will be illustrated in color.

FATHER O'BOYLE AND HIS CURE FOR
HOMESICKNESS, which tells how a good priest
made an experiment in colonization. Illustrated.

A CANNERY TOWN IN WINTER, by Pollough
Pogue, describes Steveston, the picturesque town on
the Fraser River, where the great salmon canneries
stand silent and idle during the winter months, and
the brown-tinted Japanese fishermen build new
boats and repair old ones.

PROGRESS AND OUTLOOK, 1910-1911, by
Garnett Weston.

CURRENT COMMENT, by Observer.
Five stories.

Four departments.
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Announcement

Beginning with the January Number there will be an improve-
ment in the Man-to-Man Magazine.

It will reproduce more of the color of British Columbia, “the
last home of romance in Canada, where local color makes its final
stand.”

It will be given the character of an outdoors magazine by a
section which will be headed, OUTDOOR BRITISH COLUM-
BIA. British Columbia has the greatest gameland left in an almost
game-stripped world.

Other departments will add to the magazine's physique. Re-
views in capsule form of Canadian books only will appear each
month. There will be a department for women. In the fiction
sections stories limited in length to 2,500 words, reproducing local
color, will be featured.

There will be a large department which will cover motoring
and motor-boating in British Columbia. It will be conducted by
Garnett Weston.

Pollough Pogue will write for Man-to-Man Magazine a series
of descriptive stories full of facts, human interest and color, cover-
ing the whole of British Columbia and the Yukon. These articles,
which will be splendidly illustrated, will be both entertaining and
instructive. This is by far the most important series of articles
ever undertaken by any magazine or newspaper in the West.

191

Gentlemen :-- |
Please send MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE for 12 months hegin-

ning with the January issue to the following address

Enclosed find $150 tor the above subscription.
In Canada and all parts of Great Britain $150; add 50c. postage

for all other countries.
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To Writers

The MAN-TO-MAN Magazine gets enough
manuscripts from British Columbia writers to show
that they are very active. The magazine would like
more contributions of this kind and will pay
reasonable rates for short fiction and descriptive
articles. The magazine’s standards will be higher,
and the process of selection will be more
careful. In future care will be taken with manu-
scripts and photographs, and there will be no delay
in reading and returning MSS. not suitable or avail-
able. Stories of under 2,500 words, reproducing the
color and life of British Columbia and the Yukon will
be given preference. There is a great deal of
picturesque color and good material in British Colum-
bia and in the North, more than in any other part of
Canada. The magazine invites fiction in which an
attempt is made to dramatize the many-shaded life
which is so familiar in this province. There are in
British Columbia writers who can ‘handle the rough
stuff of humanity which gives this province of mighty
physique its strong romantic character. The Man-
to-Man Magazine asks them to send in stories of
this kind. When photographs are sent with descrip-

tive articles they should be mailed flat, if possible, be-
tween millboard.
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A BIG BARGAIN

Man-to-Man Magazine - $1.50

The Weekly Province - - 100
$2 50

Both Publications for - - $1.75

Both Man-to-Man Magazine and the
Weeky Province to any part of Canada or
Great Britain for one year at $1.75.

This splendid opportunity to get two pub-
lications at such a great reduction should not
he overlooked, as only a limited number will
he taken at this price.

MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE

633 GRANVILLE STREET

Vancouver, B.Cycvovvcccccc . 191

Gentlemen :--
Please find enclosed $1.75 for which please send me a pearly

subscription to MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE and THE WEEKLY
PROVINCE.

Name___ . e
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China's First Reaﬂy Chinese
Railroad

By Arthur E. Burrage

From ‘‘Popular Mechanics’’ Magazine

HE greater railroad projects of
China, both by reason of their
supreme importance to the com-
mercial development of the Empire and
because of the expanded field for financial
operations, have so completely engrossed
the attention of foreigners that the smaller
enterprises have been correspondingly neg-
lected.  Among these lesser railways is the
Amoy-Changchaufu line. This is one of the
first of the thirteen railways now being
constructed in China on the basis of
“everything Chinese.” The engineers are
Chinese, though foreign trained, the capi-
tal Chinese, the entire management Chin-
ese, and, so far as possible, the construc-
tion materials and rolling-stock Chinese.
The scheme was first projected in 1906
and took definite form in 1908, when a
group of local capitalists secured a char-
ter  from the  Yuch’uanpu, Ministry
of Posts and Communications, in Peking,
and became formally organized under the
name of the Fuhkien Railway Company.
The capital stock of the company is
3,000,000, divided into 600,000 shares
of $5.00 cach. The local gentry have sub-
scribed for a large portion of the stock,
any and all being permitted to purchase.
The Imperial Government has also pur-
chased a large block. Payments were to
be made on the basis of 20 per cent. the
first year and 40 per cent. the second and
third years. In order to insure the un-
interrupted construction of the road, in
addition to paying on its stock, the Chinese
Government agreed to loan the company,
through the Kao Tung Bank, a govern-

ment institution, such money as became
necessary before the entire capital stock
had become paid in, the company agree-
ing not to negotiate any foreign loan.

The surveyors ran their lines in 1907,
actual construction beginning in the fol-
lowing year. Amoy being located on the
Island of Amoy, it was necessary to locate
the terminus on the adjacent mainland, the
two to be connected by a ferry when the
road is put in operation.  Starting at
Sungsu, the road runs along the north
bank of the Hailing (Sea Dragon) River
to Changchaufu, a city of half a million
people, situated on the west branch of the
Hailing, 100 1i* from the coast. The pre-
sent plans include an extension of 800 li,
running southward to Chaochowfu, in
the province of Kwangtung, where it will
connect with the railroad from Swatow
and be one link in the future coast line to
stretch from Kowloon or Canton to
Shanghai, It is also anticipated that the
road will be extended farther into the in-
terior of the province of Fuhkien, connect-
ing with the Swatow railroad at or near
the place where that road joins the Can-
ton-Hankow railroad.

The rolling-stock consists of two loco-
motives, one German and one American,
and eight flat cars bearing the nameplate
of a Pennsylvania car works. There are
trucks and platforms for others in the
vard awaiting assembling, but the passen-
ger cars have not yet arrived. The trucks
for these have been made in America, but
the entire superstructure will be the work
of the Chinese, using foreign designs.

AN equals 654 yards.
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The Sea-G ate

By Polloug‘h pog’ue

From the Vancouver ‘‘Provitce "’

ITH the insignia of romance grin of the sun or the cool blaze of North-
‘/‘/ upon them, for those who ern stars, come nosing through Vancou-

.have. eyes to see, rich with ver’s Narrows ships that lately saw the
Enerchan(.ilse, VVItl:l rocking engines rhym- Southern Cross with its scarlet light in
ing their clanging ballads, the black [Continued on Page 1144]

ships pass from door to door, slid-
ing over the sea’s hills and rugged valleys.
The great south door is Sidney; where
t:m Slll}l (;.]omes up like a smoky lantern

through the broily Chinese mist there are F L d
many gates of trade, pagoda-charactered arm an S
cities by the sea. San Francisco is a west-

ern portal for the ships that follow the and Acreage

knot-measured sea-trails inkmarked on the
skippers’ charts. Seattle and Los Angeles S . »
and San Diego are posterns. Vancouver peCIahStS
is the northern gate.

Swinging on their heels from the blue-
shored Straits into English Bay, in the

@, \We have the most complete list of
desirable propertics throughout the
District, and can quote you the choic-

est buys in improved or unimproved
land and alwavs @ ltlle below sur-

We DO EXpert rounding values.  Send for our books
. . on LULU ISLAND, POINT GREY
Picture Framing :

and the “HOMESEEKER."

F.N.TRITES & CO.

659 Granville St., Vancouver, B.C.
. 6689 PHONES 6690
Vancouver Book Co.
. REFERENCES
932 GranV]lle Stl'eet Royal Bank of Canndu Bank of Nova Scotin

Toronto College of Music

(LIMITED)

In  affiliation with the  University of
Toronto. Dr. I, 1. Torrington, Mus. Dir.
Western  Examinations  June and July.
For application forms address Seerctary

12 and 14 Pembroke St., Toronto, Ont.

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine 1143
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The Sea - Gate

{Continued from Page 1143]

skies bloomy with tropic velvet; argosies
of all sea-faring kind whose portly sails
and trampling engines have recently
brought them round the curve of the globe;
the creamy-hulled Empresses from the
orange-tawny Itast; grimy tramps, sea-
romany whose house-flags show all the her-
aldry of commerce on every sea; white-
awninged Australian liners like patrician
dames; fish-smelling steam trawlers from
the halibut banks; ships from the rainy,
misty Northern coasts, where the salmon
canneries slouch at the mouths of snow-cold
rivers and grotesque totem-poles with
quaint symbolism stand on the sea-pound-
ed beaches; sailing ships from Europe;
Cape Horners; traders from Mexico and
South America; coast-wise vessels from
California come and go—a pageant of the
sea.

“Like signiors and rich burghers on the
flood” come the merchantmen each with a
wet Aineid to tell and no tongue to tell
it. Odorous as an Eastern tale are the
many cargoes tweaked from the dark holds
by the busy winches—spices and silks, the
merchandise of romance, the pleasant-
smelling produce of the Indies, and of the
ripe and florid islands of the sea.

Hatches yawning wide, and empty holds
hungry for cargo swallow the train-loads
which wait in Vancouver’s railway yards—
the wheat of the western provinces, the
lumber sawn in Vancouver sawmills, the
packed salmon from the canneries, the hali-
but and the thousands of tons of freight
gathered by the cager railways from ail
Canada.

The cities of men are human books with
strects for pages.  Some are musty, un-
featured volumes, narrow moulds into
which circumstances have poured humanity.
Some are shelved in unvisited corners of
the carth, and smell of decay. Some are
sober, like breviaries. Some are gay, with
cap and bells upon the covers, like books
of humor. Some are rich in illustrations.
Vancouver is quaint with pictures.

Most cities sit among green fields and
pleasant orchards. Some lie in the benign
sun amidst a landscape of little hills and

(Concluded on Page 1146)
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John J. Banfield

Real Estate
Insurance, Investments

Money to Loan

607 Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C.

Established in 1891

C. D. RAND

BROKER

Member of the Vancouver Stock Exchange

450 Granville St., Vancouver, B.C,

Branch Office :
Second Ave., Prince Rupert, B. C.

Vancouver and Prince Rupert Real Estate
Mortgages, Insurance and Stocks

Brown Brothers Co., Limited

Florists

Fruit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and Flowering Plants
Write for 1910 Catalogue—it's free

59 Hastings Street East, Vancouver, B. C.

Coal Harbor Engine Works

ARMSTRONG & FULTON

Marine and Stationary Engineers
Gridiron and Marine Ways
Gasoline Engines Installed and Repaired
Hulls Repaired and Repainted

1773 Georgia Street - - Vancouver, B.C.

Xmas Turkeys Free

Q. Took over Honig’s Stock and Prices of
Xmas Cards, Fancy Goods, etc.,and save
enough for a juicy fowl for each member of
the family.

HONIG STATIONERY CO.
133 HASTINGS STREET EAST

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine



L.LEADING CITIES AND TOWNS

of BRITISH COLUMBIA and the NORTHWEST
The Opportunities They Offer and The Industries They Desire

Com;.)lete information regarding these places and their special advantages for certain in-
dustries are on file at .the Bureau of Opportunity, conducted by the Man-to-Man Magazine,
or may be obtained by writing direct to the secretary of the local organization

Figures Tell the Story of

Vancouver, British Columbia

The B. C. E. Railway Company pays to the City certain percentages of the re-
ceipts on its tram lines. The growth of Vancouver is indicated by the amount of these

payments:

1901-S ... $20,626.69 Average per month.___$ 343.77
1906 - oo 10,163.38 ‘« ‘“ . 84694
1907 oo 16,366.96 “ “ .. 1,363.90
1908 - oo 23,182.43 “ ‘o . 1,931.86
1909 __ ... 33,694.80 ‘ ‘ . 2,807.90
1910 (10 months).___ 36,649.70 ¢ ‘ e 3,604.97
Bank Clearings—
SEPT. OCT. NOV.
1910 __.__.__. $40,428,521 $40,115,870 $43,041,230
1909 ... 28,035,00) 30,918,956 32,572,215
1908 ... 16,991,346 17,502,569 16,626, 681
Land Registry—
SEPT. OCT. NOV.
1910 .. $17,233.87 $17,725.30 $23,039.56
1909 . 14.266.10 14,046.95 16,386.80
Customs—
Duty Other Revenue ) Total
November, 1910._....- $439,825.00 955,173 $493,000.00
1909 - 297,692.13 22,311 320.003,13
Building Permits—
1909 1910
______ $2,836,165 $5,722,940
I‘1rst g months _________ "3 493,183 (, 883,800
g DT 1,042,292 7,425,410
wogow T 4,883,430 §: 270,643
S 5,647,960 9,011,360
T L 6,135,573 10,298,333
o 6,743,764 12,196,240
. __..%7,258,565
12 months, 109~ 1Tz ee 2
<4,937,675
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The Sea - Gate

(Concluded from Page 1144]

comfortable mellow farm lands. Heaven
has set Vancouver’s stage with the scenery
of romance and the topography of utility
as for no ordinary drama of city building,
but for a giant’s increase. Here the fea-
tures of Nature function with wonderful
harmony to aid in the growth of a colossus
among cities, while the mountains, sea and
woodland make every prospect beautiful.
Gathering population from the earth’s
four corners, Vancouver is the most pic-
turesque of Canadian cities. Here the east
and the west, the north and the south, and
tall ships from all the coasts of the world,
brighten the streets and wharves with color
that only rhymes and tales have made
familiar to the stay-at-home Canadians of
the castern provinces. Here in this sink of
races you may meet, in their story-book
garments, the Yukon miner of Robert Ser-
vice’s ballads, the salmon cannery man and
the Alaskan adventurer of Rex Beach’s
tales, the totem pole village Indian of Jack

London’s stories, the Hindi hillman of
Rudyard Kipling’s tabloid romances, Lin-
coln Colcord’s Chinese sailor, Louis Ste-
venson’s Kanaka, G. B. Lancaster’s Aus-
tralian, Hearn’s Japanese, Gordon’s pros-
pector and logger, the quarter dwelling
Cantonese of Wallace Irwin’s rhymes, the
English derelict, the French-Canadian
lumber-jack from the Gatineau, dorymen
from the halibut steamers, seafaring men
of all the nations with their mouths full
of strange oaths and their minds soaked
with all the salt sea’s weird superstitions.

In the rotation of traffic round the world
the wharves of Vancouver are the northern
gates through which the East enters the
West, and in the pour of the human stream
there are many eddies which fling their
picturesque debris ‘“on the beach” of Van-
couver. Moving rhythmically across the
film in spots of color of strange and roman-
tic interest, these little bits of the pictur-
esque and disreputable East mingle with
the slouch-shouldered man in mackinaw of
our own fresher blood, whose strong faces
are pigmented by the Canadian sun.

BOVRIL

GIVES LIFE AND ENERGY

All that is good in beef is in BOVRIL,.

It 1s a

rich, strength-giving food with a delicious flavor.

.
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Firms Represented by Members
of the Vancouver Tourists’
Association

Members will kindly advise the Secretary regarding
any errors in addresses, classification of business, etc.,
that may occur in this list.

ACCOUNTANTS, AUDITORS, ETC.

Brooks, James, 337 Carrall Street.

Buttar & Chiene, 536 Hastings Street W.
Chambers & Wilson, 347 Pender Street.
Clarkson, Cross & Helliwell, Molsons Bank Bldg.
Crehan, Mouat & Co., 615 Pender Street
Devlin, E. E., 29 Flack Block.

Fisher, Wm., 10 Winch Building.

Kendall, Sewell & Co., Exchange Bldg.

Winter, George E., 508 Dominion Trust Bldg.

ADVERTISING AGENCIES.
Ads, Limited, 1210 Dominion Trust Building.
Noble Advertising Agency, 543 Hastings Street.

ARCHITECTS.
Bayly, G. M., 614 Dominion Trust Building.
Dodd, W. M., Bank of Commerce Building.
Donnellan & Donnellan, 319 Pender Street.
Fee, T. A., Fee Block.
Gamble & Knapp, 66 Davis Chambers.
Grant & Henderson, 413 Granville Street.
Grifaith, H. S., 912 Dominion Trust Building.
Hooper, Thes., 527 Winch Building.
Hope & Barker, 603 Hastings Street W.
Marbury-Somervell, W., 43 Exchange Building.
Thornton & Jones, 563 Hastings Street.
Whiteway, W. T., Molsons Bank Building.
Wright, Rushford & Cahill, 709 Dunsmuir Street.

ARTISTS
S. P. Judge, 8 Court House Block.

AUCTIONEERS.
Miller, J. J., 44 Hastings Street.

ART SUPPLIES
Art Emporium, 901 Georgia Street.
Cockburn’s Art Gallery, 665 Granville St.
S. J. Thompson, 610 Granville Street.

BANKS.

Bank of British North America, Hastings Street.
Bank of Hamilton, Hamilton and Hastings Sts.
Bank of Toronto, 446 Hastings Street W.

Bank of Vancouver, Cambie and Hastings Sts.
Eastern Townships Bank, Cambie & Hastings Sts.
Royal Bank of Canada, Hastings & Homer Sts.
Royal Bank, East End Branch, Westminster Ave.

and Hastings Street.
Traders Bank of Canada, 346 Hastings Street.

BARRISTELRS.
Cassidy, R., K.C., Crown Building.
Shoebotham, Thos. B., Cotton Building.
Williams, A., K.C., Molsons Bank Chambers.

BILLIARD TABLES, ETC.
Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. (The), 552
Beatty Street.

BOOT AND SHOE DEALERS.
Stark, Edward, 623 Hastings Street.

BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.
Anvil Island Brick Co., 324 Seymour Street.
B. C. Supply Co., 903 Dominion Trust Bldg.
Dairon & Williams, 331 Pender St.
O’Neil, Wm. & Co., 623 Pender Street.

When writing to Advertisers please men

Clhe

British Golumbia
Company

Limited

LANDS LOCATED
FOR

BRITISH IMMIGRATION

G I,ANDS FOR LARGE SCHEMES OF
IMMIGRATION IN THIE  CARIBOO,
LILLOOET, KOOTENAY AND COAST
DISTRICTS.

G LANDS FOR SMALLER HOLDERS
IN THE FERTILE FRASER VALLEY.

PROFITABLLE INVESTNMENTS
FOR

BRITISH CAPITAL

IN COMIL, LANDS, TIMBER LIMIETS,
RANCH LANDS AND INDUSTRINLS.

C]

HEAD OFFICE

208-215 CARTER-COTTON BLDG.

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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BUTCHERS.

Burns & Company, P., 18 Hastings Street.
Vancouvel-Prince Rupert Meat Co., Ltd., 150
Hastings Street.

BAKERS.

Hampton Bros, 581 Granville Street.
Vancouver Bakery, 850 Granville Street.

BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS.
Bailey Bros., Ltd., 540 Granville. .
Forsyth, G. S. & Co., Cor. Homer & Hastings Sts.
Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street.
Vancouver Book Co., 932 Granville Street.
White & Bindon, 113 Hastings Street.

BREWERIES.

Vancouver Breweries, Ltd.,

BROKERS.
Bedlington, R. G. & Co., Cotton Building.
Brown, Reginald C., Ltd., 301 Dom. Trust Bldg.
Canadian Development Co., Ltd, 336 Hastings.
Couids, Ltd., 47-49 Exchange Building.
Faulkner, S. G., 555 Granville Street.
Faulkner, G. Lloyd, 421 Pender St. W.
Gibbs, G. M., 555 Granville Street.
Grey & Gray, 207 Cotton Building.
Grossman Trust & Loan Co., Cotton Building.
Hanley, J. J., Bower Building.
Mather & Noble, 629 Hastings Street.
MacMillan & Oliphant, Bank of Commerce Bldg.
McTavish Bros.,, 421 Pender St
Smith, F. J., 414 Seymour Street.
Edward S. Weeks.
Wolverton & Co., Ltd., 704 Dominion Trust Bldg.

BUSINESS COLLEGES

Central Business College, Pender and Richards.

CABINET MAKERS
Davidson & Labsik, 428 Clark Drive.

CASH REGISTERS.
National Cash Register Co., 301 Cordova Street.
CITY DIRECTORIES.
Henderson Publishing Co., Flack Block.
CIVIL ENGINEERS.
Cartwright, C. E., Cotton Building.
Tracy, Thos. H., 411 Howe Street.
COMMISSION BROKERS.
Des Brisay, M. & Co., Fairfield Building.

Lvans, F. G, 139 Water Street.
Alex. Marshall, 144 Water St.

CONFECTIONERS
R. C. Purdy, 750 Robson Street.
CONTRACTORS.

Armstrong, Morrison & Co., 151 Alexander St.
Catton, M. P., 103 Cotton Building.
Dissette, J. J., 436 Hastings Street.
Hepburn, Walter, Crown Building,
Irwin, Carver & Co., 34 Hutchison Bldg.
McLean Bros., Molsons Bank Building.
McLean, Robt. & Co., 532 Granville Street.
;\)lcl,]uckie,l { I\l[., 75 Sixth Ave.

radential Builders, Ltd., Manitoba & Fro .
Weeks, \WV. C,, 13 Burns Building. e Sts
Wells Construction Co., Exchange Building.

West Coast Bridge & Dredging Co. Exch Bld
Y. Aoki, 313 Alexander Str%et.g » el g

DRUGGISTS

Henry Ferguson, 1201 Granville Street.

DRY GOODS, RETAIL.
Hills, Charles W., Ltd., 940 Granville Street.
Hills, Charles W., Ltd., 542 Hastings Street.
More & Wilson, 556 Granville Street.
Drysdale, Gordon, Granville St.
ELECTRICAL FIXTURES.
Cope & Son, 338 Hastings St.

Hinton Electric Company, 606 Granville Street.
Northern Electric & Mfg. Co., Ltd., 918 Pender.
ELECTRIC LIGHT AND POWER.

B. C. Electric Railway Co., Ltd.

ELECTRICAL WORKS
R. Hoffmesiter, 1271 Granville Street.
ENGRAVERS.
Dominion Illustrating Co., 605 Hastings Street.
FEED AND GRAIN.
Brown & Howey, 129 Cordova Street W.
FISH DEALERS.
Tyson, A. M., 112 Cordova Street.
FLORISTS.
England & Cox, 401 Granville Street.
FURRIERS
San Francisco Fur Co., 919 Granville St.
FURNITURE.

City Furniture Company, 866 Granville Street.
Smith, D. A, Ltd., 931 Granville St.
Standard Furniture Co., 507 Hastings Street.

GAS APPLIANCES

The Burnside Gas Appliance Co., 1037 Gran-
ville Street.

17 cents a day

buys the

Oliver Typewriter

the best writing machine that
money and brains
can produce

=)

O

The Oliver Typewriter Agency

427 Pender St. West, Vancouver
Phone 5829

|
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utilized.

E. D. SMITH

( Most Healthy

3 Perfectly Delicious

Omne reason of their wonderful popularity and inereasing
demand is the combination of health-giving qualitics owing t;»
the splendid, sound, whole fruit used, and to the porfcl‘llv
dclicious taste which is so delicately preserved, in the '

E. D. SMITH

JAMS, JELLIES, PRESERVES, Etc.

Not only are they made from fruit garucred from the hest
fruit fields in the Niagara district, known as the ' Garden of
Canada,’’ but every conccivable modern method of cleanliness
is in vogue in their production, and best refined sugar s

They are so perfectly delightful; who would not use the
“T.D.S. Brand®  CI'ry the 1D S. Jams, Jellies, Catsup,
Grape Juice to-day, and prove their superiority.

WINONA, ONTARIO

GENTS’ FURNISHINGS.
Clubb & Stewart, 315 Hastings Street V.
DesBrisay, S., 613 Granville Street.
Kilby, E. C,, 627 Hastings Street.
Sweeney, H. & Co., 605 Hastings Street.

GROCERS, RETAIL.

A. & C. Grocery Co., 637 Granville Street.
DesBrisay, A & A., 131 Cordova St. E.
Filion, F., 204 Carrall Street.
William Houston, 716 Robson Street.
McDowell, T. F., 704 Granville Street.
McTaggart, Joseph, 789 Granville Street.
Mr. W. H. Walsh, 1200 Seymour Street.
Wagg, George, 116 Hastings Street.

" GROCERY SUNDRIES.
Little Bros., 24 Cordova St. E.

HARDWARE.

Cunningham-Sanderson, Ltd., 823 Granville St
Forbes & Van Horn, Ltd., 52 Hastings Street W.

J. A. Flett, 111 Hastings Street.

MacLachlan Bros.,, 131 Hastings Street W.

McTaggart & Moscrop, 7 Hastings Street W.
HAY, GRAIN AND CEREALS.

Brackman-Ker Milling Co., The, 25 Pender St.

HEATING AND COOKING
APPARATUS.

Gurney Foundry Co., The, 566-570 Beatty Street.

HOTELS.
Blackburn, 318 Westminster Avenue.
Carlton Hotel, Cambie and Cordova Sts.
Dominion, Victoria, B. C.
Grand, 24 Water Street.
Metropole, Abbott and Cordova Streets.
North™ Vancouver, North Vancouver, B.

St. Alice, Harrison Hot Springs, B. C.
Strand, 626 Hastings Street.
Willows, Campbell River, B. C.
INSURANCE.
British Empire Insurance Co,, Johnson-1Towe Blk.
Evans, J. G., Davis Chambers.
Evang, A. K. & Co, 210 Dominion Trust Bldg.
Hobson & Co., 436 Hastings Street.
McGregor & Co., D. C, 633 Hastings Street,
Monarch Life Insurance Co., 30 Imperial Block.
Mutual Life of Canada, 570 Granville Street.
Springer, F. B., 445 Granville Street.
Tweedale, C, 615 Pender Strect.
ICE AND COLD STORAGE.
Vancouver lTee & Cold Storage Co, Guore Ave.
Wharf. .
IMPORTERS AND COMIMISSION
AGEN'TS.
Macaulav & Co., 144 Water Street.
JAPANLESI GOODAS.
Furuva, M. Co. 46 [astings Street.
Tamura, S., 522 Granville Street.
JEWELLLE RS.
Allen, (% B., 440 Granville Street
Armstrong, B. ., 609 ITastings St ‘
Birks, Heunry & Son, Granville and Hastings Sts.
Grimmett, G. W., 793 (}r:m\'illf iS‘ltrcct. Street
TeMillan, A, F., Hastings and omer Streets.
MeMYIND AND INVESTMEN'L
COMPANIES.
Grand Trunk Land Company, 12 Winch Bldg.
Natural Resources Security Co., Lud., 606 Bower
Building.
Northern Development
North Coast Land Co.,

Shallcross,

Co., 614 Hastings Street.
411 Winch Building.
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In the trozen regions of the North or in the
hot countries of the South, a pure high grade

Coffee like

Seal Brand

Cof

€€

is the friend of mankind, bringing comfort and

cheer wherever used.

Scld in 1 and 2 1b. Cans only.
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CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

Provincial Land & Tinancial Corporation, 888
Granville Street.

Western Pacific Development Co., Ltd., 739
Hastings Street.
LEATHER GOODS.
B. C. Leather Company, 112 Hastings Street.
LINOTYPE PRINTERS
Shilvock Bros., 438 Pender St. W. (Rear)

LIQUOR DEALERS.
Benwell, Peart & Co., 226 Cambie Street.
B. C. Wine Company, 534 Pender Street.
Colcutt & Co., J., 412 Homer Street.
Independent Liquor Co., 65 ITastingst St. E.
John Robertson & Son, Litd., 326 Richards Street.
Maple Leaf Liquor Co., 202 Main St.
Pither & lLeiser, 183 Water St.
The Tlose & Brooks Co., Ltd., 504 Westminster.
Vancouver Wine & Spirits Co., 1097 Granville.
West End Liquor Company, 1133 Granville St.
LOANS, INSURANCE AND REAL

ESTATE.

Banfield, John J., 607 Hastings Street.
Bell-Irving & Co., H., 322 Richards St.
Canadian Financiers, Ltd., 632 Granville Street.
Dow, Fraser & Co., Ltd., 321 Cambie Street.
Istand Tnvestment Co., Ltd,, 431 Homer Street.
Macaulay & Nicolls, 414 Seymour Street.

Mahon, MacFarland & Procter, Ltd., Pender &
Seymour Streets.

Morgan, E. B. & Co., 539 Pender Street.

National Finance Company, 350 Pender Street.
Pemberton & Son, 326 Homer Street.

Prudential Investment Co., Ltd., 100 Front St.

Rand, C. D., Granville and Pender Streets.

Rand, E. E., 532 Granville Street.

Van Houten, W. J., 537 Pender Street.

Ward, Burmester & Von Gravenitz, 411 Pen.der

Yorkshire Guarantee & Securities Corporation,
440 Seymour Street.

LUMBER DEALERS.
Bradford & Taylor, Dominion Trust Building.
Clarke, W. H., 615 Pender Street.

Harrell, M. M., Lumber Co., Dominion Trust B.
McNair-Fraser Lumber Co., Dominion Trust B.
Oliver-Scrim Lumber Co., Loo Building.

Smith, J. Fyfe & Co., 448 Seymour Street.

LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANIES.

Great West Permanent, 559 Granville Street.

LUBRICATING OILS
McColl Bros. & Co., Beatty Street.

LUMBER MILLS.
B. C. Mills Timber & Trading Co.
Rat Portage Lumber Co.
Robertson & Hackett.

MANUFACTURERS. .
The Calgary Milling Co., Ltd, Smythe an
Beatty Streets. . |
The Vancouver Milling and Grain Co., Ltd,
Cambie and Smythe Streets. )
Canadian Pipe Co., Ltd., 550 Pacific Street.
B. C. Casket Co., 211-212 Cotton Bldg.
Gold Toredo Pile Proof Co., 441 Seymour Street.
Leckie, J. & Co., Cordova and Cambie Streets.
Royal Soap Company, 308 Harris Street. et
Vancouver Machinery Depot, 471 Seymour Street.
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BROOM AND WASH-BOARD
MANUFACTURERS.

Crown Broom Works, 332 Front Street.

MANUFACTURERS’ AGENTS.

Anglo-British Columbian Agency, Ltd, 505
Mercantile Building, ‘

Anthony & McArthur, Mercantile Building.

Blackwell, E. G., 319 Pender Street.

Campbell, George & Co., Mercantile Building.

Ranald F. Clark, Fairfield Building.

A. O. Campbell, 550 Beatty Street.

Darling, Frank, 929 Pender Street.

Harrison, F. E., Mercantile Building.

Itwin, W. F., Cotton Building.

James, W. A., 334 Granville Street.

Knight, J. E. (Mooney’s Biscuits), $25 Powell St.

MacLennan, W. A., 336 Hastings Street.

MacPherson & Teezel, Drake and Homer Sts.

Martin & Robertson, 313 Water Street.

Newmarch, Cooper & Co., 167 Pender Street.

Naismith & Co., 223 Columbi~’ '

Pacific Coast Importing Co., Ltd., Mercantile B.

Thompson, N., Ltd., 319 Pender Street.

Vancouver Agencies, Ltd., Mercantile Building.

'MAPS AND BLUEPRINTS.
Moir, A. & Co., 570 Granville Street.

NEWSPAPER PUBLISHERS.
Walter C. Nichol, The Daily Province.
World Publishing Co., The Daily World.
News-Advertiser Co., Pender and Hamilton Sts.
Ford, McConnell Co., The Saturday Suunset.

MERCHANT TAILORS.
McCallum, A. R., 702 Granville Street.

MINING COMPANIES.
Great Granite Development Co., Winch Bldg.

MISCELLANEOUS.

Canada Viavi Company, Fairfield Building.
Columbia Bitulithic, Ltd., 23 Fairfield Building.
Dominion Glazed Pipe Cement Co., Dom. T. B.
Lester Dancing Academy, Granville & Davie St.
Thiel Detective Service, Fairfield Building.

NOTARY PUBLIC AND BROKER

Llkins, F. Mitchell, 441 Seymour Street.

Emanuels, S. J, 537 Pender Street.

Gardiner, W. J., Dominion Trust Building.
OFFICE FURNITURE.

Webster-Hanna Co., 426 Cordova Street.

OIL DEALERS.
Imperial Oil Company, Loo Building.

OPTICIANS.
Gamble, J. D., 603 Hastings Street.

PAINTERS AND DECORATORS.
Spillman & Co., 928 Granville Street.

PHOTOGRAPHERS.
Bullen & Lamb, 737 Pender Street.
Edwards Bros; 621 Granville Street.
Rosetti Studios, 319 Pender Street.
Vinson, V. V., 311 Hastings Street.
Wadds Bros., 337 Hastings Street.

PIANO DEALERS.

Hicks & Lovick Piano Co., 1117 Granville Street.
- Montelius Piano House, 441 Hastings Street.
‘Waitt, M. W. & Co., 558 Granville Street.

X

PLATE GLASS

Pilkington Bros., Ltd., 102 Powell Street.

The B. C. Plate Glass & Importing Co., Ltd.
Homer and Nelson Streets. ’
Western Plate Glass & Importing Co., 153 Cor-

dova Street L.

14

PLUMBERS.

Barr & Anderson, 114 Hastings Street.

Hodgson Plumbing & Heating Co, Lud., 643
Street.

Leek & Company, $11 Pender Street.

POWDER WORKS.

Hamilton Powder Co., 98 Powell Street.

PRINTERS.

Cowan & Brookhouse, 420 Hastings Street.
Commercial Printing Co., 406 Abbott St.

Evans & Hastings, 125 Hastings Street.
Trythall & Son, 590 Sevmour Street.

John . Morris Co., 1087 Granville Strec:.
Moore Printing Co., The Cor. Gran. & Robson.
Nicholson, James & Son, 2092 Second Ave.

PUBLISHERS.

Canadian Press Association, Dom. Trust Bldg.
Fruit Magazine Publishing Co., Winch Bldg.

RESTAURANTS.

Cabin Cafe, 615 Hastings Street.

Allan’s Cafe, 29 Hastings Street W.

Leonard’s Coffee Palaces, 163 IHHastings Street,.
716 Hastings Street.

Mclntyre Cafe, 439 Granville Strect.

ROOMING HOUSES.

Glenwood, 940 Pender Street.
Waldorf, 116 Hastings Street.

RUBBER COMPANIIES.

Dunlop Tire and Rubber Goods Co., Lud, 359

Water Street. '
Vancouver Rubber Co., 160 Hastings Street.

RUBBER STAMPS.

Hewitt, George H., Fairficld Building.
REAL ESTATE.

Alexander & Mckay, 1071 Granville Street.
Alexander & Conrad, +12 Hastings S(rc‘ct.
Anderson & Clayvton, 1069 Granville Stret.
Archer & Stevenson, 692 Broadway.
Austin, A. E. & Co., 328 Granville §trcct.
Barr & Humberstone, 526 Seymour Street.
Bartlett & Barber, 532 (;r:ln\'lllcnhlrcgl.
Bates, Mair & Shore, 532 Gmm"nlle St.
Bayliss, Fred, 2199 Cornwall Street. !
Bealey, R. J., Room 27, 429 I"cndcr Strezt \W.
Bell & Kerr, 2025 Granville Street.
Bettz, Harry, 70+ Robson Strect.
Berry & Munroe, 2607 Westminster Avenue.
Bernet & Heln, 882 Granville Street.
Bissell & Snyder, 264 Hastings Strect.
Bliss & Brandt, 721 Robson Street.
Borland & Trousdale, 108 Hastings .Str.cct.
Bonthorn & Lennard, 104 Winch Building.

' n & Misener, 952 Granvillq Street.
‘ g;g}‘t’hwaite & Gl:;ss, 2127 Granville Street.
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Glove Speals
for Christmas

A pair or two of Gloves i1s a
sensible and useful gift to make
at Christmas, but you naturally
want to be sure you are giving
a good, reliable glove.

We specialize in the best makes of

Dent’s, Fownes’
and Perrin’s

for ladies and gentlemen, and back
up every pair we sell with our
guarantee.

Il you arc in doubt as to size or color give
one of our Glove Certificates which enables
the recipient to select his or her own gloves.

Children’s Gloves, sizes 0000to 2, $1.00

E. CHAPMAN

“The Glove Specialist”

NOTE XNEW ADDRESS

545 Granville St.

Vancouver, B.C.

Bridge Street Realty Co., 2507 Bridge Street.

Campion & Pound, Fairfield Building.
Carlton, W., 419 Richards Street.

Canadian _Investment Co., 80 Hastings Street W,
Christie, J. A., 1203 Dominion Trust Building.
City Brokerage Co., 430 Main Street, ’
Clark, H. M. H., 148 Eighth Avenue W.
Clarke, R. Lennox, 437 Pender Street.
Clarke, Joseph, 319 Homer Street.

Clark, Seymour & Short, 319 Homer Street.
Clarke & Thornton, 514 Richards St.

Comeau & Warden, 571 Hamilton Street.
Corbett & Donald, 537 Pender Street.

Copp & Mutch, 548 Westminster Avenue.
Commercial Agency, 1118 Granville Street.
Craig, James H., 1150 Granville Street.
Cruise, A. W. & Co., 445 Homer Street.
Craft & Coombs, 1706 Park Drive.

Croft & Ashby, S Winch Building,

Devine, H. T., 437 Seymour Street.

Dewar, J. A. Co., Ltd., Hutchison Building.
Dewar & Maybee, 2005 Park Drive.

Dick Bros., 532 Granville Street.

Dickens, B. F., 405 Hastings Street.

Dodson & Mills, 531 Richards Street.
Doheity & Wyatt, 709 Dunsmuir Street.
Douglas, C. S., Cor. Richards and Pender Sts.
Drummond, Herbert C., 8-9 Winch Building.

Eadie, James, 434 Richards Street.

Eardley, B. A. & Co., 413 Granville Street.
Eastern Land Company, 408 Crown Building.
Edwards, G. F., 726 Hastings Street.

Elkins Bros., 536 Hastings Street.

Endacott & Percival, 544 Pender Street.
Evans, R., 2115 Granville Street.

Evans & Fraser, 2552 Granville Street.

Fairley & Stinson, Loo Building.

Faris & Montserrat, 445 Homer St.

Federal Investments, 312 Pender Street.

Flack, S., 319 Pender Street.

Fraser & Fraser Co., 3 Winch Building.
Fruhauf Realty Company, 53-54 Exchange Bldg.
Freund, H., 116 Hastings Street.

Frost, A. D., 544 Georgia St.

Gardom Bros., 800 1-2 Granville Street.
General Securities Co., 441 Richards Street.
George & Demmings, 817 Granville Street.
Gill & Casement, 439 Richards St.

Goddard, H. & Son, 321 Pender Street.
Goodrich, A. W. & Co., 2450 Westminster Ave.
Goodyear & Matheson, Loo Building.
Gordon, George A., 323 Winch Building.
Granville Brokerage, 1017 Granville Street.
Gray, C., 533 Pender Street. o
Great Western Investment, 6 Winch Building

Hamilton & Mathers, 405 Loo Building.
Harbor Development Trust Co., Dom. Trust B.
Harper, James, 315 Cambie Street.
Hatt, H. O. & Co., 659 Broadway.
Henderson & Vogel, 320 Homer Street.
Heymann, Albert, Cotton Building.
Higginbotham, A. E., 536 Broadway.
Hitchcock & Meeker, 344 Pender Street.
Hogg & Mulholland, Davis Chambers.
Holden, Wm., 333 Homer Street.

Hood Bros., 519 Pender Street.

Hoseason & Co., 322 Pender Street.

Imperial Investment Co., 2313 Westminster Ave.
Imperial Realty Co., 307 Loo Building.

\/ TR .
When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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The Perfect M;ttress

i1s the one you never feel—the one that never

s forces itself upon your mind—the one that

lets you sleep at once if sleepy and
| lulls you to dreamland when restless,
Send Your | B SR 3 N
Name on a Postal N s 5 SRR,
for our free book, ‘“The Test of Time,*’ g7 ‘ gouanl
tells all about the Ostermoor, and explains ! : |
why.it fulfills these conditions. Contains many SN, ”
pages of vital importance to any one who values ; » >3 ?
health and long lile, and the restlul sleep that insures ‘- Gl ‘ -

both. Your name and address : i |

on a postal will do. . .

71y an Ostermoor for thivty nivhts,
and il it fails to satisfy in any particular, we
refund money immediately without question.

WE SELL BY MAIL, O ’
2000 OSTERMOOK DEALERS
Exclusive Ostermoor agencies aimost everviwhere—the
highest grade merchant in every place. ‘The Ostermoor
dealer in your vicinity—be sure to ask s who he is—will show
youamattress with the Ostermoor name and label seion on the end,
Mattress shipped, express paid by us, same day check is reccived.

' The Alaska Bedding Co., Ltd., Point Douglas Ave., Winnipeg

Sizes and Prices

2 feet 6 in. wide,
* 25 lgsw ¢ 59'50
3 feot wide, 30 1ba, ' 1.00

3 fest 6
e 12,50
4 fest wide, 40 1bs. ] 4,00
4 feet 6 In. wide, [ 2
a5 1a. o 15.00
All 6 feet 3 inches long.

Express Chacges Prepaid.
In two parts, so cents extra

———

Inkster & Ward, 421 Richards Street.
International Financiers, Suite 30, Exchange B.
James & Ringrose, 2824 Westminster Avenue.
Johnson & Richardson, 614 Hastings Street.
Johnston, Harry A. & Co.&, 422 Richards Street.
Jones, H. A, 407 Cordova Street.

Tones, E. & Co., Granville and Tenth Avenue.
Kearns, John D., 405 Bower Building.

Keeler, O. V., 535 Pender Street.

I}gnnedy, G. A, 700 Broadway.

Kirkwood, Jas. Co., 1961 Granville Street.
Laing & Frame, 347 Pender Street.

Lalonde & Clough, 441 Homer Street.

Latimer, Nay & McTavish, 319 Pender Street.
Latimer, R. M., 710 Hastings Street.

Leitch, A. M., 303 Cambie Street.

Lembke, W. H., 439 Richards Street.

Lett, C. A. & Son, 542 Pender Street.

Lewerke, Alf., 532 Granville Street.

Lewis, F. B., 449 Pender Street.

Liddle, Andrew, 800 Hastings Street.

Lindsay, W. F., 2210 Granville Street.

Locators, The, Dominion Trust Building.
Lockwood, E. C., Royal Bank Bldg. (East End).
Loewen & Harvey, Ltd., 420 Cambie Street.
MacKay Bros., 263 Hastings Street E.
MacKenzie & Stevens, Dominion Trust Bldg.
McDonald, Joseph, 537 Richards Street.
McKenzie & Blackwood, 505 Richards Street.
Mcl.eod, Evand:r, Dominion Trust Building.
McPherson & Fullerton Bros., 333 1-2 Pender St.
Maitland & Stewart, 315 Homer Street.

Martin & Shannon, Flack Block.

Margetson Bros., 321 Homer St.

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man

Matheson & Chase, 336 Cambie Street.
Maxwell & King, 910 Granville Street.
Maxwell & LeFeuvre, 2141 Granville Street.
Merritt, C. L. & Co., 410 Homer Street.
Melhuish, Kirchner & Co., $00 Granville St
Mills Bros., 2007 Granville Street.

Mole & Keefer, 1061 Granville Street.

Monarch Estate & Trust Co., 520 Pender Street.
Morrison, M. G. & Co., 536 Hastings Street.
Munson & Calhoun, 417 Hastings Street.
Mutrie & Brown, 336 Hastings Street.

Mutual Investment Co., Winch Building.
Naffzinger & Duerr, 63 Broadway.

Netherby, R. L. & Co.,, 2040 Granville Street.
Nichol, A. F. & Co., 532 Granville Strect.
Nickerson, \W. D., 927 Granville Street.

Nisbet, Robert, 441 Seymour Street.

Nixon, Pation & McLean, 2900 Westminster Ave.
Orr, Lewis D., 508 Dunsmuir Street.

Osborne, Trousdale & Oshorne, 216 Winch Bldg.
Panton & Emsley, 328 Columbia.

Park, John M. 1117 Granville Street.

Parker, Chas. I, Hutchison Building.

Patterson, A. J., 570 Granville Street.

Patterson & Rutter, Royal Bank Bdg. (East End)
Perdue & Hoar, 434 Westminster Avenue.
Powis & Boughton, 334 Granville Strect.
Prentice & Co., A. N., 722 Hastings Street.
Prescott, J. W., 349 Homer Street.

Ralph & Radermacher, 2227 Granville Street.
Rankin & Ford, 514 Pender Street.

Read, W. A, 413 Granville Strecet.

Robertson Bros., Ltd.,, 338 Seymour Street.
Robson & Roberts, 429 Pender Strect.

Magazine
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Rogers & Black, 524 Pender Street. -Wood, James, 407 Loo Building. :

Rgfizlon, R. D. & Co., 786 Granville Street. Windle, H. W., 532 Granville Street.

Scott Brokerage Co., 147 Hastings Street. SAFES AND VAULT DOORS.
Scott, G. D., 436 Granville Street. J. & J. Taylor Safe Works, 305 Cordova St. W.

Seymour, Allan, Storry & Blair, 412 Hastings St~ gPATIONERS AND PRINTERS.

Sharples & Sharples, 416 Seymour Street. .
S:n:lg Brokerage Co., 246 Hastings Sireet E. Clarke & Stuart Co., Ltd., Seymour Street.

. < . Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street.

Star Realty Co., 433 Granville Street. %

Steele, Chas., Realty Co., 334 Pender Street. SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMENT

Stevens, John T. Trust Co., Mercantile Bldg. MAKER

Stewart, 81501]13[;,l°118 gfg”&gs S".?l:t VS‘: ¢ " John S. Isdale, 527 Dunsmuir Street.

Stewart L1hott, ranville Street. o - :

Stonchouse, W. H., & Co., 2043 Granville Street. bIGNS AND BILL PQSTING.

Sun Realty Co., 308 Loo Building. Bond & Ricketts, Ltd., 540 Cambie Street.

Sutherland, A. D., 698 Broadway. SEEDSMEN.

%aylo.r, lJ.B%:)k:Onge[;gZ-r Sses/r;e;{” Street William, Rennie & Co., Ltd., 1138 Homer Street.
ermina rage, . ;

Thacker & Thornton, 324 Winch Building. SHEET ME PAL WORKERS

Thompson Co., The, 590 Broadway. H. A. Slater, 755 Beattie Street.

Trites, . N. & Co,, 659 Granville Street. SPORTING GOODS.

Ure, Job, Bark of Commerce Bulding . “Tisdle, Chas. B, 620 Hasings et

Vancouver Financial Corpo;ation, 82 Hastings St. STEAMSHIP COMPANIES.

Vernon & Co., 817 Granville Street. Mackenzie Bros., Ltd., 300 Seymour Street.

Waterfall, A. R, Bank of Commerce Building. Terminal Steam Navigation Co., Ltd., Evans-

Western Canadian Investment Co., 45 Flack Blk. Coleman dock.

Williams & Murdoff, 508 Hastings Street. Northern Steamship Co., Ltd Cordova & Water St.

Wakley & Bodie, 441 Pender Street. Union Steamship Co., of B. C., 407 Granville St.

Watkins, C. W., 622 Robson Street. STEAMSHIP AGENTS

Watson & Bowen, 341 Homer Street. D. E. Br & M lav. Ltd.. 585 Gr;nville

Welch Realty Co., 433 Homer Street. - L. Drown acaufay, 2 )

: . Evans, Coleman & Evans, 407 Granville Street.
Wilmot, A. N. & Co., 336 Westminster Avenue. ) ! -
Western Investors, The, 606 Westminster Ave. STOCK AND BOND BROKERS.
Williscroft, S. B., 419 Seymour Street. Bevan, Gore & Elliott, Ltd., 503 Pender Street.

DT

TS

SCHNAPPS

The Beverage S

that Benefits. i
The purest spirit distilled for human
consumption. Admirable as a Pick-
me-up, tonic, or digestive.

: As a beverage it combines happily

~~4 with aeratedwatec~. And,in addition,
WOLFE'S SCHNAPPS has well-
known medicinal virtues notably in
the case of delicate women.

SCINATE

Obtainable at all Hotels and Ketail Stores

, TE HOSE & BROOKS CO., LIMITED, 5% enoeTEr, VANCOUVER, B. C.

.
4
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TOBACCONISTS.
Blackson, S., 506 Granville Street.

TRUST COMPANIES.
Alliance Trust Co.,, 603 Granville Street.
B. C. Trust Corporation, 349 Richards Street.
Dominion Trust Company, Cambie & Hastings.
Mercantile Trust Company, Winch Building.
Sytandard Trust Co., 538 Hastings Street W.
Vancouver Trust Company, 542 Pender Street.

SURVEYORS.
Bauer, Wm. A, 441 Seymour Street.
THEATRES

Vancouver Opera House.

TIMBER LANDS.

Cruisers Timber Exchange, 615 Pender Street.

Keate, W. L., 441 Seymour Street.

Paterson Timber Co. 336 Pender Street.

Pretty’s Timber Exchange, 433 Richards Street.

Reynolds, George H., Dominion Trust Building.
TIMBER AND MINES

G. Lloyd Faulkner, 421 Pender Street.

TRANSFER COMPANIES.

Vancouver Cartage Co., Ltd., 562 Seymour St.
Vancouver Transfer Co., 564 Cambie Street.

UNDERTAKERS.

Center & Hanna, 56 Hastings Street.

WHOLESALE DEALERS

" COFFEE, TEAS AND SPICES.
Braid, Wm. & Co., 20 Hastings Street.

When writing to Advertisers please mention

BOOTS AND SHOLS.
Ames-Holden, Ltd,, 124 Hastings Street.
Leckie, J., & Co., 220 Cambic Street.

BILLIARD TABLES
Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co., 552 Beatty St.
DRUGGISTS
National Drug & Chemical Co. of Canada, Lud,,
125 Pender Strect.
DRY GOODS.
Gault Bros., 361 Water Street.
Mackay, Smith, Blair & Co., Cambic Street.
Peck, John W. & Co., 337 Water Street.
FRUIT AND PRODUCE.
Parsons, Iaddock Co., 121 Water Street.
Stewart, I. R. & Co., 127 Water Street.
GROCERS.

Galt, G. F. & J., 1043 Seaton Street.
Kelly, Douglas Co., Water Street.
Malkin, W. H., Ltd, Water Strect.

HARDWARE.
Wood, Vallance & Leggatt, 26 Hastings Street W.
PAINTS
W. J. Pendray & Sons, Ltd., 540 Beatty Street.
PLUMBERS' SUPPLIES

Alcock, Downing & Rose. .
Robertson-Godson Co., Ltd., 32 Hastings St. W.

The T. L. Peck Co., Ltd., 562 Beatty Street.
WINDOW SHADE MANU-
FACTURERS.
Bowes, F. W. & Co., 957 Granville Street.

Man-to-Man Magazine

—



MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE

OPPORTUNITIES CLASSIFIED

- @ The rate for advertising under this head is five cents a word. Cash —————

must accompany all orders

———

INDUSTRIAL OPPORTUNITIES

NOW IS YOUR OPPORTUNITY! Al land, abqn-
dant water, in the Famous ‘Turlock Irrigation District
of California. ‘T'he¢ home of thc peach, grape, canta-
loupe, walermelon and sweet potato. The Dairyman’s
Paradise. Write today for information and frce book-
let.  Dept. ~#“D,” TURLOCK DBOARD OI' TRADE,
I'urlock, Cal.

PRODIGIOUS PROFITS IN CALIFORNIA OIL. A
100-barrel well is worth $100,000. Send for free book-
let telling how to invest to make big. money.
Wise, Laughlin Building, Los Angeles, Cal.

BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good soli-
citor should make from $20.00 to $30.00 a week on
commissions  getting subscriptions for Man-to-Man
Magazine; one representative made $8.00 in one day.
Write for particulars. Address Circulation Manager,
Man-to-Man- Magazine, Vancouver, British Columbia.

EDUCATIONAL

MAIL COURSES in Shorthand, Bookkeeping, Matricu-
lation, Ad-writing. Dominion Business College, corner
College and Brunswick, Toronto: J. V. Mitchell, B. A,,
Principal.

THE KENNEDY SCHOOL is devoted exclusively to
the better training of stenographers and office assistants;
has won all the world’s typewriting championships.
Booklets free upon request. 9 Adelaide Street, Toronto.

BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good soli-
citor should make from $20.00 to $30.00 a wcek on
commissions getting  subscriptions for Man-to-Man
Magazine; one rcpresentative made $8.00 in one day.
Write for particulars. Address Circulation Manager,
Man-to-Man Magazine, Vancouver, British Columbia,

REAL ESTATE

CAMBRIDGE AND THE SURROUNDING country
offers cheaper and better investments in Fruit, Hay,
Grain, Dairy, Stock, Farms, Gold, Silver and Copper
propertics and first Mortgage Realty loans than any
State in the Northwest. Situated on the P. & I. N.
R. R, Washington County, Idaho. TFor reliable infor-
mation, call on or address the Crouter Realty & Broker-
age Co.,, Rooms 1 and 2, Stuart Building, Main street,
Cambridge, Washington County, Idaho.

SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA OPPORTUNITY EX-
TRAORDINARY. Famous McCoy ranch now selling
i S-acre tracts (planted to Muscatel grapes and cared
for until first paying crop is produced) on $10 monthly
payments. ’l‘_al‘)lg grapes net $150 an acre. Rich frost-
less lang adjoining ideally-located valley city on rail-
way. Free illustrated booklet and introductory offer.
W. T. Alexander, Escondido, California.

HOW TO BUY AND SELL REAL ESTATE AT A
Proﬁt’by W. A. Carncy, the author of the “New Sec-
retary’s Manual.”  The title of the 12 chapters are:
Rca! Estate in General; Thrift, Or, How to Accumulate
Capital; How and Where to Buy; Options and Pur-
chase ‘Agrecments; of Deeds; How to Make a Loan,
Including Exccution of Mortgages and Trust Deeds;
Transfer of Titles in Escrow, Taxes and Insurance;
Home and Homesteads; Miscellaneous Matter Affecting
Real Estate; Subdivisions; How and When to Sell;
Booms and Panics; The book contains forms used in
the purchase and sale of residence and business prop-
erty, Mines, QOil Lands, ete. Price $2.

W

W. H.

WANTED—Some good live men with small capital to
invest in our Arrow Lake Orchards. Fine paying in-
vestment and work guaranteed. Write today for full
particulars. Arrow Lake Orchards, Ltd., Dept. 11, Box
679, Lethbridge, Alberta.

FRUIT LANDS

SELF-SUPPORTING HOMES in the Glorious Fruit
District, Southern DBritish Columbia, for $10 cash and
$10 monthly, without interest. Annual profits $500 to
$1,000 per acre. Orchard, garden, poultry; scencry,
hunting, fishing, boating; delightful warm climate;
church, school, postoffice, steie, big sawmill;. daily
trains; close to markets; unlimited demand for. pro-
ducts. Write quick for maps, photos, free information.
WEST KOOTENAY FRUIT LANDS COMPANY,
Dept. M, Drawer 1087, Nelson, B.C.

MISCELLANEOUS

$25.00 TO $50.00 WEEKLY easily made by any live
young man. In spare time. In your own town. No
mail-order scheme. Particulars 25¢. Nicasio Co., Box
521, San Francisco, Cal.

PLANING TO BUILD? Send two 2c¢c stamps, post-
age, for copy of my beautifully illustrated booklet
“Country and Suburban Homes,” full of interesting,
valuable and practical information for home builders. L.
Stanley Mitton, Architect, Vancouver, B. C

“DON'T DECIDE TILL YOU SEE DAYTON.” The
Touchet Valley is the gem amongst the Northwest's
favored spots. Richest in wheat and grain production.
Contains the world’s record 100-acre apple orchard.
Healthful climate and favorable weather conditions. Iix-
cellent railroad facilities. Write for illustrated booklet
to the Secretary of the Columbia County Boosters Club,
Dayton, Washington.

CALIFORNIA FARM HOMES NEAR SACRAMEN-
TO. Fine neighbors. TFruit center. Poultry very pro-
fitable. Oranges and vegetables harvested all winter.
Not one serious drawback. DBest water and cheapest
irrigation. No_floods. Perfect health. $75 per acre.
Jasy terms. New town and electric railway. B. Marks,
I'win City Colony, Box E, Galt, California.

$300.00 PER ACRE PROFIT FROM TEXAS TRUCK
LAND. Be your own boss, live in an ideal climate
where snow and cold weather are unknown, wherﬁ
oranges blossom, flowers bloom and vegetables grow'a’
winter. Raise vegetables when prices are sky lllgli
Others are becoming rich. TFive acres will QHIY,°|°5
you $200.00. Pay for it $12.50 per month. Fine lll;lbs
trated literature FREE. DBurton & Danforth, 582 Gibbs
Bldg., San Antonio, Texas.

DOUBLE YOUR CROPS—Heyl's Humus, moculatc(z
with Heyl's Concentrated Nitrogen Producer, the bes
Nitrogen cultures made, increasing crops up to 300 per
cent, when applied according to our booklet, supplying
not only Nitrogen to soil but acting as complete Humus-
fertilizer. Booklet sent on request. bs
Pricc for Heyl’s Humus, F.0.B. N.Y., per 100 Ibs.,
enough for one acre, $2.00. r
Price for Heyl’s Concentrated Nitrogen Producer, p¢
bottle, $1.50, 80c and S50c. . d
Good for the inoculation of all Leguminous secds "”:O
for spraying growing crops. Expert advice given
farmers or garden growers without charge. %
Standard Nitrogen Co., Dept. 121, Singer Bldg., N. ¥
City. . -
BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good SOhr;
citor should make from $20.00 to $30.00 a \veelv:r\[on
commissions getting subscriptions for .Man-tO'dav
Magazine; one representative made $8.00 in one 3}'
Write for particulars. Address Circulation Manager
Man-to-Man Magazine, Vancouver, British Columbia.

hen writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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& »VMAN-TO-MAN DIRECTORY OF SCHOOLS =

Western Canada’s Greatest School

Vancouver Business Institute

336 Hastings Street

VANCOUVER, B. C.

Youngest in British Columbia, yet
it has a larger equipment than all

the others combined.

Merit and

truthful advertising the reason for

our growth

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

R. J. Sprott, B. A.

Manager

J. R. Cunningham

Sceretary-Treasurer

PITMAN’S

Shorthand and Business
COLLEGE

The oldest, largest and best equipped College on
the Pacific Coast. All commercial subjects taught,
individual tuition. Special attention given to back-
ward students. )

FEES—One month $15, three months $40, six
months $75. ‘lI'ext books free.

Write for Prospectus. Sent free to any address.

632-634-636
Seymour Street Vancouver, B.C.

St. Ann’s Academy

Victoria, B.C. Founded 1858

Day and Boarding School for Girls—Students pre-
pared for Entrance, High School and University
Matriculation certificates.

Music, Art and Commercia! Departments

Special attention given to Refinement of Manners.
A thoroughly equipped addition under construction.
Pupils received at any time during the year. Ior

particulars. add
iewiars, addresS  ryE SISTER SUPERIOR

THE
ASSOCIATED ®
BOARD

or TiE

Royal Academy of Music

AND

Royal College of Music
LONDON, ENGLAND

For local examinations in Music in
the British Empire

Patron: His Majesty the King

@ The Annual Examinations in Practical
Music and Theory will be held through-
out Canada in May and June, 1911.
@ An exhibition value, about $500.00, is
offered annually. o

a.Syllabus, music for the examinations,
and all particulars may be obtained on

application to

M. WARING DAVIS,

Resident Secretary 87 Shuter St., MONTREAL.

for Canada

When writing to Advertisers please mention M

an-to-Man Magazine




MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE

MAN-TO-MAN HOTEL DIRECTORY O]

Windsor
Hotel

P. O. BILODEAU, Proprietor

Neatly Furnished.
Centrally I,ocated.
Lighted by Electricity.
Open Day and Night.
Courteous Attention,
Reasonable Rates.

European Plan - $ .50 up
American Plan - 1.50 wp

New Westminster B
Next to Tram Office

Phone 188 P.O. Box 573

Graun Fintel

NEW YORK CITY

A FAMOUS HOME, WITH A

NEW ANNEX

ON BROADWAY, AT 3Ist STREET
Near Pennsylvania R. R, Terminal

A house made famous through its splendid service
and personal attention Lo patrous—the Grand counts
its friends by the thousands. Army and Navy people
stop here, as do all experienced travellers. For more
excellent living facilitics, quiet elegance and sensible
prices, are hardly obtainable elsewlere.

As for transportation facilities, New York's sub-
ways, elevated and surface cars are all practically at
the door. “I'heatres and shopping districts also jm-
mediately at hand.  Personal baggage transferred {ree
to and from New Pennsylvania statjon.

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

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

Rates: $1.50 per Day, Upwards
GEO.F.HURLBERT, President and General Manager
Also the Greenhurst, on Tak

town, N.Y. Open May lst to N
mobile stalls.

uide to New York (with maps) and Special Rate
Card—sent upon request.

e Chautauqua, James-
ovember 1st. 50 Auto-

q “Twelve Storiesof

Solid Comfort”’

Building, concrete,
steel and marble.
Located, most fash-
ionable shopping

district.
i 210 rooms, 135 baths.

{ Library and bound
magazines in read-
ing rooms for

8 guests.

B Most refined hostelry
in Seattle.

- — Absolutely fireproof.
Rates, $1.00 up English Grill.

STANLEY PARK

Mountain Resort Near Santa Barbara

Excellent
-to-date hotel. Cottages and tent houses. elle
El%le; best of everything. Booklet at 8011t!1erghlé}l);cllr%€'
Information Bureaus, or address J. Hemylterh o
Carpinteria, Cal., or Home Phone No. 2, Carpit a,

(GRANADA HOTEL

Corner Sutter and Hyde Sts. SAN FRANCISCO
ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

; tes
American or European Plan Moderate Ra
Booklet on Application

et

Richardson Mineral Springs

One of the best in the State
Ask your friends about them, or address

LEE RICHARDSON, Manager, Chico, California

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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Seattle’s House of Comfort

#fintel
Washington
Annex

Canadian visitors to Seattle in-
variably make this hotel their
headquarters. It is centrally
~situated in the heart of the
.theatre and shopping section.
Modern in every particular with
excellent cuisine and service.
Auto ’bus meets all trains and
boats. Wire for reservation.

J. H. DAVIS, Proprietor

Hotel Metropole

COMMERCIAL
HEADQUARTERS

Corner Cordova and Abbott Streets, Vancouver, B.C.

Rates---$3.00 and Up

American and European. Auto
bus meets all trains and boats.
Steam-heated rooms with pri-
vate baths, hot and cold run-
ning water. Sample rooms.

George L. Howe, Proprietor

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Ma

- California
Excursion
January 28, 1911

ROUND TRIP FARE

from Seattle $90.00
from Tacoma $88.50

INCLUDES
Railroad Iare Doth Ways,
Pullman Berth One Way,
Meals from the T'ime You
Leave Seattle, January 28,
Until You Reach T.os An-
geles, I'ebruary 3—:Also
Numerous Side T'rips.

Tickets good for return till April 28
Ioxcursion Train \Will In-
clude Six or More Stan-
dard Pullman  Sleepers,
One or More Dining Cars,
One Observation Car and
One Daggage Car.

T'he Number in the Party
Will Be Tamited: Make
Your Reservations Now.
Let Us Send You Our
Well-illustrated California
Literature. Also a Com-
plete Ttinerary and  An-
nouncenment Covering the
Coming Lixcursion.

Oregon & Washington

‘LINE OF THE

Railroad | SHASTA LIMITED"”

Southern Pacific Railway
“ROAD OF A THOUSAND WONDERS”

KINNER, General Freight and Passenger Agent,

w.D. S
SEATTLE

gazine
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BOOKNS

Beautifully Bound
Elegantly Illustrated

FOR PRESENTATION

Holiday Novelties in Society Stationery and Souvenirs

Exquisite Pictures, Nicely Framed

Photo Supplies and General Stationery
‘Greeting Cards Printed to Order

THOMSON STATIONERY CO. Limited

325 HASTINGS STREET

GASKELL-ODLUM -STABLER, Limited

683-685 GRANVILLE STREET
649 COLUMBIA STREET, NEW WESTMINSTER, B.C.

T

-
To xanwATwoR

The Margaret Eaton School
of Literature and Expression

North Street, Toronto
Mrs. Scott Raff, Principal

offers an ideal and a practical education for
women, including the study of English Lit-
erature (University topics), French and
German Interpretation, Dramatic Art and
Household Science. Students may register
at any time.  Homes, with quiet, refined
surroundings, provided for our students on
application to the Secretary,
Send for calendar.

As Investment

Brokers

We will give careful attention to the
execution of orders in Stocks and Bonds

We are also prepared to transact b1.1§1-
ness in high-grade Inactive Securities

Our Bond Department will offer any as-
sistance in the selection for invest-
ment of higli-grade bonds, chosen for
the security of their principal and the
attractiveness of their yield

Our Statistical Department offers its fa-
cilities for obtaining full and accurate
information upon any security

We shall be pleased to have you write
us for our Booklet No. 37, which
describes the different classes of In-
vestment Securities. A copy will be
gladly mailed without expense to you

A. E. Ames & Co., Ltd.

7 and 9 King Strcet East ~ Toronto

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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The AUTO Shop

Expert Automobile Repairing

Our Work Guaranteed
and Prices Right

Phone 2881

668 Seymour Street  Vancouver, B. C.

The
Fruit Magazine

Medal for Excellence, World's Fair

THORPE’S

SODA

WATER

Vancouver, Victoria and Nelson

of Waneonner, K. 6.

Official Organ of the

B.C. Fruit Growers’ Association

and the

Canadian National Apple Show
0

THE ONLY MAGAZINE IN CANADA

entirely devoted to the interests of
Fruit Growers, Fruit Dealers and

Fruit Consumers

Mailed to any Address in the World for
One Dollar a Year (. Agents Wanted

The Beer
Without a Peer

The Vancouver
Breweries
Limited

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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FARMS of high-class quality and ones

that can be thoroughly recommended

as good paying concerns; that is to say, they can be taken in hand and within the
year made to produce the interest on capital and a good all-round living for the

SOMETHING

that can be shown at the right price, with every opportunity of making out of it
a lovely and superb home, as well as a paying concern.

IT IS WORTH REMEMBERING

that the district I do my business in and in which I want to sell you a farm or
ranch has Special Advantages over all others in British Columbia.

Electric car station on the ground.

Two railway stations within half a mile of either end of the estate.

Electric traction power on the ground.

Pure running water through each farm.

Electric light for houses and barns.

Telephone station and telegraph station both on the ground.

The land is low, hilly tableland with rich prairie at the foot and between
the hills,

Write to me for particulars and plans, and state the questions you want to
know. I will answer them all satisfactorily.

REMEMBER THIS

That this district has its own markets, both LIVE STOCK and PRQ-
DUCE, that you are within 38 miles of the greatest city to be on the Pacific
Coast (Vancouver). That electric cars run through these farms and the freights

arc reasonable and the facilities good for shipping produce to all markets, both
in the States, Canada and Australia.

Write for particulars.

Lindsay Russell

Farm Specialist

ABBOTSFORD, B.C.

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine ‘
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Wanted

We want active agents to represent Man-to-Man

Agents

permanently in every city and town in the Dominion
of Canada. We have a special offer for cash subscrip-
tions, and also renewals, by which a live agent can
make a profitable business, and still handle it as a side
line.

The low price of Man-to-Man Magazine as com-
pared with any other publication in Canada is consider-
ably less than half. We solicit correspondence with all
news dealers and news agents, and feel confident that
our offer is the most attractive as a moncy-maker of

any magazine in the Dominion.

Write at once for full particulars.

Man-to-Man Company

LIMITED
633 Granville Street - VANCOUVER, B.C.

Address all communications fo the Circulation Manager
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Fort George Lumber & NavigatiOn Co.

Operating Four Steamers
on the Upper Fraser, Ne-
chaco and Stewart Rivers

TFrom Soda Creek to Tete Jaune Cache, on the
Fraser, and from Fort George to Fraser and
Stewart Lakes on the Nechaco and Stewart
Rivers.

This is the only company operating a com-
plete through scrvice to -Soda Creek to all
points on above-mentioned rivers and lakes.

ation Season Opened on May 1st .
Transport S ° P y 1 Steamer "' Fort George "’

The company’s boats will run in connection with an automobile service from Ash-
croft to Soda Creek, thus providing an up-to-date and pleasant method of -travelling.

Advance charges will be paid on all freight shipped to the company’s care at Soda
Creck, B.C,, and at the same time will be cared for and carried forward on first out-
going steamers.

A branch office of the company will be opened at Ashcroft, where intending settlers
and travellers can obtain the fullest and most reliable information regarding all points
in the interior of British Columbia.

The company is prepared to furnish all kinds of Rough and Dressed Lumber at
their mill at Fort George, or will deliver orders to any points on above-mentioned
river and lakes.

For full information as to Freight, Transportation and Lumber Rates, apply at the

company’s offices, 614 Hastings Street West, Vancouver, B.C., or at the company’s
offices, Fort George, B. C.

——

To JUDICIOUS

Loosen

Purse-strings ADVERTISING

Q. That is the ultimate object of most
advertising---isn’t it ?

It is our business to give you the
expert assistance in advertising that

(I:‘Chents tell me that the kind of your lawyer gives in matters of law.
b M M i
copy”” I write helps to do it. We do more—we help to create profit-
: able business.
Q. But I do more. ness
1 put t uim.re‘r" into business campaigus, Bllt there is this difference: It costs
“snm:cs new husiness stratagems, cut it 1
}\':1slc“ advertising expense, co-ol)el':llemto you nothmg to make use Of our: set=
interest, ereate and incrense business, vices. We shall be glad to go into
=
Py VV ’9 this matter wi i ‘ t
ASk me HO ? atter with business firms anc

boards of trade.

su;tei@M' HOULSER NOBLE ADVERTISING AGENCY

319 Pender St. ) . LIMITED
PHONE 8098 M{Jlson's Bank Bldg. Vancouver, B.C.

I
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