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The Pikeman

By Jessie M. Orchard

been educated at a cheap boarding-

school, apprenticed to a milliner, and

‘had soaked her understanding with
three-penny editions of florid, bombastic
novels. These latter bore fruit when
she became the wife of Jonathan Clegg,
mine host of Ye Olde Castle Inne at
Dunsterbury.

The attractions of Dunsterbury were
many. It boasted a well-preserved cot-
tage—the birthplace of a celebrated six-
teenth-century statesman. There was the
site of a famous Royalist and Round-
head battleground to be seen about a
mile from the town. On the hilly slope
above the river stood a castle, inhabited
by the descendants of the first earl who
owned it, and in a marshy spot, near a
ruined part of the castle walls bubbled
the waters of a Wishing-Well. When
the annual summer-outing parties and
visitors had viewed the armoury, the
park, and other parts of the castle de-
mesne to which the public were admitted ;
had walked over the battleground, and
sighed at the Wishing-Well, they usu-

IT was Mrs. Clegg's idea. She had

ally adjourned for light luncheons or
heavy teas to Ye Olde Castle Inne.
These were provided in the shady gar-
dens and arbours of the hostelry which
claimed to be as old as the castle itself.

“That being so,” observed Mrs. Clegg,
soon after her marriage, “we must have
everything in keeping. Our gables and
lattice-windows look lovely and ancient,
but what would be really splendid would
be a man in armour marching up and
down in front of the stone archway that
leads into the courtyard where the stables
are.”

And though at first Mr. Clegg vehe-
mentiy objected, in the end he had to
give way. Ar cousin of Mrs. Clegg’s
was in the “fancy dress” line, and at
her request he promptly forwarded a suit
which was his rendering of the costume
sported by a foot-soldier of the Eliza-
bethan period. It was scarlet in parts,
it was padded, it had high, flapping
leather boots, it had much tin-plating
about it. The helmet was shaped like
an inverted teapot, the wearer fitting his
head where the lid ought to be, while the
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final accessory was a pike which origin-
ally might have served as a battering-
ram. Even Mrs. Clegg had her doubts
as to the historical accuracy of the out-
fit, while Mr. Clegg observed that the
tenant would think he had got nailed up
into a roasting-jack.

Nevertheless a soul brave enough to
don it was found, and the man-at-arms
was soon installed in position. The suc-
cessful applicant—mainly on account of
size, since the gorgeous trappings had
cvidently heen designed for a juvenile
giant—was a splendidly-made specimen
of mankind, ruddy and healthy of cheek,
straight-backed, clean-limbed, pleasant
in manner, and uniformly good tempered
in spite of the bulky covering adorning
his person and shamelessly registered
eighty and cighty-five in the shade.

Mrs. Clegg was convinced from the
appearance and bearing of their Goliath
that he was nothing less than a duke
obliged to seek disguise because of un-
deserved troubles at home. Mr. Clegg
said he was probably a gentleman
“crimp’ in hiding from the police.

As time went on the fifteenth century
soldier became one of the “shows” of
the district. He was so huge, so dis-
tinguished, so taciturn, that public curi-
osity was whetted, and that vear more
visitors than ever went to Ye Olde
Castle Inne in preference to the Blue
Boar and the other hotels.

"It was so pleasant,” the ladies of the
neighbourhood said, “after the round of
sight-secing to take their friends to lunch
or tea at that dear old-fashioned place
of Clegg’'s. where the roses and wistaria
grew all over the quaint embowered gar-
dcn scats, and you could fancy while you
sat at the green-painted trestle-tables
that ])IC\C‘I]H\ some early-LEnglish dame
in ruff and farthingale would come trip-
ping round the \'cw-hccloe at the corner.
Oh!—and then, too, one must not for-
get that han(l%ome mysterious stranger
who gives the delicious touch of romance
that just completes the charming mediae-
val Havour of the whole thmo don't
vou know!"

And they continued to smile and make
eyes at the Pikeman until he blushed
again under his tin-plated helmet. This
same helmet was the source of much
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trouble to him, for if he moved his head
too quickly in animated conversation it
had a way of unexpectedly tilting to one
side and giving him a rakish, disreput-
able appearance entirely at variance with
his known character for respectability
and sobriety, while if he moved circum-
spectly in order to preserve its balance
he developed a rigidity of demeanour
that would have done credit to a funeral
mute. DMrs. Clegg explained that this
variation in his manner was occasioned
by the natural pride of the Duke getting
uncomfortable by being mixed up with
the lowly position of the serving-man.
And she began to wonder how long it
would be before the old family lawyer
should arrive to clear up the scandal
associated with his name, and carry him
back to his Dukedom, his coronet, his
ancestral halls, and liveried retainers.

In the meantime the usual round of ex-
cursionists and holiday-makers came and

went. The summer waxed and began to
wane. Visitors to the inn began to grow
scarcer, and the first leaves to fall from
the trees in the garden. Then one moru:-
ing a party of pleasure-seekers arrived
by the eariy train, and came, full ol
laughter and merriment, down the High
Street to the hostelry to order a meal
when the day’s pilgrimage should he
over. An elderly lady and gentleman
ascended the steps leading to the main
entrance followed by a crowd of pretty
girls with their attendant cavaliers. One
was prettier by far than the others, with.
a graceful, distinguished carri 1age, a
prou(l, sensitive face, and glorious, (lark-
grey eves. She was dressed with ex-
quisite taste, though her clothes were a
shade severer in style than seemed alto-
gether necessary for a . girl who was
e\rldcntl\ scarcely out of her teens. Mrs.
Clegg, peeping out from one of the upper
windows to view the arrivals told a com-
panion who they were.

“General Mrs. Crofton from
Crawley, a village about twenty miles

from here. They've got their house-
party with them. O, and isn't one of
them beautiful! I've never seen her be-
fore.  Whoever can she be. Somebody
very grand, I know! Now that’s the
sort of girl who makes you see for your-

and
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self how hard it is to hide birth when
.it's really good.”

Her friend, a dressmaker, on a holi-
day from her work at Mdme. Belton's
of Bond street, edged her way to the
casement and looked out, too.

“My!” she ejaculated, excitedly, “why, .

there’s Miss Upton! Fancy seeing her
here! Though aifter all I needn’t be sur-
prised, because this is the very place that
Americans always do come to in
swarms.”

“Which is Miss Upton ?” inquired Mrs.
Clegg, her eyes still on the lovely grey-
clad figure below.

“Why, that one! You're looking at
her! How do vou like the frock she's
wearing? I helped to make it. Shc
would have it like that—quite plain and
simple, because she sayvs it's wrong to
spend much money on dress. DBut those
two or three touches of pink lighten it
up splendidly and make it quite smart
and TFrenchy, don't yvou think they do?”

“Yes,” agreed Mrs. Clegg absently, ex-
periencing keen throes of disappointment
at the death blow to her theory of noble
birth and long descent. And she asked
dolefully: “Is that very pretty creature
really an American, then?”

“Yes, and most awfully rich like the
rest of them,” replied Miss Thorne. who
evidently pinned her faith to tradition.
“Her {ather made his fortune out of
a bone-boiling factory, or something like
that. But nobody minds about him. He's
dead, and she’s got all the money. But
she isn't a bit stuck-up—not a bit like
some Americans to talk to. No nasty
bounce about her,” continued Miss
Thorne, growing eloquent. “One of the
most pleasant young ladies I ever came
across. It was a treat, I can tell you,
to fit her. So gentle and nice all the
time. But that’s because she feels for
working people. She's a Socialist, yvou
see.”

“A Socialist!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Clegg,
in alarm, her mind filled with visions of
lean-faced.  Amarchists, black-brmv;:d
bandits, fur-coated Nihilists, bombs, m-
fernal machines, knives, stilettos, tor-
pedoes and ‘clockwork explosives of ever
unhallowed "description, though she dir
not very well know in what they dif-
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fered from one another, nor the wea-
pons peculiar to each,

“Yes, a Socialist,” Miss Thorne con-
tinued. meditatively, all unconscious of
the shock she had given her friend.
“Aud she says she’s no real right to the
riches her father left her. So she gives
a lot of it back every vear in different
ways to the working people who heiped
to make it.”

“"How did you find this out?” queried
Mrs. Clegg, allowing curiosity to get the
upper hand as Miss Thorne's placid man-
ner assured her there was no immediate
danger to be apprehanded from the
vouthful firebrand on her premises.

“"Oh, we always know everything
about the people we work for,” Miss
Thorne answered with professional pride.
“Sometimes the lady’s maids tell us;
but just as often we learn it from the
things they sayv about others when they
come with a friend to be ftted. They
talk about the most private things as if
theyv thought we'd got wool stuffed in
our ears, and couldn’t hear what they
said 1if we tried.”

Meanmwhile the vounger members of
the party had halted for a moment in
the doorway to survey the picturesque,
straggiing street, with its cobblestone
sidewalks and narrow, diverging alleys,
through the gloom of which the over-
hanging eaves of the Dblack-beamed,
gabled houses could be faintly discerned.
Having duly observed the swinging
signboards outside the oldest and most
tumbledown of the shops, the white can-
vas covered carrier’'s cart disgorging
some chattering villagers from a neigh-
bouring hamlet, and the country-women
sturdilv tramping along with the great
baskets containing the eggs and butter
they had come to sell, the little group
turned to go inside. Niss Upton
brought back her eyes regretfully from
the animated scene of an old ILEnglish
town in its market-day dress, and as
she did so they fell upon the Elizabethan
soldier. He had just stepped out from
the courtyvard to take up his sentry-go,
and stood, shouldering his pike in trans-
fixed amazement as he caught sight of
the girl in the doorway. She, on her
part, was equally surprised, but, woman-
like, concealed it. Laying her hand on
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the wrought-iron railings of the steps on
which she stood she leaned over and
smiled happily at the Pikeman.

“Is it really you?” she asked, in a tone
of gay banter. “What is the meaning
of this gorgeous apparel. Are you quali-
fying for a post in a lunatic asylum, or
is it only a rehearsal for a I'ancy Dress
Carnival? I'm afraid you'll find it very
hot dancing with an extinguisher on your
head and a tin pot around your waist.”
And she gave an airy flourish with a
dainty suede-gloved hand in the direction
of the cuirass he wore,

The Pikeman perceptibly hesitated for
an instant. Then he looked her straight
in the eyes. “It is really myself,” he
said. “‘But [ do not extract amusement
ount of these clothes. Others do that.
1 only earn my living in them.” And i
a few words he explained his occupa-
tion.

Miss Upton's face changed as she
heard him. Her smile suddenly vanish-
ed, and she drew herself up with a look
of angry surprise. “So you mean to tell
me that you consider you are working
for vour bread—earning your living
—by  just wearing those ridiculous
clothes!” she exclaimed incredulously,
pointing this time at his attire with a
hnger that was both accusatory and con-
temptuous.

The Pikeman reddened hotly, but the
look with which he met hers was un-
swerving and straight. “Our compact
did not stipulate any special terms of
service,” he said quietly, approaching her
as he spoke. *“But I have worked hard
and fairly nevertheless. I said I would.
I am only doing this now because——"
But she cut him short. *“Because you
were tired of doing some real hard work
for once, and waunted a holiday,” she ob-
served, with icy disdain.  “Of course,
you could never guess that I should
come and spoil your enjoyment of it.”

“I do not feel in the least caught like
a naughty schoolboy,” he returned
equably. “And if you will only listen
T can explain what naturally causes vou
some surprise.”  But for all the imper-
turbability of his bearing a quick clench-
ing of the hand that held the pike showed
he was stung by her words.

“‘Listen!"” Mis Upton repeated, lap-

‘you would.
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sing from her coldness into passionate
indignation. “Listen! Why, I have
heard too much already. That you
should dare to mention our compact to
me when all this while you have been
simply tricking me into believing that
you were lahouring honestly as you said
You have made a jest of
my idea, and spent the time we agreed
upon in heing shamelessly dressed up
as a buffoon while you act the part of
a witless clown to match it. Oh, I am
ashamed of myself,” she added, bitterly,
“for having trusted so blindly in your
honour and your truth.”

Beneath the absurd helmet the young
man’s face showed white, but with un-
disturbed self-control he still besought
her to hear him. “You do me immeasur-
able injustice,” he protested, earnestly.
“Appearances are against me, I admit—"

“Not at all.,” the girl interrupted, witi
a scornful laugh. *The part you have
chosen to play exactly suits you in everv
way. It's so easy!”

His patience went at last. His eyes
gathered fire, and he set his jaw, saying
mncisively :

“You do not realize what you are say-
ing.  Your accusations are monstrous
and unjustifiable, and you have no right
to ascribe such ideas to me.”

“I have every right!” she retorted,
standing very straight and still beforez
him. “[ have every right to show dis-
pleasure at your conduct. Does it not
speak for itself! Come, let us go back
to the very beginning. We liked one
another very well, I believe, when first
we met at the Foley’s. But I did not
approve of your society ways—your
wasting of time and opportunity—when
there is so much want and suffering wait-
ing for the idle rich to relieve. You
told me that you would reform—you
promised that you would disappear from
your usual haunts and try to realize the
hardships of the poor by working among
them and living as they do for six months
on end, so that, later on——" she falter-
ed, but recovered herself almost imme-
diately and proceeded as before—“you
could assist me with better comprehen-
ston of the cause I have at heart. And
I had such faith in you,” she subjoined,
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scathingly. “I believed you—then! But
now I know what you are.”

“And what am I?” he demanded, his
voice as hard and tense as her own.

And she replied unhesitatingly: “A
man who shows himself untrustworthy.
A man who thought it a joke to fool
and laugh at me. A man whom—I ut-
terly despise and renounce!” And she
turned, and would have gone, but he
detained her peremptorily.

“Miss Upton. Stay, I beg!” And at
the sound of entreaty in his voice the
girl started and listened involuntarily.
He had dropped his pike, and sprung
forward to where she stood.

“I have made every allowance for your
feelings with regard to the equivocal cir-
cumstances under which you find me
here,” he said, austerely. “But when,
notwithstanding my entreaties, and as-
surances, you deliberately refuse to be-
lieve that I can justify myself, and even
deny me a hearing, then matters are
placed upon another footing altogether.
You have impugned my honour: you
have cruelly attributed the basest of mo-
tives to my presence here today, and I
am, reluctantly, therefore, forced to the
conclusion that you wish to intention-
ally and irreparably insult me. Unless,”
he amended tersely, “you express some
sort of regret for your unfounded taunts
and imputations.”

Miss Upton’s grey eyes opened wide.
“I—apologize!” she gasped.

“Certainly,” he returned firmly, “I ex-
pect it.”

He was such a goodly specimen of
humanity standing there, so tall, broad-
shouldered and splendidly proportioned,
his calm, full gaze so unflinchingly meet-
ing hers, his smooth, unruffled forehead
and finely-cut aquiline features indicat-
ing such steady strength of will and
purpose that for a moment a sudden ten-
derness made her half-relent, and clfa—
scending a step, she asked softly: “Will
you give me your justification, then?”

“When you first show your contrition
to me,” was the brief reply.

She flung up her head at that, and
with haughty derision in every line of
her beautiful face made a gesture of
complete renunciation. .

“Sir Jasper Caversham,” she said,
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with trenchant utterance, “I never apolo-
gized to a man in my life, and, believe
me, I never will.”

“And I,” he rejoined, “have never yet
tamely submitted to a gratuitous insult
from man, or woman, or child. And,
Miss Upton, the day will never come
when I shall.” He bowed, and turned
on his heel, and left her.

And upstairs Miss Thorne had heard
every word they said.

“I never could have believed it!" she
exclaimed, as, breathless and bewildered,
she listened to the measured tramp of
the Pikeman’s feet as they died away
in the distance. “To think Miss Upton
could ever be so frightfully fierce and
impatient! And to find that John Me-
ford is actually a bharonet after all.
Won't Mrs. Clegg be pleased!” She sat
stiffly upright in- paralysed astonishment
and tragically addressed the reflection of
herself in a pierglass, Mrs. Clegg hav-
ing departed to attend to affairs down-
stairs.  “Well, she’s done for herself
with him. Amnyone can see with half
an cye that he’s not the sort to give way
to any girl if he thinks he's in the right
over some disagreement. And yet you
can tell—the two sillies!—that they're
as fond of each other as they can be.
Ah, if she only knew what I know she’d
never have treated him like that!” And
she agamn nodded sagely at her double.

She spent a minute i deep cogitation,
and then suddenly bounced up from her
seat in intense excitement. “‘And they
shan’t spoil their lives either if I can
lielp it!” she cried, and without further
delay she hurried off to a sccret confer-
ence with Mrs. Clegg.

Later on in the day, the sight-sceing
and the subsequent dinner at the inn at
an end, Miss Upton was by herself in
a nook she had discovered. She had
followed one of the upper winding pass-
ages until she emerged onto a little
wooden balcony, around which trails of
ivy and Virginia creeper hung and clus-
tered. ILeaning her arms on the broad
ledge she looked out over the landscape
that lay before her.

Through the gathering haze of an
carly September evening the distant river
shone and glimmered. Some red and
white cattle stood fetlock deep where the
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water babbled over the pebbly shallows,
while the rest of the herd grazed con-
tentedly in the lush far-stretching mea-
dows. A woman in a blue cloak was
leading a little child over a plank-bridge
that spanned the reed-edged banks, and
a dog gambolled and hounded before
them. Beyond the fields beech-covered
slopes arose, crowned by the Castle
whose stately keep and towers were melt-
ing indistinctly into the pale hues of
the falling twilight. And over and above
all hovered the incffable charm of the
cvening hour.,

But the girl was indifferent to it all.
The whole day long she had laughed
and jested with counterfeit zeal, and pre-
sently she would put on her mask again.
But for the moment she was only con-
scious that she was very tired, very
weary, and that she wanted, above all,
to think. Yet she was incapable of
evolving more than one idea. She had
quarrelled irreparably with the only man
who had ever touched her heart—the
man to whom she was practically en-
gaged.

“"He night have had patience,” she re-
flected bitterly, oblivious that her own
conduct had hardly been conspicuous for
that virtue. Dut the gist of the matter
lay in the fact that in the whole course
of her wilful, petted life she had never
known what opposition meant until it
met her in the person of a resolute, mas-
terful, tenactous-of-his-rights English-
man, and the experience had startied and
unbalanced her.  She turned as a voice at
her side unexpectedly aroused her from
her thoughts. Miss Thorne was present-
ing herself to her recollection.  Miss
Upton remembered her perfectly well,
and her smile delighted the little dress-
maker who found her the captivating,
kind Miss Upton once more. She was
interested in  hearing about  Miss
Thorne’s happy holiday, but that, it ap-
pcared, was not what the dressmaker was
venturing to trouble her about. Know-
ing her sympathy and goodness towards
those in distress she had ventured to
come to her on behalf of someone she
knew—a young man.

“Your young man?’ inquired Miss
Upton, with a faint smile that almost
turned to laughter at the expression of
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shocked deprecation on Miss Thorne’s
face at the very suggestion.

“He is a gentleman,’, she announced,
solemnly. “In fact, its Mrs. Clegg’s
Elizabethan Pikeman.” And her round,
innocent-looking eves were stolidly con-
scious of the suspicion that dawned in
the clear ones searching her own. It
was necessary to plunge at once and
desperately into her theme. So she
started.

How he was evidently under some
cloud that had forced him to earn
his living in ways to which he
was evidently unaccustomed. He had
told them he had done bricklaying, rail-
way navvying, carpentering, wharfinger-
ing, and so on, his last venture being
into a chemical works where he had had
his hands badly burnt through helping
to save a fellow-workman from the re-
sults of an overturned bottle of acid.
It was corroding its way through the
clothes to the skin of the victim, and
in helping to tear them off John Mel-
ford’s fingers were so fearfully injured
that he had to hurry away to the hos-
pital.  After a fortnight’'s agony there
he was turned away to get his bread
with a pair of hands that were absolutely
useless for the purpose. He was unable
to grasp or hold a single tool or imple-
ment. “So, if he hadn’t happened to
see Mrs. Clegg's advertisement goodness
knew what would have become of him,”’
AMiss Thorne concluded, excitedly.

“What do you think I can do for him "
Miss Upton asked, after a moment’s
pause.

During the dressmaker’s recital she
had leaned again on the ledge, with
averted head. But Miss Thorne had
seen how the scarlet flooded her cheek,
and then ebbed, leaving it white as the
lily.

“I don’t know,” she answered, forlorn-
ly, suddenly perplexed as to the effect
of her plot, since Miss Upton’s voice
was so level and unemotional. I
thought—perhaps, you might be able to
get him a place as nightwatchman or
hall-porter or something easy like that,”
she added, with a doubtful eye on the
girl.  “You see, the season’s nearly over
here now, and Mr. Clegg can’t keep him

’
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much longer.
explosively.

Miss Upton stood upright. I think
I know of a place that will suit him,”
she said, quietly.  “If vou will be so
good as to ask him to come to me here
1 will tell him about it.”

And if her tone showed lack of feel-
ing her face was eloquence itself. She
sank down on the wooden bench as he
came and stood before her. The tin-
plated suit was discarded forever, and
the crimson tunic was doffed. IHe was
attired in ordinary dress; his chin fresh-
lv-shaven, and his whole appearance well-
groomed and neat.

“You sent for me,” he said, announc-
ing himself with sombre brevity, augur-
ing 11l 1rom his reception, a sudden ner-
vousness having made her seem cold and
haughty once mwore. “I must ask yvou
to pardon me if I appear hurried, but
[ am starting for home. and there are
several things that I have vet to see to.
[ go by the up-train tonight.”

“We return by that one, too,” Mliss
Upton said, with a little laugh, quickly
recovering herself as she saw the soft-
ening that stole, despite himself, into the
glance with which he regarded her. “But
its not due for nearly an hour. We have
plenty of time to—to—talk!”

He scanned her face, bewilderment
gathering in his own. But what he read
in the sweet, shy face uplifted to his

He'll starve!” she ended,
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sent him to her side in an instant. With
a soft, caressing movement she took his
hands and tenderly touched the medi-
cated gloves that covered his wounded
fingers.

"I have heard all,” she faltered, “about
vour braverv—evervthing! Oh, Jasper,
dear, forgive me.” And she bent to find
and kiss his injuries. But he would not
let her see them. I must hide them:
thev might frighten vou,” he said, with
a loving smile. And the place of con-
cealment was about her waist as he
drew her close within his arms.

There was just room on the bench for
two. Aud no one could see that he kissed
her, or hear him sayv that she had nearly
broken his heart. IFor the ivy and crim-
son creeper hung in heavy festoons from
a wooden canopy overhead, and the cven-
ing shadows were falling thickly in the
tar corner where they sat.

Some little time later at Mdme Bel-
ton's Miss Thorne. while fitting Miss Up-
ton for her wedding dress, confessed her
unpremeditated eavesdropping. But the
girl was not in the least offended.

“Your subsequent assistance more
than condoned what vou did.” she said,
smiling. “If it had not been for vou I
might have remained an old maid for
the rest of my life.”

And the little dressmaker, in happy
content, put the last pin in the creamy
white satin of the bodice.
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The Wreck

Drifting from Ocean to Ocean on the breast of a hungry sea,
Derelict, broken, forsaken, at the mercy of all winds that be,
Buffetted, torn and driven by the force of each passing squall,
While the ragged sail on her mast top sends forth a wailing call.

No hand at the wheel to steer her when the black winged night time falls,
No one to guide her safely where the foaming Rock Siren calls,

Rising and heavily dipping on the curve of the rounded swell,

While the loosened bell at her fo’castle tolls deeply her own death knell.

Tangle of ropes in the rigging, splinters of masts on the deck,

And her soiitary guardian standing, half bound to the helpless wreck,
Glass cyes that stare in the distance, blue face and white teeth that grin,
Like a terrible witness standing to speak of unspeakable sin.

Triumphant the white tipped breakers strike heavy against her side,
Shrieking with jeering defiance at the ship in her broken pride,

And sullen and heavy, unyielding, she stands ’gainst their onslaught cold,
Her spirit untamed, still resisting their quivering shock as of old.

Beneath where the sound of laughter and joy and music and song,

Had thrilled her staunch heart to the centre as she swept her way along,
The creeping water is washing from wail to farthest wall,

And the splintered and broken fragments lie scattered or rise and fall.

Waterlogged, slowly but surely the whispering waters creep,

T'ill heavily deeper and deeper she sinks to the grasping deep,
Plunging with groans that shake her from endmost stem to stern,
Dipping her sides to the waters then slowly to backwards turn.

Struggling with unquenched courage ’gainst the waters that threaten and call
Where once in her pride and her beauty she carelessly rode over all,

IFalling and rising and sinking, drifting from tide to tide,

While the floating sca-weed slimy makes fast to her helpless side.

Drifting from Ocean to Ocecan on the breast of a hungry sea,
Derelict, broken, forsaken, at the mercy of all winds that be,
Buffetted, torn and driven by the force of each passing squall,
While the ragged sail on her mast top sends forth a wailing call.

—PETE.



The Romance of a Coal Dock

By Chatles Dorian

HE temperature in the fuel fore-
man’s office rose at one point to
ninety-five  degrees “foreign
heat,” the foreman, himself a

Frenchman, being consistently hot-tem-
peratured ; the gang over which he held
sway, Italian, who kept mercury danc-
ing in the altitude; and the trouble par-
ticularly affecting an American coal
barge produced an atmosphere of—not
exactly barometric balm.

The vessel was laden with three thou-
sand tons of three-quarter Pittsburg
diamonds, which analyzed, would dis-
close a mass of three-quarters coal dust
and the rest carboniferous shale—valu-
able as votes in that time of industriai
depression,

Two long days and nights was it
transcribing its course across two in-
land seas. Arrived at the unloading
point its heart sank clean to bilge when
two other coal barges loomed into view
at the docks.

The American captain of this Ameri-
can vessel gracefully ordered his mate
to lower a yaw] and scull him to shore
where he would find him the foreman
and give him a cigar.

The foreman at the moment of the
captain’s approach was administering
orders for a new move by which two
vessels might be unloaded at the same
time. As soon as the captain heard the
details of the new scheme he smiled twice
as widely and gave the foreman fwo
cigars.

“I always said that you had a head
that never shrunk,” he observed, slapping
the foreman flatly between the shoulders.
What he really meant was cuite differ-
ent: the foreman had a head that, if
anything, expanded—but Captain Ors-
man knew tact.

The foreman chose to be unusually si-
lent and morose. The flattering eulogy

upon which the captain had merely
touched grated this morning and the
captain thought it best to leave him to
his plans just then.

He picked his way over rocks to the
“Lakeview” to renew handshakes with
the proprietor—but that worthy was
away on an extended bear hunt. So he
was left with nothing better than a ris-
ing ugly mood. He slumped into a ver-
andah chair and scanned the rugged hills,
muttering against their imposing gran-
deur.

He looked down upon the fishing vil-
lage to the right huddled snugly on the
flat beach ; to the left upon the coal dump,
a huge pile of ghttering jet. He had
seen it all before and hoped he would
never see it again—but the will of a
mere captain is powerless against the
conditions arising from the caprices of
Wall Street when it chooses to indulge
in a bouleversement. The bare lake was
not more desolate than this forsaken
place, he thought. He had boasted once
before that he had more accommodation
on his vessel than all the houses in the
place—including the hotel.

And the last time he had been there
he had enjoyed it more than he was do-
ing now: he was in dock at dark and
away before two sunrises—that was a
piece of luck, to be sure. Laying over
in a place that has nothing but scenery
and fisheries could not appeal to any-
one, he had said—ecven if he had a sweet-
heart there. He passed islands complete-
ly deserted which he liked better—be-
cause he was able to pass them. His
hours aport were his sorest touch for his
heart was with the sea. That was the
whole secret.

sk Sk b sk sk

But the skipper had taken his little
daughter to bear him company and with
her it was different.
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“Where's papa?”’ she asked the mate,
skipping lightly across the deck to where
he stood looking landward.

“Gone ashore, miss, half-an-hour ago,”
he replied.

“And he forgot me!” she pouted. “Just
for that I'm going to elope. What a
lovely beach! Oh, Mr. Mate, please let
down my skiff: I'm going across there
to pick pebbles. My! how dazzling they
are.”

The skiff was lowered and the rope
ladder let down for her to descend.
“Good-hye,” she called merrily to him
and her paddles dipped silently in the
calm water. She began to carol gaily
as she went; she dlS1ppeared a moment
behind a 1oc|\y promontory; then he
heard her voice but faintly and saw her
fairv-like form among the pebbles away
off. A big, manly sigh escaped him as
he turned quietly and entered the chart
room.

Upon that promontory stood a youth
among the trees watching the approach-
ing skiff, and his heart heard something
of the notes the girl sang. This was
his cove, his rock, his beach. He went
there daily when it was bright to dive
from that rock. But this morning he
lingered over-long.  This new invader
fascinated him and he was loth to sur-
prise her. The birds came thus and he
dehighted in their warble near him.
\lan\ a morning he missed his swim as
he did this hecause the birds came close
to him and he kept very still so as
not to disperse them.

He saw the skiff dragged up. The
carolling went on while the girl gathered
pebbles.  There were no pebbles any-
where as those around Jackfish, and
Jack DBrandon had a big collection of
them—greenstones and agates.

He stuffed his bathing-suit into his
pocket and absorbed the sweet music
wafted across the cove to him. Present-
Iy there was silence and the gir] sat on
a rock looking out across the lake, her

chin resting in her smooth hands. She
was pretty and sométhing more: Jack
could see that from his (hstance She

was not a child as her voice would sug-
gest and what- she was just about to c]o
caused his eves to avert to the trees

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

where the birds were. He lesitated

about running away altogether.

He trusted himself to look again in
her direction and saw her wading with
childish delight. He was surprised that
so delicate a creature could bear the icy
chill of Superior water but she seemed
to revel in it. She felt safe there, too,
in the solitude of that silvery beach.

“What was that?” she whispered in a
tone of frightened inquiry, looking
around startled. As if in answer to her
question the brush back from the beach
crackled and a tawny face peered out.
She screamed : that is, she made the fa-
cial signs of screaming hbut her voice
was dead. The full body of a young
Indian emerged from the spot where her
eyes glared with shocked intentness and
sauntered down to the water’s edge to
grin with half-closed eyes at the pretty
object there.

It wouid be a horrible leer in the facce
of a white man but in this young Chip-
pewa it recalled the stories she had read
of the aborigines and she actually be-
lieved that she had innocently stumbled
upon a savage rendezvous. If he had
drawn a knife and scowled she would
not have been less afraid. His smirk-
ing and grinning were too horrible! A
convulsive shiver ran through her slender
frame and she felt the chlllmcr pain in-
curred by those fnghtened by the
thoughts of impending drowning.

The wugly spectator of her misery
gurgled some incomprehensible serenade
and then turned to the discarded hosiery.
He picked up one and iooked at it askew
and then at her.

“You fiend!” she shrieked, all the
blood in her body rising to her face.

“Yah! yah! yah!” he jabbered and be-
gan removing his mocassins. She saw
his purpose and shuddered. Then, be-
fore she realized what was happening.
a tall young man stood before the young
animal thleateanIy

The youth of the rock was now a man
and his strong frame pulsed with emo-
tion. The ﬂabby Indian leapt to his feet
and glowered at him, but the eyes of
the man held a command. The mocas-
sins went on in an instant and without
one word being spoken the Indian
marched off. Jack Brandon followed
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him as far as the railroad track. The
girl feared an encounter there between
the thwarted savage and her rescuer.
She came out of the water and rehabili-
tated quickly looking fearfuily toward
the bush the while, straining her ears to
catch the sound of voices. There were
none. Soon the faint crackling of the
alders announced the return of her hero
of the strange encounter.

“You were so kind,” she said to him.
*T do not know what I should have done
all alone.”

“You were never alone,” he assured
her. I kept watch on yonder rock. I
had almost decided %o go when this
young wanderer appeared. They are
harmless he explained, “*but sometimes
one cannot tell what they will do when
they are not watched.”

She shuddered again, but her eyes
were full of gratitude. I am so glad
vou were near,” she said, and forthwith
colored, recollecting her frolic. But this
voung man was grave and she trusted
his eyes,

“I must be going back to the boat,”
she said, after a pause.

“Will you come back to the beach
again?”’ he enquired.

“Why, I'll be too frightened to look at
it even!” she laughed.

“Very well,” he said, gravely
fore, as he pushed off her skiff.
bye,” and turned to go.

“Oh, I hope you do not think I am un-
grateful,” she said, seriously, hesitating
to dip her oars. “I may see you again
if you live up in the village.”

“I am always busy when I am in the
village,” he replied. "When I wish
pleasure I come here.”

She was rowing off slowly but stopped
to ask : “Have you to go hack now ?”

“I fear so. I allow myself only an
hour down here and it is now that long
since [ came.”

She liked the simple frankness in this
young man.

“Our boat, the ‘Torpedic’ may be
ready to leave tomorrow night. I might
come to the beach a little whiie tomorrow
morning.’

This seemed to delight him and he
smiled. “I will look for you,” he said.

Perhaps it was his boyish smile, per-

as be-
“Good-
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haps the clear nokes of his voice that
thrilled her but as she rowed away she
hoped that the “T orpedic” would be de-
tained for a long time.
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Foreman LLeDuc had just left the boat
with the gangs in the one nearly finished
and the clams gobbling up coal from
the other. The new scheme was work-
ing admirabiy despite the wmurmurs
among the laborers. At the rate thos=
clams shot up and down from the high
towers the "“Torpedic” would be docled
that nmight.

“They're risin® a foot an hour,” ob-
served LeDuc from his watch tower in
the power-house. The coal was com-
ing out so fast that the white hulls
seemed to grow in size cvery minute.
It was wondm ful work and LeDuc was
proud of his ingenuity.

He divided half his stock of cigars
with the cupola man and dcsccn(lcd to
his office. He had just reached the bot-
tom step when the cupola man shouted
down:

“Thair be trouble, sir. The ‘ole bloom-
in’ gang is leavin’ ithe boat.”

LeDuc turned out the nearest door and
traced his steps dockward—only to mect
the whole gang half way. He clamped
his jaws and retraced his route to the
officc without a word.

The timckeeper was startled by the
babel withowt as a score of smudgy faces
clamoured before the window-pane and
velled their numbers.  He looked at the
foreman inquiringly but that excited per-
son was launching into a half-I‘rench,
half-Ttalian tirade upon the men, punc-
tuating his flow of vehemence by a
champ into a prodigious quid of tobacco.

He found from their leader (they were
never without one—when they walk in
pairs one is always a little ahcad), that
they had not the customary grievance of
wages but just took a fancy to run the
job their way.

“You’ll run this job my way or get
to h— out!” spoke LeDuc with heat.

“Gimme time! Gimme time!” came in
every degree of vocal expression, and a
gabbling, gurgling, rattling confab ran
in undercurrent as the feeling grew
warmer. '
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LeDuc left the rest to the timekeeper
and started off to the telegraph office.

On his way he met the Dock Superin-
tendent, to whom he explained the
trouble in highly-coloured expletives.

“It’s like this, Mr. Brandon: if we
give in to ’em they’ll run us. Better to
wire for a new gang and we’ll take out
all ithe coal we can with the clams till
they come.”

This looked feasible; the clams being
able to take up nine-tenths of the cargo.

“Have you tried your car men in the
boat 7" asked Brandon.

“I could do that, but who'd work in
the cars?” ’

“Unload on the dump,” advised Bran-
don.

“Your orders, sir,” and accordingly,
LeDuc looked up the itrimmers and or-
dered them to go to the hoat. This,
however, did not work as he had planned
for the trimmers had been talking to the
boatmen and anticipated just what Le-
Duc would do. They, therefore, re-
fused to take the strikers’ places for less
than double time. LeDuc was staggered.
He appealed to the Superintendent.

Iirandon’s youthful face was trans-
mitted now into a virile mould of de-
termination. This man could listen with
sympathy to the song of birds and his
whole soul expand with the buoyancy
which animates all young life, but in
dealing with men he was stern and un-
compromising.  He had an appealing
manner in any situation and this adapt-
ability had made him successful.

“Have you a sufficient force to dump
the coal as it comes round the cable sys-
tem?” asked he of LeDuc. LeDuc count-
cd mentally and replied :

“l can manage it.”

“Work the machines, then. T'll ar-
range with the captains to make room
for the “Torpedic’ so that when the new
gang comes we'll have the whole fleet
clammed out ready for the buckets.”

The new arrangement was working
well when Captain Orsman appeared at
the office where Brandon and LeDuc
were in conference,

“How long before we get unloaded >”
he asked.

“Tell you better when you're started,”
replied LeDuc.
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“I want to know,” persisted the cap-
tain. “If 1 cannot get decent despatch
I'll pull out now. Costs too much to
pay for the benefit of seeing a gang of
Dagoes on strike.”

Brandon spoke up and advised the
captain to wait. He explained the plan.

“But,” objected Orsman, “how am I
to be assured that that new gang will
be here in time to avoid detention? I'd
look sick anchored out there with three
parts of my cargo gutted, wouldn't I?
I'm not the owner of the barge, but I
have the say whether she dumps here
or not.”

LeDuc was about to interject a re-
mark about “bluff,” but Brandon said
quietly:

“Better trust us, captain. I'm pretty
sure you'll get out without detention.
I'll make a personal effort to get the
best despatch for you.”

Orsman had been taking side glances
at the outline of Brandon’s jaw as if it
held some potent attraction, but now that
he had spoken and both looked squarely
at each other there was the hest confirm-
ation of a rigid purpose in the Superin-
tendent’s expression and the captain sub-
mitted.

“I'll leave it to you, then, Mr. Bran-
don—hut, by Texas! if you haven’t those
other vessels out tomorrow Ull pull out
with half my cargo.”

This was the worst threat a Captain
could make and I.eDuc meant to tell
him the direction to certain sulphurous
regions but Brandon laughed quietly.

“Tt will not be that bad, I hope, Cap-
tain,” he said. “We're mighty touchy
upon the question of the dock’s reputa-
tion and I would not have you do as you
say for a great deal. We will have to
trust for better, that’s all.”

“It's up to yvou, then,” and without re-
lighting his defunct cigar, the captain
strode away to appear a few minutes
later on his own boat, determined to
carry out his purpose.
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Next morning at nine o’clock the
youth in Jack Brandon reasserted itself.
There was a twinge of sharpness in the
air though the sun came out ere long
in glorious effulgence dissolving the fog-
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laden air as it crept slowly, majestically
up the heavens.

The girl and the skiff waited at the
beach and Brandon quickened his steps
toward them. Her face was flushed with
the exercise and her eves scintillated
with joy from the grandeur of the morn-
ing. Perhaps they were unwontedly
brilliant. Her beauty, Jack observed, was
of ricuner quality than when he had first
seen her. He hesitated to speak, merely
smiling recognition and allowing his
fancy to riot with the shimmering, golden
hair: the eyes, too deep for color, hold-
ing a speil in itheir brilliance like unto
the depths of sky and lake; and the half-
parted lips engaging his soul with de-
light.

“My name is Jack Brandon, I pre-
sume you are Miss Orsman,” he said,
when speech had at last found way.

“Truly,” she asked half-credulously.
“Father speaks proudly of Mr. Brandon,
the Superintendent of the docks. Are
vou he?”

“Not at present,”” he answered light-
Iv. “I am Jack Brandon of the beach
—an entirely different person.”

“I am going ito thank you again, then,
Jack Brandon of the beach, for what you
did vesterday. You are sure to think
of Alice Orsman for as long as she will
think of you and I wish it to be with the
same regard.”

“If Alice Orsman,”’—and he smiled the
smile that thrilled—thinks of me as I
have thought of her ever since her voice
broke out in melody upon this lake, there
will be an enchantment such as distance
will never break.”

She did not reply but looked far out
to the gleaming horizon as if there lay
away beyond a happiness greater than
she knew. His eves followed her gaze
and the same thoughts enveloped him.
Thus they remained for a long, long
time, silent spectators of the vast un-
known, their souls wafting together out
to the bhoundary of the universe, return-
ing unsatiated fused beyond the power
of words to sever.

“Father says our boat will be out to-
morrow,” she said, at length, wishing to
break the silence in some way.

“Tomorrow night at ten o’clock,” he
confirmed.
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“"He mentioned the trouble up there
and he fears that the end is not yet,”
she went on.

“Whatever happens, I have promised
him a clearance within a reasonable
time,” he said, his managerial tone aris-
ing. '

“If father did not dread these long
waits I would almost wish we could re-
main longer,” she said, naively.

"Do you like it here so much as that ?”

“I'd love to live right on this beach,”
she replied with enthusiasm. “Yonder
rock as a foundation, and these round,
glistening granite stones built into a
bungalow—it would be ideal.”

“All alone?” he asked, with that se-
riousness which characterized him. Her
head drooped aud a slight flush crossed
her face.

“Alice!” he prompted. Still her eyes
were cast down. “Would you live alone,
Alice—if I asked you not to?”

He had approached her where she sat
on the gunwale of the skiff. As he
spoke two quick blasts followed by two
more from the power-nouse whistle
caused him to speak more hurriedly and
anxiously. “Would vou, Alice? Quick,
dear! I must go.”

The sound of the shrill whistle caused
her to start and in doing so the boat
rocked and she swayed toward him,
clasping his hands to steady herself.
“No, no, no,” she answered excitedly, he
trying to encourage a quick response to
his question. “I want you—there!”

Oh, the ccstasy of it! Though the
whistles blew two thousand times two
he could not have answered them just
then. A fair cheek nestled close to his
chin, her eyes shyly concealed against
his shoulder, the holdness of her action
engulfing her with half-shame, half-joy.
He picked her up in his arms while she
clung desperately to him lest he would
leave her too soon. He lavished show-
ors of kisses upon her hair, her cheeks,
her lips before placing her in her skiff.
Then with a gallant effort he broke away
from the engaging arms and darted away
with the fleetness of a deer.

She looked after him wistfully, half-
tearfully, not understanding his sudden
departure. She found herself floating
aimlessly about the cove long after he
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had gone: then picking up her paddles,
at the same time waking up to the real-
ity she steered toward the dock to hear
what the trouble could be that took Jack
Brandon—her Jack now—away.

o e
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The news which greeted Brandon was
this: The “Torpedic” would be clamme:l
out, or "“hroke down" and the other two
hoats rcady for the shoveilers at one
o'clock that afternoon. No shovellers
had arrived to do the work nor were
they likely to come—five hundred feet
of the Heron Bay trestle was burned to
ashes that morning!

What would be done? No trains were
running.  The passenger trains were 2]
diverted over the Soo branch and it
would be three days before the bridge
would he rebuilt.  What was to be done
in this momentous extremity?

Jack Brandon thought first of what 1t
meant to his suit were Captain Orsman
disappointed. That would rouse him o
some action surely, but what could he
do? He did not sav. He could not
think concentratedly there with the de-
tails on a telegraph form before him and
an excited foreman making fitful sug-
gestions in a jargon of mixed languages.

He would run out into the hills and
think it out there as he had thought out
other problems.  True, he had never had
SO exigent a situation to cope with be-
fore. Three hours to win or lose in the
greatest contest of his life!

To the hills, therefore, he went.

In the hills he was met by a pair of
brown eves that glinted hate. In less
ume than he could have summed it all
up he was surrounded by a horde of
brown faces whose eves all giinted hate.
He could not escape them—he did not
think of trving to escape.

Being surrounded by a horde of semi-
savages was not a whit more delightful
than being surrounded by a horde of
ultra-savages. He stood calmly looking
on to the exhibition of fiendish antics
which betrayed their Indian propensities.
They drew closer—a score of them, stal-
wart sons of Nimrod, brown as walnut,
half-ragged and formidable, each armed
with a knotted bludgeon.

There was one among them whom all
eyes regarded covertly. They seemed
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to await his orders. This elderly one
now presented himself to Jack to whose
surprise he spoke in French. Chippewa
French though it was, Jack understood
it.

The demand was fthis:

One of their tribe had seen a beautiful
maiden wading at the beach and that
maiden had acquiesced in his desire by
speaking to him. This young son of
Omeemee was thwarted in his suit by
respected sir, and he, the chief, had a
proposition to make: that respected sir
confer with beautiful maiden’s father
and compel that gracious chief to give
his daughter in marriage to the son of
Omeemee. :

A flash of humor shot into Brandon's
eves—and with it a plan.

"It is customary,” he spoke in French,
“for those who wish to win in contests
of the heart o prove their worthiness
for the maiden by some deed of valor.”

The tribe nodded attention.

"It is only by entering into competi-
tion with other men that the son of
Omeemee can hope to aspire to the hand
of Captain Orsman’s daughter.”

Interest deepened among the tribes-
men who nodded knowingly.

“These are all big, vigorous men. The
son of Omeemee is only one of them. Let
him cast his lot with the rest in a feat
of endurance to win the beautiful girl
and I will lay the victor's petition before
her father, the great chief.”

Would they? The son of Omeemee
was the only dissenter.

“He says,” explained the chief, “that
vourself be included in the feat.”

“I am agrecable,” assented Brandon.

“Produce your challenge,” quoth the
chief, all eyes according Brandon the
right to do so.

“It shall be a feat of arms truly—Dbut
not for blood,” began Brandon. ‘“The
lady would frown upon such a proce-
dure. Capitain Orsman and his beautiful
daughter live in a castle on top of the
ship “Torpedic.” They will witness the
contest from start to finish. They can
see when valor shrinks. All you men,
therefore, march forth; arm yourselves
with shovels, and the man who stays
longest at the task of filling buckets with
coal will be given his award before the
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great Chief of the Lakes, Captain Ors-
man!”’

The chief repeated it to make it ail
clear. Twenty pairs of heels were soon
clapping together and the sing-song
chant of a war song announced that they
were in it to a man, ’

Jack feared for a moment that he had
made a grievous mistake in pitting his
strength against that of these half-sav-
age men. And suppose he were beaten!
They would murder him if he did not
fulfil his part of the agreement. He
banished that thought. They were half-
savage, true! DBut they had the faculty
of distinguishing work from warfare af-
ter they were in it for awhile—and Jack
trusted to his knowledge of the Indian
character to give him assurance of his
own success. And, besides, had he not
himself risen from the rank of coal
shoveller?

At one o’clock he left his room attired
in overalls; his face smeared with but-
ternut stain; his hair disarranged and
a red kerchief around his neck.

The twenty stalwarts appeared upon
the stroke of the hour and LeDuc
slouched dejectedly from his office at the
same hour. HHe gaped open-mouthed as
the file of Indians halted before him and
their leader demanded shovels for the
gang.

“What!" he gasped. Then, “Brandon,
vou brown devil! What the deuce pow-
wow do you call this?”

“Come, LeDuc, get shovels;
business—I'm running this gang.
Orsman to watch our smoke.
needn’t give the game away.
clean these hoats out slicker
nut!”

“Well, you beat the bunch!” he com-
mented. *Orsman nearly had a fit when
he heard about the wreck; swore ne'd
pull out at one sharp if our gang did not
turn out. The strikers, too, said they’d
mob the new gang—but I guess they
won't. They didn’t count on Indians!
Haw ! haw! Brandon, you're a genius!”
Every time he thinks of that parade to
this day he stows his quid and smiles.

At six o'clock the “Mistic” had an
hour's work in her. Brandon recom-
mended that they stay and finish her so
that the next boat could berth while they
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were at supper. 1t was enough that he
stayed. The eves of the fair princess
would detect any shrinking on the part
of the tribesmen! They stayed and
worked up to the pace set by Brandon.

It was a less supple gang which ap-
eared next morning but they went to
work with a vigor that expanded, and
at three o'clock the “Torpedic” lay at
the dock, the last boat to be trimmed out.

Brandon worked silently  but the
“bucks™ had been chanting as they
worked. Now there was a decided fall-

ing-ott in the volume of their lay, and
at four o'clock one man ascended from
the hold. He returned in a short while
with a bottle of painkiller to his lips and
looked over the edge of the hatch.

At five o'clock three more had fol-
lowed his exampie. At seven only thir-
teen out of the twenty returned to work,
but the work they did would have put
an outfit of any other class of men to
mmmortal shame.

Those in the boat would have been a
winning crew had the defaulters not re-
turned with their temptation. The fire
of the pain-killer had aroused their sav-
age traits, however, and they remained
to tantalize the ones who worked.

It was a blow o Captain Orsman when
he saw seven men ascend from the hold
within half-an-hour and the lest looking
groggy. Now that he had waited so long
he mecant to leave with a clean boat.

The pain-killer was too much for them.
Pain-killer kills pain but it kills Indians
too. They all succumbed when darkness
had set in and the lamps were in full
glare in the hot vault beneath the water
line—all, except the son of Omeemece.
The end was near.

Toward ten o'clock it looked like a tic
between Brandon and the Indian for the
hand of Alice Orsman. The captain and
his daughter had come alongside the
hatch to watch the final struggle with
the cargo he had threatened to deprive
them of; to watch the stand made by
the two heroic Indians.

It might not have ended quite so soon
if they had not seen the son of Omce-
mee pause to wipe the sweat from his
forehead ; steal across the open space and
deal Brandon a blow with his shovel.
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Seeing one strike the other the girl
screamed. The captain shook his first
at the miscreant. It was enough! They
had seen. The wrath of the great had
descended upon the head of the son of
Omeemee and his spirit was broken.

He went ashore with dejected strides,
the few remaining revellers in pain-
killer following. Brandon’s arm was
sprained from the impact of the shovel

but he doggedly persisted in “cleaning .

the ‘“Torpedic’ slicker than a nut.”
“That man should be rewarded,” quoth
the captain—while LeDuc chuckled as he
backed up into a shadow. “T’ll give him
ten dollars out of my own pocket!”
“I'm cashier,” said LeDuc, coming
forward again.
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But the burst of generosity had this
answer from DBrandon:

“Keep your money, captain. ['ve
worked solely to win your consent to the
marriage of your daughter, Alice, to the
victor in this contest.”

The captain staggered. “Brandon!”

he gasped.

“Jack!” exclaimed the girl. “Oh,
Jack! You dear old Indian!’ and, black
as he was, her white arms flew to his
neck.

Captain Orsman was dismayed and

“only for the genuine tenderness of the

tableau he might have slain Jack Bran-
don on the spot.

The Foreground

We all can paint in a moderate way,
With a daub of blue, or a streak of grey,
The distant hills—like an A. R. A.—
And miles more round;
But that which puzzies the tyro brave,
And makes him shrink like the meanest slave,
And tempts him to long for oblivion’s wave,
Is the Foreground.

There are tricks of the trade that we work with some ease
On our fair-enough sky, or our far-away trees;
You fancy you could, in our stretching seas,
Swing an oar round.
But the rocks and the grass; the roads and the rails
We put in the front, or our boats with their sails,
We confess that the best of us now and then fails,
At the IForeground!

It is something like that in the Picture of Life;
We can rub in the Past with a broad palette-knife,
But the Present is bitter with labour and strife

As is horehound!

We sweat at it, strain at it, grunt at our toil;

The Future is easy: our colours and oil

Go sweetly on that, but heavens! what moil
Is our Foreground!

—BERNARD McEvoy.



The Fatal Necklace

By Agnes Lockhart Hughes

ANY centuries ago, in a glowing
age, and a beautiful country,
when the three-toed horse lived
in the gorgeous valley of the

great river (now the Columbia) and East
of the high mountains, at a point we
call Craig’s Ferry, forty miles North-
east of Ellensburg, Washington,—there
lived a great King, a ruler of a powerful
nation, whose dominions extended from
the O’Ranagan to the Cascades. This
King was the possessor of many magni-
ficent jewels, but the greatest of his pos-
sessions, was a beautiful daughter,—Ya-
kimas,—a maid of pure delight.

The suitors for her hand were many,
Her f{followers and admirers lavished
upon her great stores of gifts, but like
all maids of high degree she demanded
exceptional qualities in him who should
win her hand and heart. About this
time there was living in the land of the
Athabascas, many miles North,—an-
other Princess, equally beautiful, but
who possessed the most wonderful amu-
let known, in the shape of thirteen white
Elk teeth. Now, white Elk were not
common, and few if any have ever seen
a white Elk. However, this necklet was
obtained in rather a peculiar manner, as
foilows: On the thirteenth day of the
moon, and ithe thirteenth year of the age
of the most beautiful Princess of the
Athabascas, she was commanded to go
to a high plateau, at the full of the moon,
and there await the approach of a young
white Elk. If, on the appearance of this
sacred animal, she, the Princess should
show fortitude, and atherwise deserve
the favour which the Gods would be-
stow on her if worthy, the Elk would
shed one of his molar teeth, which must
be taken by the Princess, and would
form a golden string after being fash-
ioned by the best jeweller of the nation.
This gave to the reigning Princess great

power, and kept her lovely until the ap-
pearance of a white Elk, with but one
molar tooth; then the Princess would
die, and the same ceremony would be
enacted when the next Princess in suc-
cession should attain to the age of thir-
teen years. Now, this had continued un-
til thirteen Princesses had seen the white
Elk, and the amulet had become an in-
trinsic jewel of thirteen beautiful teeth.
lits fame soon became known through-
out the land, and its possessor was look-
ed upon as a goddess divinely blessed by
the gods.

Now, women in this age were much
the samc as their sisters of today, and
the Princess Yakimas was no exception,
—she envied the fame of her fair
Northern rival, and coveted the rare
amulet, that she had been denied. So,
she made it a condition, that he who
should win her as his bride, must bring
her six teeth from the amulet of Prm-
cess Ma-me-ka-mas. One young war-
rior, Na-Na-mequa,—a Prince of the
Snakes,—grown bold to possess Princess
Yakimas, undertook to fulfill the condi-
tion, and win the prize. He journeyed
forth to the land of the Athabascas, and
craved the hospitality of the nation. The
Princess of that people,—Ma-me-ka-mas,
by name,~—meaning “Eartl’s Fairest
Flower,”—fell deeply in love with the
handsome Prince, and his charming man-
ners. He wooed her in most ardent lover
fashion,—until he dazzled her fair young
head, and completely won her heart.

“As a token of our betrothal, and a
proof of your love, give me, ‘Earth’s
Fairest Flower,” six teeth from your
treasured amulet,—then shall I be most

happy.”
A trifle dismayed, Ma-me-ka-mas

started back: “What further proof of
myv love should you need, than that I
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give myself wholly to vou. the Prince of
another people?”

Then, seeing a look of annoyance
cross his face, she added more gently,—
“But what jewel have I in my posses-
sion greater than vour love? So, on
our wedding day, vou shall have six of
the Elk teeth, from my sacred amulet,—
and vou shall part the golden links that
bind them.”

The Prince's heart was sore, but
thinking only of the beautiful Princess
Yakimas and his vow to bring her th:
jewels, he accepted the decree, and be-
came the hushand of Princess Ma-me-
ka-mas. When the wedding festivities
were ended, the Princess bade the Prince
sever the amulet in two. He did so,
when horrors! The white Elk appear-
ed, and the fair Princess fell dead.

Panic-stricken, the Prince rushed from
the scene, and hastened back to Prin-
cess Yakimas with the six fatal teeth
from the broken amulet, but he told her
nothing of the tragedy connected with
his obtaining ithe precious and coveted
tecth. Greatly pleased with her suitor's
daring, the Princess Yakimas agreed to
become the bride of Prince Na-na-me-
qua, without delay.

Llaborate preparations were made for
the wedding, and a great feast was
spread.  The old King was delighted
to give his beautiful daughter a ban-
quet, rivalling in splendor anything hith-
crto seen among his people, and so the
Prince and Princess were married with
great ceremony. While the festivities
were at their height, Prince Na-na-me-
qua placed around the ivory-like neck
of his lovely Princess, the part of the

famous and fatal amulet. Happening
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just then to look out at the rising moon,
on the low hills, the Prince uttered 2
death cry, and fell to the floor. The
Princess looking, beheld in horror, a
beautiful white Elk, outlined by the
moonlight, and clutching the amulec,
with a shriek, she sank to death beside
her husband.

The Prince and Princess were huriad
side by side, on the banks of the Col-
umbia River. Many there were who as-
serte<l that for years after at the fuil
of the moon, a white Elk would appear
plainly pictured against the silver-
crowned purple hills, fading softly away
as mysteriously as it had appeared.

During the first decade of this, the
twentieth century, a well known scien-
tist was guided one day to this particu-
lar spot on the Columbia’s banks where
the Prince and Princess had slept their
dreamless sleep for ages, and searchmng
the royal tomb, he found the broken
amulet, with the dead hand still clutch-
ing it. He claims that a vision appeared,
commanded him to remove the amulet
and carrying it to the great waters, dis-
pose of it. He obeyed the command by
carrving it across the water where he
disposed of it to a curiosity dealer.

These wonderful teeth of the white
Elk—Ilinks between a long past legend-
ary age, and the present prosaic one,—
now repose with other antiquities, in the
showcase of an Old Curiosity Shop, in
Vancouver. Trew of the relic hunters
who gaze carelessly on the innocent look-
ing molars, dream of the part they play-
ed in the legendary tragedy of a Prince
and two Princesses, when ‘three lives
was the price paid for part of the Fatal
Necklace, of white Elk teeth.
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Her Last Cigarette

By Isabel B. Macdonald

&4 T suppose they think they under-
stand me!” and Dee threw down
her needle-work with a vicious
little slam on the table: her

thimble fell on the floor and rolled into

a corner but she did not stop to pick it

up.

"I just feel so wicked—to think of
being cooped up in here and this the only
day “of real sunshine we may have ail
vear—one may expect anything in this
gloomy, murky, muddy land. No wonder
people think so much of Paradise here--
it's something to look forward to.”

Dorothy Riddle was a little rebellious
Canadian girl who had been transplanted
to the cold grey soil of Scotland and
there left to the discipline and finishing
education of two maiden aunts who, up-
on observing her distaste for plain sew-
ing had promptly set her to do “white
seams.”

Dee had discovered that she was woe-
fully lacking in those accomplishments
which her Scotch aunties approved of.

“Couldn’t turn the heel of a stock-

Aunt Margaret had held up her

hands in amazement. “And you six-

tecn past—such crass ignorance—any
collier’'s wee lassie in the school can do
it.”

“But who would I knit them for?”
Dee asked, by way of wriggling free
from an accusation which hmt hex pride
more than she would admit.

Dee had only been six weeks with her
aunties but she felt as if they really in-
tended to put her back in her infancy
and set her to learn her A B C's over
again.

From the day that Aunt Janet had
come to meet her at Holytown junction
there had been something wrong. Aunt
Janet had said nothing till they were ap-
proaching home and had turned the cor-

f e
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ner of the street leading up to their cot-
tage, then she gave an extra hitch to
hel skirt which she was holding up above
her ankles, though the hot pa\'cmcnt\

reflected  the warm June sunshine.
“Where is vour umbrella, Dee?” she
asked in a subdued undertone as she

noticed Mrs. Paterson looking out of the
window.

“Oh, one of the ribs got broken and
I thought it was not worth bringing all
the way across the Atlantic. 1 never
use one anyway.” she promptly added.
“l.et me carry vour waterproof for vou,
Aunt—what made vou take it on such
a lovely morning*”

“Why, lassie, [ couldn't go all that
way without a cloak, and me with my
new jacket on. [ thought there would
he a shower before now, but it'll turn to
rain in the afternoon. And vou don™t
mean to tell me vou have nae got an
umbrella, Dee? Gracious me. child, ye'll
no need to let on to yvour Aunt Margaret.
We'll be going to Glasgow on Saturday
and ma\bc vou can get one on the slv.
Evervhody carries an umbl clla here—it's
more respectable-like.”

At mention of this august word Dee
felt a chul run down her spme: she
never had her respectability doubted be-
fore and the idea was not pleasant.
Would it all be gone when her aunt dis-
covered that her waterproof being old-
fashioned had shared the fate of her
umbrella and that she was destitute of
both?

That was the commencement of Dee’s
discipline and this morning as she sat
at the parlour window with her sewing
in hand she felt particularly rebellious.
A vellow butterfly fluttered past and lit
on a sprig of golden-rod that grew in
a corner of the front plot—it reminded
her of that sunlit land across the sea:
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that would always be home to her. She
envied the butterfly its life and freedom.
Then with a passionate impulse she had
thrown aside her work and left the
room. '

Was there anything she could do to
give vent to her pent-up feelings? She
thought for a moment—Aunt Janet was
upstairs in the front bedroom and Aunt
Margaret was out doing the morning’s
shopping. At last an idea occurred to
her and though it savoured a bit of re-
venge it took all the more hold of her
vouthful mind.

Presently she softly ascended the
stairs, entered the lodger’s room on tip-
toe, which she had never dared do be-
fore, opened his cigarette case, lying on
the dressing table, and taking out one
quietly but swiftly left the room. Shut-
ting the door gently so as not to attract
Aunt Janet’s attention she slipped noise-
lessly down-stairs again, got a match-
box from off the mantelpiece and carried
a kitchen chair out with her to the back
garden. She sat down, tilted her chair
back on two legs till she could rest her
feet on the window sill, then placing the
cigarette between her lips she struck a
match in truly mannish fashion. Through
the wreaths of pearl grey smoke she
neasured her dainty ankles with satis-
faction, glancing up now and then ap-
prehensive that the nicotine fragrance

might reach Aunt Janet’s olfactory
nerves,

Dec’s perilous position added to the
zest of it all; she laughed at her own
dare-devil pluck and a merry, mischie-
vous light danced in her eyes. The sun-
shine was intoxicating and she felt de-
liciously wicked, sitting thus at her aunt’s
back door while sober respectability
chwelt at the front. She knew too that
she was a pretty girl now the frowns
were banished and half wished the gro-
cer's fair-haired boy or the young man
who came with the gas bills would ap-
pear on the scene.

Suddenly the gate creaked and she
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heard a muffled footstep on the gravel
rathway.

“It isn’t Aunt Margaret coming home
yet and they are going round to the front
doar, so it’s.all right,” she soliloquized.
She took one more puff, sat farther back
in her chair, poised the cigarette grace-
{fully between two fingers and watched
the smoke curl upwards as it issued forth
in dainty pearl wreaths from between her
pretty red lips.

Suddenly she hecame aware of a silent
presence watching her, her heart gave a
thump and with a guilty conscience she
glanced over her left shoulder expect-
ing to meet with a sharp remonstrance
from Aunt Margaret.

She looked once, twice, feeling like a
paralyzed rabbit the while. Whose were
those grave eyes of condemnation 'that
gazed down upon her with such a look
of shocked respectability? It was only
a tramp—a genuine Weary Willy, tat-
tered and torn and beggarly, with his
feet protruding from remnants of what
were once a pair of shoes. His hands
hung limp at either side, his mouth was
agape and his whole attitude signified a
thunderstruck consciousness of some un-
seemly sight. But from beneath the
shaggy eye-brows there gleamed forth
an awkward spirit of Presbyterian aus-
terity, that seemed to fall with crushing
condemnation on the frivolous girl be-
fore him. Such a look as John Knox
have cast on poor trembling Mary when
he denounced her follies.

Slowly the man closed his mouth with
an oath, pulled his rheumatic frame to-
gether and shuffled off as if he refused
even to beg a copper from her,

At last collecting her thoughts Dee
gathered herself up, sprang down from
her perch and fled.

“He looked like the spirit of a coven-
anter come back to earth,” she said, tak-
ing a long breath as she got safely in-
doors, “Anyhow, I won’t try that again—
if it had only been Aunt Margaret or
the Rev. Mr. McNeil—but to have that
horrid thing look down upon me like
that—ugh!1”




The Child of the Mist

By Allan K. Stuart

NE evening as I sat lounging in an
easy chair, with my pipe in my
mouth, at the “Angler’s Club,”
Vancouver, B.C., T bhecame

aware of the arrival in the room of a
tall, sad looking but stiil handsome man
of apparently about forty years of age.
His face seemed familiar to me, but I
could not place him. Other members
were squatting around, some playing a
game of crib or taking a hand at whist,
others glancing at the latest copies of
the magazines and discussing the ac-
counts of the “best baskets” made since
the trout-fishing season opened.

“Who is that, Fred?” I asked, quietly,
looking towards a curly-headed young
Irish-American named Rolloe, who was
sitting near me, cleaning his pipe with
a bit of string. He was the Secretary
of the Club which boasted about ninety
members.

“That’s the new honorary member,
John Riverside-Downes,” he answered.
“Very decent chap, they say. Made sev-
eral trips round the world. Don’t you
remember we ballotted on him at last
meeting. He's quite a sport, I'm told,
and has lots of dough, it seems.”

Downes, who had evidently met Rolioc
before, gave him a nod of recognition.
shook hands with another chap named
3unting, who was mounting some hooks
on a new kind of devil minnow, had a
chat with some other members to whom,
apparently, he had heen introduced be-
- fore, and then picking up the latest copy
of the “Angler,” hecame absorbed in its
contents.

Merely noticing that he was a strik-
ingly good-looking man and dressed in
the best of taste, I dropped back again
into my cosy chair, and, refilling my pipe,
thought and thought where had I seen
that face before. Just as I had given up
racking my brains for a recollection

which would not come back to me, I hap-
pened to look up and saw Downes iook-
mg at me.

“Hullo, Harrison,” he said, jumping
up from his seat with evident pleasurs;
“by Jove! I am glad to meet you here.
Why ! it must be about fifteen years since
we worked on the ‘Blue Ridge Pay-
streak’ together. Well!  You don't
seem to have changed much.”

“Not much,” I said, “only grown older
and got married,” shaking hands with
him cordially. “It’s like old times to see
you again. Your name and face seemed
familiar to me when you came in, but
for the hie of me I could not place you,
as you seem to have changed a great
deal.”

Ailook of pre-occupation and pain shot
over his features, but he said nothing.
After settling down again in our chairs
Downes sent for the drinks and cigars,
and we had a long chat over old times.

Downes walked part of the way home
with me and [ found out he had just
completed his third trip round the world
and was on his way to England, after
which he intended to make an extended
tour of the Siberian Provinces of Rus-
sia or some other outlandish part of the
world.

Shortly after my wife and I reccived
an invitation from Downes for a two-
weeks’ outing with him up the Tamlatn
River, famous as a trout-stream, about
eighty miles up the coast. The day came
round and on arriving at the wharf
where the launch was to leave we found
Downes very busy with Teddy Rolloe,
whom he had invited, getting provisions
of all kinds on board.

We had a fine trip, the “Ismeralda”
doing her twelve knots an hour with
comparative ease. At the mouth of Tam-
latn ‘River we found awaiting us several
Siwashes with pack ponies, there being
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a four-mile trip ahead of us to the
camping ground. On arrival all hands
at once set to work to put up the tents
on a shady, dry knoll overlooking the
river, near a point where it widened con-
siderably forming a very large pool with
a strong hack eddy, above which was a
regular cascade formed by the waters
rushing through a short but narrow can-
yon. I had noticed ithat Downes, on
alighting from his horse seemed very
pale and high-strung but thinking he
must be tired as he had kept busy all the
time I paid little attention to the fact.

The intincts of a trout-fisherman had
been born in me and I was up bright
and early next morning and taking my
rod and a strong cast I made for the
big pool. Larly as I was Downes was
ahead of me, but instead of fishing was
simply gazing at the pool.

“Good-morning Harrison,”
out, “I hope you slept well.
not rising to fly this morning. See that
mist on the water? Not while the mist
1s on the water will the trout rise. We'd
better go back to camp, I think.”

As he said this he cast furtive glances
at the mist which seemed to hano only

over the spot where the back cdd\ join-
ed the rush of water as it poured out
of the canvon. A large white houlder
jutted into the pool ciose to this point
on which it was possible to stand to
make a long cast.

“Not just vet, myv bov,” T said, “let
me have a few casts with a pearl spoor.
1 can soon tell if they are on the feed.”
I had jumped on the white rock and
was just about to cast my spoon in the
back cddy when Downes stopped me
\\’llh an excited cry:

"My God, Harrison, to please me
don’t cast there until the mist goes. In
fact, fish any part of the river I)ut this.
l.ook where vou are standing man'!
Don’t you see!”

[ had never seen Downes so excited
before and not realizing what he could
refer to, I looked down and certainly
there was a strange reddish-brown rusty-
looking stain on the rock just under my
feet. An unaccountable shiver ran
through me—1I knew not why, as I no-
ticed that the stain was in the exact
shape of a man’s hand.

he called
They're
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“sport, went by.
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“Tell me, Downes,” I asked, “is that
anything to be afraid of? What is it?”

“Blood!” he simply answered, looking
steadily at the column of mist as the
first glints of the sun’s rays seemed to
play and dance through it.

“Good Lord!” I e;aculated “what a
curious thing! Tell me about it?”

“Not now,” he replied, his eyes still
riveted on the mist; “perhaps I will an-
other time.” The mist had turned sud-
denly red just as old Sol rose over the
brow of distant snow-peaked mountains,
and then, in a second it had vanished.

I said nothing more, but went further
down the river to try my luck whilst
Downes walked back to camp. In hali
an hour I succeeded in landing a fine

rainbow trout and took it in for the
morning meal.
Several pleasant days, with good

Rolloe, who was an en-
thusiast, caught many a fine basket. I
amused myself botanizing and fishing al-
ternately, whilst we sat round our camp
fire in the evenings and had many a
chat. I had noticed Downes several
times standing at the white boulder gaz-
ing intently nnto the pool but never fish-
ing there. As for Rolloe, Downes had
evidently asked him not to fish the big
pool as I never saw him there.

However, as the last evening in which
we were to be in camp came round and
as we all sat round watching the glowing
embers of the log fire outside the dining-
tent, curiosity got the better of me and
turning to Downes I begged him to give
us something of the history of the place,
how he came to know about it, and above
all, explain the mystery which seemed
to shroud the white boulder pool.

I saw the same look of sadness I had
often noticed flit across his countenance,
and a decided disinclination on his part
to talk on the subject, but on being
pressed by Rolloe and my wife, hoth of
whom were consumed by the same
amount of curiosity as myself, after a
few minutes he filled up his pipe and
launched into the following story, which

I tell as nearly as 1)0551ble in his own
words:

“You will recollect, Harrison,” he be-
gan, looking at me, “that I left the office
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of the ‘Blue Ridge Paystreak’ in the
spring of 1883, being sick of indoor
work, and as I had, through sub-editing
the ‘Mining News,” made the acquaint-
ance of several mining men and pros-
pectors, who told me so many interesting
and exciting yarns of the pleasures and
hardships of prospecting with the
chances of striking it, I determined
to quit my job and go in for the life
myself. I had met a kindred spirit in
the shape of an Irishman named Michael
O'Halligan, with some money and a con-
siderable knowledge of mining and min-
erals. It was not long before our ar-
rangements were made. O’Halligan had
a most remarkable personality, bright
red hair and brown eyes of the softness
of a fawn’s, which, however, flashed like
a tiger's when he became heated or ex-
cited on any absorbing topic or when
giving way to an in-born tendency for
strong drink. We were about the same
age, approaching thirty, our tastes both
soctal and intellectual were very much
in common and it was not long before
we became fast friends. In the early
part of June we made for the Canadian
Gold Range and engaged a reliable man
as guide. Determined to combine sport
with prospecting we ranged through an
extensive area looking for “float” as we
fished the streams, shooting an occas-
ional bear or goat and in fact spending
an enjoyable summer. By the time the
fall came round we gathered together
our trophies of the chase, staked several
promising looking prospects, recorded
them at the office of the district, and
took ourselves down to Victoria for the
winter.

“One morning not long after settling
down I received a letter which had evi-
dently been a long time reaching me,
and which originally had been sent to
the ‘Blue Ridge Paystreak’ office advis-
ing me that my poor old father had
suddenly died in Duluth and asking me
to come home as soon as possible, as,
being the only son, I was needed to
straighten out the affairs. I according-
ly took myself off home and found that
my father had been a much more wealthy
man than had been supposed and that
I now had an ample competence for life.
My dear old mother begged me to stay

THE MIST 603
at home during the remainder of her
life, which she felt would not be long,
so I at once acquiesced and wrote the
particulars to O’'Halligan, teiling him of
my fortune, transferring to him all my
interest in our mineral claims and hop-
ing, when he had turned them over for
a good round sum that he would pay
me a visit,

“To this I got an answer from O’Hal-
ligan, advising me he alrcady had a deal
on with Victoria parties which he hoped
to pull off in time, and stating that he
might have to go to 'I'risco and that I
would hear from hmm {from there.
Months, however, went by and [ heard
nothing, and I began to wonder what
might have happened to my chum when
at last in the ecarly spring of 1886 I
received a letter from O'Halligan,
stamped ‘Whale Harbor, B.C.,’ stating
that through mere chance he had dis-
covered the whereabouts of his only
uncle, Timothy O’Halligan, and that he
was on his way to pay him a visit at his
place on the Tamlatn River, where the
trout fishing was excellent, and begging
me to come there to spend the summer
with him. In this letter he went on to
say that his uncle was a good old sort,
but that in vears gone by he had been
ostracised by the rest of the family for
having married a half-breed girl, and
that he had one daughter who was of
exceptional hbeauty, shewing very little of
the Indian blood, and that she was the
‘apple of her father’s eye.

“The longing for a roaming life, ac-
centuated by my having been cooped up
in Duluth for the winter, came over me
so strongly that I told the mater I
wished to go for a trip to the Coast for
the summer, and after a brief but re-
luctant good-bye on her part, I was off.

“O'Halligan was in high spirits, tell-
ing me on my arrival how he hoped to
make $10,000 on the deal for the mineral
claims, how he intended to give the ‘old
man’ some of the money and then gave
me a minute description of his cousia
who kept house for the old man.

“‘Nepola is only seventeen, he said,
‘but she is the loveliest girl I have ever
seen. 1 have fallen desperately in love
with her, old chap, although I have only
been here three weeks, and in spite of
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the fact 'that her mother was a half-
breed.’

““Well Micky,” I remarked, noting his
enthusiasm, ‘I wish you luck, I'm sure,
and I hope she returns your love.’

“As we came in through the gate the
old man shook me warmly by the hand,
looking me over from head to foot, tell-
ing me at the same ‘time that he was glad
to welcome to ‘Tamlatn Lodge’ the
friend of his nephew. As we stood for
a moment in the verandah watching toe
last rays of the setting sun over the ‘Ne-
pola Mountain,” a sweet voice from the
door called us in to tea. It was then
that I first saw Nepola. Her mother,
when she died soon after her birth, had
called her by the pet name of ‘Nepola,’
which in her dialect meant ‘Child of the
Mist,” and the old man had kept to it
ever since. At the advice of the Catholic
priest who visited Tamlatn occasionally,
the child was sent to a convent and it
was only within the last year that she
had come back to look after her father
in his solitary old age.

“It would take too long for me to de-
scribe those happy days and weeks when
with Nepoia and her cousin we went
fishing or picnicing up or down the river,
the old man often coming with us and
telling us much of his early days in the
secluded valley. The first real hint I
had that my heart had completely gone
out to this ‘Child of the Mist’ was when
| found T was secretly glad one morning
when Michael announced that he had to
go away to Victoria for a week or so to
¢lose up his mining deal. Then I knew
that my fate was sealed, although I in-
tended to keep it to myself for Michael’s
sake.

"I will not refer to Michael’s leave-
taking of Nepola, except that I noticed
he was greatly unnerved bidding her
good-bye in tender words whilst she told
him in a cousinly way it was only for a
week.

“‘By Jove! old man,’ he said to me as
he skipped over the gang-plank, ‘I am
glad it’s only for a week or so. I shall
be miserable the whole time. I can trust
vou to see that no harm comes to her,
old fellow. I haven’t told her yet how
much I love her. If I thought'——
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“But the steamer was already backing
away from the wharf and I did not
catch his last words for the whistle blew
loud and shrill.

{3}

So long,” T yelled, and with a wave
of my arm I saw my friend depart.

“To tell you the truth I was sorry for
him, for I felt his heart must be eating
itself out at having to go away, and still
I felt glad T had, as it were, the field
to myself which, perhaps, was only na-
tural. At first Nepola appeared to be
shy with me alone, but as the old man
came along and watched me as I showed
her how io cast on the deep eddying
pools and landed the trout she hooked, or
as I read some poetic effusion from
books I had brought with me whilst she
embroidered something for her father,
the constraint gave way to''freedom of
manner and before the week was out we
were on the most friendly terms.

“The week went by but Michael had
not returned. Another week passed and
still he had not come. Nepola seemed
surprised, but not anxious. Soon I no-
ticed, however, that she seemed very de-
mure and thoughtful, acted as if she
wished to avoid me, which I put down
mainly to maidenly reserve, so I used
to bury myself in the old man’s news-
papers and periodicals, and pretended I
did not care. My God! though, how I
did care! At first I was afraid she was
moping for her cousin, but when I came
upon her suddenly in some shady nook,
working with her needle, or in the
kitchen busy with her little household
affairs, and saw the bright red flush
which came to her soft cheeks the truth
was no longer hid from me, and I felt
that, come what may, I must tell her
of my love. So I told her as we sat
one evening in July at the edge of the
white boulder watching the rippling ed-
dies and the trout as they ‘rose to fly’
at the further end of the pool.

“‘And you must know, Nepola, I
added, ‘I feel sorry for your cousin, as,
before I even got here he told me of his
love for you. If you and he had been
betrothed I would have gone away and
eaten my heart out to myself, but since
he has never told you and has gone for
nearly a month instead of a week I felt
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I could not hold back the promptings of
my heart any longer.’

“Resting her head on my shoulder and
looking at me with her fathomless brown
eyes, she replied: ‘I love you, Jack, more
than anyone else in this world. I should
never have loved him excepi as a cousin,
so it is as well he did not ask me.’

“I pass over all the happy days until
one when the old man got a letter from
his nephew stating that he had found it
necessary to go to 'Irisco to close the
deal, but that he expected to reach Tam-
latn shortly. He also asked after Nepola
and myself. '

“To this the old man wrote a jocular
reply to the address given in Victoria
telling him we wouid welcome him back
when he came, and, in referring to our
engagement, asking him to spend part
of the proceeds of the deal in securing,
on his behalf a suitable present for the
appointed day, which had been fixed for
the 21st of August, so that I might take
my fiancee and her father to visit my old
mother Dbefore the winter set in. DBut
time passed and no reply came to the old
man’s letter. As I said before, the 21st
of August had been fixed for the quiet
little weddmo, when the Catholic priest
intended to be at Tamlatn and would
unite us. [ had already sent away for
all that was needful for thc occasion
and Nepola and I and the old man were
very happy. The evening of the zoth cf
August was still and qmet Father Gur-
kin had come to stay with us over night,
and Chief George, who had known Ne-
pola’s mother, was to come up in the
morning as a witness to the )ommd of
hands. The setting sun had given place
to a beautiful moon and \epola and [
took a last stroll in the evening to the
spot we loved so well by the deep pool
with its eddying waters, and talked of
the happy days to come, as we sat on the
white boulder and saw its reflection in
the moon-lit waters.”

At this point an overwhelming pathos
seemed to have taken hold of Downes
the sweat stood in drops on his brow as
he strode back and forth, lost as it were,
in a vivid dream. Presently, as we sat
still and listened, he went on:

“The stillness of the night was
sublime, when suddenly, as if from the
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dug vears back in his efforts to find a
vein of decomposed quartz, a dark figur-

of a man dirty and besotted, with bloocl
shot eyes, leqpe(l towards us with an up-
raised dagger in his hand, and dragging
Nepola's head from where it lay “nest-
ling on my arm, with a quick thrust
he stabbed me deep in my left shoulder.

In that second as I feil with the force
of the blow into the pool, I recognized
in that dishevelled, distorted and besotted
figure my erstwhile friend, Michael
(YHalligan. He had the appearance of
a man mad through jealousy and drink
and his fawn-like eyes glared with the
blood-thirstiness of a demon of hell. Al
I remember for a few seconds was a
shrieck of despair from Nepola and a
feeling of dizziness and pain as I sank
in the eddying waters. As I rose to the
surface again I heard O’Halligan's
laughter, the fiendish laughter of a min
diseased, as with a quick grasp he had
clutched my poor Nepola by the waist.
How well 1 can see her as she stood
erect and brave, ready to resist him to
the death! Then 1 sank again, and as
[ rose I found myself heing dragged to
the margin of the pool by the iron grip
of the madman.

(X

So ho! he laughed, ‘T will show
vou some fun bhefore I send you where
[ want you." Then, pushing my brave
girl aside as she vainly tried to tear
him away from me, and call for help,
he tied me with a rope he had brought
to a standing trce at a point where [
could view the whole pool. Poor
Nepola, evidently thinking her cry for
help would be heard at the Lodge, knelt
by my side, kissing me in an cctasy of
pain and trying to staunch my wound,
exclaiming, all the time, "My poor Jack.
oh! how I love vou.” The hlood poured
from my wound all over O'Halligan’s
left hand as he roped me, but he never
stopped, and then, like a stroke of light-
ning he grasped Nepoia by the arm, half
(haggm g, half lifting her to the white
boulder. As he clld so he slipped but
saved himself by his left hand on the
rock, leaving a blood-stain which to this
day has never gone.

“Then a most awful thing happened,
sending a sickening thrill through me,
po“erless as I was and gasping for
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breath.  Seizing her by the arm, the
madman, for he was nothing else,

dragged her %o the top of the white
boulder. Here he drew up a long rod
attached to which was a powerful line
and reel used only for the heaviest spring
salmon -trolling and which he had evi-
dently brought on purpose and deliber-
ately fastened a spoon-bait into her
clothes near the neck, and cast her with
the strength of a demon into the swift
current of the river. Nepola never ut-
tered one scream, not even as she sank
below the swift waters. A fierce fas-
cination seized me and although I knew
that she whom | loved most in all the
world was sinking before me to a cer-
tain and terrible death, T could not keep
my strained eyes off the scene. Pre-
sently the line became taut and then I
saw him play out the line and handle the
rod with a master-hand, sometimes
bringing her with gentler handling back
into the eddy only to draw her back
again into the cold benumbing waters of
the swifter current.

“*Where’s my landing net? he yelled.
‘I’ve caught the finest she-fish in all cre-
ation! My God! man alive, hurry up
with the net?!

“Only once, as the moon shone clear
on the pool did [ get a parting glimpse
of my beloved Nepola as she rose to
the surface still and white as death with
the expression of an angel on her fea-
tures. But just at that moment a strange
thing occurred. Thinking, as he after-
wards told me, that we were staying
out too late by the river, and imagining
that he had heard a scream, the old
man, accompanied by Father Gurkin, had
come down to the pool, and this was
the awful sight tthat met their eyes!
With the roar of a lion her father
leaped towards his nephew but the mad-
man was too quick. With one cut of
his knife he severed the line, the body
of my Nepola sank into the eddying
waters and with the jump of a feline
he had plunged into the swift current.
In the meantime the priest had found

me just as I fainted away and all things
became oblivion.

“There is not much more I can tell
vou. The priest told me afterwards
that they watched but they never saw
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O’Halligan rise but once, but the farther
end of the pool was too far off for them
to see clearly. He had found footmarks
in the sand leading out of the water, but
he could not be sure whether O’Halligan
had escaped or had been drowned. Ne-
pola’s body was never recovered.

“TFFor weeks I was in delirium and
fever, but eventually my strong consti-
tution, combined with careful nursing,
conquered, and at last I was able to
get about only to learn that the old man
had died suddenly, one evening when
I was in the height of my delirium, and
they had buried him in a quiet spot in
the corner of his orchard.

“Years sped by and the place went
to rack and ruins. The Indians would
not go near it for they declared that
Nepola, ‘The Child of the Mist,” was not
dead but had been changed by the Great
Spirit into a rainbow trout of surpassing
beauty and they iooked upon the pool
as sacred. And ever and anon, when
that column of soft blue mist rises on
the eddying waters they had declared
that she was sleeping and must not be
waked. No attempt was made to re-
move the blood-stains from the white
boulder and there it is to this day,”
Downes concluded.

sk ES E 3K

I will dwell no longer on this than T
can help, but I must finish the story.
Downes, a few days after our return,
to Vancouver, came to bid us good-bye
and later I got a letter from him from
Montreal en route to England, saying
that he had determined never, if pos-
sible, to set foot in British Columbia
again and enclosing his deed of Tam-
latn Lodge with an accompanying deed
of conveyance to me, and asking me to
accept it as a gift for the “sake of auld
lang syne,” also requesting me, as a-
favour, to blow up the white boulder
the first time I was there before fish-
ing in the pool. I simply recorded the
deed and put it away as the fishing sea-
son was about over, but Downes gave
10 address so I could not write to thank
him.

The following spring, as the place
held no horrors for me personally, I
went there and took Teddy Rolloe with
me. The first thing we did was to stroll
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down to the white boulder, taking down
with us a single-handed hammer and
some drills, dynamite and fuse in order
to carry out my friend Downes’ wishes.
Curiosity led me to look at the blood-
red stain on the rock minutely before
we started operations and I was struck
at once by its being almost obliterated
and by a fine but scarcely perceptible
line in the form of a square which sur-
rounded the spot where the red-brown
stain had been. I felt sure it was not
there on my former visit and we ex-
amined it closely. Then I saw that
the stone of the square had been let in
liv a master-hand, the joints, where bro-
ken, having been filled in by a carefully
prepared composition which resembled
the rock both in texture and color. It
took us a long time to get that square
piece of stone out but at last we man-
aged it and what was our surprise when
we discovered under the stone a pack-
age, and fastened on top, so as to be
conspicuous, a letter addressed in a
shaky hand:

“To John Riverside Downes, Esq.”

I at once opened the letter and it read
as follows :—

“Dear Jack,—God knows I was mad
when I did that deed and I am sick and
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dying and cannot sleep. I was mad
through jealousy and drink and may you
and God forgive me. [ escaped that
night and hid in the woods and later
found out that my uncle had died and
vou had gone away. DBut I heard late-
ly that you had been here since with
friends so I decided to -‘come back once
more. All the money from the mining
deal you will find in the parcel accom-
panying this. I have done it up in old
papers I found at the lodge. 1T leave it
here knowing that if you ever come back -
again it will be to this spot. I cannot
touch the money now, nor shall I need
it as I shall soon die. I am filled with
remorse, my heart is heavy within me.
“MrcaacL O’HALLIGAN.”

When we opened the parcel we found
it consisted of numerous old copies of
faded newspapers, interleaved in every
sheet of which were $100 Dills totalling
to the amount of $10,800.

True to my friend Downes wishes
we set to work, and utiiizing the cavity
made in the white boulder, we put in
a charge of dynamite which tore it apart
in a thousand pieces and caused such a
scatteration of surrounding rocks as ma-
terially to change the course of the back
eddy.




William Morris and His Work

- By E. Stanley Mitton

“That country
nourishes the

s the
greatest number of noble

richest which

and happy human beings.”

N one of the first plays 1 remember
to have seen, an elderly rustic, sitt-
ing down suddenly upon a luxuri-
ously upholstered chair in the

drawing room of his rich city cousin,
jumps up, remarking, “Land sake’s, I
must have sat on the cat.”

In the mid-Victorian period, no one
ever thought they had sat on the cat.

At that time, most houses were furn-
ished with stiff-backed abortions, whose
thin padding was covered with horse-
hair. If the upholstering was a little
worn, to sit on one of these chairs was
as restful and pleasant as sitting on a
bed of nettles. Every dining-room was
decorated with a picture of shiny fishes
on a plate, and unhappy was the home
that did not possess a bouquet of em-
balmed flowers, beneath a glass cover
in the parlor.

TFFew of us realize that the change from
ugliness to beauty, from decorative de-
formity to grace and elegance, is large-
ly due to the influence and work of one
man. - We are all familiar with the Mor-
ris chair, but do we know the man this
useful piece of furniture is called after?
No other worker of the past century has
had such an important influence upon
-our domestic surroundings; no other has
had so much to do with moulding our
material environment, and, as we know,
environment determines in great measure
whether our lives shall sail bravely and
safely over the broad back of the open
sea, or drift idly and aimlessly upon
its shoals and shallows.

—William Morris.

At Elm House, Walthamstow, Eng-
land, on the 24th of March, 1834, Wil-
liam Morris first saw the light of day.
No cannons roared, nor did the penny
papers devote colummns to the event, as
when the stork visits the houses of the
nobility. Yet here was a lusty infant
whose genius was to have as encourag-
ing an effect upon the arts of peace as
that of Pericles in former times; who
was to wage war upon the shoddy and
the cheap, with the same zeal that his
countryman, Wellington, had exhibited
on the field of Waterloo, and who re-
mained to the last moment of his life
the friend of the workingman, con-
demned to toil day after day beneath the
bitter yoke of mechanical servitude.

As a child, William Morris was deli-
cate. He learnt to read very early, and
was familiar with most of the Waverly
novels when four years old. It is easy
to believe that Scott’s romances did
much to inculcate that love of chivalry,
and mediaeval life and pageantry, which
impregnated his later work in every
field of his varied activities.

When he was six, the Morris family
moved to Woodford, where outdoor life
brought health and strength to the stu-
dious child. William rode about Epp-
ing Forest, and became a close observer
of animal nature. About this time some-
one placed a volume of the Arabian
Nights in the boy’s hand.

This period of Morris’ life is remin-
iscent of the boyhood of another, and
very different genius—no less a person
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than Alexander Dumas, the elder. Du-
mas was raised by a tender mother, in
khe care of nature, in the middle of the
ducal forests of Villers-Cotterets. In
the wide paths of great woods, he heard
related feats of arms relieved by the
most strange beliefs—stories of the bat-
tle-field and the camp-fire told by the
foresters, veterans of the grand army.
He, too, relates that after the tales of
the foresters, he loved best the Thousand-
And-One-Nights. What stimulus for the
imagination; what love for gorgeous
oriental colouring, adventure, passion,
are not these old tales of travelling
story-tellers responsible for?

About the year 1841, anvone wander-
ing near Woodford Hall, on the borders
of Epping Forest, and within sight of the
clear Thames, with its “white and rud-
dy-brown sails moving among corn-
fields,” might have been surprised by the
vision of a curly-haired young knight
in glittering armour, riding through the
strange glades of horn-beam on one of
Titania’s palfreys, a pony such as in
fairyland might have been tethered to a
poppy or stabled in a tree. The pro-
saic explanation of this is that the fu-
ture poet had been given a toy suit of
armour, and was making such use of it
as an imaginative youth should.

As a child William Morris was allowed
to roast the rabbits and fieldfares which
he shot for his own supper. It was an
affair of the imagination, even in those
carly days; for we are told that his
great ambition was to shoot his game
with bows and arrows '

In January, 1853, Morris went to Ox-
ford. It was the intention of his family
that he should eventually enter the
church. He found out for himself, how-
ever, later on in life, a better way to
serve the world. Oxford, at that time,
was in a state of spiritual and mental
mendicancy. The cobwebs of supersti-
tion and tradition were over all, and
undue reverence for the past had pro-
duced a state of intellectual dry-rot. It
was a veritable cemetery of learning.

Indirectly Morris derived great bene-
fit from his college training. FHe made
a friend. Edward Burne Jones, a young
man of Welsh descent, destined to write
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his name large across the history of
England’s am, had come thither for a
purpose similar to his own—that of tak-
ing holy orders. Their resemblance in
character and taste attracted them to
each other, and they remained comrades
and associates to the end of life. To-
gether they read theology, ecclesiastical
history, mediaeval poetry, and among
moderns, Tennyson and Ruskin; to-
gether they studied art, and made tours
among churches and continental cathe-
drals. The glorious impressions these
scenes left upon him is indubitable. It
must be remembered that they meant—
at the very least—great pillars and dark
aisles and stained glass, and dim rich
streaming light over cold mysterious
tombs. It must be remembered that they
meant curious inscriptions, and strange
recumbenk figures in eternal armour, with
frozen swords and stark upturned feet.

Ever since his schooldays, Morris had
been interested in architecture; a taste
developed in the school library, and fos-
tered by his college studies, and the ex-
cursions among the beautiful cathedrals
of Europe. He had long abandoned
whatever intention he may have had of
going into the. Church, and, in 1856,
entered as a pupil at the office of George
Edmund Street, a well known architect.

Morris was not a man of one idea.
He did not believe in putting all his
eggs in one basket. To an intense in-
terest in and love of art, he added a
strong affection for literature. He real-
ized that all life is expression and knew
that to read a little and write a little
every day is to facilitate expression, to
lighten the burdens of life, and to in-
tensify its jovs. Almost from infancy
he had written poetry—poetry of a
quaintness and freshness of style that
has hardly been excelled since Chaucer.
Like most young writers, he craved a
larger circle of readers than was af-
forded by the limited number of his
friends, and on the first day of the year -
1857, the first number of the Oxford
and Cambridge magazine appeared. The
chief immediate result was the founda-
tion of the friendship between Rossetti
and Morris, which sprang up from a
successful attempt to secure the former
as a contributor.
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Rossetti was at this time about twenty-
eight years old. A most eccentric genius
—generous, unthrifty, warm-hearted, un-
affected—a very beau-ideal of a poet,
with a handsome expressive physiog-
nomy, more Italian than English, due to
his foreign parentage. He was in love
with a very beautiful girl, a dressmaker’s
assistant, named Eiizabeth Eleanor Sid-
dal, little dreaming, poor fellow, of her
sudden death which took place shortly
after marriage with him, and that in the
first impulse of desperation he would
bury his manuscripts in her coffin.

Rossetti persuaded Morris that he was
better suited for a painter, than an archi-
tect, and encouraged him to devote him-
self exclusively to that art.

In the summer the two friends visited
Oxford, and finding the new Union de-
bating hall in process of coustruction,
offered to paint the bays. Seven artists
volunteered help, and the work was be-
gun.

The painting was done too soon and
too fast; the colors began to fade almost
at once, and are now barely decipher-
able, but the broken designs, so long as
any vestige remains, will be always in-
teresting as a relic of an important
aesthetic movement, and is the first at-
tempt on Morris’ part towards decora-
tive art.

After his marriage in April, 1859,
Morris set about building for himself at
Upton a house which was to be the em-
bodiment of all his principles of decor-
ative art. The furniture and decora-
tions—cven to the kitchen utensils—were
all specially designed. Morris lavishe:l
the wealth of his artistic and creative
genius upon his labor of love, which
suggested a fresh field for his untiring
activity,

At this period all England was
shackled by the hideous art of the early
Victorian period. Not how good but
how cheap scemed to be the motto of
most furniture builders. That simplicity
is the terminal point of all progress, and
the highest form of art, had been for-
gotten in attempts to lavish upon the
products of the factory a wealth of un-
necessary and unmeaning ornament; of
curves and angles that fatigued the eye;
of hideous veneer and glue—in short,
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the products of souls malformed by a
consuming lust for gold, and blinded
by the mists of ignorance. :

When Ruskin was studying the archi-
tecture of Venice, he elaborated the
truth that the mediaval workers them-
selves must have been free to indulge
their skill for carving and so forth, for
such results to have been produced; and
thence he drew the conclusion that art-
istic beauty in the conumon objects of
modern life is impossible, unless these

old conditions can be ito some extent re-
called.

Ruskin knew, what Morris was to
prove, that the drudge who controls a
machine is in turn controlled by the ma-
chine; he becomes its slave, and is no
more able to express the nobler impulses
of his soul than a bird in a cage is able
to express the freedom and joyfulness
of nature.

Morris again and again pleads for the
workingman’s individuality to be allowed
to appear. “In mediaeval times,” he
says, “everything which was made by
man’s hand was more or less beautiful”;
or again, “Intelligent work which pro-
duced real art was pleasant to do, was
human work, not overburdensome or de-
grading”; or yet again, “Pleasure is a
necessary companion to the making oi
everything that can be called a work of
art.”” Art, in facr, is nothing more nor
less than the expression of a man’s joy
in his work.

It was Morris who applied in detail
Ruskin’s great principle that while ma-
chinery has its proper place it is in-
ferior in the production of a work of
art to the even halting efforts of a man
who has put his soul into his work.

A small company was formed con-
sisting of Rossetti, Webb, Burne-Jones,
Madox Brown, Faulkner and Marshall,
and in January, 1862, they started busi-
ness with offices at 8 Red Lion Square.
The prospectus stated  that the firm
would undertake church decoration,
carving, stained glass, metal work, paper
hangings, chintzes and carpets.

That the business prospered is evi-
dence that taste for good art was not
wholly extinct in England. Morris and
Company exerted a potent influence up-
on the domestic life of the period—an
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influence which, far from dying out,
becoming more potent with the passmcr
vears. He blazed the trail that others
now follow.

The houses I have seen decorated by
William Morris, are remarkable for the
sparsity of their furniture. They are
not crowded with superfluous ornament,
nor useless brac-a-brac. They invite re-
pose, and suggest comfort. Morris be-
lieved that people would be happier with
fewer things if these few things were
better. Admost every home in England,
nearly every home in America has been
benefited because of his work.

Morris’ labours in the field of domes-
tic art were varied with prose and poeti-
cal composition. TFew modern authors
have succeeded in throwing over their
work such a glamour of chivalry and
romance, few have succeeded in repro-
ducing so faithfully the naivete and
freshness of the Middle Ages. To read
some of his earlier prose writings, like
“The Story of the Unknown Church,”
s “to see the flash of helmets and spears,
and the dim, shadowy waving of banners,
as the knights and lords, and men-at-
arms passed to and fro along the battle-
ments; and we could see too in the town
the three spires of the three churches;
and the spire of the cathedral, which
was the tallest of the ithree, was gilt all
over with gold, and always at night-time
a great lamp shone from it that hung
in the spire midway between the roof
of the church and the cross at the top
of the spire.” It is to feel the breath
of the wind, as it lifted the leaves, and
showed their silvery white sides, and
to catch glimpses of great golden corn
seas, waving, waving, waving - for leagues
and leacrues dotted here dlld there with
btllllmo‘ scarlet poppies, and blue corn-
ﬂowers; cornflowers that were so blue
that they seemed to burn with a steady
light, as they grew beside the poppies
among the o'old of the wheat.

Morris was, perhaps, even more suc-
cessful as a poet than as a prose writer.
He gives expression to that emotion
which Tennyson called “the passion of
the past,” in a fashion that is intense
to the point of pain.

Morris was more practical than the
theologians ; not content to look forward

611

to a future state of bliss, he endeavored
to make this the earthly Paradise. One
worid at a time was enough for him.
He desired no golden groves, nor quiet
seats of the just. The sights, and scents
and sounds of the mmmediate May time
were all that he wanted. But these, with
the vouth that seemed necessary to com-
plete them, were ever passing away. Like
that of a mediaeval songster, whose work
he may have admired and loved—Fran-
cois Villon—"“Passing Away” is the bur-
den of his poetry—so much so that one
might almost say that it is possessed
with the long anguish of the fear of
death. “Where are the snows of yes-
ter year ?” queried the French rhymester,
and Morris brought face to face with the
fact that he could not make “quick-
coming death a little thing, or bring
back again the pleasures of past years,’
turned to the Middle Ages as a perman-
ent and definite form of style, beyond
the reach of change, where he might
embody what he loved and raise it above
the beatings of that bitter sea.

The only philosophical utterance Mor-
ris ever made about the matter was that
perhaps time and change were necessary,
or there would be no good stories—our
finest stories being those that told of the
oldest and saddest happenings.

Morris™ imterest in Socialism, which
interrupted his literary and artistic work
for several years, was at heart a pas-
sionate enthusiasm for an inaccessible
artistic ideal. He did not know human
nature well enough to understand that
the time for the universal brotherhood of
man had not come. *“The lower classes,”
wrote, “must demand a higher standard
of living for themsclves, for the good
of the whole world, and for the regen-
eration of the conscience of man.” His
connection with the Socialistic party was
eventually unfortunate; the time had not
come to obliterate the misery, the injus-
tice, the sin. the squalor—the hell in
which poor working men and women
were forced to live because of false econ-
omic and social standards.

Some time after this Morris turned
his attention to the printer’s art, and as-
sumed a direct interest in typography.
Believing, as he did, that workers should
be taught to think over their work, and
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take pleasure in it, he abhorred the de-
generacy of the am that Caxton and
Gutenberg had illumined with the vigour
of their imagination and the resources
of their intellects. He started a pri-
vate printing press and for the last few
years this new interest remained an ab-
sorbing one. A series of exquisite books,
which gain in value every vear, witnesses
to" the thorough and whoie-hearted fash-
ion in which he invariably threw himself
into the exigencies of his life work. His
last piece of work, the crowning glory
of his printing press, was the Kelmscott
Chaucer, which had taken nearly two
years to print, and fully five to plan and
mazure. It was finished in June, 1896.
Morris was now advanced in years.
Many of his former comrades and asso-
ciates had passed away. His old friend
and adviser, Dante Gabriel Rossetti, had
been slumbering in the tomb for more
than a dozen vears. His work had been
crowned with success; all England felt
the influence of his rejuvenating thought.
and the artistic ideals of a score of vears
carlier were re.egated to oblivion. Upon
the long day of :his busy life the qha(lows
of evening graduaily fell. and early
Octoler ke breathed his last. In the
churchvard at Kelmscott, the workmen
e had ispired, the members of the
league which he had supported. the stu-
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dents of the art guild he had founded.,
and the vnllaoers stood around the
grave, and watched the first handfuls of
earth fall upon the coffin of the man they
loved.

Ali great men are simple : that is why
thev are great.

Your faddish, selfish, capricious,
haughty, egotistical individual is at best
only entitled to a bench in the hall of
transient fame.

Like most really great men, Morris
retained his childhood to an exceptional
To the end, he vearned to shoot
his game with bows and arrows; to the
end, he plaved “make-believe,” and
sought to recapture the happiness of his
own childhood’s kingdom.

1f vou have ever seen a portrait of
William Morris, you have been struch
with the extreme nobility of his features
and expression. The wrinkles and lines
of avarice, and meanness, and greed, and
superstition, and anger, envy, and fear,
are conspicuous by their absence. Here.
indeed, was a man worthy of the laurel
crown that Emerson says should adorn
the brow of him who gives us better
hooks, better houses, better thoughts,
better ways to live. A noble being truly.
to whom we owe an incalculable debt of
gratitude—an indefatigable worker, «
Lusy child.




Canada’s International Exposition

By George M. Hall

I the Fates are propitious, Winnipeg
will hold the first great International
Exposition in 1912 that has ever
been held in Canada. This is not

to say Winnipeg is to do—or attempt—
the great task of getting together Ca-
nada’s first great Exposition alone—very
far from it. The work of assembling in
one place an adequate showing of ac-
complishments and resources of the
Dominion is a very great task, indeed,
and none appreciate this fact more thor-
oughly than the men who have given
liberally of their time and labour to the
initial steps of the proposed IExposition
—to the work of organizing, outlining
the plan and of placing the proposition
before tthe people of Canada for their ap-
proval. After some eight months of
steady, hard work, the committee of
Winnipeg mmen who took up the Ex-
position project find themselves with a
very greatly increased knowledge of what
it means to take up and carry through
so stupendous a thing as an International
Exposition.

Travelling all over Canada, invading
the United States to enquire minutely in-

to the ways, means, cost and cash re-
turns of the St. Louis, Portland and
Seattle fairs, gathering expert evidence
and expert advice, setting off the some-
times too cncouraging opinion of the
optimist against the wet-blanket conclu-
sions of khe pessimist, working diligently,
hopefully, early and late, and with the
utmost concord and general good-will,
the Exposition committee finds itself to-
day in the possession of a deal more
knowledge of the subject it took up some
eight months ago, buk also with very
much more enthusiasm and belief than
was the case at the opening of the cam-
paign for a Canadian Exposition.

As it is pretty well known now, the
idea of holding a Canadian Exposition
in 1912, had its origin in a suggestion
made by Ernest Thompson-Seton ‘that it
would be a good thing to celebrate the
centennial anniversary of the coming of
Lord Selkirk’s settlers to the Red River
Valley. Beyond a doubt Mr. Thompson-
Seton was interested wholly in the his-
torical and ethical value of such a cele-
bration and it is not at all probable that
his suggestion carried—from him—any
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Delegates at Edmonton Returning from Conference with Albertan Government.

idea of a great industrial exposition. It

is certain that the Thompson-Seton sug-

gestion was taken up at first in the light

- of a historical event worthy of commem-
oration by some sort of a general cele-
bration very largely local, however, as
being of chief interest to the people of
the West. What other mind fertile in
adaptation of a good idea to a larger
purpose, first proposed the celebration of
Mr. Thompson-Seton’s idea into a great
Exposition is not absolutely certain at
this time. Mr. G. A. Glines, of Winni-
peg, is said to have been the man who
made this suggestion and it is in Mr.
Glines’ favour that nobody has sought
to cast any shadow of doubt upon the
claim made for him of discovery of Win-
nipeg as a proper place for the holding
of a function, which, viewed in its pre-
sent aspect, will very closely approach
a World’s Fair, albeit not so large a
World’s TFair as those held at Buffalo,
St. Louis and Chicago.

Even then, the proposal was not so
large a thing as it has grown to be
since. Step by step the suggestion of
celebrating—by pageant and speech—the

- coming of the pioneers who first took
up the Red River Valley as a home for
white men in number, had advanced to
its present comprehensions and dignified

state—that of a proposed International
Exposition in which will be displayed all
of the resources of the Dominion and
where the nations of the earth may, if
they choose, display 'their own goods and
see those of Canada.

This growth of the Thompson-Seton
idea has been normal and healthy. As
soon as the plan took on the aspect of
an Exposition, the scope of such an Ex-
position began to grow. The idea of
covering Canada quickly grew to the size
of taking in the British Empire. TFur-
ther discussion showed that a big Cana-
dian Exposition will be very attractive
to many of the United States manufac-
turing communities that have great trade
stakes in Canada and other communities
that are strongly interested in the cheap,
rich lands of Western Canada. Cana-
dian trade with the Orient is growing
from year to year and one Canadian firm
with large department stores in Toronto
and Winnipeg, buys one-twelfth of the
total manufacturing product in Switzer-
land. Canada busily engaged in devel-
oping natural resources of agriculture,
mining, lumbering and fisheries, second
to no country in the world for richness
and extent, is a very good customer for
the made products of many countries.
It cannot fail to be true that all of these
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Exposition Delegates en route to Victoria, B.C.

countries will call for space at Canada’s
International Exposition and the fact was
soon perceived by the committee.

For this reason, Canada’s International
Exposition—starited as a celebration of
an historical event—has taken on the

character of a national project, an em-
pire-building, unifying and developing
force. Awaiting the official approval of
the Dominion Government alone, once
this is given the Exposition will be
be blocked out and put together as the
greatest industrial and development pro-
ject ever devised for the Dominion of
Canada. Not only will all of the vast
resources of a country that is too little
known, be assembled for the world to
see, but other nations will bring their
goods and chattels, their things made and

methods of making, to show to the peo-

ple who will gather in Winnipeg in 1912.
In the line of farm machinery alone,
Canada’s Exposition will be the greatest
assembling of the class of goods that
the world ever saw—Canadian, British
and United States manufacturers will
see to it that this is so. Other fields of
manufacturing and kindred industries
will be scarcely less well covered. Ca-
nada is making ready to take its place
among the great nations of the world
to sit—in the family group of the Brit-
ish Empire on the seat next to the throne
and to fill her place with dignity and
power. No less than the Exposition will
help toward this end, does the Exposi-
tion idea denote the national spirit—ex-
pound the doctrine of nationality
dominion.



The Mission of Irrigation

By C. W. Pederson

NLESS we are able to demonstrate
the value of irrigation under sub-
humid conditions, such as pre-
vail in Southern Alberta, irriga-

tion development on the western prairies
will of course, be impossible. Some-
thing hevond humidity has, however, to
be taken into consideration. Our north-
cerly latitude is a disturbing feature. The
latter is what often creates doubt as to
the efficacy of irrigation in Southern
Alberta.  There are, on the American
continent, semi-tropical localities too nu-
merous to mention, with sub-humid pre-
cipitation.  The tender vegetables and
high priced crops grow there profusely
and the question as to whether or not
irrigation is worth while never arises.
That irrigation there, if not essential,
is most beneficial, simply admits of no
argument.  In discussing this subject,
therefore, with reference to Southern Al-
berta the question of latitude naturally
becomes an essential factor.

1t has been well said that “an ounce
of experience is worth a pound of tine-
orv.”  The farmer is by nature conser-
vative. Tangible evidence speaks more
loudly to him than mere words. Unfor-

tunately, a combination of circumstances,
during recent years destroved the possi-
bility of our now having available in
Southern Alberta object lesson as to the
value of irrigation that would settle the
argument without further effort.

A word or two as to the early history
of agriculture in Southern Alberta is ne-
cessary to properly grasp the present
situation. Partly due to a number of
very dry years, and partly to slovenly
farming, matters agricultural in this sec-
tion became very acute in the early nine-
ties. Many private irrigation systems
were then in successful operation and
great things were predicted when, in the
course of time, our mountain streams
should all be fully utilized in agricultural
deveiopment. In March, 1894, the
Southwestern Irrigation League of the
Northwest Territories” was formed and
held a convention at Calgary where
strong resolutions were passed calling
upon the Governments of the Dominion
and of the Northwest Territories, to deal
vigorously with the whole subject of irri-
gation, which was then seriously agitat-
ing the public mind. If untoward cir-
cumstances had not arisen, the cause of
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irrigation would have forged steadily
onward from year to year, so that by
this time, elaborate arguments in favour
of irrigation would have been entirelv
superfluous. Irrigation progresses, how-
cver, received a serious check when suc-
ceeding years of high water finally re-
sulted in the total destruction of the
cheaply constructed headgates of many
of the small private ditches then in oper-
ation and, in some cases, caused the
mountain streams to change their
courses. One or two wet years followed
and ranchers, who up to that time had
depended largely upon irrigation for
winter fodder, delayed the reconstruction
of their intakes on a more permanent
basis. Settlers then began to come into
the country in large numbers and the
cattlemen foresaw the speedy end of free
grazing on the public domain and pre-
pared to go out of business. This sit-
uation removed the pioneer of irrigation
from active business and it was only
during quite recent years, that large cor-
porations have interested themselves in
the matter and they are now confronted
with the task of again creating sentiment
in  favour of irrigation and chiefly
amongst a class of farmers entirely 1g-
norant of the benefits and simplicity of
irrigation farming.

Simultaneous with the great rush of
settlement into Soathern Aiberta, enor-
mous strides had been made in “‘dry”
farming culture. Every agricultural col-
lege in the westerly portion of America
grappled with the problem of utilizing
desert lands, that could not be reached
by irrigation, and wonderful success was
encountered through the general mtro-
duction of summer fallowing and the
use of special implements with a view
to the total conservation of the limited
rainfall.  This svstem, sometimes in a
crude form, gradually permeated the
whole of the arid and sub-humid agri-
cultural area of America and was also
largelv practised in Southern Alberta.
The successful culture of winter wheat,
a distinctly semi-arid plant, was another
important feature that worked an entire
change in the agricultural situation of
Southern Alberta and gave a value to
our non-irrigated farming lands that
thev had never before possessed. While

OF IRRIGATION

617

the country as a whole, profited enor-
mously by this development, there cannot
be any reasonable doubt that it tended
to delay the progress of irrigation ma-

terially.

The association of irrigation with the
idea of desert reclamation has blinded
the public eye to its enormous value in

regions where the task of reclamation
is not required. This is to be regretted,
as irrigation should be recognized as an
agricultural art of wide application and
value. In fact, irrigation is a system
of improved culture, to be applied, like
other means of improvement, when the
soil needs it. Water is the most im-
portant food of plants not alone because
it enters in such volume into their tis-
sues, but because without it, in adequate
amount, the plant cannot use other food
in sufficient quantities. No one ques-
tions the wisdom of the saving and stor-
ing of manure and, for worn out lands,
the wisdom of a generous outlay for com-
mercial fertilizers or the principle of soil
improvement by means of drainage. The
same attitude should exist in regard to
irrigation.  [rrigation, moreover, is not
merely an expedient to ensure the safety
of a crop. 1t has been demonstrated
both by practical experiences and by sys-
tematic experiment, that growth and pro-
duction can be profitably pushed by irri-
gation even when the natural moisture
seems ample, and in this respect, irri-
gation aligns itself with fertilization and
cultivation as a factor in intensive agri-
culture.

It would he idle to deprecate the
value of non-irrigated lands of Southern
Alberta.  The richness of the soils with-
in the somewhat “dry” belt of the Am-
erican continent is simply marvelous.
The record of winter wheat production
in the interior portions of the [Pacific
States, where the conditions are distinct-
Iy semi-arid and typical of the “dry”
West, affords the best proof of what such
lands are capable of producing. Wheat
growing has been carried on there on
the same land, year after year, since
1874 and the yields per acre arc appar-
ently as great today as they were thirty
vears ago. Under the circumstances, it
is almost a legitimate conclusion that
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the semi-arid soils of America are prac-
tically inexhaustible.

Granting, however, that grain raising
can be successfully carried on in every
portion of Southern Alberta by adopt-
ing a system of culture designed to con-
serve soil moisture, the farmer foliow-
ing such a system will still be labouring
under vast limitations. The summer fal-
low system, in the first place, reduces
the crop area to one-half of the farm
and, secondly, 1is applicable to annual
crops only, that can be produced with
a minimum of moisture. We may, there-
fore, take it for granted that dry farm-
ing, as a permanent proposition, must be
practically confined to the ordinary cer-
cais, principally winter wheat. The pro-
fitable production year after year, of the
most valuable crops of the farm, such
as field peas, alfalfa and the ordinary
clovers and other forage crops, becomes
impossible, for the simple reason that
the underlying principle of dry land
farming, viz., storing up two season’s
rainfall for each crop, cannot, of course,
be followed on perennial crops.

Diversity means the opposite of what
might be termed the “one crop” sys-
tem. Irrigation stands for diversity,
while dry farming in sub-humid coun-

.

One of the C. P. R.’s Main Canals.

tries means the one crop svstem. There
are enormous advantages in diversity.
First, it enables the farmer to produce
the greater part of his own living with
little or no cash outlay. Secondly, it
puts him in a position where he is not
so much at the mercy of adverse sea-
sons. It also enables him to maintain
the fertility of the soil and gives him
every benefit which comes from a wise
rotation, as well as enabling him to dis-
tr:bute his labour evenly over the whole
year. To put the case in a nutsheil, the
main object of irrigation in sub-humid
districts is the total elimination of sum-
mer following by substituting artificial
watering and a well conceived crop ro-
tation. In other words, to develop a
system of farming that will admit of
the entire agricultural area being under
crop instead of only one-half of it, which
would of necessity be the case under a
dry farming system. It requires no ar-
gument to demonstrate the enormous
economic advantages to the individual
farmer and to the country at large by
the doubling of the normal crop area.
The final end of irrigation in Southern
Alberta is, therefore, to reduce the aver-
age holding of the farmer, and, at the
same time, enabling him to attain better
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results on the smaller area of land.

The farmer who settles in a new coun-
try has generally a two-fold object in
view. Ifirst and foremost, he desires to
establish a home for himself, his wife
and his children. Secondly, he aims to
acquire, sometime in the future, a com-
petency that will safeguard himself and
his family against want when old age
overwhelms him. We hear entirely too
much regarding the financial side of
farming, and not half enough about the
home side. Man will endure the terrors
of the desert or the rigours of an arctic
winter to amass wealth in a short time.
This, however, is not home-making.
The first consideration of the home-
maker is as to whether such surrounding
can be created as will justify a perman-
ent residence,

Most everyone knows something about
the irrigated districts of the Western
States. It is, therefore, needless for me
to paint a word picture that will convey
the difference between a home in an ir-
rigated district and one, for instance,
on the bleak prairies of the Dakotas. In
the latter states, most of the farmers
control 320 acres. It is obvious that this
condition involves scattered settlement
and dreary isolation. In the irrigated
sections farms are smaller and human
intercourse consequently easier.

Schools have a larger attendance and
consequently can demand the services of
the most competent teachers; large towns
spring up and furnish a local market
for the products of the farm and, owing
to the increased number of business
houses, competition among merchants be-
comes keen and the farmers secure their
merchandise at a lower cost. Roads are
better kept and the taxes of the com-
munity are never a burden owing to the
increased number of taxpayers to pay
them.

Trees make as much growth in a few
vears on an irrigated farm as they do
in a generation on a dry farm. Flowers,
shrubs, in fact, everything that makes
the landscape beautiful and the surround-
ings homelike grow to- profusion where
water is available. .

Tt is a significant fact, that the vast
colonization project with which I have
the honour to be identified, obtains the
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majority of its settlers from the States
of North and South Dakota and the
smallest number from the irrigating
states. This is in spite of the fact that
the Dakota men have little or no actual
knowledge of the handling of water for
irrigation. It has been our experience,
that farmers residing in irrigated dis-
fricts, even though their land is enor-
mously valuable and the demand for it
great, absolutely cannot be induced to
move in any large numbers. The man
on the irrigated farm in a few vears
creates a productive and a homelike home
and, therefore, has no desire to leave
it. The man on the half section of
prairie farther east, regards his farm not
as a home, but as means of creating a
certain amount of wealth which he gen-
erally contemplates ultimately spending
under more congenial surroundings. The
points of view are entirely different.

While it is scarcely open to argument
that for home-making purposes, there
can be no reasonable comparison be-
tween the irrigated and the non-irrigated
farm in sub-humid districts, the question
might be raised as to whether the finan-
cial returns might not be greater under
the cruder system of dry farming than
under the more intensive operations of
the irrigated farm, taking total invest-
ment and working expenses into consid-
cration.

It is an incontrovertible fact that there
is not an acre of agricultural land any-
where in North America that would not
he benefited by artificial watering. Un-
der the climatic conditions prevailing in
Southern Alberta, therc should, there-
fore, be very little question as to the
value of irrigation. In fact, there should
be no difficulty in demonstrating, that an
acre of irrigated land in Southern Al-
berta will produce as much as any simi-
lar four acres of non-irrigated lands,
and consequently, should he four times
as valuable,

In the first place, the non-irrigated
crop must be grown on summer fallow,
where each two acres of land produces
one acre of crop annually. This factor
eliminates one-half of the crop arca
which now stands two to one.

Secondly, it is not stretching the im-
agination unduly to assert that irrigated
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lands will produce twice as much as
non-irrigated lands in any seven-year
period.

The case for irrigation in Southern
Alberta does not, however, rest entirely
on experience gained elsewhere. It was
only in 1906 that systematic experimental
work under irrigation was inaugurated
here and the Dominion Experimental
Farm for Southern Alberta established.
The farm is divided into a “dry” farm
and an “irrigated” farm. The duty of
the Superintendent is to gain the best
possible results under dry land culture,
on the one hand, and, on the other, to
demonstrate the value of irrigation in
Southern Alberta. It will, therefore, be
carefully noted that it is not, in any
shape or form, the duty of the Super-
intendent to demonstrate the value of ir-
rigation as compared with dry iand farm-
ing. Any conclusions reached on the
farm can, therefore, be relied upon as
being absolutely unbiassed and disinter-
ested.

While the object of establishing the
EExperimental Farm was not to encour-
age irrigation farming at the expense of
(hv an(l farming operations, it is pos-
sible to make instructive comparisons
between results upon the same farm and
under the same management, of crops
grown under irrigation and those grown
on the non-irrigated area.
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The yields of varieties of Spring
wheat varied from 25 per cent to 8o
per cent. in favour of the irrigated plots,
and two-rowed barley from 20 to 50 per
cent. Irrigated potatoes in no case
vielded less than 100 per cent. heavier
than on non-irrigated land and in one

case 300 per cent., while vegetables and
sugar beets showed a gain of from 30
per cent. to 100 per cent. better under
irrigation. = FFodder corn, as would be
expected, vielded from 50 to 275 per cent
better on the irrigated plots.

The above are the first official figures
bearing on the value of irrigation in
Southern Alberta that have ever been
produced. TFurthermore, the alinost ideal
secason and copious natural rainfall ren-
dered the conditions enormously in fa-
vour of the non-irrigated farm. Again,
these results were obtained on newly
broken land, while it is readily admitted
that irrigation farming will not begin to
vield mixamum results until several
crops have been taken off the land and
the soil has thus been reduced to a good
mechanical condition. Under the cir-
cumstances, it is abundantly evident,
that the magnificent showing of the irri-
gated crops on the Duminion Experi-
mental Farm are but an inkling of what
the future has in store for the irrigated
sections of Southern Alberta.




An Unique Railway

By R. Sinclair

HE Antofagasta Railway affords
access to some of the finest
mountain scenery in South Am-
erica, and brings the romantic

tand of the [ncas within easy reach of
the globe trottter by means of its excel-
lent service, provided with sleeping
coaches and restaurant cars, equipped
with every luxury. The railway itself
is one of the most unique and interest-
ing in the world on account of its nar-
row gauge, two feet six inches, or a little
more than half that of the English rail-
ways, and vet its trains run at consid-
crable speeds with a smoothness seldom
surpassed, and its sleeping and day
coaches would not discredit any broad
gauge railway. The main line starts at
Antofagasta, a port on the Chilian Coast,
a few miles outside the Tropic of Capri-
corn, and some 684 miles north of Val-
paraiso.

The fine coast steamers owned by the
Pacific Steam Navigation Company and
the “Cia Vapores de Sud Americana,”
leave Valparaiso twice a week and reach
Antofagasta in three or four days after
touching at several interesting poris on
the way; while once a fortnight the di-
rect steamers from Liverpool, some of
which are unsurpassed for luxury, con-
tinue their voyage up the Coast as far as
Caliao, and reach Antofagasta two days
after leaving Valparaiso.

The through
leaves Antofagasta ‘every Monday,
crosses the frontier early the following
afternoon and arrives at Oruro the even-
ing of Wednesday. Here passengers
change to the broader gauge carriages
of the Bolivia Railway Company, now
under the same management, and reach
La Paz during the afternoon of the same
day in good time to appreciate the views
of the magnificent snow-capped Illimani,
and the unequalled panorama which un-

sleeping train-de-luxe.

folds itself of the City of La ’az when
the train leaves the fat table iand at
the "“Alto” station and proceeds down
the precipitous incline to the charming
old Spanish City so happily placed.
From Antofagasta the railway having
to reach an altitude of 13,000 fect in
223 miles loses no time in beginning its
climb and at Portezuclo, 26 kilometres
(17 1-4 miles) the rail level is already
1,800 feet above the sea, giving an aver-
age grade of 1 in 50, but at several
places 1t is as steep as 1 in 30. At
(O'Higgins, kilometre 35, is the junction
of the branch (111 kilometres long) to
the Boquete Nitrate fields, which are
just beginning to be developed. The end
of this branch is some 5,622 feet above
the sea. At Prat, kilometre 59, is the
junction of the branch to Mejillones, the
new port opened recently by the Anto-
fagasta Railway Company, situated some
37 miles to the North of Antofagasta
and said to be the finest on the Pacific
Coast, as it is capable of holding all the
Heets in the world and 1s so protected
from the southwest gales tha: shipping
lving in it can never suffer the smatlest

‘inconvenience from bhad weather.

At kilometre 116 the main line of the
railway enters the principal nitrate dis-
trict of 'this part of Chili and leaves it
at kilometre 162. In this section are sit-
uated some twenty Oficinas (Nitrate fac-
tories), and the more modern of them
well repay a wvisit as they are models
of organization. After leaving the Ni-
trate zonc we catch our first views of
the Andes and soon after cross the river
LLoa and rcach the picturesque little town
of Calama, at kilometre 238 from Anto-
fagasta (148 miles). Here the eye is re-
freshed with its green pasture lands, ir-
rigated by the waters of this river, for
till now the line has passed through what
to all appearance is a barren desert with-
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out a blade of grass to be seen anywhere,
though the hills on either side are not
without a peculiar beauty of their own,
duc to their variegated colouring caused
by the presence of rich copper ores. It
is at Calama that the night train makes
its first stop at five o’clock in the morn-
ing and the time table shows an hour
which the traveller will eagerly avail
himself of for a stroll in the delicious
brisk morning air should it be in the
warm scason.

(Calama even in the time of the Incas
was a centre of copper mining and there
is an interesting modern smelting estab-
lishment in the neighbourhood which ob-
tains its power from the waters of the
[.oa. It is some 7,400 feet above the
sea and many passengers to Bolivia pre-
fer to stop at least a day here to ac-
custom themselves to the altitude before
going further.

At kilometre 252 i1s the short branch
(10 kilometres long) up to the copper
mines at Chuquicamata 8,846 feet above
the sea. At kilometre 298, immediately
at the north side of Conchi station, we
come to the Loa Viaduct, which is one
of the most interesting engineering
structures in the world; the level of the
rails on the viaduct is as neariv as pos-
sible 10,000 feet above the sea whilst
their hcight above the surface of the
waters of the Loa river rushing below
is 336 feet or more than twice the height
at which trains crossing the Forth
Bridge are above the waters of the Firth
of IForth. "The viaduct is a most grace-
ful steel structure, consisting of six lat-
tice girder spans of 8o feet each, in the
clear, supported on steel trestle towers.

I'rom Conchi station, beside the via-
cduct, runs the branch line (20 kilometres
long) to the copper mines of Conchi Vie-
jo, the rail level at the end of this branch
being 11,450 feet above the sea. At San
Pedro station, kilometre 312 (193 miles)
and 10,700 feet above the sea, are situ-
ated the coliecting reservoirs, blasted out
of the solid rock, of the waterworks
which the Antofagasta Railway Company
has constructed at a cost of some £750,-
000 to supply the town of Antofagasta
the Nitrate felds, and its own services,
with water; for no other fresh water
can be obtained except by condensing
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sea water, and from these reservoirs
pipes run the whole distance of 193 miles,
delivering the pure snow water of the
Andes at the sea level, which i1s no in-
considerable undertaking in itself. The
water to fill the reservoirs is taken part-
ly from the San Pedro river close by,
and is partly brought by 6-inch pipes
which run for a distance of some fifteen
miles up the slopes of the mountains to
springs of most beautiful water situated
16,000 feet above ithe sea. Shortly after
leaving San Pedro station the railway
skirts the base of the majestic snow-
capped volcanos “San Pedro” and “San
Paulo.” From the crater of the former
ascends a constant column of smoke, and
though it has not shewn greater signs
of activity than this in recent years, it is
evident that in comparatively modern
times it has been in eruption, for the
railway cuts through a lava bed nearly
a third of a mile wide which looks as
fresh as if it had been deposited
only a year ago. Climbing steadily up,
at Ascotan, kilometre 360 (223 miles
from Amtofagasta) the summit of the
main line is reached at a level of 13,000
feet above the sea, and from here it
decends rapidly to a level of 12,200 feet
at Cebollar, kilometre 387, where it runs
alongside a wonderful lake of borax 24
miles long by four and one-half miles
wide, owned and worked by the Borax
Consolidated Company. The view as the
train  winds round the snow-capped
mountains, whose slopes are bright with
metallic hues is quite unique and the glis-
tening surface of the horax lakes with
occasional stretches of green water re-
mind one very forcibly of Switzerland.
I'rom Cebollar station a short branch
runs into the calcining establishment
from which some 3,000 to 4,000 tons of
borax arc exported per month. This
lake is said to be the largest single de-
posit of borax in the world, and the main
source of the world's supply.

At Ollague Station, kilometre 433, is
the Chilian Custom House, and also the
junction of the branch line (96 kilome-
tres long) which has recently been con-
structed by the Antofagasta Railway
Co. to serve the important group of cop-
per mines at Collahuasi, said to be
amongst the richest known. This branch
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is believed to be the highest line of rail-
way in the world, for its rails reach to
the great height of 15,809 feet above sea
level, and by those whose respiratory
organs do not suffer from the altitude
it is well worth a visit, not only on this
account but also because of the truly
magnificent panorama of snow-clad
mountains to be seen on the way up or
down—antongst them the giant “Ol-
lague.” said to be upwards of 20,000
feet high. This is the one part of the
Antofagasta Railway where snow storms
are troublesome, the line having been
completely blocked for about four days
in july, 1908.

Shortly after leaving Ollague Station
the frontier line between Chile and Bo-
livia is cossed at kilometre 442—275
miles from Antofagasta, and from tnis
point to Uyuni (kilometre 610) the line
runs at almost a uniform level of 12,000
feet above the sea.

Cyuni is a town of some 5,000 inhabi-
tants, many of whom are Indians, and its
market is worthy of a visit. Here for
the first time we make the acquaintance
of the llama as a beast of burden, as
these animals are largely employed in the
transport of tin and silver over the
mountains from Potosi, some 125 miles
distant. They go in troops of 100 or
more and take 15 days on the journey.
Each animal carries 100 Ibs. in weight
and it is said that they will not move
if this weight is exceeded in the smallest
degree. IFrom Uyuni runs a private rail-
way some 33 kilometres long to the fa-
mous Huanchaca silver mines, which are
situated in the mountains at 13,600 feet
above the sea, and at the end of the
line is the mining town of Pulacayo, con-
sisting of some 8,000 inhabitants. These
mines are owned and worked by an en-
terprising Franco-Chilian Company, and
are well worth a visit.

We now leave Uyuni for Oruro, and
at Huari—kilometre 8o1~-come in sight
on our left of the mysterious fresh water
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lake Poopo, which receives 212,000 cubic
feet of water per minute and only 2,000
cubic feet flow out of it. At 924 kilo-
metres, or 574 miles from Antofagasta
we reach the town of Oruro, which is

~the terminus of the Antofagasta Rail-

way.

Oruro is a town of 8,000 inhabitants
situated at 12,000 feet above the sea.
The houses are mostly built of unburnt
bricks, plastered on the outside and
painted different colours, which gives a
very picturesque appearance to the
streets; here, also, most of ithe windows
are decorated with boxes of flowers, a
rather uncommon feature in South Ani

erican towns.

For some distance after leaving Orurc
the country is swampy and uninteresting
but soon ithis changes for rough stony
ground on which grows a short scrub
affording food for llamas and donkeys
which are seen in large numbers, and
later on, this again changes for rough
grass and we reach the grazing ground
which from time immemorial has sup-
ported the flocks of the Incas and their
descendants. As the train approaches
Viacha, the junction with the railway
connecting La Paz with Lake Titicaca,
we obtain our first sight of the famous
Illimani towering above the plains, 21,
828 feet high, and capped with the grand-
est mass of snow.

A shont run brings us to the Alto
station and with but little delay the de-
scent to the City of La Paz de Ayacucho
is begun, the railway coaches being head-
ed by an electric motor. Of the panor-
ama which unfolds itself of the beautiful
fertile valley in which the city nestles
we can attempt no description. The tra-
veller having seen it will never forget.
The charms of the old world city with
its many churches, #ts wonderful archi-
tectural features and endless peculiari-
ties must be seen to be appreciated. From
La Paz to Lake Titicaca is an easy jour-
ney and many of the most famous Inca
remains are within easy reach.



Cock o’ the North

By Agnes Deans Cameron

RITISH COLUMBIA today finds
herself on the crest of a just-
forming great wave of progress.
The commercial awakening 1s

confined to no one part of the giant pro-
vince nor to any specified industry,
simuitaneously half a hundred districts
arc rubbing their eyes, developing each
its own latent wealth, crying its special
wares in the marketplace.

The reason for this new vital thrill?
Many causes contribute,—the westward
trend of questing humanity, the influx
of Old Country and United Statesian
capital, the recognition on the outside of
what Dritish Columbia has to offer to the
invalid, the artist, the hunter of big
game.  DBut beyond and above all these
one factor is responsible for the vivify-
g throb of new life pulsing through the
Pacific Province, and’ this factor is the
Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

For five vears, silent .anen with the
transit have been going hither and yon
in the tangled \\flldemess of the North-
ern l\0cl\1cs searching out the pass of
least resistance by means of which the
iron horse of the Grand Trunk Pacific
can find a road from the prairies to the
Pacific. It has been a second search
for the Northwest Passage, a land searcti
this time, and very much more to the
purpose than the old hunt for that chi-

mera of the the Anian
Strait.

It is the Yellowhead Pass that has
been chosen, and through this by the
year 191! the wares of the Orient will
pass eastward, and Canada’s rich pro-
duce will find ultimate goal among the
teeming millions of Awustralia, India, and
the Isles of the Sea. |

Do you ask what concern the average
American citizen has with an undertak-
ing that is purely Canadian? To this
question we would reply that the Eng
hish-speaking people on the American
continent are equally concerned in con-
tinental questions, and no man on one
side of the dividing parallel of 49 can
afford to ignore the history that is mak-
ing on the other side. The laying of
this great trans-continental spine across
Canada opens up three hundred millions
of agricultural acres, and so makes
available America that much bigger than
it was before; the traveler, the sports:
man and the homeseeker are all inter-
ested in this stupendous undertaking.
The building of the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific is of greater immediate import to
white men the world over than is the
Cape-to-Cairo Railway.

Giant Nature is kind to those wha
take her on trust and beard her in her
den. ‘It has been a surprise to the en-

tmagination,
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gineering world to learn that easy gradi-
ents are possible in the construction of
this farthest north line. The makers of
the Grand Trunk Pacific carry their road
from Winnipeg to their Pacific portal at
Prince Rupert over the Rockies with a
maximum gradient of 21 feet to the mile
going west and 20 to the mile going east,
a record which would be creditable o
the English Midland or the Pennsylvaniy
Line. What do these figures mean'
Well, they mean that a single engine will
draw a heavy train across this new spine
of Canada; 2,000 tons can be taken from
Winnipeg to Prince Rupert behind one
engine.

Comparisons are odious but illumin-
ating. The gross capacity of an engine
in tons on the Santa Fe is 376, on the
{'nion Pacific it is 572, on the Grand
Trunk Pacific it is 2,04i. This means
ior the great new line immense economy
in hauling freight, and it also means the
maximum of passenger-safety. Running
at high gear on up grades kills divi-
dends, and on down grades kills people.

“But is it not a wilderness away up
there?” asks the man ‘who in his little
red schoolhouse when He was in the
Second Reader and learning “juggrafy”
out of the slab-sided book with the yel-
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low cover was told, “Canada is a frosen
land to the north of wus where Indians
haunt fur and trappers travel in dog-sleds;
it is a barren land and England owns it.”

The gencral conception of Canada a
scant generation ago was that of a white
waste clinging coldly to sub-Arctic lati-
tudes. General Sherman in a fit of pique
characterized Canada as “The Sleeping
Empire Beyond,” and the writer recently
dug out from the archives in the Chicago
Public Library the minutes of a Board
of Trade convention which solemnly stat-
ed that “Minnesota and the Dakotas are

too far north to successfully grow
wheat.” ‘To these commerciai gentle-
men the Arctic Circle hovered close

above their own northern tier of states.

That phantom of the Arctic Circle has
within the last two decades steadily
been receding northward. For years
Winnipeg was considered the northern
limit of wheat growth, then Edmonton-
on-the-Saskatchewan was quoted as the
farthest agricultural north, hut IEdmon-
ton is no farther north than Liverpool
and Manchester.

It is to be supposed that in North
America there is a northern limit of
wheat growth, but daring” the man who
should put his finger on any one spot

Grading G. T. P. Railway near Portage la Prairie,
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Breaking the Virgin Prairie.
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and say, “It is here.” ‘[he wheat that
took the Gold Medal at the Philadelphia
Exposition in 1876 was grown not in
the United States, nor in Russia, nor
the Argentine, nor on that great wheat
belt of Western Canada fast becoming
the meiting-pot of the nations, but in a
little garden of the Grey Nuns at Fort
Chipewayan on Athabasca Lake.

The writer last summer saw potatoes,
beets, and turnips growing lustily at Fort
Good Hope under the Arctic Circle, and
found wild flax north of that mystic
line, with wild roses and golden-rod
flourishing among tame Eskimo at the
very lip of the Arctic Sea. Forest
growth persists to where the mighty
Mackenzie widens into its go-mile delta.
Along the lush valleys of the Peace are
hundreds of miles of prairie where horses
graze beily-deep in a tangled growth of
vetches and wild grasses.

At Vermilion-on-the-Peace, in latitude
58 deg. 30 min. north, the Hudson’s Bay
Companv for years has maintained a
flour mill, grinding into flour the wheat
from half a hundred farms at its very
door. With no self-advertising or cry-
ing of its deeds in the malket-place the
Great Company has floated in its own
steamers this flour for hundreds of miles

down the Peace and the Mackenzie, feed-
ing the people of its fur posts.

The Grand Trunk Pacific will tap an
unknown hinterland which is a kingdom
in itself, rich not only in timber, fur,
tar, coal, salt, and oii, but pregnant with
potential harvests of 40-bushel wheat.

Canada’s fertile northland is its oyster,
its whole succulent plate of oysters. Al-
so, the present prairie wheat-field, a field
a thousand miles long and of unknown
depth, is tr 1butary to the new line, and
the mind reels in trying to think of the
activity which will manifest here in Brit-
ain’s Bread-Basket half a century from
now. Western Canada has 200 million
acres of wheat lands, and only one acre
out of every twenty is under crop. If
Canada’s wheat crop for 19o8 had been
shipped in cars, each holding 15 tons,
the cars would have made a continuous
train 1,365 miles long!

There is every encouradement to the
capitalist to build raxlways The people
are crowding into Western Canada in
such numbers breaking new soil, and
growing wheat ‘that every channel of
egress for the golden grain is choked
to congestion. The terminal elevators
at Port Arthur and Fort William cannot
begin to handle with facility the cargoes
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Steam Shovel at Work on Line of Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

dumped at their doors by the grain-cars
from the West. Through Calgary west-
ward the tide of wheat-bags has begun
to flow toward China, and yellow palates
of Asia are being taught the taste of
“Canadian No. 1 Hard.”

There is a galloping of iron horses
toward Hudson Bay, and this route will
soon carry its quota of yellow grain to
the markets of England and the Old
World. When the first cars of the Grand
Trunk Pacific break through to tidewater
it Prince Rupert they will carry full
freight, and the plentitude of supply will
increase and not decrease through the
vears. The prairies of Western Canada
are a hursting granary, and the prairie
farmer finds himself in the position of
the Bible man building new barns.

The wheat-plains of Canada today
form a great centre of energy, from
every corner of the compass people are
crowding in. The Cry of the Wheat
is as insistent here as ever was the Call
of Gold when the map of the world
opened up to a gold-mining stampede.
But how much wholesomer! Those who
answered the call of the wild in the
days of a gold-rush were often broken
men and disappointed, the unsettled, the
desperate, and the reckless. Men went
alone, with a fever and greed for gain

coursing their veins and driving out
every gentle instinct and kindly.

Who is it answers the Call of the
Wheat? The young man and strong,
the home-builder, the sane, the clean,
the progressive. The day of the prairie-
schooner is not over, these vanguards
of civilization still crawl over the fat
mesas freighted with men, women, and
little children, intent on building home-
steads and breaking new ground. Along-
side the trains we see them, and the
trains themselves carry hundreds of
family units bent on the same purpose.
They are Makers of Empire all.

Gulliver says, “Whoever makes two
ears of corn, or two blades of grass
arow upon a spot of ground where only
one grew before, deserves better of man-
kind, and does more essential service to
his country, than the whole race of poli-
ticians put together.” These diverse peo-
ple so quietly producing the new har-
vests are making history as well as
homesteads. As we follow the prairie
wagons and the wains, we are on the
trail of the greatest economic trek this
world has ever seen, the historian of
tomorrow will rank it with the world
migrations. Last year there went north
from the United States into Canada 72,-
000 men and women seeking free farms.
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First Passenger Special on Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

They write the first chapter of the wheat-
storv as.they turn the prairie flowers
under and sow grain in virgin furrows.
The Grand Trunk Pacific tells the second
chapter as it carries the rich harvest to
the ocean-edge. The loaf of bread in
the lap of the hungry kiddie in Old
World slumdom completes the story. It
is the Trilogy of the Wheat. As we
watch the drama enacting we stop to
note the insistent part played by the
women.

Lonely is the life on the homestead in
the early days when babies are small
and distances between homesteads arc
great. When Canada takes time to re-
cognize the nation-building work of her
prairie pioneers, equal meed of praise
must be given to the strong-armed man
and the faith-possessed woman. Altru-
ism is at the bottom of both their en-
deavors, they are treading hard paths
that the way of their children may be
easy. Is there not in this all the divine
tragedy of life?

There i1s something very inspiriting in
looking upon this unfolding page of An-
glo-Saxon history being writ far up near
the top of the map. It is the story of
pluck and determination, whether we
view it through the small end of the field-
glass looking at the individual farmer,

or, reversing the lens, take in the splen-
did sweep of the Grand Trunk Pacific
that brings a market to his door. -

In quick imagination we jump the in-
tervening vear or two and see this splen-

did highway a consummated fact. Sure-
ly Prince Rupert, the Pacific terminus
and entrepot, bids fair to bhe unique
among the great railroad terminals. It
is farther north than most of them an.!
yet 1ts climate is moderate and salubrious,
on its streets will blend human strands
of Occident and Orient, people as di-
verse as the lands they come from and
the freights they interest themseives in.

Prince Rupert is a baby city yet, but
the infant is a lusty one; and as Seattle,
Portland, San Francisco, and Vancouver
have grown to greatness on this shore-
line so their Northern sister too will
grow, her swaddling-bands are burst and
already she is stepping into short frocks.
When Prince Rupert is connected by
fast steamship with Sydney in Awustra-
lasia, two of the grandest harbors in the
British Empire will be joined. This
Grand Trunk Pacific route cuts off be-
tween Yokohama and New York 1,500
miles of the present distance if we tra-
verse our earth’s orange at the San Fran-
cisco parallel, and 500 miles if we count.
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the route across the continent by way
of Vancouver. ’

The busy man will choose this route
because we live in an age of hurry, and
the saving of two or three days in the
circumnavigation of the world will cause
the globe trotter to get his ticket to read
“eia Prince Rupert.,” It is the route of
easy gradients, of quickest transit, and of
wonderful scenic beauty. The Grand
Trunk Pacific pierces the great new Na-
tional Park that the Canadian Govern-
ment has recently set aside. The new
line will also bring within ken Mt. Rob-
son, the highest peak in the Canadian
Rockies. The actual height of Mt. Rob-
son is 13,700 feet, its pointed apex of
ice being usually completely hidden ; this
is going to he the piece de resistance for
the tourist and the Alpine ciimber, and
one of the show places of the world.

I= not Prince Rupert very cold? Like
the Laodiceans, it is neither hot nor cold,
the mercury rarely touching zero. Al-
ready in this City of Destiny are com-
fortable hotels, a weekly newspaper, and
two or three thousand busy people. We
have said something of the wheat-field
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that is at the back of the house. What
is there in the fish-pond in front?

Schools of herring, hosts of halibut, sal-
mon swimming over a thousand miles of
seaway. This is the richest fish-preserve
in the world, counting as denizens every
known species that wiggles tail and
swims with fin, from herring to halibut,
from sardine to sperm whale.

To contemplate the splendid wheat-
farms of prairie Canada already north
of that between the Athabasca and the
Arctic, is to feel the abounding pulse of
a new life. Turning from the turmoil
of petty politics, from the little bicker-
ings of little minds, it is like a deep
inspiration of tonic air to see the drama
of The Homstead enfold itself on these
fat plains.

The Grand Trunk [Pacific is bringing
into the world’s ken in Unknown Canada
a new LEmpire of productiveness. It is
the Belt of Homes. And in between the
iines of the Trilogy of the Wheat, the
thoughtful reads another storv, an ex-
emplification of that beautiful trinity of
Lamartine, the trinity of the Man,
Woman and Child.

Fruitful Kettle River Valley

By George R. Belton

Kettle River Valley in Southern

British Columbia is not as widely

and favorably known as its merits
deserve. It may be because no extensive
tracts of land have been owned by large
companies interested in advertising them,
for such companies certainly give pub-
licity to the districts they exploit—fre-
quently, it is to be feared, greater pub-
licity than the merits of the districts
will warrant. Yet it is a feature of this
grand country that its resources are 3o
little known and appreciated that fre-
quently even the apparently overdrawn
prospectus of a land company is far sur-
passed in the actual results found when
progressive settlers start to work the soil.

FOR some reason unexplained, the

Dut the Kettle River Valley has been
given little publicity of any kind except
that very satisfactory sort sent out in
the letters of its contented settlers. Par-
ticularly is this true of that part of the
valley of which Grand Forks is the na-
tural centrc and suppiy point, a stretch
of level valley land extending from Dan-
ville at the Washington boundary to
Fife where the C. P. R. line begins to
climb out of the valley along the banks
of beautiful Christina Lake, on the way
from “the Boundary Country” to Nelson.

Here is a valiey about twenty miles
long and three miles wide, level as prairie
and just as stoneless, all cleared of trees
and brush or easy to clear, with some
hundreds of acres of orchards bearing or
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Fine Sh'owing of Six-year-old Apple Trees in Martin Burrell’s Estate.

coming into bearing and more hundreds
lately planted out. The mountains around
are heavily wooded and supply streams
frequently used to supplement the sum-
mer rainfall which, however, is suffi-
cient for ordinary crops. Irrigation is
used as a sort of insurance against
drouth and also to augment the produc-
tion of bearing orchards.

The climate is as nearly ideal as can
be imagined. A long summer is fol-
lowed by enough winter to give a pleas-
ing change: bright days are the rule the
vear around; the snowfall is light and
lasts for about two months, beginning
late in December. Like in most of Brit-
ish Columbia the climate shows definite
spring and fall seasons somewhat similar
to those of the British Isles, so different
from the prairie climate where summer
and winter change places with scarcely
an intermediary season. .

It is probably due to the great interest
in mining that growing of fruit was not
undertaken sooner and to greater extent.
The Boundary Country is famous over
the world for its copper: the Granby
smelter in Grand Forks produces mcre
copper than any in the Empire and
handles from its own mines at Phoeniy,

seventeen miles away, more tons of orc
than is shipped by all the other metal
mines in Canada combined. TUp the
North Fork, which joins the main Kettle
River at Grand Forks, are some of the
best and most extensive ore deposits in
Canada, including the McKinley Camp.
Naturally the minds of ail visitors to
the Boundary district have been turned
to the great ore deposits rather than to
the prolific character of the soil.

This great and growing mining in-
dustry, with the lumbering provided by
the North Fork forests, already provides
a ready local market for fruit and also
for the vegetables and other products
raised while the trees are coming into
bearing. The Granby smelter alone em-
ploys nearly four hundred men at Grand
Forks with a payroll of $40,000 per
month, and employs many more at the
mines in Phoenix. At the latter town,
as in many other districts tributary to
Grand Forks, there is practically no land
available for agricultural purposes, so
that the valley at Grand Forks has first
opportunity to supply other products
needed. As mining and smelting must
keep pace with the development of all
Canada this great local market will al-
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Cooper Bros.’ Farm near Grand Forks, B.C.

wayvs be an important factor in the val-
ley no matter to what extent its produc-
tion may be developed.

The great export market open to all
British Columbia is, of course, the ad-
jacent prairie, Alberta in particular,
where development is naturally faster
than in any other part of Canada at
present—a development that precludes
any possibility of the fruit growing ever
being overdone. The Crow's Nest coal
districts give an even nearer market for
produce and fruit, and in these markets
the Kettle Valley has a great advantage
over other districts: it is from ten days
to two weeks earlier than any other dts-
trict that can compete for this market
and thus can obtain the highest prices.

Fruit is not the only product of the
valley, although owing to its greater pro-
duction it seems to be the ultimate aim
of nearly all land owners and settlers.
The soil is a sandy loam, generally deep

and rich, somewhat ailuvial in character,

and grows grains and vegetables to per-
fection. The field photographed has
been cropped fourteen years and this is
the third crop since it was summer-
fallowed. The owner, W. A. Cooper,

uses no irrigation for any purpose in
field or orchard: he carries on a system
of cultivating the soil somewhat similar
to the dry-farming advocated by Prof.
Campbell. His home is seen in another
picture which also illustrates the system
by which the land is brought under or-
chard in the Kettle River Valley. Fre-
quently, after clearing, the land is put
into grain for a year or so, then the trees
are pianted and between them vegetables
and small fruits are grown. Strawberries
arc a favourite crop often bringing $200
to $400 per acre. Other pictures show
an irrigated orchard, owned by Martin
Burrell, M.P.; the irrigation ditch, or
rather plow mark, can be seen between
the rows of trees. The level land aids
in making irrigation easy by gravity sys-
tems, which are, of course, the cheapest
form of irrigating.

A feature of the Kettle River fruit-
growing illustrated by these photos is
the rapid growth of the trees. Men ex-
perienced in fruit-growing in Ontario or
elsewhere declare it almost unbelievable
that trees can come to such size and into
bearing at such an early age. Apple
trees bearing at four years are no novelty
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and trees bhearing in paying quantities at
five years are common. The trees in Mr.
Burrell’s orchard are six years old; their

QOats grown on Cooper Bros. Farm, being
the fourteenth crop on this ground:
third crop since summerfallowed.

No irrigation used.

vigour, thrift, and general progressive-
ness can easily be seen. In common with
most of British Columbia, the Kettle
River Valley enjoys immunity from
pests of all kinds.

What of the future?. Opinions of men
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experienced in other and older fruit
growing districts are to the effect that
this valley will yet be one continuous
orchard, with the side-hills growing
grapes. Certainly the results now being
obtained on the famous Covert estate
and in Honsherger prune- orchard are
such as justify the brightest hopes. The
Covert estate of 320 acres, planted by
W. H. Covert, the father of fruit grow-
ing in the interior, is now divided into
20-acre orchards, each amply sufficient to
support a home, even to bring huge pro-
fits to a family. An acre grows seventy
trees; each tree at ten years of age will
average, on a normal year, ten bhoxes of
apples. Place the net value in the field
at $1.00 per hox and it means $10 per
tree, $700 per acre or $14,000 for one
year’s crop from twenty acres. Suppose
only half that amount be realized, that
is, five boxes to the tree, it still means
$7,000 gross for the crop. Even two
boxes per tree would bring a large in-
crease—and that would be called a
“failure of fruit.” The price quoted,
$1.00 per box, is below the average ob-
tained, and prices are rising rather than
lowering vear by year. The cost of
pruning, spraying, picking, boxing, etc.,
is considerable and the work entailed is
also much greater than is usually made
public in articles on this subject; but
even if this expense were half the total
income it would leave a large and grow-
ing margin of profit, year by vear, while
the work is as healthful and as enjoyable
as can be imagined, particularly in a dis-
trict with such favorable weather condi-
tions as those of the Kettle River Valley.

’\g

THE END




The Pacific War of 1910

By Charles H. Stuart Wade

CHAPTER IX.
- A JAPANESE FORCE ANNIHI-
LATED.

T HE noontide sun was shining upon
the ruins of Victoria City when
some 6,000 Japanese formed-up

on British soil under the com-
mand of General Harcui; these, after
looting the buildings not utterly de-
stroyed, advanced as a flying column
along the railway line en route for Na-
naimo; whilst shortly after three the

Japanese fleet reinforced by a number

of destroyers, transports, and torpedo

vessels, steamed northward through

Haro Street, being watched from the

American waters by a powerful squadron

of the United States navy, under com-

mand of Admiral Sperry; the Canadian
fleet was in tactical array off Sidney and

Saanich where the troops already trans-

ported from Victoria were embarked

and preparations made for a stubborn
defence of the Strait of Georgia from

Stuart Island to the Portier Pass. The

“Narrows” between the labyrinth of

channels had been well and scientifically

protected by the naval mechanical en-
gineers with mines and other destruc-
tive contrivances; whilst the sympathy
of the great American nation (which
had no other means of shewing it with-
out breach of neutrality) was evinced by
the United States Admiral removing the

Beacon Light established by his nation

on Stuart Island; a kindly courtesy ac-

knowledged by Admiral Kingston who
immediately sent one of his principal of-
ficers to thank him in the name of Great

Britain and Canada.

The Japanese flying column had mean-
while followed the railway line ifrom
Goldstream until at 6 o’clock in the even-
ing it came into conflict with Lieut.-Col.

Todd’s outposts which - were speedily
driven i, whereupon a very hot engage-
ment developed shortly after 8 o’clock.
In attempting a turning movement the
enemy was attacked by the force of
Lieut-Col. Shields when Capts. Whitmore
and Barford rushed to close uarters in
a most gallant manner, whilst the ma-
chine guns of Lieut. Peary completed
the repulse of the movement inflicting
great slaughter.

The destruction of the railway line
prevented the enemy’s projected rapid
advance, whilst the defensive arrange-
ments were evidently unexpected and the
Japanese accordingly camped under
arms. During the night a number of
reconnaissances were repelled, and pre-
parations were completed by which a
skeleton force of 500 men (with an arm-
oured train provided with three machine
guns), under the personal command of
Lieut.-Col. Todd should defend the rail-
way line, whilst Lieut.-Col. Shields and
1.500 men fell back and took up a posi-
tion in ambuscade; the famous local
guide “Cougar” Joe who had opportune-
ly arrived and offered his services ad-
vising this course, and stating that he
knew of a spot near Shawnigan Lake
where such strategy was certain of suc-
cess.

By 4 o’clock in the morning every ar-
rangement had been made and the attack
was anxiously awaited by the small force
left behind, nor was it long delayed, for
the enemy ever a lover of night attack
“rushed” the position shortly before day-

‘break, compelling the defenders to re-

tire under the protection of the armour-
ed train, from which so strenuous a fire
was maintained by the machine guns that
the attackers were compelled to remain
at a respectful distance, though ever
pressing onward as the entrained force
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slowly retreated. By the destruction of
bridges and culverts, the armoured train
succeeded in holding the enemy at bay
and impeding his advance,—which was
accordingly of the lowest character,—
and darkness fell as the skeleton force
drew near to Cobble Hill, the enemy’s
forces advancing steadily just beyond
range.

Unaware of the exact point selected
for the ambuscade, Col. Todd and his
men had been constantly on the alert,
but no sign of the Canadian force had
been visible on either hand, indeed the
look-outs were keenly on the watch
ahead, when suddenly heavy firing was
heard in their rear. Concluding that the
trap had been sprung and that the enemy
were being attacked by his colleague,
Lieut.-Col. Todd gave the pre-arranged
signal for the armoured train to steam
back full speed to the support of their
comrades.

The enemy had been coinjsetely taken
by surprise, for as the train approached
the scene of the conflict it was visible
only as one dense sulphurous region of
fire and smoke, whilst the noise was
deafening.

The darkness of night was lit up by
spouts of flame fully as vivid as tropical
lightning, while the shrill screaming of
the rifles rose in a frantic crackling
shriek; then the machine guns adding
to the tremendous din opened up with
an almost continuous sheet of flame, and
poured forth a deadly bullet-storm of
destruction far exceeding that of the
thunderbolts of heaven itself, or the de-
vastation of a cyclone.

The lust of battle was on the Cana-
dians and the picked shots had done well,
for the railway line was covered with the
dead and dying; whilst from every tree
to right and left poured forth a con-
tinuous hail of bullets, each one of which
could scarcely fail to find its mark
amongst what was left of the 6,000 Jap-
anese who had been thoughtlessly ad-
vancing in what they supposed to be
perfect security! With a broken bridge
cutting off all chance of retreat to the
rear, with their enemy to right and left
sheltered from view and skilfully deal-
ing death upon them; trapped between
three fires it only needed the return of
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the armoured train to complete demorai-
ization! Being splendidly served, -the
machine guns operated by Capt. Leamy
mowed them down as a reaper cuts the
corn, whilst the soldiers under Capts.
Munro and Swinford leaping from the
train on either side immediately took
cover, adding the strength of 500 rifles

to those already surrounding the Jap-
anese column. Revengeful, and mad
with rage at the wanton and merciless
destruction of Victoria, every man was
eager to attack the enemy and come to
a hand-to-hand conflict; but Gen. Mc-
Donald’s orders had been emphatic that
“no single British life was to be sacri-
ficed unnecessarily,” and each man real-
ized that this was but the first of many
engagements, as also, that the surprise
was so complete that death or surrender
was their only alternative.

Of the Canadians hardly a man had
ever fired a gun at his fellow-man; with
few exceptions, none had even seen the
mimic warfare of a sham fight or mili-
tary manoeuvres, and the few disciplined
men amongst them were entirely insuffi-
cient to admit of true military tactics,
but the lessons given them had been well
studied, and acting upon them no man
recklessly exposed himself to the fire
with which the Japanese survivors endea-
voured to locate the attackers.

It was no longer a fight, it was a
carnage! the air rang with Banzai!
Banzai! as the stubborn foe desperately
attempted to make headway until rank
after rank lay heaped one on the other
as they fell before the never-ceasing vol-
ley issuing from the flat car ahead of
them. TFor nearly an hour the slaughter
continued, when a Japanese bugle
sounded; white handkerchiefs were
hoisted on bayonets, and Colonel Toki
with Capts. Noguchi and Loyen, surren-
dered as prisoners of war to Colonels
Todd and Shields. The British loss was
small in killed, though many were
wounded; but of the enemy less than
two thousand survived, whilst most of
those bore wounds shewing the terrible
ordeal through which they had passed.
Amongst the dead were Generals Harcn
and Yatsubuchi, with scorces of offi-
cers of lower rank.
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The prisoners, having been disarmel
were placed under strong guards on Col-
onel Shield's trains, which had been
awaiting the result a few miles ahead,
and taken to Nanaimo; whilst
wounded were given such assistance as
‘was possible and subsequently trans-
ported to that city also.

“Cougar” Joe having selected a hun-
dred men acquainted with the district
was entrusted with the command of a
company of scouts, and supplied with
means of repairing the telegraph line
(which had been cut at many points),
as also the necessary instruments which
would enable four expert telegraphists
accompanying him to communicate what-
ever useful information he acquired
whilst engaged in retracing his course
towards the devastated city of Victoria
in search of information. Immediately
after their arrival at Nanaimo the Jap-
anese prisoners were transported to Van-
couver under escort, and thence to the
interior.

Being interrogated by Gen. \Voolmel-
Wiliiams Col. Toki stated that Gen. Vis-

the'
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count Taro Katsura was in supreme
command of the Japanese forces; born
in 1849 in-the province of Negato, he
belonged to the Samurai family and the
Choshin clan: in the war with China he
commanded the Third Japanese Division
with such skill that the Chinese called
his troops the “Ever Victorious Army.”
A brilliant soldier, he is also known as
a great statesman, having attained a high
1'eputat10n as Prime Mlmster of ]apan

The town of Nanaimo, within a very
few hours after receiving news of the
Japanese invasion, had been thronged
with people from the outlying districts
of Cowichan, Duncans, Chemainus, and
the islands to the south; whilst the min-
ing population to the north, even from
Stewart and Comox poured in its hun-
dreds of stalwart miners, prospectors,
and hardy pioneers; men who were skiil-
ed with the rifle and inured to hardship;
who needed no invitation, but came with-
out delay from mountain and valley, on
foot, or by boat and canoe to aid
defence of the country,

When news of the destruction of the
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capital arrived their excitement was in-
tense, and eager their desire for the con-
flict; whilst the unexpected intelligence
flashed along the wire of the great vic-
tory at Shawnigan emphasized their pa-
triotic enthusiasm. Having been bri-
gaded Major General Williams address-
ed the force, informing them—that in
view of the enemy’s overpowering naval
strength, which rendered it impossible
to protect the Strait of Georgia, the
Government had decided to evacuate Na-
naimo. He pointed out that no matter
how stubborn a defence was put up in
the Strait, it could not be successful;
whilst, if Nanaimo were defended it
meant their certain capture, or destruc-
tion immediately after the Japanese fleet
had forced the passage and blockaded
Vancouver—as they undoubtedly would.

The coal mines were therefore order-
ed to be destroyed, as, from despatches

found on board the captured vessels, it

was known that the Japanese relied up-
. on obtaining supplies from Nanaimo.
-+ The entire force accordingly immediate-
ly embarked on the transports and cross-

ed the Strait of Georgia to assist in the
defence of the mainland.

Admiral Kingston, after the battle of
Beechey Head, transferred his flag, with
that of Commodore Bertram to the Otsu
and Osama battleships, which had been
the flagships of the Japanese Admirals
Kabayuma (a prisoner), and Yashiro
(killed). Both of these vessels were filled
with immense stores of warlike material,
some of which was of .a character un-
known to the ordinary engineer—whilst
much of the mechanical apparatus was
far in advance of that in use amongst
European nations. A discovery of great
value was a new description of war tor-
pedo, and its manipulation being un-
known a search was made in the Ad-
miral’s quarters which produced infor-
mation both surprising, and likely to be
productive of the most disastrous effect
upon Canada and the British Empire had

"1t not been opportunely discovered.

Most of .the documents were in the
French and German languages, and
shewed how complete was the system of
cspionage maintained by the Japanese
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Government; for even the greatest
secrets of the Dominion were known to
the enemy. [Elaborate maps on a large
scale were there, marked with all im-
portant buildings at both Victoria and
Vancouver, whilst the plans of Esquimalt
fortifications and armaments were com-
plete in every detail. Some few years
since the secret plans for the defence
of the fortifications of Eastern Canada
disappeared, and were not found for
some weeks; when they were discovered
(amongst other papers) on the desk of
a Government official—instead of being
n the safe custody of the military auth-
orities! Doubtless they had been tem-
porarily purloined—for copies of these
plans of ‘Fortifications and Defences of
Halifax and Quebec” were found on
board the Osama. A copy of the Eng-
lish “Secret Signal Code,” together with
copies of the Japanese Code; also spe-
cial codes “prepared for use during the
campaign” and for communication on
both battleships. So complete was the
organization of the Japanese troops, who
had for years been making Canada their
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home, that every man was registered and
had been contributing a portion of his
earnings towards assisting in the
“Scheme for the Subjugation of Cana-
da.”

Regiments, divisions, and Dbattalions
had been formed, immense quantities of
ammunition smuggled into the country,
and every vantage point in British Col-
umbia had its special detachment al-
ready appointed, who were ordered to
seize and hold every position selected
when the signal should be given. A
complete list shewed that the “Kicking
Horse Pass,” Laggan, Banff, and Cal-
gary, were all to be held in force; as
also Edmonton, and the Eastern lines
between there and Winnipeg, all of
which operations were to be undertaken
by settlers within the Dominion!

To prevent assistance being rendered
from the United States, the settlers in
that country had orders to destroy rail--
ways and telegraphs if necessary; as
also to concentrate within the Canadian
boundary line and co-operate with their
fellow countrymen.

FRUIT PRESERVES

JAMS AND JELLIES

Made of sound, solid, fresh fruit and best

granulated
Proven by Government analysis;

nothing else.
see Bulletin

sugar — guaranteed

No. 119, Department Inland Revenue.
TOMATO CATSUP of whole, sound tomatoes.

made on the farm where the fruit is grown.
celebrated Nursery Stock is grown that decorates so many homes in Canada.

To get these, buy only those with trade mark

“E.D. S.”

The same farm where the

E. D. SMITH'S FRUIT FARMS

WINONA, ONTARIO
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Where are You Going
My Pretty Maid
You are Very Inquisitive—Sir,

She

Said,

But You’ll Pardon My Haste
And Excuse Me, I Hope,
I Must Hurry
for

Royal Crown Witch Hazel Soap

"Tis a Dainty—Eflicient—Toilet Expedient
And Produces Beautiful Complexions.

Much documentary evidence proved
that the scheme had for its object the
ultimate seizure of Canada; as also the
colonization of Australia, for other
manuscripts shewed that a large fleet
was preparing to make a descent upon
the Commonwealth, a complete set of
plans of the defences and armaments of
its ports and vessels being found.

One of the most serious and far-reach-
ing schemes prepared by the enemy, was

for the destruction of the entire system
whereby Vancouver and New Westmin-
ster were supplied with water and elec-
tric light; the plan being, as originally
arranged, for the works at Lake Bunt-
sen and other points to bhe blown up at
the same instant, plunging the city into
darkness and paralvzmo‘ the authorities,
the opportunity thus afforded being
utilized by the Japanese citizens to
(To be continued)
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SPRIDKEDKED
Canada’s Greatest Western School

VANCOUVER BUSINESS INSTITUTE

336 HASTINGS ST. W,

Youngest in B. C.,, yet it has a larger equipment than all the others combined.
MERIT and truthful advertising the reason for our GROWTH.
‘Write for Catalogue.
W. H. SHAW, ESQ,,
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B. C. DETECTIVE SERVICGE
Operatives for every class of
Civil, Oriminal and Commercial
tnvntig;ﬁon:.
BARON, Supt.
Read oxncv 907 and 208 crown Bldg.,
VANCOUVER, B.C.
* Bloodhounds Rept.”

Brown Bros. Co. Ltd.

FLORISTS

Fruit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and
Flowering Plants

Write for 1999 Catalogue—its free.
59 Hastings St., E., Vancouver, B.C.

PATENTS

AND TRADE MARKS
Obtatned in al! Countrieas,
WLAND BRITTAIN.
Regiatered Patent Altorney and Mechani-
cal Engineer. Call or write for full infor-
mation, Room 3, Fairfleld Block, Granville
Strect, Vancouver, B.C

PLANNING TO BUILD

Bend two 20, stamps, post
m far & copy of my beauy-
v 1y lllmtnwd booklet,
gy ' Conntry and Rubnrben
Heomess," full of interest
l:f valuable and practis

information for home
bdbuilders.

L. STANLEY MITYON, ARCHITECT, VANCOUVER, 8. C.

MOUNT PLEASANT MILLINERY
2234 Westminster Road,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

THE $5
HAT SHOP

Special Designs in Modish Styles.
MRS. M. SINCLAIR, Proprietress.

TO WHOM 1T KAY CONCERN:

This is to certif; th"zt onn August 15th
I lost a horse that was insured with the
British American Live Stook Agsoclation,
Limited, of Vancouver, B.C., and that I
have this date received their cheque tn

full for my clatm.
Yours very truly,

(8igned) H. 8. COTTERILL.

Dated at Glendale, Bask.,, this 13th
day of September, 1905,

RUBBER STAM PS

Most complete factory
Toronto,
day as
Corporate

west  of
Mail orders filled same
received. Notary and

Seals, Stencils, ete,

A. G. BAGLEY & SONS

351t Homer Street, Vancouver, B.C.

Bagley Makes Good Rubber Stamps

Jonx KENDALL AUTIER V. KENAN
¥.OA AC.A,
K \lcymmm N, FCALL © v

Kendall Sewell 8 Co.

Chartered Accountants
and Auditors

‘OANCOUVER, B.C.
AND AT

New York, N.Y. London, Eng.

Seattle, Wash.  Tictoria, B.C.

TreYancouver Baths

Electric Light and Thermal Baths
Russian and Turkish Baths
Needle Spray
Electric Treatments a Specialty
PROP.
MISS BACKETT, LOND. (Eng.) CERT.

437 Pender Strest West, VANCOUVER, B.C.

E are fully equipped for big

business, and solicit orders

for fresh meats from Coutractors,

Logging Camps, Mills and Retail
Butchers.

Vancouver-Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.

Head Ottee and Cold Storage Plant:

152-154 lI \al.ill(:~
Street,

Vancouver, B. C.
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Japanese, French and Holland

BULBS

FOR FALL PLANTING

To Arrive in September and
October,

Full line of Fruit and Orna-
mental Trees, grown in  the
only section of the American
Continent free from San Josc
Scale.  lec supplies.  Spray
pumps and spraying material,
Iron Age and Planet Jr. goods.

Catalogue Free,

M. J. HENRY

Henry's Nurseries

3010 Westminster Rd.,Vancouver

“

A LIBRARY IN TEN VOLUMES

SPECIAL CANATHAN EINTION

THE PAMOUS

Harmsworth
Encyclopedia

The 'most up-to-date of all
Books of Reference, comlain-
ing 50,000 articies profussly
illustrated. Bound in Malf
Leather. The best Encyclopedin
ever published,

Only Five Sets-- No More

$25.00

Tre Thomson Stationery Co.

Limited Xiability
325 Hastings S5t. West - VANCOUVER, B.C.

While they last
PRICE - - -

Back Numbers

Westward Ho!
— T

Containing  valuable  mformation

tor the homescekers and investor
o Mamtoba, Saskatchewan, Al

herta and Brivsh Cohunbia, can

b T ot 10 cents per copiy,

Vddress direct—

Westward Ho!

Publishing Company
330 Hlasiises Sereey

VaANeorv e Brtrisn Unriirania

Up-to-the- Minute
‘Prompiness

is rapidly increashiug our sales of drugs,
tofled articles and all aceessorles, 1o
out-of-town customers.

Extreme  cire and  promptness s
coupled  with  unsurpassed  quality  of
goods, for it iz our pride 1o have the
freshest, und the hest

Take advantage of wur sterling values
amt utiequalled steck, by malling your
vrder now,

LESLIE G. HENDERSON

Vor. Georngia s Granville Streets
and 2 Westminster Aveuus

YANCOUVER - BRITISH COLUMBIA
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FOR THE POLICYHOLDERS

The Manufacturers Life Insurance
Company during 1008 added to the
Resuws for the further protection
of its palicyholders the very large

sum of
$1,170,882,00

and during the year they also paid
out in cash to beneficiaries and policy-

holders
$963,047.22

an ingrease over any previous year of

$241,810.30.
uch results tell their own story oi
remarkable progress,

THE

Manufacturers Life

Insurance Company

Major W, B. Barwis - District Mgr,
H. D'A. Birmingham - - . Cashier

Molson's Bank Bldg,, \’ancouvcr, B.C

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINT

The Editor

THE EDYITOR-—A Journal of Informa-
tion for lditerary Workers, s “The Little
Schoolmaster” for the Whole Fraternity
af . Writers. Bach wmonth, Forty-sight
pages of helpful articles by writers and
editors, showing the sort of materiag
wanted, how 1t should Ve prepared, and
bow to gell. ‘Fechnical articles upon all
branches of lterary work., Interviews
with editors nnd with successful writers.
“Expericnce  letters”  from beginners
who ‘are “making good.” Current In-
formation as to the XLiterary Market,
showing the present needs of various
rublcations.  Advance information re-
garding all prize story competitions.
Announcements of new publications, and
thelr needs, and of publications discon-
tinuing. Answers o correspondents up-
on all mtters pertalning o writing as
a profession.  The only journal of its
character fn America, and one that no
writer can afford to ke without, $1.60 a

year: Iic. i copy.  Address, The Editor
Publishing Company, Ridgewoocd, N.J.

When You
Are Ready

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

Gome direct to the
right people

ANGELL

ENGRAVING @

VANCOUVER, B.c.
MAKERS OF THE

Half-tone, mude direet from design inclay

HIGH GRADE CUTS
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WE ARE SOLE AGENTS

UNION IVIARINE ENGINE

THE BEST THE CONTINENT

HINTON ELECTRIC CO, LTD.

VANCOUVER, B.C. VICTORIA, B.C.

SAY, DO YOU KNOW

That vou can get an Easthope engine made in Vancouver and

fully guaranieed for less than vou pay for an imported engine?

Our engines ave built for serviee amd will stand up 1o any
amwount of the hardest kind.

We build engines from 5w 60 P, 3P, $115.00,
3 LD 818500, 5 HLP. 2250.00, complete with aecessories.

EASTHOPE BROS.

Mapufacturers of barine Gasoline Eugines, Builders Complete Launches.

Office and Factory: 1705 GEORGIA STRIET, VYANCOUVER, B.C.
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ADAMS

Marine Gasoline Engines

Now ig the time for you to get an engine for
that boat of yours. If you want a good engine
at a very reasonable cost, you should write in
to us or come and sece what we offer you.

Best Engine. Best Prices.
Write for our free catalog.

Sole B. C. Agents for Gilson Farm Engines,
for running spraying machines, cream separa-
tors, pumps, saws, feed choppers and all
Doubls Cylinder. stationary work. Catalog Free.

The Adams Launch and Engine
Mig. Company

108 Water Street Yancouver, B. C.

The First Gonsideration

OF A SPORTSMAN IS A GOOD

Gun and Ammunition
I

The New Stevens Repeating Hammerless
Shotgun at $28.00 is weomparable, The Rem-
ingtom  Repeating  Hamwmerless  Shotgun i
without doubt the fhuest repeaiing gun ever
sold, the swivel breach of the gun making it
proeal against run; price $2g.00. We have
thent both, as well as everything in hammer

amd hammerless, single and  double barrel
shatguns,  When choosing o ritle {or your
Deer Huut don't forget to send to us for a catalog of the Koss Ride, This wonderful
weapon is the most accurate. gquickest loaded, lightest, best hatuncad of aay rifle
ever wrned out; price $23.00,

U. M. C, Shotgun Shells arc the aeme of perfection in Game Loads, tor which
we are retail agents for Vancouver, also ceverything in Laglish ~headls, inclading
Cogswell & Harrison’s, which are our leaders, Cube Schultz, Kynoeh & Eleys, in
every gauge, ranging in price from $2.60 per 1ou up.

J.AFLETT, Ltd,, Hastings St. West, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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WOLFE'S
SCHNAPPS

The Beverage

that Benefits.
The purest spirit distilled for human
consumpticn.  Admirable as a Pick-
me-up, tonic, or digestive.

As a beverage it combines happily
with acratedwates-  And,in addition,
WOLFI'S SCHNAPPS has weil-
known medicinal virtues notably in
the case of delicate women.

s v o
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Agents— Obtacnable at ati Hotels and Retall Stores,

J. Collcutt @ Co., ¥irourii. YVancouver, B.C.

— Homer Street,—
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ST. ANN'S ACADEMY

408 Dunsmuir Bt.,, Vancouver, X.0,

Boarding -and day school, conducted
by the Sisters of St. Ann, offering suit-
able accommodations, modern sanitary
squipments,  Discipline mild, but firm,
uniting a careful tralning of manners
and character, with the best inteliectual
and physical training.

Curriculum — Primary,
and  Acadamlc grades, together with
Music and Art Studles, A complete and
practical Commerclal Course is also at-
tached to the establishment,

For further particulars, apply to
SISTER SUPERIOR.

Intermediate

Chesterfield School

North Vancouver, B.C.

Residential and Day School for Boys.
Principals—A. H. Scriven, Esq., B.A,,
R. H. Bates, Esq., B.A.

Boys prepared for the Universities
and Commerce. Preparatory depart-
ment. Manual Training, Gymnastics,
Military Drill. TFive acres athletic
field, covered play-ground.
Prospectus and terms on application.

St. Hilda’s College

CALGARY, ALBERTA

Residential and Day School for Girls,
Under Direction of the Church
of England

Full University Matriculation Course,
Preparatory and Kindergarten De-
parunents. Special Courses in Music,
Vacal Culture, Art, Elocution, Physi-
cal Culture, Domestic Science, etc.

For Prospectus and terms apply 1o
the Prineipal,

Artists’ Materials

We carry a full line of
Rowney & Coc's and Wind-
sor & Newton's  famous
paints.  Also brushes, and
all materials used by stud-
ants, artists, ete, Mail or-
ders are filled sane day as
received,

Cockburn’s Art Gallery
665 Granville Street -

Vancouver, B.C.

Toronto College of Music

(LINITED)

In afiliation with the University of
Toronto. Dr. F. H. Torrington, Mus. Dir.
Western Examinations June and July.
for application forms address Secratary,

12 and 14 Pembroke St., Toronto, Ont.
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INVESTMENTS SECURITIES

<> LANDS BonDs,Stocks, ETc. e\

.

! 1§

meney JOHN J. BANFIELD esto
TO REAL ESTATE, IN
LOAN INSURANCE, INVESTMENTS. 1891

607 Hastings St. \V., Vancouver, B.C.

Canadian Financiers Limited
]‘ t cAuthorized Capital « « 32,000,000 E t f
n‘()esfmen S Erxecutors, Trustees, Administrafors States

Receivers, Assignees, Guardians

Gﬂ aran t ee d ’ P, Donmelly, Grn.H ﬁ;'oma:d' F. crmold, Sec. W ana g, ed

632 Granwille Street, Vancouver, B.C.

LOEWEN & HARVEY
BROKERS
REAL ESTATE, INSURANCE AND LOANS

310 HASTINGS ST. WEST VANCOUVER, B.C.

Main Office Branch Office
50 aramile . ©- Do RAND

Second
Street REAL ESTATE BROKER Avenue
Agent for the Qovernment of Beitish (nlmnhi v M
VANCOUVER  offr il Moot Tl At Prince Rupert

Subdivision Acreage Adjacent to Vancouver, B.C.

Is our specinlty. Clients have made money in euch of onr subdivision promotions
and we would like to interest the outside investors desirous of making quick money.
Write for plans and biterature,

C. R, TOWNLEY suite 8 Bask of 5. K, &. Builang, vancouves, 8.C. A M, KEEFER

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

STANLEY PARK STABLES
Alex, Mitchell, Mgr. VANGOUVER, B.C,
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Fruit-
Growing
Farming

Poultry

Business
Professions §
Manufactures

Timber
Mining

carelully suswered

mmlsx.md Devel‘m‘tLeague
Room A 12, Law Cb. Bldg., Vietoria, .0,

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

&

A Small
Investment Now

in Vancouver suburban pro-
perty will very quickly

Double in Value

We are offering lots 60 by
130, only 20 minutes by tram
from the hesrt of the ity
for $330. on very easy torms,
Write for particulars,

Lembke & Gill

Real Estate and
General Brokers

439 Richards St.,Vancouver

@

E. H. Heaps, President.

Head Office:
541 Hastings Street, W,

C. E. Berg, Manager.

Columbia Fire Insurance Co., Ltd.

VANCOUVER, CANADA

AGENTS WANTED.

R. P. McLennan, Vice-President.

Reliable Insurance

RESTAURANTS.

The Granville Cafe—3$5.00 meal tickets for
$4.60. Four course dinner, 25c. Speclal
breaktast, 15¢. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sent out. 7623 Granville St., opposite Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. W. F. Winters,

OLD BOOXS.

WANTED TO BUY, ALL KINDS OF BOOXKS.
Edwin J. Galloway, Old Book Store, 782 Gran-
ville 8t, Vancouver,

BRITISH COLUMBIA TIMBER

We are exclusive dealers in British Columbia
Timber Lands. No better time to buy than
now, for investment or immed!ate logging.
Write us for any sized tract. E. R, Chandler,
407 Hastings St, Vancouver, B.C.

AWNINGS.

For Yaeht or House; Hammocks, Cushions,
Deck Chalrs, ete. Langridge & Co., 1039
Granville-St.  Phone B1480.
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WESTERN OPPORTUNITIES—

TIMBER, MILLS, LAND |

E. AUGUST BRADLEY, Broker

P. 0. Box 198 REVELSTOKE, B. C. §
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FRUIT FARMS

in the Glorious Kootenay.
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.
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1 have for sale 5, 10 and zo-acre fruit plots, cleared and uncleared and
in fruit. Write for illustrated literature, maps and prices-—sent free on
request.

Les
‘s

S. M. BRYDGES,
Effingham House,
Arundel St,, Strand,
London, W.C.,, England.

S. M. BRYDGES,
Imperial Bank Block,
Nelson, B. C,,
Canada.

HAE AR A
SREFOE -O-SOOED

N
%

P2 304 HOS 322 208

[
g

R R TS

4,

R R e I e L T T N e N OO R ISR INI I I X AP LI SR 9,
-‘c‘?»’o‘o*o‘w’*o‘o&“a e o‘c?l«."?}r‘.’of){“c et oo*’”"&'o’o?{ e o*"o‘.*'u‘of*‘o’rt‘«‘o’omo’o ;i»oo%o%"o’c*&“o)h\*{:‘hm“

Bound Volumes of Westward Ho!

NOW READY FOR DELIVERY

Qols. L, IL., III. and IV,

X3

Price 3150, by nidl 81730 Onder through your atationer, ov write

Westward Ho! ‘Publishing Co., Ltd.

VANCOUVER, ‘B.C.
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Grand Scenery, Fishing, Hunting and Boating. Most Equable and Health-Giving
Climate in the Glorious Lake District of Southern British Columbia,

You Are Welcome to a Free Map

Which we have published showing the Fruit and Lake Districts with photographs of
orchard and fruit scenes; fishing and hunting scenes; statistics in regard to weather,
rainfall, prices of product, markets and general information.

We are the largest owners of first class fruit lands on direct existing lines of
transportation in British Columbia. We will be glad to send you one of these maps
free of charge and give you all of the information in our power whether you buy land
from us or not. Write today.

The NATURAL RESOURCES SECURITY €O,
Whotesale Blocks NAKUSP, B.C.

PROFIT

$1,000 and More Profit Per Acre Annually is Being Made Growing Fruit, Especially
Apples, in the Gloricus Lake District of Southern British Columbia,
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North Coast Lcmd;
Company, Limited

S A .
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i If you want 10 buy or sell good agricultural or fruit lands
loeated an Diritish Columbia, write or call on us.
B

We offer for sale choiee business and residenee lots m- the
town of

TELKWA

The Commercial Centre of the Bulkley Dalley

e

4
:
5
e
.
%
:
3
;

This wwn s loeated in the very heart of the Bulkle -
Valley, at the conthicnee of the Bullwa and Telkwa Rivers, and
il on the surveyed line of the Grand Trunk Pacitic Ratlway. It
13 now the distributing point for the sulkley and Telkwa
Vallevs and s destined 1o be ane of the wost hnportant eities
i Narthern British Columbia.  There s already a goad lLotel,
telegraph office and other business honses, bt there are =till
srent operdngs for all Dues of Dusiness,

To those desiving to purchase property i Telkwa with the
intention of enteriug business and living there, spectal fudiee-
ments will be offered, ’

North Coast Land Company

LIMITED

Winch Building, Vancouver, B.C.

i
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Manifold Copies Can Be

You press hard on a pen when making one or more carbon coples, A
Waterman’s Ideal writes just as smoothly as under kbt pressure, the ink
flowg just as evealy, and the voepies are perfect Manifolding nibs are rigid.
There are many advaniages in Walerman's ldeals which fulill special require-
mentx of writing. Not a Complicated FPen—but Simple aud Sure for Writing

L. E. Waterman Company, Ltd., 136 St. James St., Montreal

173 Broadway, New York 12 Golden Lane, Xondon 6 Rue de Hanovre, Paris.
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| CIGARETTES

The art of blending cigarette tobacco is much like
the art of blending colors in a picture.

An artist can take a few colors and with a
brush and canvas produce a masterpiece.

An expert tobacco blender can take several
different kinds of ‘T'urkish tobacco and so
combine them as to form a rich, full, delicately
davored cigarette.

The delighttul flavor of M URAD Cigarettes
1s entirely due to the blending of the tobaccos, &

If you like a really good cigarette you
should ry MURADS—10 for 1gc.

S. ANARGYROS.

e rm— -
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