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DIAMOND BUYERS

We solicit the attention of those interested in or anticipating the pur-
chase of a diamond.

Whether a merchant’s stock is fine or otherwise depends largely upon
the buyer. Our buying specialist, trained by the firm, devotes his entire
time to buying and watching the diamond market. Qur order for stones

is one of the largest taken to Amsterdam from this continent and is eagerly
competed for among the cutters by which we secure exceptional value and

stones of the highest grade.

A diamond in your possession means the distinction of being financially
successful. Nothing succeeds like success and men prefer to deal with the
successful man.

Birks' diamonds are flawless, perfectly cut and blue-white stones.. Our
prices are below competition. Buying by mail is as safe as by personal
selection; our catalogue illustrates the popular settings and combinations
of stones. Whether you buy in our diamond parlors or by mail you will
conclude that the key-note of our unrivailed diamond success is Reliability.

We manufacture our diamond settings on the premises.

. o ——
v ———

Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd.

DIAMOND MERCHANTS

GEO. E. TROREY,

Managing Director. Vancouver, Bo Co
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Christmas makes a considerable tax upon the

resources of the staff of any magazine; but the
P“b"Sers tax is reduced to a minimum in the case of
Epltomt Westward Ho! on account of the felicitous nature

of our contributions and of the tone of hearty
congratulations and sanguine faith with which they are .u.compl\m(.d Our
contributors scem to take a personal pride and pleasurce in the success of
the magazine; and these are particularly gratifying to us because they
reflect the sentiments of the public that Westward Ho! i1s rapidly evolving
itself and attaining the status of a great national publication.

In the December issue there wall be many features which we have felt
the encouragement of the past year has justified us 1n undertaking.

The Christmas grecting C\actly CXPresses our sincere appreciation to
our readers and the public; and 1t has been specially designed so as to
render it the more attractive to them. We have also for their beneht
reproduced some superb photomaplnc views of the I'ranco-British LExhibi-
tion held during the last months i London, LEngland. 1t was not an
international British and I'rench Exhibition, but a World Exhibition; and
once of the most gratifying features of it to the Canadian was the pre-
eminent attention which the products of his country attracted. Visitors
from all parts of the carth culogized the Canadian Pavilion; its artistic
and architectural beauty, and the marvellous manifestation of the nation's
mherent wealth and resources which its different departments revealed.

The culogy of the visitor was transmitted along the clectric current to
all parts of the carth and reproduced or reflected in the columns of the
Press of cevery nation. Thus has Canada obtained an impartial and
unbiased celebrity, for the truth has been established in the mouth of many
witnesses that while Canada today is the brightest and biggest gem in tne
Imperial Crown she must inevitably become by her vastness, her richness,
her position and power the centripetal and centrifugal force in the com-
mercial future of the Empire.

We have also six full page artistic illustrations by [°. Nocl Bursill of
some of the scasonable writings of Canadian Poets; and these we are sure
will meet with general admiration and approval.

Aﬂc"on Our Fiction for Christmas is particularly strong
and appropriate to the season.

THE LADY OF THE MARMION

Contributed by Arthur Davies, whose rising name and reputation are being
justitied by cach new cffort. This is the latest and, we venture to think,
the best of his short stories of the sca. It forms one of the popular ‘Tales
from Mate Wilson’ scucs, and vividly depicts an ocean race between two
celebrated clipper ships, in the days when captains risked Shl]) and crew
to obtain the blue ribbon of the ocean; interwoven therewith is the thread
of the master passion, and suuouudmrr the whole of this strong sea story
15 descriptive matter of so high an order as to make “The Lady of

the Marmion”™ conspicuous for literary excellence as well as for pure
dramatic {orce.

THE EXPIATION OF JOHN REEDHAM

By Annie S. Swan, is continued as a Serial, and it is a story of profound
mterest and fascination.

A A N
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A e S
CHRISTMAS EVE AT THE HOUSE OF DREAMS,

The author of which is Agnes Lockhart Hughes, one of our most esteemed
contributors because her name is synonymous with all that is purest and
best in magazine short story literature.

THE CHRISTMAS THAT WAS NEARLY LOST

Contributed by Mrs. Ethel Cody Stoddart, is a highly seasonable story and
our readers will find in it much to admire and to captivate their attention.

OUT OF THE NIGHT

The author of this is Douglas Leader Durkin. It is a tale of the Russian
Peasantry, and depicts some of the most pathetic and soul-stirring scenes
to which that down-trodden branch of the human family are constantly
subject. Read it to know how glorious is the Canadian’s lot.

THE GIRL HE LEFT BEHIND HIM

QOur old friend, Billee Glynn, has always the true touch of the romantic,
H and in this short story he sweeps us along with the interest of his
seasonable tale.

A TRIP DOWN THE SASKATCHEWAN,

: By Dr. D. D. Ross,

Spons’ Pas"mes FISHING AND EXPLORING UP THE
and Crawel CHEACAMUS,
By Frank Burnett,

Are both articles of the highest interest and are written by authors in a

strain and style which render them irresistibly fascinating.
KELOWNA, THE ORCHARD CITY, AND CHILLIWACK

“Also reccive individnal exposition of their great beauties and attractiveness
by men of undoubted authority.

BISHOP J. CARMICHAEL
The well known Prelate, recently deceased, is an able character sketch by
William Blakemore in his series “Men I Have Met.”
SIMON FRASER
The sccond instalment of . O. S. Scholelield’'s memoir of Simon
Irascer, the pionecr-explorer, which should have appeared in this issuc, has
been held over until December, as at the last moment the author obtained

some additional data of vital importance to the sketch which he 1s embody-
ing in next month’s mstalment.

We have a splendid sclection of Christmas Poetry.
Poetrv Being a time for hilarity and fun as well as for
reverence of and devotion to the highest ideals of

life we have blended and combined the several elements from—

MRS. BLANCHE E. HOLT MURISON,
MRS. AGNES LOCKHART HUGHES,
J. C. HARRIS,

and from several other well known western poctical contributors.

BT R

.
N

President.
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~J.C.GREEN , PROP. -
GOLDEN. B.C.

Rates $2 a day and up.

The
King Edward
Hotel

BELL & MURRAY, Proprietors.
ENDERBY, B.C.

Newly Built and Furnished.
Rates $2 per day.

Big Game Shooting. Excellent Fishing.
A Tourist’s Paradise.

Hotel
[ontebello

SALMON ARM, B.C.

MODERN IN ALL ITS
APPOINTMENTS.

Rates: $2.50 per day.

J. R. A. RICHARDS.

Hotel Mount Royal

BANFF, ALTA.

Electric Lighted
Steam Heated

Hot and Cold Water
Private Baths

Centre of the National Park.
Rates $2.50 per day and up.

D. McDOUGALL - Proprietor
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illustrated literature and rates address—
Q. E. HARTNESS, Manager.
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The CeCil A New Building
° Splendidly Appointed
HOtel an d Gr 1 l 1 Elegant Bathrooms
Completely Modern
Competent Chefs

Yale Hotel

Charles Traunweiser,
Proprietor.
$2.00 and up per day.

é%g 45

Victoria’s popular Family and Tourist
Hotel. IExcellent Cuisine. Centrally
Located. European Plan. Opp. C. P. R. Gardens

W. S. D, SMITH, Proprietor.
YATES STREET - VICTORIA, B.C. CALGARY, ALBERTA.
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HOTEL WINTERS

Abbott St., Vancouver, B. C.

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

When in
The Royal City

Stay at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL

(Next to the Tram Oftice.)
P. 0. BILODEAU, Proprietor.

American} Plan ........... $1.25 to $2.00
European Plan ....... .... 50cto $1.00

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

Hirand
Cafe

W. A. SHAW, Proprietor.

The most modern, up-to-date cafe in
B.C. Dverything new, and all delicacies
to be secured in North America are
here awaiting your digestion. Private
parlors for all special oceasions. Or-
chestra at dinner and evenings.

626 Hastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. C.

The Leading Tourist and Family Hotel

Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day.

Special Rates by the Week.

Free Bus meets all trains and boats.

Grorar K. Parny, Manager.
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TRADE MARK
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MALTING CO. |

llD.

CALGARY..
CANADA. J

THE DANMOORE

Dan. J. Moore, Proprietor.

EUROPEAN PLAN
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY AND UP.

s S e

1 “Twelve Stories of

Solid Comfort”

i(§<. Building, concrete,
: *  steeland marble.
AN BB

i) : Located, most fash-
015 ionable shopping
,} o district.

L] 210 rooms Lis bt Portland’s New Hotel

;:;1:')@_ .

AN
1]

o5 a5 7 ek Naan
Fertd

Library and bound

magazines in read- With Grill.
ing rooms for
guests. 475 Washington St.,, Cor. Fourteenth

Most refinedhostelry PORTLAND, OREGON.
in Seattle. Hotel Moore—Clatsop Beach, Seaside,

R t 31 00 Absqlutely.flreproof. Ore. Open all year. For information
ates, d1.U0 up English Grill. apply at The Danmoore.
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Just a Reminder

Pretty soon Xmas will be here and you'll want to send
something back East or across the waters to the Old
Home. Why not a gift that will be a monthly reminder
of your thoughtfullness? Possibly you cannot afford
a great deal but a

One Dollar Bill

invested in a year’s subscription to Westward Ho! isn’t
much--and it would be appreciated. We'll do our share
too by sending it 14 months, instead of 12, from No-
vember 1908 to vecember 1909. Now while you have
it in your mind awrife the Subscription department giv-
ing name and address and enclose the money

But Don't Delay

TR RONTING &
R AND. FISHING | -

' H,@MJ E: ey ) .’4 1 s —:~‘-~.v-. Lo
b L Hisr RIVER

LAJHROCH e A AL

L R

LANDSEEKERS TOURISTS AND COMMERCIAL MEN WHEN IN
CALGARY, PATRONIZE

The Alberta and The South Side
Livery Stables.

Shooting and Fishing Parties Specially Catered For.

Hacks and Saddle Horses. Rates Reasonable.

A. J. McDONALD, Proprietor.
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NEW WESTMINSTER is the centre of the agriculture, fishing, and lumber-
ing industries of the Fracser Valley, British Columbia.

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

NEW WESTMINSTER is the only fresh water port on the British Pacific.
Over 1,200 deep-sea and coasting vessels visited the port last vear, and the
Dominion Government has just decided upon plans for a deep water channel to
enable the largest ocean going steamers to navigate the river at all stages of the
tide. The G. N. railway, Gulf-Car-Ferry and the C. P. N. Co.’s steamers and
passenger vessels, and tugs of other companies make the “Royal City” their
home port.

The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
AND TRADING CO.

(Royal City Planing Mills Branch)

WHITE, SHILES & CO.

FFire Insurance

Alanufacturers of Doors. Windows. Fish and
Fruit. Boxes and all Descriptions of Iuterior
Finishings.

Real Estate and Financial Agents

Westminster Iron Works

JOHN REID, Proprietor

Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

Manufacturers of \Wrought lron Gates, Fenees,
Ornamental Tron Waork, Fire Iiscapes,
and lron Stairs,

OFFICE AND WORKS, 10TH STREET.

Real Estate, Insurance and
Financial Brokers.

FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALTY.
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THE ROYAL CITY

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

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

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

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

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

B. Wilberg William Wolz P. B. Brown H. H. Lennie

The Settlers’ Associati
B. C. CIGAR FACTORY 0‘; SB CS.SOCla ion

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

e Auctioneers
Branps—“B. C.”, “Old Sports”, *Brilliants”,
“Autos” and “Puck”. Opposite Windsor Hotel.




Shorthand School

Day and evening classcs.
Class or private tuition.
Compctent teachers.

Shortest and
method.

quickest  possible

E. F. LINDNER, Principal,
633 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C.

Chestertfield 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.  Five acres athletic
field, covered play-ground.
Prespectus and terms on application.

ST. ANN’S ACADEMY

406 Dunsmuir St., Vancouver, B.C.

Boarding and day school, conducted
by the Sisters of St. Ann, offering suit-
able accommodations, modern sanitary
equipments, Dlscmlme mild, but firm,
uniting o careful training of manners
and lemctel with the best intellectual
and physical tlaining

Curriculum — Primary,
and  Academic grades, together with
Music and Art Studies. A complete and
practical Commercial Course is also at-
tached to the establishment.

For further particulars, apply to
SISTER SUPERIOR.

Intermediave

Our Keynote is

PRACTICAL
EXPERIENCE

May we send you our Prospectus?

Calgary Business College

CALGARY, ALTA.

1
The Canadian Office and Schoo

Furniture Co. of Preston, Ont.

Manufacturers—
SCHOOL DESKS
OFFICE DESKS
BANK FURNITURE
LODGE YPURNITURE
OPERA CHAIRS.
Write for prices to—
E. G. PARNELL,
P.0. Box 880. 513 Hamilton St.
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Studio of Arts and Crafts.

Classes in china decoration, meta!
work, leather craft, and stencilling. Fuli
stock of materials kept. TFor terms
apply to—

MRS, ELLIS
1056 Georgia St.,

VANCOUVER, B.C. |

HIGHER STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC.

Also elementary - classes; careful pl‘e'
paration for all examinations. Rev. A,
St. John Mildmay, M.A. Oxford (l&tle
Principal Vernon Col]ege), 1218 Mel-
\llle Street, Vancouver, B.C.

—
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“BAGLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS

=00 ﬁi =y
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RUBBER5TANPS 190 OFFICE SPECIALTIES

Printers, Stationers, Stamp and Badge
Makers.

412 Hastings St., - Vancouver, B.C.

Mural

Decoration and Design
For Homes and Public Buildings

Original Schemes for Intevior Work .
Designed and Excecuted for Arvchitects:

C. W. GRAY, A. R. C. A,

633 Granville Street, Vancouver, B. C.

WE are fully equipped for big

business, and solicit orders
for fresh meats from Contractors,
Logging Camps, Mills and Retail
Butchers.

Vancouver-Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.

Head Oflice and Cold Storage Plant.:

152-154 TTastings

Street, W, vanCOUVCI‘, B. C.

It is often said: *“There is nothing
Perfect on Earth.” Just call and let
us show you

The Perfect Bicycle

and you'll admit that it is perfect and
the price is right. We do repair work
well and promptly.

HASKINS & ELLIOTT
Gunsmith, Bicycle and Safe Specialists,

Cor. Pender and Howe Sts.
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Trust It To Us===

We'll clean your fine waists, gowns
or suits as only experts can do it.
Our improved French method does
not harm the most delicate fabrics,
lace or embroidery. Waists and
Gowns dyed.

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS
562 Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

Spillman & Co.

WALL PAPERS and DECORATIONS

Painting, Tinting, Hardwood Finishing.
Fresco Painting and Interior Decorating,
Paper Hanging, Kalsomining and
House Fainting of every description.

Estimates Furnished.

928 Granville St, VANCOUVER, B.C.

NORTONIA HOTEL

g a0 i 1 J1AE g
NG i DI <l
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f:;‘!"{:!?'_, 7 '\:.’5'7“;'_’:5;;5::'5,_ i

L)
L for tho Alusku-
A. 8. NORTON. Manager Yukon Expositiod

e TN PORTLAND
i I s il OREGON
il g "”" o F iy MODERN COMFORT

MODERATE PRICES
if}]. ONLY ROOF
Il GARDEN IN
PORTLAND

The Tourist head-
quarters_of

¥ Columbia Valler

Engageroomsearly

—

H. M. HERRIN & CO’Y
STOCK BROKERS

Will buy or sell:—
Goldhcld, Tonopah, Coeur D’Alene,
British Columbia, Alaska and all
mining stocks, and being in close con-
nection with every Exchange and
Mining Centre, can negotiate without
delay.

Write for market letter and quota-

tions.
610 FIRST AVENUE

SEATTLE -  WASHINGTON
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ARE YOU INTERESTED IN PRINCE RUPERT?

Pretry nearly cveryone is these days—and there 1s a good reason—THE
OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE MONEY. Don't let this last opportunity SLIP
BY. but write woday ior our irec illustrated booklet.

PRINCE RUPERT SECURITIES, LTD,

W. M. Law, President.
s1g PENDER STREET - - - - VANCOUVER, B.

FOR SALE

An historic home in the heart of Victoria, B.C., is open 1or immediate
purchase on reasoneble terms.

reno-
ituated
A typical gentleman’s cstate.

Description:—Large seven-room house and conservatory, completel
-ated, with all modern conveniences and a system of hot water heating,

.\,'
S
m an acrce of Dbeautiful shrubbery and lawn.

Write to the owner,

1041 COLLISON STREET, VICTORIA. B.C.
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As Long as You
Live

SECURED BY SMALL MONTHLY
FAYMENTS
The less money you have, the greater
the need tc place it where it will
work hard and fast for yon

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

Do you want an income of tfrom $100.00 to $l.ﬂf){) a year fon'.life?lf $0, returr
this coupon promptly. You take absolutely no risk of any Kind. 1f upon exam-
ination you are not thoroughly convinced that this is one of the GREATEST

OPPORTUNITIES of your life to sccure a steady, permancnt income, as long
as you live, you are under no obligation.

Province

Please reserve for me l.ife-Income Tnvestment Bonds
(value $100.00 each). Send full information. I T am convinced that your en-
terprise is one of the Souncest character, and will prove zanpnously proiit-
able, T will pay for the same at the rate of $5.00 cash and $5.00 per month
on each $100.00 Bond until fully puaid. No more than 100 Bonds reserved for
any one persoi.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.
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When the Eagle Flies Seaward.

Patrick Vaux.

OMMANDER DAVID PATRUM,
D. S. O, in command of His
Britannic Majesty’s Special Ser-
vice flotilla, critically eyed it.
With almost mathematical exactness
the five destroyers were keeping in line
ahcad as he took them swiftly eastward
over the North Sea towards the German
coast. They were about to disrupt war’s
crater, with all its surprises, its horrors,
agonies and unaccountable happenings.
“At noon, to-day, our Ambassador at
Berlin presented his Letters of Recall,
and intimated we take measures in de-
fence of our interests seeing that Ger-
many will not, or cannot, give a satis-
factory explanation why she is suddenly
making preparations for a naval offensive
and ‘massing vessels and transports at
Wilhelmshafen. You are to smash them
to-right as they lie there in the jahde;
ther've had enough warning. There’s a
pilot for you—one of our naturalized
Deutschers, he is—make use of him as
veu think fit.

Remember, the British Empire depends
on vou to achieve most material destruc-
tion. We won't be able to move check-
mate to them for another four and twenty
hours.”

Again Patrum heard the Admiral’s
grave voice. And now, as swaying to
the quick, irregular motions of the Ja-
guar, he summed up his force, every
nerve in him thrilled to the significance
of the British Commander-in-Chief’s last
words.

“Huh!
side Wilhemshafen!” he
warning to himself.

too few of us have been mn-
grunted in

Not a sail was visible. The leaden
waters hunched themselves along, occas-
ionally rising into broken ridges. Trails
of murky cloud were falling into vast
overlapping banks on the horizon ahead
and to the southward. Out of the nourth
and northeast they were still commg
down, like stupendous lattice closing at
the approach of darkness. The wind was
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1alling.  Gloom was alrcady obscuring  then snow began to fall, dry and fipe
the near reaches. like powdered down.,

“schow ! Dere wifi he schnow. Vil It scemed to come down perpendicular-

schnow! 1 schmell it.”
smffing the wintry air.

Tne Commander wheeled,
at him.

LUpon this stumpy, tallow-chopped in-
dividual the intelhgence department had
put its faith. His was the squarish face
and figure of a Teuton, with high, broad
cheek- I)onc light-blue eves, bcll'l(.l\ hair,
and shifte tr uculcnt expression.

He stirred uneasily under the search-
Ing gaze.

“Schnow ahead, dere, sir,” he ex-
c]aimcd with a sweep of his right arm.

“There is, my man!”

He saluted, and made for the deck.
As he turned towards the petty officers’
compartment, he shot a sidelong giance
at Patrum, whose eve was following him,
then sank below. v

“Queer one, Tauler, sir!” remarked
the Gunner to the Commander. “It's the
like of him that does dirty work.”

“That's so. Torrington! They all need
watching, these naturalized aliens of ours.
Theyll give trouble.”

Onwards the destrovers were relent-
lessly driven by their engines.  Officers
on the bridge kcpt one eve on their next
ahcad and thc other lifting wide.  Men
on deck  exchanged snatches of low-
voiced conversation, signiﬁcant nods and
grimaces.  Before the roaring, white-
hot fires a sweating stoker \\oul(l Hing
aside shovel or (lwll, and sayving unhcar(l

said the pilot,

and looked

by his mates “Here's luck™ thnstll_\ gulp
down oatmeal water, then resume his
task.

The Commander, who had been tak-
ing a turn along his deck and giving at-
tention to minor  details., lool\cd at the
sable canopy overhead and awayv to cast-
ward ull Jost in advancing mOhl The
hummocks of sca made it lool\ remark-
ably low and ominous. The air was
sharp with frost. A\ few flakes of snow
sucked by the destrover's passage
smote him on the left Lhed\. making it
tingle.

\,cs, sir! It looks as if we're about
to get something of a blizzard,” said
the gunner, in answer to him, and just

Iv and in folds, thicker and thicker. Soon
to Patrum’s (llsma\ his third astern ap-
peared but m(hstlmtl\ Heavier ang
heavier fell the ﬂakes stinging the eves
and skin. By eleven p. m tlnt famous
first night snow had blod\cd the busy
roads dl'l(l busier railwavs in Schleswi ig-
Holstein, Hanover and East Frisia, Com-
ing down the now throaty north-west
wind, it blinded the enemy’s vessels pa-
trolling the mouth of the Jahde Bay,
where lay the transports. and put 1w
nought his intelligence cruisers west con-
siderably of Borkum Island.

Now at that hour the British flotilla
was ten miles and a little more west of
Wanderoog Island, that lies west a few
miles of the entrance to the Jahde. Pa-
trum had exhausted all practical means
of keeping the vessels together. Yet the
Mallard and Kestrel had fallen apart, in
that blinding cataclvsm. The other de-
stroyers were tumbling through cross
seas.

The commodore made a grab at his
bridge rail when the Jaguar pitched with
a topsy-turvy motion among a chaos of
broken waters. A fillet of green sea
piled itself over the nest of boats and
gcar amidships. and deluged her funncls.
With a heave, she butted through a sum-
mit of water, and the icy tlood poured
knee-deep over breastwork and bridge.
Uttering an oath, he shook the brine off
his face, which felt as if a myriad needle-
points had been flung against it.

"Das vas furch ‘“lich!" ™ spluttered
Tauler, spitting out his mouthful ol
brine.  “\'un efter oder of desc cross

schvells vill zink de schiff.”. The Com-
mander stared at him. In the hall-light
his dripping features looked ghastly.
brutish, inspiring no confidence. Their
dull expression was gone. it seemed 10
the Commander: an alertness. finality of
aim, was in its stead.

He roared, “There should be no cross
seas hercabouts. E\acpt west-nor -west,
close on Wanderoog!" .

An offended lool\ spread over the -
ot’s face. “T know dev course,” i '_ "
lowed, “in forty, va, thirty minuten, vy
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Jahde you vill open out, so. Ya:" And
he described a half c11cle with s right
arnt, the next moment to stagger JIJ\)UL
to tire vessel's wild leaping.

Patrum vigorously stamped his fcet.
He Telt exceeding cold and stiff and
weary.  Yet something was evei now
quickening his trained faculties.

Iine particies of snow cut fas peering
cves.  Around all was but vague white-
ness, with vague ghmpses of vawning
sca-pits, swooping waters, and breaking
scas, close aboard.

Was it possible that ?

“FI stand up ten points, at any rate,”
snapped the Commander to hin:sceld,

“Not dat, not dat! I tell you,”
the Pilot in excitement,
slanted more to castward.
course, 1 know dey
C'en Sie gerad aus,
warts !

He flung himself on the wheel. A
buffet from PPatrum sent him spinning,
and cursing foully he brought up against
the twelve -pounder.

It was with wooden face and winking
cyes the naturalized alien watched sound-
ings being obtained.

AL "Dy the mark, four half five,” he
only twitched his brows. DBut Patrum
raised his chin with a jerk.

“Shouldn't be bottom at fifteen fath-
oms!” he cried sharply.

“Quarter less  four,
shell.”™ came the hail.
the Commander.

"Ye'd smash us up on Wanderoog,
would ye ™ he thundered, twisting Taul-
et round to him.

"Dammt IEnglisches schwein!™
(rom the man. He thrust his
among his oilskins.

‘Grip Cim. - Grip Cim, sir!
Quartermaster,

-\n(l there followed a violent scuffle
il thumyp of bodies on thc bridge. “He
was for knifing you, sir,” cried th(. pant-
e gunner, \\ho was uppermost, jam-

"‘“10 his 1'10ht knee against Tauler's
t\l:)lt

roared
as the vessel
"1 know dey
course, I tell vou.
Vorwarts! \or-

mud an’ small
Fury swept mnto

burst
hand

" velled the

\ minute later came the crack of a re-
] "'cr, and the splash of the traitor’s
#udy heaved overhoard.

AT :30 a. m, or thereabouts the senior
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officers of Seiner Deutsches Majestat's
squadron in Wilhelmshafen Roads were
making the “theatre”™ at headquarters
rimg w 1th vociferous cheering and laugh-
ter. The war game played so (.Ollbtallll\
for many years was ended for the last
time.  Black-white-and-red flags dotted
the northeast coast of Britain far inland.
The White Ensign was driven off the
world’s scas. The march on London was
begun, and the British Empire was fail-
ing asunder.

About 1:36, however, there came the
deep thud of a gun from seaward. its
sharp alarum dulled with wind and snow.

The coxswain of the Erfurt's stcam pin-
nace, awaiting with others at the qua,
steps for her officers, lifted his chin ont
of tne warm peaks of his thick cioth col-
lar.

Drowsily he said to his mate,
was nun? Was soll das

The next moment a crescendo of quick-
firers clapped on the ear, and was decp-
enced by the boom of great guns i the
coastal fortifications. On shore, men
sprang to their feet. The wrists of civil-
ians stiffened through momentary panic.
Messengers dashed madly on their cr-
rands.

Confounded ofhcers, peii-mell  and
cursing, streamed down to the ianding
steps.  Their boats in ready order ranged
alongside, recetved them, theu veered and
dashed off at full speed dowa strewm to
their respective vessels.  bBut by now the
transports up-strcam had broken mto
wild firing.  Under their stersy ot smali
shell dropped steamboat afte: steanheat.

The Brtitsh had slipped inshore be-
tween the fourth and fiftn vessel of the
pation. At full speed their Cormmarder
thrust them up the lane hotween the
cruisers and battleships iying three to
four cables abreast in the fairwav. As
the Jaguar was passing the first batile-
sihip, that stood out dim spectral in the
snow, the opposite cruise s bow guns
thundered in alarm. Dugles screamed
‘Ouarters.” Ifaint tongues of ycliow fire
laced the air. Quickfirers open upon the
audacious foe.

Wisely the Germans did not use their
searclilights.  Yet were they much dis-
concerted through lack of superior offi-

“iNhinger,
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cers. Their discipline and training, ex-
acting, tyrannical, smother all nutlatlve
on the part of the subordinate executive
and the lower deck.

Some of the vessels at first fired only
on the shoal water, landwards, lest con-
sorts opposite were damaged, but others
with guns depressed thwacked out in a
riot ot panic and fears, injuring friends
much and foe exceeding little.  Thus
arose the idea, disheartening and yet ex-
asperating that the attack was with heavy
cruisers in force.

On the nerves of Patrum, worn-out by
stress, strain and fatigue, the stunning
uproar, earsplitting concussions, the de-
moniac zipping of bullets overhead, the
blots of evanescent flame—together with
the thrill of eight thousand odd mer's
hideous fears—induced a kind of well-
directed obsession. Ifrom the firsi out-
break of firing till he took action seemed
of incalculable duration. As he put over
his wheel to bring his starboard tube to
bear on the [Wissenberg, a sensation of
genuine fear in him superseded thought,
emotion. Yet the clutch of long years of
hard training and self-sacrifice sustained
him.

Shrill piped his whistle. As an auto-
maton the gunner discharged the 18-inch
torpedo. And as the Jaguar swept round
—doubled back to seaward—to attack
her alloted cruiser, the muffled report off
her starboard quarter declared in War’s
terrible cypher the reward of efficiency.
This report greatened into rolling thun-
der by others to port and starboard stead-
ied Patrum. For an instant or two he
wondered what amount of destruction
had been effected?

The enemy, maddened and desperate,
tipped down their quickfirers. Shot and
shell thrashed the waters. Clouds of
steam hovered over two whirlpools in
mid-stream, where the Osprey and Otter
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had been sent to the bottom. The Jaguar
was saved only by her sudden slant to
port as her second torpedo flopped out
toward the 18,000 ton battleship Furgst
Bulow. Yet she passed through intoler-
able throes.

A screaming maxim astern poured bul-
lets across he1 deck, and her torn plates
were cluttered with twisting, ]Crkmc
bodies. With a cry of agony, Patrum
toppled over, just as if his legs had been
knocked from under him. Darkness,
broken with the half-lights of ebbing con-
sciousness, came rushing out of the sky
on him

When he opened his eyes grey morn-
ing was breaking. Snow was still falling,
in thin scattered fleeces.

He could not move, so stiff was his
body. Wildly, despairingly he stared
about. The forward funnel, jagged, rid-
dled with holes, the battered bridge,
wrecked twelve-pounder, murky, low-fly-
ing clouds, and the Gunner at the wheel
took his eye. Then agonies stabbed and
harrased him, everywhere, and he felt
consciousness leaving him.

A tip of sea, splashing the deck, gurg-
led round him, it arrested his fleeting
sensibility. IHe moaned. A, what had
been effected?

That was the question torturing him
more than his lacerated body.

“Glad to find ye comin’ round, sir,”
cried the ‘first-aid,” bending down, to put

another taste of splrlts to his lips. “We
thought ye were goin’ to slip away. Yes,
ves! We're makin’ west'ard, sir. The

M allard and Kestrel came up in the nick

o’ time, an’ engaged the enemy startin’

on us; an’ two of our scouts, the Drake

an’ H. oward are coverin’ us. ’Tis reck-

oned three of the enemy’s big vessels are
12

But the Commander was falling agnin
into the rising flood of unconsciousness.



CHAPTER .

TIIE RENT VEIL.

HE two men eyed
one another for a
moment in a kind

of dread silence.
Up mto the small, some-
what dingy room where

they stood came the humn
from the street below ; Lon-
don Wall at the busiest
hour of the working day.
A church clock in the near
distance tolled the hour of
three, and the languor and
burden of a summer after-
noon brooded over London,
making labour a weariness and thought
an exertion scarcely to be borne.

But strenuous thought, nay, a most un-
usual emotion, was wrltten upon the faces
of these two men; every faculty was
alert; it was a moment of the most in-
tensc, almost unbearable strain.

“It's all up, John, you have said it!”
said the one hoarsely, a slight, slim man
with a keen clean-shaven face and dark
penctrating eyes, “My God, that it should
have come to this! Man alive, can’t you
speak and tell me what it means?”

Reedham did not speak for another
moment, his face seemed to remain im-
{d sive, though a tremor just stirred his

It was a good, attractive, handsome
fac2: indeed, John Reedham was known
fariliarly in the city as Beau Reedham.

He was of tall, fine ﬁoule fair complex-

Ve

i with an abundance of fair hair, and

contrary to the growing habit among
city men, he wore a moustache and a
short pointed beard. His cyes were

blue and extraordinarily winning,
though at the moment thev were
clouded by the passion and misery in
his soul.

“Have you nothing to say for your-
self, John,” asked his friend Lidgate
desperately, the silence hecoming
momentarily more unendurable.

“Nothing whatever to say,” Reed-

ham answered at last in an even calm
voice that had, however, a hollow
ring.
“There must be some explanation,”
pursued the other as he ran his fingers
through s grey hair. Lidgate had be-
come early grey and he had that old-
young look you see m men who have
been cheated of the fulness of life. Reed-
ham, on the other hand, looked like a
man who had lived and loved, and tasted
most of the good gifts of life.

“Thirteen thousand pounds can’t be
disposed of in a day, and you can’t lay
it at the door of home extravagance.
What in God’s name have you done with
it?”

Reedham shrugged his shoulders.

“I can’t explain. I speculated foolish-
ly, madly, if you like, and it’s gone, that’s
the beginning, middle, and end.”

“But gone where? Have you been liv-
ing a double life, John?”

The question arose out of the desperate
hour. It touched Reedham to the quick,
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and the colour Aushed his face. “In the  that. How long shall 1 have to wait for
sense in which vou mean it, no. My life  your decision ? ‘

is a3 clean as vours, Lidgate, and you [t was not one to be hightly taken, for
know it Lidgatc had a duty to others besides him-

“Buat voull have to own up. 1L any-
thing is 1o be done to heip you we must
know what has actually been done with
the money.”

Once more Reedham  shrugged his
shoulders.

"l have nothing more to
what are vou gomg to do?

Lidgate regarded him wonderingly, un-
able 10 believe that this hunted, desperate
man could be his partmer and his friens,
the sunnv-hearted. lovable personality
that had madc his own business life not
only tolerable, but more than usualiy
pleasant.  The pitv and the horror of it
scemed for the moment to he more heav-
ily on Lidgate than on the culprit him-
sclf.

“Will vou wait ull Sir
James Currie come back?" he mquired
dully, more to gain time perhaps than
anvthing else.

say. Now,

Philip ant

“No, | am going now, that is if 1 am
allowed by vou.  Sir Philip and James
Curric! The first is getting into his dot-
age, the sccond wouid turn and rend me
and be glad of the chance. 1 did not
mean vou to know, George.  Bad luck
has put me in vour power. Am | to go

or stav?  You know without my telling
what staying will mean, not only to me,

but—Dbut to Bessie and the boy.”

“Iam trying to think,” said Lidgate.
and his face grew even more ashen-hued.
e was an upnoht man, and the pride of
the old firm had been in its past record.
Lowther, Currie & Co. were names syn-
onymous with the best traditions of husi-
ness life. but Co. had failed.  As one of
the younger partners, he resented the fact
that the first stain should have come from
those who had been brought in from
without.  He could syimpathize with the
attitude  James  Curric  would  adopt,
though pcrsonall\ he did not like the
man. “\What have vou in vour mind,”
he asked after a futile attempt to follow
thc catastrophe to its probable conclusion.

"I must leave London to-night, 1 sup-
pose, to-morrow it will be too late. Dut
I can only go if vou let me. 1 realize

self. Dut the memory of a woman's face
rose up before him, and enabled him to
speak immediately and i no uncertain
terms.

"1 wil give you the remainder of the
day, Reedham.  You had better go now.”
Reedham bowed his head.

"1t 1s not long, but the longest 1 can

give. James Currie will be back to-mor-
row, and everything must come out
there will be no mercy shown, John.

You can understand that.
utes past three now,” he said., taking out
his watch. “Twelve hours till three to-
morrow morning, six more till nine, when
he will be here. Lighteen hours! \Veli,
many a man has sa\e(l his life in less.
You had better go.”

He slipped his watch into his pocket,
and turned away, unable to contempiate
longer the face of the man who had
wrought such woe.

l\culham looked round the room, with
which many vears of business life had
familiarized him, with a vague, unsceing
stare.  Fach™ day for five-and-twenty
vears with very few breaks, for he had
heen, and was, a very strong man, he had
spent so many hours within these walls,
how strange to know them no more for
ever!

“Lighteen hours! thank vou, George,”
he said with a little start, hecoming con-
suou:, of some impatience in his friend.

“As vou say, many a life has been saved
in less. [ don't ex xactly know how 1 am
going to use them, but it is kindly done.
L might have done as much for vou, who
knows, but vou will never need it. Iry
not to think too hardly of me after [ «m
gone, It is possible that one day the tale
may be told, and that it may prove to be
not aitogether to my discredit. Vi
\ou-—\\nll vou give an eye to them i
home ?"

His voice faltered, and Lidgate turu‘}l
suddenly and let a heavy hand fall on 213
shoulder. )

“John, T would give ten years ot i
life to have plcvcntcd this; nay, I 3‘.
lieve I would have given my life its<!

1t 1s ten min-

\



THE EXPIATION
I+« awful,  Remember, 1 only allow you
L+ o on the one con(lltlon that vou don't
Lithe vour own life.”

“I won't do that, I'il sce the thing
through,” said the other quietly. “I don't
care about that sort of thmg. It has
never interested me in the least.”

e tone was slightly flippant, but Lid-
vate could read between the lines.

"I will say one thing before I avail
mvself of vour kindness; it is this: [
will go in a direction whence you will
hear of me again, and not to my dis-
credit.”

“You will be careful to-day, John, for
the sake of Bessie and the boy.”

Reedham  turned away  suddenly,
rcached the door, and then looked back.

“Good-bve, I'm outside the paie. Look
after them, DBessie trusts vou: | have
sometimes thouom she would have been
happier with vou, (Jeoroc I've been a
bad card all tthUOh

He went out suddenly as if he had
rcached the limit where endurance and
outward courage could be maintained.
Lidgate made as 1f to follow him, but
drew back. Ile was suffering intensely,
more ntensely at the moment than the
man who had wrought all the woe. That
was simply because Reedham had not yet
realized the extent of the consequences.
Lidgate, a solitary man, and by nature
thoughtiul, seemed to have grasped them
in a moment. He knew that in suffering
Reedham to depart unscathed he had
been guilty of treachery 'to a great body
of persons, who would call for his just
punishment.  But he did not care. In
this case, punishment, while it might mect
and partly satisfy indignation, could not
undo the misery and ruin that had been
wrought. Lidgate loved John Reedham;
for nearly twenty vears they had been as
hrothers: they had loved the same wo-
man, the woman who was now Reed-
ham’s wife, and for whose sake Lidgate
had remained unmarried. There never
had been a cloud between them, and this
blow was wholly unexpected. It had
u'wll\ unmanned Lidgate. He locked
door after Reedham left the room.
<, with a sudden impulse, he walked
o lhe window where he stood until he

+t the poor satisfaction of seeing Reed-

Or
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ham cross the strect, making his way
with quite a jaunty step through its
tnrong and press. There was no siouch
nor hesitation about his step or bearing;
he certainly did not look like a man who
was down.

The glossy silk hat caught the sun's
sheen, and Lidgate saw that he had not
even forgotten to put on his gloves. The
very embodiment of success and prosper-
ity did John Reedham look as hie passed
for the last time through the busy haunts
of men in the market places of the world.

Lidgate carried that picture with him
for many days, it unconsciously helped
him thmmh the trving and appdlmo
hours to come.

He felt glad, ves, secretly and unde-
niably glad, that Reedham did not go

forth like a beaten hound.

But thesc thoughts had to be put on
one side. The day had to he faced.
There was no particuiar matter pressing.
Of the four partners concerned in the
business, he was the sole representative
left in London at the moment. Recdham
did not now count. Probably in an hour's
time lie would be out of Lngland. Lid-
gate casually remembered that the boat
train for Calais left Charing Cross at five
o'clock.

Lidgate lived in town, mn a suite of
bachelor chambers in the Albany. He
was the ounly unmarried partner. Sir
Philip Lowther, the head of the concern,
lived on his estate in IHerts, James Cur-
rie in a mansion almost equally valuable
on Hampstead Heath, Reedham’s home
was at Norwood. It had been his custom
to leave the city about six o'clock, getting
to his home before seven.  Lidgate was
haunted during the early hours of the
evening by the vision of Reedham’s wife
waiting at home, her anxiety growing
more keen every moment. At Uf’ht
o'clock, just as he rose from his own
dinner, he was not surprised when the
telephone bell rang, and Mrs. Reedham
asked for him. He went to it with great
unwillingness, wondering what he should
say.

TReedham was very exact and punctual
in his habits, so seldom late that his non-

appearance -was certain to cause uneasi-

ness at home.
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In answer to her anxious inquiries he
could only say that Reedham had left the
office at three o’ciock in the afternoon,
and that he had heard nothing of him
since. He had supposed, more than once,
that he would go home then, perhaps to
see his wife for the last time.

That he had not donce so was evinced
by the anxiety in her tonc.

“Lat vou own dinner,” said Lidgate,
“and I will come out to vou. There is
something to cxplain.”

He realized that there was no escape,
and that it would fall to his lot to tell
Bessic Reedham what had occurred. Ifor
the first time his bitterness against Reed-
ham Dbecame insistent, he cven felt that
he had hehaved like a coward, leaving
others to face the music.

The ordeal of the next hour would re-
quire all is powers of endurance and
courage ; he began insensibly to prepare
himself for it. e had not dressed for
dinner, partly becausc he felt himself so
utterly out of sorts, and partly because at
the back of his mind there had lurked
the cxpectation that he would be sum-
moned to Norwood. He took a hansom
to Victoria, and a train which brought
him very necar Reedham's home about
nine o’clock.

It was by no means a pretentious
abode, the income he had drawn in the
firm for the last ten years might casily
have justified one more pretentious, But
it was very beautiful and homelike, chief-
ly becausc its mistress belonged to the
great body of homemakers who help to
build the national life. Wherever Bessie
Reedham dwelt there came that subtle
aroma, that delightful atmosphere of
home which cannot be bought or ac-
quired. Like all the heavenly gifts it is
inborn.

The modest garden before the door
was wholly laid down in soft green turf,
a marvel of softness and beauty, because
it was continually cared for. The ex-
terior of the house was dainty and invit-
ing, the interior a harmony of soft col-
ours and simple things chosen with an
exquisite taste. Mrs. Reedham opened
the door to Lidgate herself; as a matter
of fact she had been waiting in the hall.
She wore a white gown. Lidgate always
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remembered how she looked just then,
where the soft light from the hail lamp
fell upon her. She was ten years younger
than Reedham, and was now in her thiy-
ty-fourth year. She had a graceful fig-
ure, about middle height, and a very
sweet face, with a good deal of character
in 1t.  Her eyes were the most beautiful
feature of her face, large, grey, expres-
sive, with a singular clearness of depth
and expression. Lidgate thought he had
seldom seen her look more attractive, as
she came forward, offering a frank hand
of welcome.

“How good of you to come out all this
way, George! but it i1s just like vou.
What on earth has happened to John?”

Lidgate hung up his hat without im-
mediately answering.

“I suppose he has been called away on
important business,” she continued, sus-
pecting nothing. “But it is so uniike him
to treat me like this, and we had ar-
ranged to meet some friends at the Crys-
tal Palace to-night. I have been obliged
to telephone to them. What has hap-
pened, anyway "

Lidgate turned to face her, rubbing
his hands nervously together. His tongue
seemed to cleave to the roof of his
mouth.

“Is Leslie quite well " he asked vague-
ly.

“Leslie? Yes, quite, we had a letter
from him this morning,” she said in sur-

prise. “Why something has happened,
George, I know it has. You are lookmg
L

“Where can we talk undisturbed?” he
asked desperately. “Yes, something has
happened. I don't like my errand, Bes-
sie, but it has to be got through.”

Her startled eyes seemed to leap upon
his face. At sight of him the natural
anxiety over her long waiting had flor 1.
It sprang into new and painful bemng
again at his words.

She opened the door of the little libriry
they used as a breakfast-room and pas::d
in, he following with his eyes fixed »n
the floor. When he had closed the deof
he faced her with a kind of borrow:d
courage., ~

“There is no use of beating about :1€
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Luslt, Bessie, an awful thing has hap-
1)(‘”&'([."_ . .

~'I'o Joln!” she cried, and the anguish
in her voice went to Lidgate's heart like
a4 knife.

“Y¢s, and no. Physically John is all
right, nothing has happened to lnm but it
is o awful Lluncr all the same.’

“Teil me qulcl\ly,’ she panted. “I am
no fool, remember, who must have things
glossed over. Tell me the worst.”

] will, indeed. 1 have no choice. John
has made away with thirteen thousand
pounds of tmst money, and—and has had
to run away.

The baldness of the words was more
convincing than the most elaborate
statement.

Iler face became white as the lace at
her throat, she clasped her nervous hands
together, her voice sank almost to a whis-
per.

“It cannot be truth you are telling me.
Thirteen thousand pounds! \Vhat has
he done with 1t?”

“If anybody could tell me that,” re-
plicd Lidgate gloomiiy, “I should feel a
little Detter in my mind.”

“Where is he ? How was it discovered?
\WWhy has he not come home to explain
and clear up matters? Is there nothing
more hehind ?”

“Nothing, the bare fact is enough. To-
morrow Sir Philip and James Currie will
e back at business.  You know that they
arc men of iron. It was a happy thing
for him that I was the first to discover
it.”

Her eyes seemed to cleave to his face,
and some comprehension of the truth
dawned upon her.

“You have helped him to get away,”
she said brokenly.

He answered with a nod.

“Ie has eighteen hours’ start, or will
have before thc others can or nced know.
It (moht to he enough.”

“l'or him to get out of the country?”

"Yes.”

| There was a moment’s strained silence,
th.o she spoke again.

“Perhaps he will not go out of the
cuntry. He may—he may seek another
v oout.”

", have his word that he will not at-
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tempt his own life, and I don’t think he
will. He does not lack courage.”

“It will have to be made public, will
it, in all the newspapers?”’

“That will depend on Lowther and
Currie, chiefly, 1 should say, on Low-
ther. No, I don’t think it will be made
public. It would be too dangeroas to our
business.”

“And the poor people who have been
robbed, robbed, my God, by my hushand!
What will become of them?”

“They will probably never know; we
shall each bear our share. But I can say
nothing until after the meeting to-mor-
row.”

He spoke purposcly in curt, brief sen-
tences, restraining the intense sympathy
he ielt, because he teared the scene that
might follow.

It was a mighty blow for any woman.
On Bessie Reedham it seemed to fall with
special keenness. He saw her sensitive
face change from youth to middle age in
that moment of supreme anguish, and
realized that hope was quenched for ever
in her heart. Her idol had been thrown
down, and to some women that means
the end of all things.

He spoke to her again, and very gent-
ly.

“You have taken it bravely, but not
more bravely than I, knowing what you
are, expected. It is a mystery. Perhaps
if we wait a little longer it will be
solved.”

She shook her head.

“Something tells me my life is over,
that I shall never see my hushand again.
And we were so happy! I suppose that
is it, we werc too happy for this life.
We are told so often that perfect happi-
ness is not here, but I could wish mine
had been marred in a different way. Dis-
honor, treachery, thesc are words I could
never have associated with him! Can’t
vou explain things to me, George, where
the money has gonc; what he wanted:
with such a large sum? I am filled with:
a thousand forebodings.”

“You need not add to the burden nmy—.
my dear,” he said with difficulty. “I do-
not think that so far as he was concerned.
there has been any mystery. Indeed, I
put it to him. The money has been lost:
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in idie and fooiish speculation undertaken
1or soime end we don't know. | suppose
it was to benent vou and the boy,

The mention of the bov seemed to
awaken a new chord of anguish in Dessie
Reedham’s hcart

“The bov! I nave bheen 3o proud ot him,
George. and now he will have a heritage
of shame. | have praved that he mght
grow up good and kind and noble like his
tather.  \What must | prav now.: How
am | o explain it 1 the child when he
never comes home! It 1s cruel: it is
horrible!  No woman ougit to be called
to such suffering. [ have not deserved
it.”

“No, by heaven vou haven't.
15 the misery of the world,”
minded her. It s the
suffer most and longest.
sorry for vou.”

Dut that
- Lidgate re-
mnosent wiw
I am aeepiv

'And you think he has gone out of
London like a thief in the night: that |
shail never sce nim again, even to say
good-hye.”

It would not be safe.  To-morrow,
perhaps. Currie will put the police on his
track. Onc never knows what he will do.
and his 1dol has been the integrity of his

hrm.  Desides, Reedham and he have
heen antagonistic to one another for some
time, which would make him less in-

chined to be lentent to him. [ hope. for
Reednam’s sake, but still more for vours
that he has actually left London. 1 think
he must have done, or he would have
come home.”

Bessie Reedham walked to and fro the
narrow room wringing her hands. To
Ladgate it was almost an  intoierable
sight, and he cursed the man who had
wrought such woe.

“Ifear 1 can do little good by staving,
though | could wish vou had” someone
with vou. ls there no one f01 whom 1
could send before | leave vou? 1 cannot
bear the thought of ]cavmo vou alone in
vour present state of mm(l

“There 1s no one. To whom could I
tell this terrible thing? We have never
had many intimate friends: somehow we
have not scemed to feel the need for
them. | shall be all right. I assure vou.
No., nothing will h'\ppen to me. By the
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morning I shail have become calmer ang
\\'i]l know how to act.”

“The greatest wrong of all is the Posi-
ton in w hxcn vou w 111 be left,” said Lid-
gate hardly. “Of course, there will be,
thcu can be nothing for vou. DBut he-
lieve me, [ will do myv utmost to see that
some provision is made for vou; at least
until the boy is of age to help vou

She held up a quick, deprecating fin-
ger.

"I beg—nay, I insist—that vou wili do
nothmo of the kind. How could I touch
such monev? No, no;: myv effort will he
to do something that can help to wipe
this terrible stain from my hushand's
memory and name. But I will try not to
give up hope vet; I will keep on expect-
g that he will come back to explain
everything. I believe he will.”

The compassion deepened in Lidgate's
eves, but he could have ground his teeth.
In what base coin had Reedham repaid
the pure gold of this woman’s love and
faith!

“Promise me vou wiil try to be brave,
and to believe that I at least will do
everything to shield vou,” he said. as he
turned to go.

“Oh, ves, I can believe that. Do not
I know it? XNever, surely, had man or
woman such a friend as vou,” she said,
with all her heart in her eves. “\ay God
bless vou: and I will teach my boy to
reverence vou as one of the very best of
men.”

Lidgate fantly smiled at the form of
the words.

"I hate to leave you like this,”
as he moved towards the door.
ought to have someone with vou.”

She shook her head.

“No, no. Don’t vou see that there are
sorrows with which no stranger may in-
termeddle? T am quite strong ; vou ne.d
not fear for me. The worst is over. a vl
God will heip me for the rest.

She held out her hand ; he pressed it :
both his own.

Their eves met in a long. deep locs.
and a slow flush rose to Bessie Rec -
nam’'s face and dved it red: even [T
throat was tinged.

For the ﬁlSl time in her life she undw-
stood and knew what had been in tl.3

he said,

"Y()ll
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noess mind and heart concerning her all
il.on vears.

The veil was rent betwixt these two,
{l.‘n could never more be pieced together.

| beg vour pardon,” he said tthl\l\
“1 il not mean—I hoped that you would
never know.  But there are things be-
vond a man’s power to help or hide. Yes,
| have always loved vou; but, before
G, that love will be devoted now to
vour service as a friend’s love.  You will
trv to believe that, so that we may some-
times meet ? You will not banish me
from vour presence for this?”

“Oh, no,” she said faintly. “How
could I? There is nobody else, but go
now—l—I cannot bear much more.”

He went out softly, and closed the
door.. His heart was heavy as he turned
awayv from the desolate house.

If only he could have remamed under
her roof, unseen and unobtruding, to
comfort and protect her! Dut it was less
than ever possible now.

He had no alternative but to go.

Meanwhile, he of whom they had talk-
ed was not so very far away, only sep-
arated from them by the breadth of Lon-
don.

The offices of Lowther, Currie & Co.,

london-wall, occupied the whole of
one of the older houses, and were in
charge of a caretaker, who lived in the
basement, an old man, nicknamed Tony,
but whose real name was Charles Barrett.
He had been in the employment of the
firm for the long period of forty years,
and had so grown to the place that he
was verily a part of He had very
snug rooms in the basement, and was as
handy and tidy as any woman in all his
houschold ways. Many envied the firm
the possession of Tony. About nine
o'clock that evening he was smoking his
pipe at the open door, when someone
came along  the deserted street and
pansed in front of him. It seemed a tail
hﬂmc in the distance, with a stoop in the
stioulders, and a certain slouching gait.
'i'_u‘-lf.' did not like stragglers after dark.
% was on the alert at once.

“lvenin’,” said the man as he came
up sinder the gas lamp before the door
bt he kept his back to it so that the
Yo did not fall full upon his face. It
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was a clean-shaven face, somewhat heav-
ily-featured. Tony decided that it was a
suspicious face.

“IEvenin®  too, mister!  Whatcher
want ?"he asked, in his grutfest voice.

"1 suppose Mr. John Reedham, one of
vour partners has gone home.”

“I should ‘ope ‘e ‘as, at this time o
nite. 'E wouldn't want to see the likes
ov you, anyway.”

"I mite have done a bit of profitable
business with him, governor, for all
that,” repiied the other. “What hours
does he keep? Wien does he come to
business in the morning ?"

“"When he's ready. l’ raps you'd like
to ask me anuvver one, afore 1 shoves
yer on, matey,” said Tony facetiously.

“You're not very free, certainly,” re-
turned his questioner. “‘IHave a smoke,
they’re good.”

He turned deliberately round as he
opened his cigar case, and Tony saw his
face in the full light.  But it was still to
him a strange face, in which there was
not a suggestion of familiarity. A pair
of blue spectacles hid the soul-revealing
eves.

“Drugged. may be: no thank you, sir,
I't be bidding yer good night,” said
Tony drily, and went in banging the
strong door behind hin1.

“Don’ t like the looks ov that bloke, ’e’s
flash,” he muttered to himself as he pro-
ceeded along the passage to the bascment
stair.

The bloke in question, retracing his
steps the way he had come, laughted sil-
ently to himself. and rubbed his hands
together in supreme satisfaction. Ifor the
disguise which had taken in the astute
Tony would surely pass muster in the
hurrving world of men.

CHAPTER II.
THE AFTERMATH.

I.eslie Reedham, the defaulting specu-
lator’s only son, was at a preparatory
school at Reigate in Surrcy, his name
having been down for Winchester for
two vears. He was now fourtecen and
expected to pass on to the public school
at the heginning of another term. It was
a very crood school with a high reputa-
tion, an(l the wife of the pnncnpal had
been a school friend of Bessie Reedham’s
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in her girlhood. She had been very
happy in sending him to the Luttrells,
and the boy hlI'!'l eli had been happy
there.

A few days aifter the discovery of
Reedham’s defalcation Luttrell received
a letter irom Mrs. Reedham, asking if
he could come up to Norwood at once
and see her.

“Tell Evelyn I am in great trouble,
about which [ cannot write, and that for
the moment there scems nothing before
me but despair. Please say nothing to
Leslie as vet. I will teli him myself a
little later on. The end of the term will
soon be here, and by that time, perhaps,
things will seem less dreadful than they
do now. Torgive me for writing so
vaguely, and please come when you re-
ceive this if possible. It will be only an-
other added to the iong list of kindnesses
I have reccived from you both.”

The hushand and his wife stared at
one another blankly.

“She doesn’t say one single word
about John, decar,” said MMrs. Luttrell in
a treubled voice. “Therefore it isn’t ill-
ness, or sudden death. \What can 1t be?”

“Iinancial, | should sav,” replied Lut-
trell, “I'll go up at twelve-forty.”

“And I, too. [f Bessic is in any trouble
I must be near her; she has not a sister,
and she isn't one of those women who
have innumerable intimate friends.”

Luttreil made no demur. His thoughts
were naturally pre-occupied during the
morning hours in school, and he could
not help furtively watching the lad whose
future life and carcer would probably
be affected by what they had heard. His
parents had built high hopes on him, and
were ambitious for hl> future; he being
intended for the bar. He was a hand-
some lad, very like his mother, and a
general favorite, and in his fourteen
years of life he had lived in an atmos-
phere of happiness and love.

The Tuttrells arrived at Norwood ear-
ly in the afternoon. Mrs. Reedham ex-
pected them, having been apprised by
wire of their coming. They found her
quite alone, apparently calm and sclf-
possessed, though her pale face and
heavy eyes spoke of troubled days and
sleepless nights.
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“It was very good of both of you to
come,” she said, as she kissed her friend,
*I would have come dow n, only I should
have had to face Leslie, and I am not
ready for that.”

“What has happened?” asked Mrs,
Luttrell bluntly. It was hard to asso-
ciate the idea of trouble with that beau-
tiful and iuxurious home where she had
often spent restful days,

"Sit down and I will try to tell you
as much as [ know myself. It is not a
thing one can easily realize or grasp.”

“John is quite well?” said Evelyn at
hazard, and by the immediate contraction
of Mrs. Reedham’s brows she gathered
where the trouble lay.

“John has gone away and left us.”

“Impossible! DBessie! Why he loved
vou to distraction.”

A melancholy smile flitted dismally
across Mrs. Reedham’s face.

“Oh, he has not gone away with any-
one—simply alone. He has absconded.”

“Business troubles!” put in Luttrell
quickly.

“He is a defaulter, and he had no other
choice,” she replied in a dry, tense voice.
"I have never understood husiness much,
he has kept it all from me. And all I
understand is that he has made away
with large sums of money, not his own,
and that unable to account for it or meet
the investigation he has run away.”

Mrs. Luttrell grew sudenly as pale as
her friend. She had not anticipated dis-
grace, and she had been sincerely attach-
ed to John Reedham, and could hardly
believe the story to be true.

“It sounds too dreadful!” she mur-
mured. “Can you believe it, Teddy "

Luttrell slightly shook his head. IHe
could see the strain under which Mrs.
Reedham was labouring, and his heart
was full of compassion for her.

"It is not necessary to go into any
painful details,” he said gentu. “What
does Mr. Lidgate say. Hc would be tae
be:t judge I should sav.’

leoatc says it could not he wors
but he has been very kind,” she sa’

= oL

dully.  “He—he gave him time to ¢
away. 10mon‘0w evervthing will e
known. Some firms will be shalken v

it, and the other partners are furiot:
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Mr. Currie especially so. You have met
him lere, you know what a hard man he
is, auid he feels acutely the stigma which
will attach to the firm over it.”

“ut what did he do with the money ?”
asked Mrs. Luttrell perplexedly.

Iiessie shoolk her head.

"l don’t understand it. Lidgate says
it is very easy to squander large sums in
a short time, but what perplexes me is
that it should be possible for one mem-
ber ¢f a firm to do it unknown and un-
suspected by his fellow partners. But
anyhow it 1s done, and my husband has
disappeared.”

“Do you have any idea where he has
gone?” asked Mrs. Luttrell.  Bessie
Reedham shook her head.

“None, and at the present moment I
do not wish to know. Lidgate, however,
assurcs me he is still in life.”

There was a moment’s silence, the trio
regarding one another with expressions
indicating unspeakable thoughts.

Common-place sympathy scemd wholly
out of place in face of such a tragedy,
they did not attempt a single utterance of
it. What amazed them was the calmness
of the woman who sat in front of them
telling them what had happened.

“About Leslic,” she said, with a sud-
den break in her voice. *“You know how
fond he was of his father. Do you think
it would be possible to keep the news-
papers from him to-morrow ?”’

“Certainly, I shall make it my busi-
ness.  [Fortunately, our boys don’t take
much interest in newspapers,” replied
Luttrell quickly.

“And don’t say a word to him now,
unless it becomes necessary. If he should
hear anything, will you promise to write
to me, and I will come myself and tell
him cverything, or send him up to me.”

“We will do everything to help and
shicld vou,” said Luttrell in a full voice,
for indeed he was deeply moved.” And
whatever happens Leslie remains with
us.  He will come back after the holi-
days. Another year at Sunbury will not
hurt him,»

tessie Reedham’s eyes filled with sud-
den Llistering tears.

thev were brought partly by the of-
ferc kindness, partly by the quenching
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of the hope concerning her boy. For she
had been proud of the fact that the au-
tumn would see him started on the next
stage 1n his career.

“Thank you! thank you! I can say
no more. Everything must be leit.
Meanwhile Mr. Lidgate will advise me
what is to be done about Leslie. But I
fear, it is certain that he will have to
leave school.”

"Not yet,” said Luttrell firmly. “If I
have any say in the matter. IHe is too
young to turn to anything. In another
year, perhaps, we could speak about it.
And perhaps by that time things will
have smoothed themselves out.”

Bessie Reedham shoolk her head.

“IHe can never come back to the world
of men,” she said in a hollow voice.
“Don’t you see that the only thing that
awaits him there would be a felon’s cell ?”

Evelyn Luttrell gave a little cry.

“Oh, Bessie, it is too dreadful! John
Reedham, whom we all loved so much!
1 can’t believe it. I will go on hoping
that it will be proved to be some terrible
mistake. Ie will—he must—come bhack
to clear himself.”

“If there were any hope of such a
thing, Evelyn, Lidgate would have told
me. e was most kind, but he has never
buoyed me up with any false hopes. He
simply says cverything is over for my
husband.”

“And you will have to leave your
beautiful home,” said Mrs. Luttrell, with
an involuntary glance round the dainty
home-like room.  She had sometimes
grown weary with the stress of her own
cares at Sunbury, and envied the woman
who lived a life of sheltered case. Yet
how terrible was the sequel to that case
now !

“At once—next week, probably. T have
not seen Nr., Currie yet, but he 1s com-
ing to-day at five o’clock.”

“We will go before that, Teddy,” said
AMrs. Luttrell quickly. “Unless you will
let me stay for a few days. 1 might be
of some rcal use then, and they will bhe
quite all right at the School.”

Mrs. Reedham shook her head.

“Thank you, dear, but—but don’t you
see I must go this road alone?—that
while I am, and will always be, grateful
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ior vour love, it cannot shield me from
all the blows that must come> Dut it
will be quickly over, and soon I shall get
awav to some little house where [ can
be at peace.”

“How could John Reedham do it?”
cried Evelvn rebelliously. “Oh, it was
wicked and cruel: and to leave you to
bear it all alone is the worse of all! I
shall never forgive him.”

“He cannot be happy where he is,”
said Bessie steadilv; and her wide, sad
eves scemed to be gazing into impossible
depths.  “Let us try to think that, and
not to he too hard on him.”

The maid brought in the tea-tray at
the moment, and somewhat relieved the
strain.  Theyv did not linger very long;
the object of their visit—ot hear some
particulars and assure her of their sym-
pathv—had been accomplished.  They
felt that even she did not desire them
to prolong their visit then.  They were
very silent as thev walked through the
leafy garden to the heautiful sheltered
road leading to the station.

"I don't realize it even vet, Teddy,”
said Mrs. Luttrell at length. “And [
can't believe it of John Reedham. [
have heard of people living a double Iife.
Do vou think it could have been any-
thing of that kind?"

“1 don’t know : 1 hardly think he was
that kind of man. Dut the motive does
not matter so much as the consequences,
and thev are disastrous enough.

Thev returned saddened and perplexecd
to their cheerful household. and Evelyn
felt that she could not sce Leslie Reed-
ham that night. or she must betrav some-
thing of her mward thought.

Thev reached Reigate, however, only
to find that somcone had been before
them.

Comforted and strengthened by the
svimpathy and practical assurance of her
friends, and reassured concerning the
mmediate  future of her bov, Dessie
Reedham was the better prepared for the
visit of the stern old Scotchiman, whose
condemmnation of Reedham had been
without stint.

From an upper window she could see
his tall, spare figure turn the end of the
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road and come towards the house. She
even fancied that his face, with its grey
whiskers and straggling beard, wag
sterner than usual, and that the long line
of his clean-shaven lip was withoyut
mercy.

He was shewn to her presence without
delay, and she, not certain whether to
offer her hand in the usual greeting
stood a little proudly in the middle of tlTé
room waiting for some advance on his
part.

He put down his hat and gloves. which
he had carried with him into the room,
and approached her with a sort of dry
compassion. ’

"I am very sorry for vou,” he said
sincerely, if a trifle harshly. “Please sit
down ; this is a monstrous business. Lid-
gate says vou can throw no light on it,
but I have come to see for myself.”

“Mr. Lidgate is right: I know no-
thing, Mr. Currie,” she said quietly. “No
woman has ever understood business less
than I have done, and I—I have nothing
to sav.”

The senior partner glanced inquiring-
ly round the room, as if seeking to ap-
praise its value. But there was nothing
to help him there. The home was luxur-
ious, but in no way bevond the position
of the man who had lived in it. His own
house on Hampstead-heath Thad cost
much more. And he had never heard
Mrs. Reedham’s name coupled with ex-
travagance. As families thev were not
mtimate, having little in common, a for-
mal dinner once of twice a vear, and the
subsequent calls comprised the sum of
their intercourse. He ran his fingers
perplexedly through his thin grev hair.

"I simply can’t understand it. He was
carning a good income from the business,
he had a home like this, what more could
a man want? It forces one to the cen-
clusion that there was a myvstery some-
where. It may seem harsh to put cur-
tain questions to you, but this is a tine
when private feelings must be relegat-d
to the background. If vou know of aiiv-
thing in your husband's private life 0
account for this it is vour duty to tell =i,
even at the cost of pain to vourself.”

“I know nothing, Mr. Currie.” she -



THE EXPIATION-
peaieri, and her bosom rebelliously heav-
ed.

It shook his head.

] would not shirk that duty, believe
me, \lr Currie; but [ can throw no light
apon it,” she repeated, controlling her-
self \\11h an effort. “So far as 1 know
v husband had no secrets from me. He
did not talk business with me, certainly.
He was fond of saying a man ougit to
leave it behind inim when he came home.
1 am simply left in the dark as much as
any of vou.”

The old man gave a kind of snort
shrugged his shou]du' s.

“And vou have not heard from him, of
course.”

"] have not.”

“Well, it's a desperate business. It is
very hard on honourable men like myself
and Sir Philip Lowther. Lidgate is
vounger, and, 1 a sense, has his record
to make. 1 am so ashamed, I have not
Leen the same man at home, and 1 am
afraid to tell my wife. She will se it in
the papers herself to-morrow, and it will
be a crushing blow to her.”

“but you have done nothing wrong,’
she suggested with a curious inflection 1n
her voiee.

"Of course not,”

t and

he said with an ag-

gressive squaring of the shoulders. “That
makes it all the harder. The innocent
suffer with the guilty. DMy daughters

wili {eel it acutely also, and perhaps we
shall have to leave Hampstead. 1 am an
clder in St. Stephens. Lt will be my duty
to withdraw from that office and give up
much that is precious to a man “of my
character and standing.”

There was a querulous note in his
voice which casily indicated that selfish
considerations  were uppermost i his
mind.  Dessie Reedham remained silent.
She was humiliated and ashamed bevond
all tehing, but she was not moved to
SV ]\:lth\ The self-righteous old Scotch-
M repelled her, that was all.  She
llll*l oht of his fUQS\. ambitious wife, so
i weproud over her mansion on  the
hc:: . of the angular, prim, complacent
divters, and o gave a litle sigh. Currie,
theth not 3 sensitive man, suddenly be-
Ciert \l\\'éll'() that her interest and sympa-
the “r him were of the most lukewarm

ON0)
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order. He looked at her rather severely

from under his beetling brows.
“You will have to leave this house and
sell vour furniture, of course.”

“Yes, 1 shall have to do that.”

“There might be a few things Mrs.
Currie could make room for at lI%air
Lawn. There is not much got for sece-
ond-hand furniture in the auction rooms.
Private sale is generally best. [ will send
her up when she is able to face every-
thing. That wiil probably be next week.
I shall have to tell her to-night before
the news paper announcement to- -IMOTTowW.
And the boy? HHe will have to turn out
and carn for vou and himself.”

“IHis teacher has been here to-day,
and in the meantime he will keep him at
Reigate,” she said bravely, remembering
as a precious thing the warm and tender
sympathy that had come to her from the
Luttrells.

Currie shook his head.

“A mistake, indeed, even if they are
willing to keep him for nothing. It will
do the boy good to understand that he
has to be a prop to vou, and that as
far as he can, he must atone for his
father’s sin.  The consequences of it may
be further reaching than any of us can
grasp 1now. lhuc must have been a
serious lack of moral responsibility about
Reedham. I was opposed to the partner-
ship.  As [ reminded both Sir Philip
and Lidgate, we had not proved him, and
there was a certain flippancy of charac-

- I never liked. Of course, he was
1)01)ular. That class of man gencrally
is, until he is found out.”

“Mr. Currie!” cried Dessie in tones of
acute distress. “Need we prolong this
conversation? It is most painful to me.
You forget vou are speaking of my hus-
hand.  Whatever may have been his
fauits outside, he was a good husband
to me, and I loved him dearly.”

“It is to vour credit that you can speak
like that considering the awful position
in which vou are left through his wick-
edness,” was the unpromising reply. “Of
course the greatest kindness he could
have shown at the last was to disappear
as he has done. The consequences would
have heen even more painful if he, had
remained. Dut at the same time he will
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not aliogether escape punishment, nor is
it desirable that he :nould. The book
savs, "As ve sow, so shail ve reap. ™

Bessic Reedham looked round desper-
atelv, wondering just how much more
she could :tand. At that moment the
door was suddenly pushed wide open and
a bov dashed in, having heard the last
words uttered with the righteous solemn-
itv of the conventionally religious man.

His voung, cager face was flushed, his
cves were rebelliously bright, his whole
attitude betokened a fine spirit strung to
the highest pitch. He was quick enow?'l
to grasp the fact that i some way thlb
man was inflicting suffering on his mo-
ther. IHe ran to her and threw his
voung arm about her and turned his
brave face to the grim, old man.

“If vou have anything more to say,
sir, sav it to me,” he cried rebeliiously.

“Don't vou see that my mother is not fit
to be tormented like this* It is cruel of
vou. She cannot help what has happen-
cd. Prayv go.”

Bessie Reedham bowed her head a
moment on her boyv's slim shoulder, and
a sudden sweetness welled in her heart.
After all, she was not alone, there was
something strong and precious between
her and the buftets of the world!

Curric looked considerably put out, his
face flushed siowly, and he {irowned
upon the lad’s cager face.

“Come, come, voung sir, that is not 2
becoming way to speak to vour elders,
and bcttcns he said reprovingly.  “A
very different spirit should animate vou
at the present time, I assure vou.”

"l odon’t care! You shall not be un-
kind to my mother, and I will protect
her,” was the undaunted reply. “She i3
not responsible for anyvthing that has
happened, and anvhow no  gentleman
makes war on a woman.”

Bessie Reedham put her hand over the
bov's cager mouth.

“Hush, hush, darling. M.
(loul)l]cqs within his rights.  Prayv for-
aive him, sir. [t 1s his lO\C for me that
guides his tongue. I am proud of it.
God help me, it is all T have left.”

My, Currie took up his hat and began
to draw on his left hand glove.

“A futile interview,” he muttered. “I

Currie 1is
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am sorry not to see a more chastened
spirit, but still I will ask my wife to call
upon you when she is able for the ordeal,
Good-day, Mrs. Reedham, I would ad-
vise vou to curb that yvoung son of yours,
10 blmo a little discipiine to bear on lum
or vou may have thLﬂ)]C of another Lmd
in the near future.” He went out as he
had come, leaving a cloud behind him,
Leslic shook his clenched hand after the
retreating figure, and once more assured
his mothel of his courage and ability to
fight for her.

“But. darling, low are vou here ¥ she
faltered. ““Mr. and Mrs. Luttrell have
not long gone. How did vou know that
trouble had come? I had planned to keep
it from you for a few more days at
least.”

‘The colour receded from the lad’s face
as he put his hand slowly in his pocket,
drawing from it a plain, common envel-
ope, cvidently addressed in a disguised
hand.

“This came by the noon post. I was
just in time to get the two o'clock train.
[ got permission from Mr. Greville. I
showed it to him and he seemed to grasp
it at once. He even came to the station
with me, and was so very kind.”

Lessie Reedham took the slip of paper
from its covering and devoured it with
desperate eves, It was very short and
began without heading or plcﬁx of any
kind.

"My boy, whenever vou receive this go
to vour mothcr she will need you. lly
to forget your old dad, except that he
loves vou. God! How he loves both
vou and vour mother, neither vou nor she
will ever know.”

“Mother, give it to me, it is mine,” he
said, when she would have put it in her
bosom of her dress. “\What has daddy
done? It is something in business. of
course. I knew when I saw that old
bounder here.”

“Hush, dear; Mr. Currie is a very wot-
thy man, he cannot help the way he is
made, Yes, it is business. Your fatuer
has made some disastrous speculatiori.
am unable to explain what, nobody =1
explain it, but it amounts to defalcatic:.

The lad’s face blanched.

“Does that mean that the police wold
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pave had him, will have him now, like
thev had Mr. Wallis, who lived in Grove-
road. last vear?”

<he nodded.

“But it will be cleared up some day.

Father will pay back the money, 1 know
he wil!” he cried proudly. “IFather
would never reaily rob anybody, or be
guilty in that way. Why, mother, don't
vou know it is impossible ?”
" “I'he high clear note in the lad’s voice
jell like music of the spheres on Bessie
Reedham's rent heart.  The boy’s faith
in his father was absolutely the first an-l
only ray of ligit that had been shed on
her resolate heart.

“You make me live again, dearest,”
she whispered brokenly.  “Leslie, pro-
misc me that whatever happens you will
stick to that, and keep on telling me about
it.”

“But mother, vou ought to believe it
too, of dad!” said the boy in tones of
pain and surprise. “Why don’t we know
what he was, the very best dad in the
whole wide world ?”

His voice broke, and with an efiort
he choked hack the tears which he felt
must now be unmanly. I wish that he
could hear vou, that all the world could
hear!” che cried. “Surely God sent you
to me to-day, Leslie, for indeed I felt [
could not bear any more. But now let us
talk of other things. You have no idea
how kind the Luttrells have been. You
will be able to stay on at Reigate, per-
haps for another year, through their
great kindness.”

The lad shook his head.

"No, mother, I shall never go back.
\What [ have to do now is to stop by you
and work for vou till father comes back.”

She was unable to reply, and was cast-
iy about her for some suitable word,
when the door-bell rang, and in a min-
ute Lidgate was shown in. He looked
the surprise he felt at sight of the boy.

"You here, Leslie? IHow does it come
aliout? When I saw you yesterday, Mrs.
Reedham, you did not expect him?”

*No, he heard accidentally of what had
happened, and came off at once. e has
just this moment said he will not go back,
that his future duty must be to care for

ine,”
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She shook hands with Lidgate as she
spoke these words, and the pride of a
fond mother shone in her eyes. Lidgate
smied a trifle ruefully at the boy.

“A very natural and right resolve,” he
said heartily. “But how old are you,
Leslie?”

“Nearly fourten. I was going to Win-
chester in the autumn. I am quite big
enough to work.”

He drew himself up as he spoke, and
threw back his finely-shaped head. It
was a gesture so like John Reedham's
own that both started, and Bessie grew a
shade paler.

“Well, it is never too young to make a
beginning,” said Lidgate, trying to spealk
naturally.  Somehow, the pleasure he
had anticipated in another confidential
talk with Bessic Reedham was marred
by the youngster, and he realized, what
he had not as yet done, that he was a
force to be reckoned with. He was as-
tonished to find him so well-grown and
so manly; he had not happened to sec
him for a whole ycar.

“Did you meet Mr. Currie as you came
up the Grove-road?”” Bessic asked. She
was very quick in intuition, and imme-
chately felt that sympathy was lacking
between Lidgate and her son.

“No, I came by the Lance. I knew he
intended to call to-day, and I hoped that
I might be in time to meet him here. [
am afraid that he was very disagrecable.
He was not in a good humour to-day,
you may imagine.”

“He was rude to my mother, Uncle
George,” cried Leslie hotly, “and I re-
sented it. I just came in time to tell him
to shut up. [ think him a horrid man.”

“Hush, dear. Mr. Currie has had pro-
vocation,” his mother reminded him.
Even at cost to herself she would be
just. But the hot spirit of the boy, de-
tecting in these words disloyalty to his
father he passionately adored, burst forth
again. He turned his flashing eyes on
Lidgate’s face.

“Look here, Uncle George, surely you
believe that father will come back vet to
explain everything—that if things don’t
scem quite straight, there has been a

mistake somewhere? You can't belicve
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—nobody  could—that he  would t’l]\'c
monev that did not belong to him?

“We hope it mayv be clcarcd up some
day, dear lad.” said Lidgate softly. “We
must all live in that hopc.

But, though the words were uttered
sincercly enough. they rang false in Les-
lic Reedham’s cars. He had inherited
from his mother an astonishing quickness
of intuition, almost amounting to nspir-
ation, and in his mind from that moment
he wrote Lidgate down as the enemy of
his father.
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He could not have explained just then
why he believed it Certainly he had no
real grounds, but his eyes filled with o
dull suspicion, and ]eaIOUS) consumed his
heart.

Bessie Reedham saw the boy's lower-
ing hrows, and looked rather anxiously
at 1. idgate when the boy suddenly dashed
out of the room.

“I don't seem to know this Leslic,"
she said, perplexedly. “Can you explain
him to me?”

(To be continued.)
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To the Fraser.

Robert Allison Hood.

O mighty stream, meandering from thy source

In distant,
With the

rocky Cariboo to mix thy wave
salt sea, where ¢'er thy waters lave

Thou hast spread riches, sweeping in thy course
The vellow gold, torn with titanic force

I'rom out its rocky bed, to tempt the brave.
But greater dower, by far, thy waters gave

In silt that every vear rich vield restores

To glad the land.

Great changes hast thou known,

O Father of Waters. since old Fraser first

Gazed on thy flood and do

v thy winding shore,

Where once wild beast and red man 10\*0(1 alone,
The shricking locomotive shrilly burst
To throng 1h\ sontude for ever more.



The Statue of Granite.

E. S. Lopatecki.

HILLIPPS, the musician of the
company, took a long pull at his
pipe, blew a cloud of smoke into
the room, and fired point-blank at

Dertram.

“Do vou believe there arc great mas-
ters that we have never heard about?”

“No, I do not. I think that the known
masters exhaust the list, but why do you
ask?”

“Because I am of the opinion that there
are such.”

“What makes you think that?”

“Now, I'll tell you.  Suppose some
genius lives alone, away from the world,
say in a garret, it’s altogether likely that
his talent will remain hidden umess he
forces himself upon the public. 1If he is
retirtng or hashful, who is going to ex-
ploit him?”

“That’s all very well, but you must
have some particular case in mind to
make an hypothesis like that. Let’s have
the details. We all know you, Philiipps.”

We became attentive, and after much
beating about the bush, Phillipps was
persuaded to give us an explanation of
his remarks.

“1 was looking through a library some
months ago,” he began, “and 1 came
across several musical manuscripts. 1
got permission to take them home, and
so | tried them on my violin. Some of
the picces I bowed off very well, and
e music they are too, but there is one
1‘|mt [ could not interpret to my satis-
faction. I have been trying it for these
lour or five months past, and it was only
last night that I brought it anywhere
near perfection; and say, it beats any-
thiig ['ve ever heard. It's great, mag-
niicent, and only a genius could have
coinposed it. That’s why I say there are
wiasters about which we know nothing.
'his man is certainly one.”

“Do you happen to know the name of
the individual?” asked DBertram.

“Yes, I do. It's DBrensberg, Johan
Brensberg.”
Bertram looked surprised. “Johan

Brensberg, vou say ?”

“Yes, but why?”

“IFunny thing. Only a few days ago
I was rumaging through an old curios-
ity shop down at the city, and I came
across a peculiar life-size statue of a man
cut in granite; excecedingly unique, this
granite statue, the appearance of the man
was so striking that [ was inclined to
examine it further, and down near the
base I discovered the name. What do
vou think it was?"

“1 don’t know. What was it?"

“Why, Johan Brensberg, of course.”

“What is the statue lke?"

“A very handsome looking man in-
deed. Short cropped hair, displaying
the finest forehead 1 have cver scen,
broad like Beethoven's, an exquisitely
formed nose, and deep expressive cyes.”

“The very man, [ know it, I'm sure
of it,” exclaimed Phillipps, enthusiasti-
cally, "I want to sec it right away.”

“You can do that casily enough. I
bought the thing on the spot. Come
round to my rooms and fecast your eyes
on it to vour heart’s content, and bring
vour musical discovery, too, we would
like to hear it, wouldn’t we, fellows?”

Half a dozen throats responded lust-
ilv, and after his usual hesitation, Phil-
lipps promised to bring round the inter-
esting composition, and to play it be-
forc a none too particular, but neverthe-
less appreciative audience.

The meeting then broke up, some of
us going home, and the rest waiting at
the club for dinner.

sk ok kK

It was a merry little party that gath-

ered round the blazing fire of Bertram’s.
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snug apartment that evening. Some seven
or c10ht of us, were there to agrec to
dlswgrec, as the case might be with
Phillipps’ ideas about old nnstms.

Bertram was a queer person, even ec-
centric in his way. He had no money,
but managed to live his easy DBohemian
life for all that,—happy as a king. His
apartments were always the meetmg
place where his friends could spend a
jovial evening, at music or cards, or
listen to Bertram’s somewhat remar kable
adventures in different parts of the
world.

The room in which we sat was filled
with ail sorts of interesting objects, the
result of the owner's desire for the un-
conventional.  Here on the mantle-piece
stood I’ersian tear-bottles, ancient snuff-
boxes, and other like objects, while the
rest of the room was filled up with In-
dian cabmets, African war clubs, and
queer picturcs and bits of furniture.

In the far corner, almost in the dark,
where the firclight  scarcely reached,
stood the statue Dertram had purchased
a few days before.

We had all looked at it, and then the
light had been turned out, for Philiipps,
peculiar man, always expressed a desire
to play his violin by the flickering light
of a good old- fashioned hard- wood ﬁr
it mspnc(l him, hie said, and it did on
this occasion, alright.

We sat in silence, waiting for Phillipps
to begin.  Barely a sound was that made
by the quivering flames licking the sides
of the grate.  Irom my place I could
just make out the form of the granite
statue in the corner; owing the position
of the chairs about the fire, and the forms
of the ilisteners, the only light that
reached it plaved about the face,
seceming to make the eves flash, and the
face to assume one expression after an-
other, in never ending variety, I leaned
back, studying the fascinating ctfects the
playful ﬂamc> were making on the visage
of the stone man.

Then a sweet liquid note filled the

room, swelling and gliding off into an-
other, and then fading away and dying

in the dark shadows in the corners. T h
statue scemed to hear it too, and the face
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lit up with the first touch of the bow
upon the strings. I watched, and ljs-
tened.

Phillipps drew out the notes one after
another, and warmed to the task before
him. The movement was slow and ma-
jestic, full of that sweet life-giving in-
fluence that steals into every hcar , awak~
ening there forgiveness, and hope, and
inspiration. Again and again the statue
secemed to feel the sympathy of those
deep chords; now its eyes flashed, and
now its mouth grew into a warm smile,
as the music penetrated into its cold
stone heart also.

Phillipps played on,
—enchanted.

What was that?

Didn't the head move?
did. No, those deceptive
by the music, are leading
magic land of dreams.

Phillips plays on.

Again, what's that?

Yes, the head did move, I know 1i!
I saw it! I watch, all alert.

Phillipps 1s getting more and more
engrossed with the spirit of the com-
position, which is forcing itself into the
deepest nooks of the hearts of the en-
chanted listeners. Three of the visitors
are looking at the player nodding to the
rhythmical cadence flowing irom the in-
strument so skilfully handled, the rest
arc gazing into the depths of the fire,
awakening there old long forgotten me-
mories. 1 look back at the statue.

It's moving'!

1 watch, spellbound, terrified.

The beautiful strains continue.

The stone man in beginning to move
ail over, from head to toot T see him
sway bacl\ and forth, then suddenly to
move forward and downward. Ile has
stepped off the pedestal. I want 0
shrick, but I can't utter a word.

He halts, still as when I first saw hini.
Then an energetic wave of music stirs
him again, he draws the other foot dowt:
after the first, and slowly advances.
noiseless ; still I am too terrified to utter
a word.

IHe is looking, not at me, but at Phil-
lipps, and I manage to turn my licad

and 1 watched,

I'm sure it
flames aided
me into the

2,
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cncueh to follow his gaze.  Phillipps and
ihe audience have not yet discovered
hinm: and he advances nearer and nearer
aiv chair. I find courage enough to de-
cide on a plan of action.

[s it a spirit, or is it the stone man in
reality? He approaches; 1 strengthen.
At last he is just behind me, and 1 reach
out my hand to feel whether or not the
fhgure is of stone. My finger nails grit
against the hard cold granite, and 1 am
convinced. It is the statue in reality;
walking to the inspiration of its own
music.

[t moves on past me, around the semi-
circle of chairs to the end, where Phil-
lipps is. He plays without the music,
which lies in a roll on a stool beside him.
The fire is dying down, but no one thinks
to stir it, each seems one to be finding
still other memories in the dying embers.

There 1s hardly any light, and it is
almost impossib.e to make out the form
of the slowly moving figure; but 1 see
it stoop, slowly, and tnen pick up the roll
of music, and glide off again, the way it
came, past the chairs, and through the
darkness to the pedestal in the cornes.

With almost super-human vision I
watch. 1t opens its coat, slips the music
mside, buttons up the coat again, tikes
its former posture, and moves no more.

Phillipps comes to the end, and the
listeners wake from their reveries. Der-
tram rains down praiscs unlumnited, as
do the others. Ifresh fucl is put on the
fire, the light is turned on, and we talk
about the composition.

Suddenly Phiilipps discovers the loss
of the music. We all scarch, for I am
too terrified to tell. No one moved, no
one entered while he was playing, but
the music is gone. After what scemed
an interminable search, Dhillipps comes
to some conclusion of his own, and the
matter i1s dropped.

Some of us examine the statue. It is
reaily stone,—cold grey granite, and it
stands as it always stood, but I, and [
only, notice a difference.

399

Under the left arm as an almost im-
perceptible buuge, where the music was
placed, and the eyes have a new deeper
look, warning me, to keep my silence.

The evening passed, and the visitors
left. I was almost too terrified to go to
bed, but at last I overcame my fears, and
forced myself to sleep. Next morning
L rose early, and after a hasty break-
fast, sought Phillipps.

1 found him at the club. Never have
I seen a man so changed in my life. He
seemed to have aged by twenty ycars.

“Phillipps,” I said, “what's the mat-
ter ?”

“Everything. When T got home last
night the music was not there, as I sup-
posed it might have been. [ returned
to Bertram’s and rooted him out, but
neither of us could find it.. Then I went
home again, about three in the morning,
and tried to play the piece, but—hut—"

“But what?”

"I cowdn’t play it. [ had forgotten
it. I went to slecp in a kind of a way,
thinking that it would return in the
morning, but it did not. I couldnt play
it for the life of me. And so the manu-
script is gone, and the notes have passed
out of my head. It's lost, lost.”

I tried to comfort him, but it was no
use.

Phillipps never recovered the lost mas-
terpiece, and gave up music broken-
hearted. As for me, I dared not tell.
[ feared that cold grey man of stone.
So 1 let Phillipps suffer. Supposing [
had told, would he have believed me?
Judge for yourseives.

But why had Drensberg done what
he had? I could assign no recason hut
one—jealousy. He had undoubtedly heen
cut off after composing the beautiful
picee, and before he had time to present
it to the world; and thinking that the
fame of composition, without the fame
of presenting it an insufficient reward
for his ability he had taken this means
of keeping it from the public.
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Autumn in Stanley Park.

Agnes Lockhart Hughes.

Chattering squirrels in the creaking boughs
Of the maples splashed with red—

And the hedge is aglow with golden rod,
Where Summer’s wild rose bled.

The fir trees pitch their wigwam tents
Of shadows, amber-kissed—

And waving ferns iike emeralds gleam
Through the gathering purple mist.

All silver-stoled the birches stand,
While chirping crickets cry,

And stately oaks rain silken leaves,
Where dreaming violets, lie.

Then, bearing sunshine on his wings,
A butterfly, grown bhold,

Woos a helated crimson rose
And breathes love's story, old.

The giant trees clasp hands on high,
And down the forest aisles—
A sunbeam steals all golden-fused
To cast his magic wiles.
Skirting the velvet pathway's edge,
‘The pearl-tipped waters, sing,
While day betroths night's fair white quicen
With a broken silver ring.

Then bent of form,—a figure creeps
Through all the forest ways,

And gathers softly onc by one—
The Aeeting summer davs.

The rainbowed drifts of silken leaves—
All shuddering watch him pass—

For Autumn’s red now claims the sands—
In Time’s frail hour-glass.



Motoring in South Africa.

Capt. G. Godson Godson.

In the subjoined article readers have something both interesting and valuable.
The interest is augmented by the scene; and as the author glides from place to place—
from Johannesburg to Klerksdorp, to Kimberley, to the Vaal River, to Hopetown and
along the banks of the Modder—the remembrance of Great Britain’s last struggle for
the freedom of her sons rises irresistibly to the mind. Kruger stalks before us, with
DeWet, Joubert, Botha, Cronje; while Dr. Jameson, Sir George White, Sir Redvers
Buller, and Lords Methuen, Kitchener .and Roberts tower aloft as heroes and the con-
summation of generalship. A trip through the scene which the author with the aid
of his photos makes almost realistic, becomes more fascinating by the remembrance
of the struggle of the victor and the vanuished, seeing that the Briton is now

triumphant where a few years ago he was denied the right of freedom;

and that

loyalty to his conquerers is now as all-pervading in the Boer as the hum of his new

prosperity.—The Editor.

T was a lovely day at the end of
March when we started from Joh-
annesburg on a trip through the
Transvaal, Orange River Colony,

and Cape Colony, our objcctive point be-
ing the Asbestos Mines at Koegass in
the castern part of the last named.

The automobile as it stood outside my
friend’s chambers looked a weird sight.
It was a 106-20 Gladiator, two cylinder
car, and the tonneau was simply piled
with 20 galion drums of gasoline and
the personal luggage of the three.who
were to constitute the party—the owner
another man, and myself. As we sur-
veved the loaded machine before starting
we wondered how the “other man”
would find room, but the owner and I
seltled in front and drove the car while
our mutual friend amused himself by
keeping the various articles in the ton-
ncau from bumping out as we jumped
the numerous ditches in our path.

We started off in fine stvle slipping
through the Johanneshurg streets and
ot into the great African High Veldt.
We spun along the great stretches ol
snddy road and made excellent ‘time,
uni suddenly at 3 p. m., one of our non-
soid-tyres jerked off the near hind wheel.
i Giteen minutes we had it replaced and
' ie once more bowling along when we

found that we had taken the wrong road
and were on a wagon track instcad of a
coach road. It was getting dark and
we were obliged to pull up at a farm
house owned by one Brodrib, a hospita-
ble Boer farmer who put us up for the
nignt and supplied us with food. At
daylight the following dav we started out
again intending to run into Potchef-
stroom for breakfast; but the road was
deplorable. At best it was only a single
wagon track but the feet of spanned oxen
had worn away wide patches, and the
ficrce semi-tropical rains had forged deep
channels on either side, ieaving nothing
but a narrow ridge in the centre along
which we had to make our way. In our
struggle we knocked oft our silencer,
and tor the remainder of the trip carried
it on the step. Bad roads like bad luck
do not last forever, and in spite of ad-
versity at 7:30 a. m. we entered Potchef-
stroom, putting up at Jahn's Hotel. As
soon as we had hreakfast we ran up te
the Cantonments to make a call on some
friends in the artillery lines. We lunched
at their mess and afterwards brought two
gunners back to the hotel for dinner
with us. We had a transporting night
of hilarity and fun, each depicting the
Reor War from a different standpoint
and recounting personal reminiscences »f
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its sieges, scenes and conflicts.  We re-
tired so late that it was ¢:30 on Satut-
day morning before we were once more
on the road. We were about three miles
out when the engine began to show the
characteristic which so closely resembles
the prevailing idiosyncracy of the fair
sex, that everv owner of a car gives to

Mending a Puncture: A Motoring “Joy.”

it the feminine appellation, “she”—I
mean the trait of capriciousness. Sud-
denly, without warning, a car will com-
mence to go badly. You will slave and
slave away at it until you almost de-
spair, and after you have exhausted
your paticnce and exploited vour voca-
bulary, without any apparent cause, and
with just as brief a warning as preceded
its recalcitrancy, it will again start work-
ing voluntarily and rationally. This is
just our experience. When we had al-
most relinquished hope. off she went
again of her own accord, and her new
behavior produced that admiration which
soon cffaced the recollection of our cha-
grin.  After this interlude, we made
fairly good time. averaging about 20
miles an hour, and mnhl Latdnno us on
the veldt, we pulled up at a Boel farm
where we slept the sleep of the just.
Sunday morning dawned brieht, lovely
and warm. The air was full of that in-
describable aroma peculiar to the veldt of
South Africa.  Bidding our host good-
bye, at 6 a. m. we again pulled out and
in spite of bad sand we ran into Rielfon-
tein at 9:40. T'rom there we pushed on
without stop to Klersdorp, which we
recached at 12 noon. This was an inter-

I1O!

MAGAZINE

esting town to all of us, as we had aj
scen 1t in war time; and [ had seen it
before the war at the time of the Lloff
Episode. The contrasts it presented were
very notable. The place now had settlegd
down into the usual sleepy African town,
and had lost all its false vitality. Aitel
luncheon we left again at 1:30 p. m,
making a good run to Wolmaranstadt,
\vhcre we found an old war comrade as
District Commandant of the South Afri-
can Constabulary. We all foregathereq
that night, and in spite of late hours and
prolonged military recontres we deter-
mined to make an early start the next
day. At daybreak on Monday we set
off once more and ran down over the
long rolling stretches of veldt into
Bloemhoft. Iinding by this time that
onc of our tyres was fairly played out,
we replaced it with another, filled up our
gasoline tanks and started out after the
Christiana coach, which after a long
chase we passed and then rolled grace-
fullv into the town at sundown. The
next morning, Tuesday, we had a very
rough time. Sand worried us frightful-
ly; twice we punctured our tyres, and
broke our non-skid chains irreparably.
Eventually we arrived at Iourteen
Streams, where the Orange Iree State,

Thrzugh a Christiana Street.

the Transvaal and Cape Colony tou i
and border each other. We found thut
the height of the water and state of the
drift, lcndercd it impossible to cross tl'
Vaal River in the car. So we got a ra'’-

way truck, loaded up the car and took A
ticket to Warrenton (the next static™
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across the bridge) where we disembark-
ol.  We lunched herc at the small rail-
way refreshment room and at 2:30 we
;-.g';iin started off through heavy sand 6
and & inches deep. We were often ob-
liged to cut down brush and lay it on
the sand.  Sometimes we were obliged
to dig up the wheels; and to make mat-
ters worse, at Dronfeld, seven miles
fron Kimberley, our water boiled out
and we had to borrow some from a Hot-
tentot who lived close to the road. The
Jast seven miles from Dronfield to Kim-
berley was fierce—sand, sand, sand, un-
til we began to wonder if we should ever
sec a good road again. Well we stuck to
our adage about bad roads, and so after
much toil and tribulation we arrived at
Kimberley at a quarter past six p. m.
Driving up to the Queens Hotel we over-
hauled the car; had dinner; and behold!
the owner of the car forgetting all the
fatigue of the day past, sat down com-
placently at the piano and played and
sang to a fascinating little Dutch lady till
the 'wee sma’ hours. Wednesday was
just as perfect a day as one could wish
for, and we explored the town of Kim-
berley, recalling its scenes of siege and
turmoil and looking at its places of in-

The DeBeers Mines in Kimberley.
The “Open Hole” in the Main Street.

terest. . We visited the DeBeers offices,
and afterwards the great open hole that
lics right in the heart of Kimberley, de-
sigiated Diamond Pit. You can look
r.oht down into it from the street, and
the vast cavity is so deep that the men
vorking on its sides below appear so
nizimized that they resemble rather a
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stream of ants in an ant hiil than clus-
ters of human workers. The private re-
sidences are numerous and many  of
them are artistic and beautiful, while the
fovely lawns and gardens render differ-
ent portions of the city quite picturesque,
But over all for me, was the rather awe-
mspiring sensation of the supremacy of
the DeBeers. What it was, what it 1s,

A Diamond Sorting Table at the River
Diggins.

and what it will be, were thoughts of
the moment. The splendor of the day
and heauty of the scene could not dispel
the recolicctions [ had of the astounding
tales of I. D. B. (lllicit Diamond Buy-
ing) there, and of uncut diamonds being
occasionally slipped into an innocent
man’'s pocket, where they were quickly
found by the actual depositor of them,
the real culprit, but still the presumptive
guilt arising from the place where they
were discovered was sufficient to causc
the guilty to escape and the innocent to
spend the next few years of his life
working on the breakwater in a convict
cang. FHowever, after Iunch at Queens,
we again “hit the train” at shortly after
1 p. m., and had a splendid run along the
Barclay Road over the bridge, making
thirty-three and a half miles under the
hour. At the bridge we had a little
diversion at the expense of a funny per-
son who called to us to stop after we had
passed. Thinking something was wrong
with the car, we stopped. Then it ap-
peared that our friend was the very irate
keeper of the toll. As the gentleman was
rather uncivil we waited until he came
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MOTORING 1IN
quite close, and then offering him the toil
motiey, let the car run on a yard or so.
This happened twice, and he was getting
more wrathful. At last, fearing apo-
plexy. we dropped the money in the sand,
and waving adieu, left him shouting to
us farewells of a more or less effusive
nature. ~ We had a rare experience here
in heholding a flight of locusts.  As we
approached the swarm they seemed like
a lot of large humming birls.  As we got
into the thick of them, the sun reminded
one of lookmg through a heavy fali ot
snow. s thicker and thicker they came,
the sun became dimmer and was finally
obscured.  They scttled on the car and
on the ground from which they rose in
clouds as we advanced upon them. We
protected our faces with our hats, for it
is no joke to be struck in the face by a
locust that is flving at the rate of twenty
miles an hour.  We were twenty minutes
passing tirough them, and all the time
there was  that, peculiar sickly  smell
which is one of their most unpleasant
characteristics.  The natives kept up an
incessant din, beating tins to prevent
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them from alighting, and as we passed
“mealie lands™ (maize or corn), we saw
they were stripped bare and lyving down
flat where a few hours before the locusts
came tall green plants and vegetabie
growtiis were standing.. up luxuriantly.
FFarther on we saw LEucalyptus trees with
branches broken by the weight of the lo-
custs that had lighted there, and the or-
chards looked as if a fierce and prolonged
hailstorm had cut oft everything on the
trees.  This will give some idea of the
curse of South Africa. President Kru-
ger, the former leader of the Doers, was
once asked to join with Natal in a war
of extermination against these pests, but
he replied: "No! God sent them, we
must not interfere.” 1t wouid have been
well for him and many a valiant Doer if
he had thought the same of the Dritish-
ers who went as the Emissaries of I'ree-
dom to suppress his itolerance and
tyranny.

After passing through Darclay West,
we reached the well known Vaal River
diggings. The first of these is Winters
Rush. The river at this time was low,

Diamond Sorters at Work in Kimberley.
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and the sand on either side was being
washed for diamonds. The dirt was first
taken up and placed on a cleared space
of ground called a floor, and then
washed, afterwards rewashed, and final-
ly put on a sorting table and sifted and
sorted. Diggers very often go up with
about $300 capital to buy a screen, a
dolly and a table with sundry other tools
and sufficient money to tide over a few
months. As often as not, they return
worse off than when they started. Oc-
casionally by finding a diamond or two

Heaps of Diamond Dirt taken from Vaal
River, awaiting Washing.

they make enough to pay off their debts
and restore their credit again, but scldom
sufficient to enable them to “cut the
game.”  We pushed on from Winters
Rush to Delports Hope and Longmans:;
and all along were stretches of river
bank covered with the little heaps of
washed out auriferous dirt. Finally we
came to Mrs. Zuglir’s Hotel, situated on
a koppe a short distance from the river;
and here we met one of the most quaint
characters I have ever

come  across.
Champ was his name, an ex-sailor,
bright, witty, happy-go-lucky. He had

been at the diggings for some years, and
had the reputation of being a lucky dig-
ger. He had that day found one dia-
mond which he showed us. He told us
tales of youngsters arriving full of hope
and returning after vears of bad luck
broken in spirit. He told us tales of
men with good luck finding diamonds of
value. One he said had found a stone
valued at £4,000, $20.000, but that was
an exception. The diamonds he himself
found were rarely over 5 carats; and he
said that very few of the diggers made
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sufficient money to enable them to break
away from the place. He also stated
that the search for diamonds was a mogt
fascinating pursuit, and developed ail the
instincts and irresistible impulses of g
gambler, in the man who gave himself
up to it. After having walked round the
diggings with Champ and searched
through a table of stones or “dirt,” as it
is called, without result, we left Zug-
ler’s, and after motoring some forty
miles, we came to some fenced lands. By
this time we were well into the Ostrich
country. We passed through the gate in
the fence, and some of these great birds
spying us, ran up and kept pace with the
car, making a weird noise. There was a
cock bird with about six hens. After a
while we arrived at a Cape Police Camp,
and going to the door we asked if this
was Daniell’'s Kriel. A smart-looking
soldier man came out and laughing, told
us “Oh, no; you are only about forty
miles out.” We had gone exactly op-
posite to the direction we should have
taken. They were very good to us and
put us up for the night. There was
quite a lot of ostriches “‘next door,” and
we got some good photos of them. This
brings us to Thursday, 6th April; and
the following morning we again started

Ce e e s . o mmmn ey

Being Pulled Through Deep Sand vith
Oxen.

retracing our steps, and after a long,
dusty journey we arrived at Danills
Kriel, and there inspected some asbei03
reefs of the blue variety. All this part
of the Colony has a certain amount of
asbestos in it, and we had a look at sV-
eral farms with visible reefs runnig
through them. We did not stay lgc'.‘e
long, however, but pushed on to Izp-
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kric and at a quarter past three on Sun-
dax the oth, we arrived at Griquatown.
This is quite the usual style of African
tows:, a great proportion of the houses
being galvanized iron, and the remainder
single story brjck bungalows. From here
we went on to Abram’s Dam, slept at the
store, and pulled out at 7:15 on Thurs-
day morning. Our road lay over the
most impossible, deep sandy flats. It was
appalling. Two of us had to get out and
push, while the third sat in the car and
jerked it along.  We had more than once
to dig out the wheels, and cut bush to
lay in front of us. We could make no
way at all, and were literally fagged out
when at last a wagon came up and wae,
persuaded the owner to span his oxen
into the motor car and pull us back to
Abram’s Dam. This he did, and next
morning we started again by another
road. It was nearly as bad as the for-
mer one.  DBut after fighting our way
foot by foot, we at last encountered and
hired a span of twelve oxen to pull us
through to the end of the deep sand.
We were rejoiced when we accomplished
this. We then said good-bye to the good
Samaritan—the owner, not the oxen—
who had rendered us such timely aid, and
once morce started under our own en-
gines. After a good run through a rough
country, we came at last to the place of
our objective Koegass—the DeBeers As-
bestos Mines.

The store and hotel constitute one
building, which is on the other side of

the river.  As it was too deep to “mote”
through, we hunted up the pont and on
measuring it found that it was only onc
inch wider than the car. So you can
mmagine the job we had to get it in. We
accomplished the feat, however, and
atter we had safely negotiated the river,
we found that the work of getting out
Was cven more formidable than getting
m. We had in fact to borrow some of
the mine natives to help us out, and even
then with the combined efforts, we near-
ly dropped the motor bodily into the
rver. However, at last, thanks to an-
other aiding contingent—a span of
twelve donkeys—we pulled clear up to
the bank of the river. We breathed free-
v, far we were again at any rate on terra
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firma. Thursday, the 13th of April, we
spent visiting the deep levels of the mine.
It was being worked by “sloping,” the
reef-dips at an angle of nearly forty-five
degrees. 1t has been tunnelled at three
places, striking the reef at three different
levels.  After the asbestos is extracted,
ugly looking old Kaffir women break the
serpentine rock away from it and pack
the fibre into sacks, which are then sent
down by wagon to the rail. The cost of
extracting the fibre is roughly $75 per
ton. We ieft here at about 11 a. m., and
arrived at Prieska about 2 p. m. Mr.
Olds, the manager of the Asbestos
Mines, went in with us. The next day
we motored out to Green Store, near
Groot Doon Berg Fontein. We walked
over the place to look at the Asbestos
Reefs that were supposed to be there.
We stayed all Saturday at Green's, and
left on Sunday morning, arriving at
Strydenburg at about 6 p. m., and found
to our horror that there was not such a
thing as a hotel in the place. We had
a dismal job to get a shelter for the night
and something to cat. ILventually, how-
ever, we arranged for a room without
any furniture in it, so iwe made up
shakedowns on the floor and slept like
tops till morning.

We left bright and early on Monday
morning for Hope Town, thankful to
shake the dust from our feet of the only
inhospitable town 1 ever came across in
Africa; and we went on swimmingly till
luck again turned against us, and one of
our intake valves snapped. As we were
not far from the railroad, we ran in on
one cvlinder to Kranskriel, and entrained
there for Kimberley, where we arrived at
6 p. m. Having detrained the car, and
thoroughly overhauled our engine and
put in a new valve, we spent the day
roaming about Kimberley. The follow-
ing day we started out to Blikfontein, ar-
riving there at 11 a. m., on the second
day. We staved at Police Camp for the
nié’ht, and took photos and left again for
Kimberley the following day. Our run
back was accomplished in fine style, and
we arrived at Queens IHotel at 6 p. m.
We left again at 2 p. m. the next day for
Bloemfontein, and after being pulled out
of the Modder River, close to that mem-
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orable place Paardeberg, by oxen, we
reached Abram’s Kraal that night. We

started again at gray dawn and pushed
on to Iloemfontein, racing agamst time,
as I wished to catch the mail train at 1
p. m. and leave for Natal on urgent busi-
We

ness. Luck was this time with us.
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just got in on time and at five minutes
past one [ said good-bye to my two
friecnds and was steaming quickly away,
through Johanneshurg en route for Natal
after a trip of twenty-seven hundred
miles in a motor car through South Aji-
rica.

Sunset at English Bay.

Blanch E. Holt Mutrison.

Ilung round a trembling sea;
A golden strand, and an arm of land
Where shadows dip, and the glories slip

Into Lternity.

The balm of rest on the ocean's breast,
A tender touch of peace:

A silence soft, and a star aloft,

The day has won release.



She Tested Him.

Mrs. J. A. Skinner.

OU married me for my
You cannot deny it.”
“1 do not deny it,” replicd
Angus McLeod, steadily re-
carding his bcautlful young wife.

She winced hard and angry, with
fashing cves, and the pride of a hauOht\
spirit lool\mo out from them. lhelc vet
lurked a hopc that her hushand would
deny her accusation.

But his words quenched that. With
what scemed to her shameless coolness
Angus regarded her—expectantly n a
serious anxietv—that held no regret, no
apo]om

“Then  Wiiliam Travers spoke the
truth when he said that I had been de-
ceived by a loafing ne'er-do-well, who
was too lazy to work, and depended on
my fortune to keep him in luxurious idle-
ness.

Helen paused.

“Go on. Let me know the full meca-
sure of my 1mqmt\ What clse did Tra-
vers tell vou?” said McLeod slowly.

“\Well she hesitated—and some
word of tenderness for the bridegroom
she had well-nigh worshipped, softcmd
her voice. ‘ﬂ\o. the last thing was too
bad, to utterly base, for me to accept as
true.”
~ "Never mind.
it.”

“He said that vou paid Gregory Iin-
dall a sum of money for mtroduuno vou
to my aunt and myvself.”

“You did not behe\c that?"

\O—I did not.”

“You may, Tt was—a fact.”

MclLeod's slow. even voice did not fal-
ter.  His wife regarded him with in-
credulous doubt—ther: the most Ditter
comunpt

She turned from him with a gesture
which expressed volumes. It was the
last <traw.

money.

Tell me. [ must hear

Her husband watched the pale, proud,
voung woman, whose grace and loveli-
ness would have charmed the most in-
sensibie into admiring love.  He loved
her, passionately, devotedly, with a fine
worship which was of a mdnocl\ high
cast, far above the level of o:dmax)
marital affection.

“You have insulted. wronged me he-
vond fergiveness,” she panted at last,
turning upon him with a bitter passion
of wrath. “lI'rom to-day our wavs are
separate. Do not fear. You shall have
all you married me for, money to buy
the luxuries of the idle man of fashion.
I will give vou vour price, but from this
time, if we live to grey hairs, T will be
no wife to vou.’

“Helen, vou arc mad.
jove vou entirely. Don't shipwreck our
lives for such follv. T will explain. Tra-
vers will be only too amply gratified if
he gets us apart. Listen to me, Helen.
It is true that | married vou for vour
wealth. My reason for this was not mer-
cenary nor sclfish.  On my honor, [
swear it.”

my dearest. |

“Your honor tsn't worth much. Words
arc cheap commodities,” replied  Mrs.
Mcleod. “You may try to make the
best of a wretched case. but T credit no-
thing of vour lame excuses. A\ gambler,
vou paid off vour debts with my money
and T in my blind confidence. have left all
control i vour hands.  Oh, vou have
won yvour prize very cleverly.”

"I will not touch another dollar,” he
began sternly, then stopped. faltered and
was silent, a deep red flush mantling his
face, and a curious confusion in his man-
ner which his wife keenly noticed. It
hardened her still more.  She was nat-
urallv a proud and extremely sensitive
woman, Travers. her miformant, knew
that, and had wiped off a grudge against
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her and also McLeod, when he destroyed
her belief in her husbhand’s nobility.

The poison working now changed
Helen utterly. She could even look at
Angus and feel no thrill of the love
which he had inspired.

“You need not waste breath and incur
the guilt of pcum\ You shail have
W hat vou love

] love vou,” he hoarsely said. “Le-
fore Heaven it is true. ’rove me. Give
me any test vou will, Helen. 1f you

doubt me, at least so much is my due
from a justice vou will not deny me.”

“To what end? Dare you declare that
vour love 1s disinterested 27 she asked,
with a cool dehiberation which surprised
him, and herselt also. Underneath her
perfect outward mask she kept on ask-
mng:

“ls this me?  Is this me?”

"1 do sav it. My love for you, Helen,
15 so great, so wonderful a thing, part
of my life, and (with a reverent thnll)
part of my religion.”

He spoke so solemnly that she could
not answer him scornfully, and her heait
pleaded now for him, her bridegroom oi
six weeks,  There the mischief-maker-—
the snake whom no Thuriel's spear had
touched when he whispered evil into her
car camc back to her memory with his
words, "You have married a lazy spenl-
thrift with the tongue of an angel. Be-
ware iest he persuade you to beheve his
denial.”

Well, Angus had not denied her ac-
cusation ; but when he protested love for
her, hand in hand, with the admission of
his motive in marrving her, she could
not, would not, credit lns love.

“Very well. You can go and work for
your living, Angus.  Wait,” and a
strange idea suddenly flashed inio bher
brain.

“\When vou renounce the present
life you lead I will believe vour love sin-
cere. I will test it. You say that vou
will do anything to satisfy me tha: your
love is for me, not for the fortune w h]ca
you spend so freely and did not carn. |
cannot accept vour ])1otests but yvou have
appcalccl to my justice.”

“Test me, Helen. \ppeqnnw 5, and
my own w 01(15 are all against me, I own.
I can not expect vou to take an assur-
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ance which both these contradist. Put
me to what test you will, only do not Jet
that wretch Travers part us. | coitld
kill him,”” he added in a tense, har tone,

Helen slightiy raised her fine hrows,

“Mr. Travers is a wretch because he
opened my poor blind eyes, I suppose,
Angus, you have been spoiled, panperec,
m(luloed Let me see what grit there is
in vou now. At home the head ¢nach-
man is getting old. [ will pension lim
and give you the situation. You under-
stand horses, and drive well. Tt is ail ]
ever saw vou do that can be turncd to
useful account.”

Angus McLeod’s face flamed, and the
blaze in his dark eyes made Helen =hrink
involuntarily.  She almost thougi: he
would strike her. There was a sccond
of tension. Then he looked at his witc
with a subdued and placated mien.

"I accept your offer, and enter vour
service, a new Jacob serving for a
strange Rachae]. How long will it take
to satlsf\ vou that I am not the \\’Oll‘h%S
idler you believe me to he—seven years?

“I am not jesting. Let me pass, An-
gus, I—hate you.”

And Helen, with a sharp movement
brushed by him and left the room.

Her husband meditated a few minutes.
He looked miscrable, haggard, worrieq,
as well he might with the whole of his
fair life’s happmess laid in rwuns.

“[ must go out and find that scoundret,”
was the one clear thought that stoo:l out
from the tangle.

He went out through the hotel vesu-
bule—out on to thc sunny gravelled
sweep bevond, where a party of men and
women stood chatting.

Among these was a short, fair, dand:-
fied man, a pefit maitre written upon him.
He was conversing with a lady in bis
1)11]15]\11]0 mincing way when MecLead. a
giant bcsndc most of the others, burst
throuo‘h the group without much ceit
mony and went to lim.

“William Travers—a word with you.

The little man looked up.

“Oh, Lord. What fools women a2
he gasped. “Upon my soul, McLeod, I
am awfully sorry. [ know I have u:set
vou, but it was a temptatlon to tease uer
a little bit. She is so sweet, so fresh;

b
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and | wanted to see how she would blaze
up on your behalf.  I—there was nothing
at all m it.”

“Was there not. I will teach you a

lesson about that, Mr. Travers. Your
little bit of fun must be paid for. You

mean little cur—to strike me through a
girl—"

And McLcod caught the iittle coward
firmly, and thrashed him as he would a
schoolboy; thrashed him until the stick
broke in his hand, then he flung hoth
it and the culprit from him.

The whole thing was done publicly in
the full sunshine with a crowd of curious
spectators looking on.

“I will have satisfaction for this,”
sputtered Travers as he slowly crawled
erect. “Yes, I will summon you for un-
provoked assault. You are mad absolute-
ly. I call you all to witness,” glancing
round the group, “that he wantonly and
deliberately assaulted me.”

“Do what you like. I will answer it
when and how you please,” cooily re-
plied McLeod. "When next you try to
make discord between hushand and wife
remember your punishment, you little
snipe.”

He turned on his heel and walked
away without a backward glance at the
little man whose jealous envy had done
so much evil.  That evening brought
him a challenge. Instead of accepting it,
he returned a note, "I don’t fight pig-
mies, [ strap them.”

This put Travers into a mad fit of rage
for his vanity was wounded. He lurked
about all that night and next day with a
rifle, and black intent to siay his chas-
tiser. There was no reconciliation be-
tween husband and wife. Helen was
bitter and suspicious; McLeod dogged.
Before their time for leaving the hotel,
the next morning, Angus was prowling
along a shrubbery path and suddenly felt
a hot stinging pain in his side.  He
turned dizzy and fell, while the wretched
Travers fled. Some of the hotel people
found the victim and carried him to his
room, The manager broke the news to
Mrs. McLeod. She did not cry or blanch.
It was a bad accident, but the surgeon
made light of it, and Helen went back
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to her bridge, while a nurse attended her
husband.

Later, when he was able to be up
again, Angus had a visitor, a thin, queer,
observant old man who soon found out
there were strained relations between Mr.
and Mrs. McLeod.

He taxed Angus with it, and got the
truth out of him somehoyw.

“You have not told your wife all—
only enough to make her suspect and dis-
trust you,” said the little old gentleman,
whom Angus addressed in private as
“father,” and in public as “Mr. Merri-
vale.”

"l told her the truth. No—I won't
tell her the rest of it. If she could be-
liecve a snipe like Travers, I have no
more to say.”

“If you don’t, I wiil,” observel Mr.
Merrivale.  “She is only a silly young
lass. | shall talk to her, Angus, and
when she knows that you married her-so
that she should not lose her fortune v

“It is too late, father. 1 wish [ had
not pledged myself to silence on the sub-
ject, but it is useless fretting. Besides,
she belicves me to be a mere idler. [ am
going to show her what there is in me.”

“How ?”

“By living under her eyve as her coach-
man, and working,” he said whimsically.

Mr. Merrivale protested, got angry,
and then pleased again. L'inally he pro-
mised to be silent.

Helen stecled herself against her hus-
band. They bought a property in a dif-
ferent part of the country and there An-
gus started to work as a servant to his
own wife. It was a hard task, but he
did it. Jacob Smith, the handsome coach-
man at Verhayes, was devoted, industri-
ous and sober. No one suspected that if
he chose he could have claimed all that
supplied the luxury in which he figured
as a mere menial.  Helen kept her word;
but with the passage of time she grew
harder, more accustomed to her indepen-
dence and content with the little daugh-
ter who came soon after they had set-
tled down at Verhayes. She adored the
child—the child of her happy union with
one whom she then believed so noble and
true. She watched Angus closely. He
showed a steady industry for which she
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could not account; and often her heart
vearned for her baby's father—the silent,
grave man whom none in their household
suspected to be its master. DBut Travers
had done his mischievous work well.
Helen told herself that her husband was
merely acting adroitly, and so would not
vield to the pleading of love. One day,
however, when three years had gone by,
little Alice sickened of some childisi
complaint, and the mother m her anx-
iety sent for the doctor.

“Take the carriage, Smith,” she or-
dered through the 'phone. “Do not come
back without Dr. Mur-ay. Baby is very
i

Dr. Murray came in due course and
with him, to the surprise of the other
servants, came the coachman, Jacob
Smith. Iclen had the child on her knec,
and bent over it in frantic grief for no-
thing could be done, for the poor little
one.

“You!” she exclaimed, seeing her hus-
band.

“Yes.  She is my child, too, Helen,”
he replied.

Even as he spoke Baby Alice opened
her eves and stretched out her arms.
“Aline daddy—take Allv.” Helen pres-
sed her closer, but the child wailed so pit-
eously that she released her to her father
whose heart vearned to caress the child
of his love from whom he had been so
long estranged.

“So you have her also,” murmured the
mother. “Is nothing at all to be mine?”

Night
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“[ am yours, Helen,” said the deep
voice. “With this child to link us cap
vou still doubt me? I've lived one ije
down, I think. You know now I apy
not a shiftless vagabond preying on your
hounty.”

“1 hope not,” faintly said Helen.

“Can you believe me?”

“I do not; I am afraid; I do not quite
do so. I—oh—look at babhy”—with a
scream of grief.

Baby Alice struggled for breath, then
a peaceful look caime over the little face.

“Daddy, Ally loves daddy. Good-bye;
kiss good-night; now kiss mamma.”

How those two faces flamed with con-
scious red, at the baby request!

“If you kiss me, Helen, it will mean—
all T want,” said her husband.

Helen hesitated, then Alice put up her
wee hands and pulled their faces nearer.

Helen moved slightly. Her husbhand’s
lips touched hers, then his arms clasped
both Alice and his wife.

There was no other answer—

For united in Love all suspicion had fled,

And sorrow’s regrets for the past that
was dead.

New plighted in love each to each stood

revealed;

The truth was made known that Angus
concealed.

Then Helen knew truly his love was
supreme

That on his heart’s throne she still sat
the queen.

Song.

Herbert Lake.

In a niche, on the borders of Home-land, and Dream-land,

_ While the flames leap in lip-talk, caressing their prey,

Closed in by the pickets of petulent fancies, ’
Attuning a dirge for the fast-dying day.

I'rom my friends I am taking a toll, and awaking,
My own drowsy mind to a sense of their right,
While I draw from the treasure of memory, a measure,
I lose me my couriers, and speed them to flight.

Go abroad to the South-land, the East, and the West-land,
~And North to the dusky blood-brothers of mine, '
Give all a new token, of friendship unbroken,
A studied sincerity, doubly Divine.



Fox and Hound.

L. Harward.

Y PON my word,” said the fresh
passenger, settling his belong-
ings in Berth No. 7, as the Nor-
thern Mail steamed out of Mark-

land, “this business of Lee’s horse is

scandalous! Are we to have the old
bush-ranging days back again?”

“What 1s it?” asked Berth No. 9. “I've
just come in from the bush, and have
seen no recent papers.”’

"Why, Iron Duke, the great race-
horse, was stolen from Lee’s stables at
Thorneycroft about a fortnight ago. Most
daring thing—swell place—lots of men
about—close to Scone township. The
police tracked him past Scone, and then
lost the tracks.

“The Liverpool Range above Scone
throws out a big hranch—branch and
range form a ‘V.” The wedge consists
of a big block of very rough country;
with high ridges, scrub, and here and
there well-grassed pockets (hidden val-
levs), but except by the mouth of the
\'. there is only one road out of it—
only one place where you can get over
the range,

“The police drew a cordon round, and
then proceeded to beat out the wedge
af country. Everybody thought the
thicves would abandon the horse to save
themselves, but instead of that, when
they were hard pressed, they killed him.”

“Killed the horse?” chorused the
other occupants of the sleeping car in
horrified tones.

"Ves, day before yesterday, a kan-
2aroo shooter saw the horse, and sent
word to the police, who went out at
'mee, but only found his half-burnt
Loy,

“The scoundrels deserve hanging,”
said Berth g, indignantly.

“The police at Maitland had just got

the bare facts by wire as we passed, but

we shall get full particulars when the
train arrives at Singleton.”

“Shocking! 1 knew Iron Duke well,
and a better horse never came to Aus-
tralia,” asserted Berth 11. “Lee refused
five thousand for him the day he won
the Ranwick Cup. How could anyone
hope to get clear away with a horse like
that? If they’d got him over the Liver-
pool Range they would have been in
open country, but there are men in all
parts of New South Wales who could
swear to Imm. A jet-black stallion of
his breeding is not the sort of horse to
cross the plains unnoticed.”

As the train ran into Singleton a por-
ter boarded the car, inquiring, “Is Mr.
Hartley Clinton here?”

“My name is Clinton,” said a pas-
senger.,

“Letter for vou, sir.
station-master.”

As soon as the other occupants had
left the carriage for the refreshment bar,
Clinton opened the missive, and read—

Sent to care of

“Thorneycroft,
“October 5, ——
“Hartley Clinton, Esq.,

“Dear Sir,—I should have had the
greatest pleasure in accepting the offer
vou made by wire to recover [ron Duke
for £500; but, unfortunately, even your
skill, of which the Victorian Stock-
owners’ Association speaks so highly,
cannot avail me, as the calcined remains
of my horse were found and identified
this morning.

“If, however, you can bring the thieves
(I had almost written ‘murderers’)
to justice, I shall be delighted to send
vou a cheque for £100.

“Yours truly,
“WiLrrep LEE.”

Clinton was a tall, spare, muscular
man of eight-and-twenty, with penetrat-
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ing eyes and a clean-shaven resolute face.
He bore the indescribable impress o1
the bush, and strangers meeting him
classed him as a western squatter or
station manager.

Purchasing a paper, Clinton carefully
studied the account of the finding of
Iron Duke. The article was mercilessly
padded, but the facts stated were briefly
these :—"“On the morning of October 4,
a seemingly badly scared bush lad pre-
sented himself at the Scone police-sta-
tion, and announcing his name as Jim
Carey, from Wybong Creeck, stated that
whilst shooting kangaroos on Gold Creek
the previous day, he had been surprised
by the appearance of a solitary horse on
the top of a distant ridge. DBelieving it
to be a brumby (wild horse), he deter-
mined to find out what it was doing
there alone and, if possible, to secure
its mane and tail by a lucky shot.

“With much difficulty he worked his
way to the spot—for the ridge was al-
most inaccessible, being, in fact, a huge
rock with precipitous sides and connect-
ed with the main range only by a neck
a few yards in width.

“To the lad’s unbounded astonish-
ment, this neck was securely fenced
across with a log fence, and the horse
thus confined on the flat top of the rock
was a splendid black stallion answering
to the description of Iron Duke.

“Carcy asserted that he was about to
make further investigation when the
crack of a rifle from the gorge below
and the whistle of a bullet over his head,
caused him to beat a hasty retreat.

“The spot indicated was almost the
centre of the arca of wild, uninhabited
country within which the police believed
the horse to be.

“Lvery available trooper and tracker
proceeded at once to the place, piloted by
Carey; but they arrived too late.

“The spur, fenced off as had been de-
scribed, was found, and also plentiful
tracks and two kerosene tins, still con-
taining water, attested the truth of the
lad’s statement, but there was no horse.

“On further search a fire still burn-
ing was found at the foot of the cliff,
and in it the remains of a black horse,
easily identified as Iron Duke by a cer-
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tain peculiarity in the shape of the shoes,

“It was plain that the thieves, findin
it impossible to get away with their
booty, had slain the gallant horse: the
fire, of course, was to destroy incrimin-
ating evidence.”

Having thoroughly digested the report,
Clinton made some entries in his pocket-
book and fell into a brown study that
lasted until the train pulled up at Scone.
There he alighted, and was at once join-
ed by a sharp-faced undersized youth.

“We're too late this trip, Boss. I
reckoned you’d go back,” said the lad,
as they left the station.

“Think so, Mickey ?”
“Yes, for they’ve killed the horse.”

“If they have they should be punished.
Have you fixed things I told you to?”

“Whole bloomin’ digger’s kit—clo'es
‘nd all planted (hidden) in th’ gully an’
two old hosses hobbled out on th’ crick

“Good lad! See me again in an hour's
time.”

After a brush up and meal at the ho-
tel, Clinton strolled over to the police
station, where, on the plea that he wished
to photograph the now-celebrated spot
for the illustrated papers, he obtained di-
rections to Gold Creek.

“The thieves were not captured?”’ he
asked.

“Nor ever will he, I'm thinkin’, sir.
The trackers was round an’ never a horse
track is there out of the valley at all
They climbed out afoot over the pin-
nacles,” concluded the constable.

“Is there really only one place where
a man can take a horse over the range
from the valley?” .

“Well, there’s another bit of a pass
crossing under Tinagru, that high peak
yonder, but it’s a hard one, as steep as
the side of a house. The sergeant had
a man to watch Docker’s Gap—where it
comes out—till after we found the
horse.”

“Mickey,” said Clinton, when the youth
rejoined him, “you must inquire the road,
and start for the Wybong at once. Find
out all you can about this James Carey-
Pick up the horses you brought up aml
the things I leave here, and meet me at
the Murrurundi Hotel in three days
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gime.  You'll need to invent some yarn
o account for your inquiries.”

“I'll spin ‘em a fairy tale,” replied
Mickey cheerfully.

Zarly next morning a hairy-faced dig-
ger might have been seen in the neigh-
bourhood of Gold Creek. Arriving at
the spot where lay the pitiful remains of
Iron Duke, the god of shouting crowds,
he proceeded carefully to examine the
ashes. The fire had done its work well,
but the forelegs and feet (from which
the hootfs had heen removed) were mere-
ly charred.

Suddenly the digger straightened his
back and laughed aloud. He paid no
further attention to the ashes, but select-
ing a prominent landmark as starting
pomt, examined the ground inch by inch
until he had described an irregular circle
round the rock.

“The clulsy fools,” he muttered. "It
mgit be Oxford Street on a busy day.”

After a brief rest, he repeated the pro-
cess, making his second circle consider-
ably greater in diameter than the first.
Presently he paused. Before him lay
the footprint of a large bullock. With
anxtous care the digger followed the
track, losing it on a steep limestone ridge,
finding it again in the sandy gully be-
yond, untii at last it entered the dense
shade of the cedar scrub. In the soft
rich mould, sheltered by the mass of
matted vines which prevented even a ray
of sunshine reaching the earth, the heavy
animal had trod deeper.

"l thought as much,” the digger mur-
mured. "It is a neat game.”

Mickey, having accomplished his mis-
sion, was kicking his heels at the tryst-
i.ng place, when a tall swagman with a
terociously red beard stepped wearily on
to the hotel verandah. Mickey stiffened
like a pointer, but, as the swagman drop-
ped his pipe, yawned widely, contemplat-
mg the sunset with great interest; ap-
parently he had merely come in to knock
down his cheque (spend his earnings),
tor he opened proceedings with a hos-
pitable call of “Roll up, boys; it's my
shout.”

Mickey was not amongst those who
responded.  Redbeard noticed this, and
purchasing a packet of cigarettes at the
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bar, tossed them to the lad with a cheery,
“Here’s your drink, my boy!”

Mickey caught the packet deftly, open-
ed it, and disappeared.

After a few nips Redbeard became
irritable, and. developed a grievance.

“FHere, my friend, you must stop this,”
said the tall policeman, stalking up.

"Beg pardon,” quoth Redbeard, sober-
ed by the appearance of authority. “But
‘tis pretty rilin.  Three months ago 1
lost an old grey mare over Breeza way,
and early this mornin’ 1 see a chap ridin’
her towards the township here.”

“Across th' common jest after sun-
up!” shrilled a small boy. *‘Mister that
ain’t your hoss! That wuz Mick Darcy
on Ted Ryan’s oid grey. I saw 'im wen
I wuz after our goats.”

"I know my own horse,” retorted Red-
beard sullenly. “What 1 want to know
is where this chap Ryan lives.”

“E’s got a s’lection at th’ Five Mile,”
replied the small boy, “but mister, are ye
goin’ to foot it out there tonight?”

“Never you mind where I'm goin’,”
said Redbeard, as, shouldering his swag,
he rolled away into the darkness, mutter-
ing wrathfully,

Qutside the
whistled twice.
horseback.

“Well 2™ said Clinton.

“Ther" aint no Jim Carey on th’ Wy-
bong, an’ niver was.”

“And the trucks?”

“None up or down fur a week past.
Two cattle-trucks ordered fur Limestun’
Sidin’ to go up to Oakey Flat by Friday
night’s goods’ train. Name o’ Michael
Darcy.”

“Give me the horse, and meet me on
the Scone road to-morrow at sunrise.
Bring the horses and all the dunnage.
No, I want that swag.”

‘““Ave yer copped ‘em, sir?”

“Mickey, my lad, another question like
that and we part company,” said Clinton,
as he rode away.

“144, George Street,
“Sydney, Oct. 30.

town he
Mickey

stopped, and
appeared on

“W. Lee, Esq.

“Dear Sir,—I have to acknowledge
with thanks the receipt of your letter en-
closing cheque for £600.



326

“No doubt Ryan and Darcy, alias
Carey, were unpleasantly surprised to
find the cattle-truck filled with police.
Both wili, I think, get long terms, as
they were arrested actually in possession
of the horse.

“The case does present some unusual
features and, I am pleased to give the
particulars you ask.

“On reading the newspaper reports [
noticed that the remains were identified
as those of Iron Duke solely on the evi-
dence of James Carey. The shoes may
be disregarded, as they could be nailed
on any horse.

"1f Carey were a confederate, then the
pursuit had been stopped and the road
for escape opened by a particularly clever
piece of bluff.

“On closely examining the remains, [
found the near fore-foot so badly affected
with ring-bone that the horse when alive
must have been permanentiy stiff, if not
lame. Ergo, the bones were not those
of Iron Duke.

“The black trackers declared that there
was no horse-track leading away from
the rock. That was true; but I found
the track of a single bullock heading for
the range. I guessed the game, and in
the cedar scrub found ample evidence
that my surmise was correct. Iron Duke
was shod to make his footprints look like
those of a bullock. and then led by a
barefooted man to the cedar scrub, where
he was held whilst the police were about.
As soon as the coast was clear he was
led over the range via Docker’s Gap.

“In the open country on the other side
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conceaiment was impossible, and there
the bullock track was joined by two horse
tracks. 1 could have followed, but the
thieves would have seen my coming a
mile off, and might have got the horse
away, or checked my curiosity with a bul-
let. However, the tracks were fairly
fresh, and I knew they would not risk
leading a horse like the Duke about by
day. They would move only at night.

“By running the tracks of the fresh
horses back I found that they had come
from the direction of Marrurundi. One
was nearly white, and had small hoofs.

“Fortune favoured me the next day,
for I came across fresh tracks of the
small-hoofed grey being ridden towards
the town. I ascertained that he belonged
to Ryan. I also learnt that Darcy, who
was riding the grey, had ordered two
cattle-trucks at Limestone Siding. There
are no officials at these sidings—the
trains drop and pick up trucks as or-
dered. You do your own loading. It
was such an easy mode of getting Iron
Duke away from the district in which he
was best known that I concluded one
truck was for his use and the other for
saddle horses,

“I worked round Ryan's place—a
wretched shanty—that night. but tie
dogs were restless, and I could nrot get
near the house. I lay in the grass and
whinnied like a mare. Iron Duke an-
swered from the kitchen, and my work
was done,

“Yours truly,
“HARTLEY CLINTON.”




A Guilty Conscience.

H. A. Black.

T WO men were playing a game of
cards, in the back room of Daniel
Donovan’s saloon, in Reindeer,
Alberta. The contest was the
result of a wager, and they were sur-
rounded by a number of excited and ges-
ticulating onlookers. The room was
stiflingly hot, and the air was laden with
tobacco smoke.

It was an early spring day, and out-
side, the cold was intense. Heavy, dark
clouds were slowly gathering overhead,
and a chill, biting wind was blowing. It
was evident that a storm was approach-
ing.

Suddenly, the taller of the two players,
his features distorted with passion, seized
his cards, and threw them in the other’s
face.

“Cheat!” he yelled.

Even as he uttered the word, there was
a flash, a report, and he dropped back

on the floor, with a bullet thirough his
brain.

On the first hint of trouble, the specta-
tors had fled for shelter. Smashing the
lamp with a well-aimed shot, the mur-
derer rushed through the door, and was
swallowed up in the darkness. As he dis-
appeared, a few futile bullets were seni
after him, then, from under the bar; from
behind barrels; in fact, from every im-
aginable place of concealment, men
emerged, and collected round the recuni-
bent body of the murdered man.

“Well, boys, this looks like a bad job,"
said Donovon, the owner of the salormn.
“What are you going to do with it?”
touching the body with his foot, “I'm
not going to have it here for long.”

“You'll have to, Dan,” broke in an-
other, returning from the open door, “for
unless I'm blamed mistaken, a storm is
Just about due.”

As he spoke the rain came pouring
down, the wind rose, and in five minutes,

the surrounding ground was an impass-
atie lake of mud.

“Curse the whole lot of you!” said
Donovan, furiously. “As soon as I get
fairly settled, one of you fiends kills
some one, and I have to close up till the
police allow me to open again.”

“Oh, dry up, Dan,” sneered a short,
wizened man, who looked like an old nat-
uralist, but was, on the contrary, the best
cowpuncher, and quickest shot, for miles
around. “You make enough out of us
in your busy time, to last you for twice
the time you are closed.”

Though not relishing the obvious truth
of this last remark, as shown by the
smiles of the listeners, Donovan deemed
that silence was the best policy, and con-
tented himself with scowling fiercely at
the speaker.

After they had arranged the body on
the table, it was decided that every avail-
able man should scour the country for
traces of the fugitive; though it was
generally agreed that there was little
chance of his capture.

The murderer, after rushing-irom the
saloon, continued to run on, into the
darkness, without any definite plan of
action. A few minutes of this unwonted
exercise, caused him to stop, gasping for
breath. Then it was that he noticed the
impending storm.

“Ah,” he thought, with satisfaction,
“I’ll get away now. This rain will wash
away all my tracks.”

As soon as he felt the full fury of the
storm, he forgot all else, in his anxiety
to find shelter. Keeping a sharp watci,
he plodded on. After a few minutes he
noticed a small, wooden hut, before him,
situated on a slight eminence.

Entering, he saw_ that it contained a
large table, a bunk, and an old rusty
stove. Closing the door carefully after
him, he at once decided to have a fire.
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Breaking up the table, he soon accom-
plished this, then sat near the glowing
stove, warming himself.

Thoroughly dried and warmed, he was
on the point of going to the bunk, when
a blast of cold air on his back, caused
him to turn sharply round. The door
was open.

“Confound it,” he muttered to himself,
as he slowly rose, and went toward it,
“as sure as my name is Courrin, I shut
that door.”

To make doubly certain, he bolted 1,
put some more wood on the fire, then lay
down on the bunk.

At first, he was unable to sleep. The
wind had gradually increased, and the

building was creaking and groaning at -

every gust. He had just closed his eyes,
when a stronger gust than usual shook
the hut, which seemed about to fall. An
icy breath of air swept across his face.
The door had opened.

For a few moments he lay without
movement. The, to him, unaccountable
opening of the door, began to affect his
nerves, already much shaken.

Carefully rising, he approached it, and
was horrified to see that the bolt was
out. A cold perspiration broke out over
him; he trembled with fear.

“My God,” he cried, “what is it ? What
can it be?”

Restraining himself with difficulty, he
managed to refasten the door, taking par-
ticular care with the bolt. He forced him-
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self to remain before it, to see if it opene
again. Adfter a minute or so, satisfied
he turned away. He had taken buta;
few steps, when a furious blast of wing
swept round the side of the house; ang
the door again swung slowly open. What
caused him to lose all control of himself,
was, this time, 1t swung inwards.

In his fevered imagination, the form
of the man he had killed, stood in the
doorway.

“Get out,” he shrieked, “you’re dead.”

Drawing his revolver, he fired four
shots through the door. Then, some
power outside of himself, compelled him
to raise the revolver again. Slowly he
lifted it, until he felt the icy barrel against

his forehead. There was a flash: a dull
thud.

So they found him, a day afterwards,
the revolver clutched in his stiffened
hand: a bullet through his head.

The marks in the door greatly per-
plexed them. Even as they were exam-
ining them, the door opened. In their
cfforts to explain this, the true reason
was accidentally hit upon. The hut was
so roughly put together, that when the
wind struck it, the walls were swayed to
such an extent, that the bolt slipped out
of the socket.

This apparently inexplicable opening
of the door, had so worked on Courrin’s

guilty conscience, that he had committed
suicide,

My Dearest.

Margaret Erskine.

Thc-:’ ‘Storm-\/Vinds' are blowing. My dearest, My dearest.
I'he Storm-Winds are blowing far over the sea.

S

The Greytime Is springing from out of the Daytime.
Oh Guard Thou, and Guide my Heart’s Life back to me.

Lasi mght.I dreamed, Oh, My dearest, My dearest,
ast night I dreamed, of a great, falling Star.
It came and it looked in my window a moment,
Then swept on its course, outwards—onwards—afar.

The Sea-Gull is calling, My dearest, My dearest.
The Sea-Gull is calling aloud to its mate.

1 know ‘tis a warning, yet here at my window
I sit, with my idle hands folded and—Wait.



The Dollar with the Cross.

J. de Q. Donehoo.

I held in my hand. My heart stopped

beating as 1 gazed upon that ac:

cursed disk of silver marked with the
broad enameled stripes forming a Greek
cross, crimson as though stained with
blood. My brain reeled; the bright sun-
shine that sireamed through the skylight,
falling on the pile of dollars, seemed to
turn to ghastly shadows from the wings
of Azrael.

For hours had I been picking up the
coins from that great heap and scrutin-
izing them. DBag after bag filled with
their glittering wealth stood by my side.
Those that I had handled were my own,
my very own. Affluence was within my
grasp, the financial question need trouble
me no more. In my exultation I had
almost forgotten the stern conditions un-
der which I laboured, but now here it
was—the dollar with the cross—and it
meant death—death, after cruel tortures,
perhaps, according to the whim of the
ingenious maniac who had devised this
hellish scheme.

FFor I could now have no further doubt
that Drake was insane. Yes, insane on
the one subject of money. Nor was it
surprising that filthy lucre had become to
him the one object on earth worth while,
the very God that he adored. IFor money
had played a fantastic role in the life of
the strangest man I have ever known,
Francis Alexander Drake.

I first met him more than twenty vears
ago, when we together entered the fresh-
man class of Jackson University, one of
those absurd little sectarian colleges of
the Southwest. He was then the most
perfect idealist, the most unworldly and
unpractical person I have ever known.
His great aversion was the prevailing
American cult of the Almighty Dollar.
The one thing that most exasperated him
was the estimation of the things that

IT was the dollar with the cross that

most he valued, achievements artistic, lit-
erary, or scientific, in terms of money.
In short, Drake posed as a money-hater,
a misonnumist, if I may so call it.

All this was only amusing in a callow
collegian, but Drake’s fancy, as all his
friends predicted, was certain to lead to
most unpleasant consequences in after
life. The fellow neither had means nor
any prospect of inheriting such, yet he
openly boasted that he expected to go
through life with absolute disregard of
the financial problem in its every form.

And this he proceed to do. He un-
doubtedly had talents of a very superior
order, if not absolute genius. Fe aspired
to no quest beyond his strength when he
chose fickle literature for his mistress.
But as the gentle Francis did with reli-
gion, he also, along with literature, chose
the Lady Poverty to be his mate.

Ten years of dark struggle followed,
the particulars of which I have never
learned with any fulness. I know that
during this period Drake did much liter-
ary work of exquisite finish and high ar-
tistic quality, and for it reccived practi-
cally—nothing. I also know that during
much of this time he was absolutely on
the verge of starvation. Then, all at
once, his spirit broke. In a moment, as
it were, he abandoned all the ideals of
a lifetime.

Drake now, having spent ten years
of his life “fighting with wild beasts at
Ephesus,” proposed for the rest of this
world’s gladiatorial contest to sit as near
the praetor’s throne as possible, “to take
the cash and let the credit go.” He
wrote stories that sold for cash—much:
cash. Drake was not proud of these pro-~
ductions, none of them bore his namej
they were of the earth earthy, fascinating,
suggestive, and in that style of realismy
that savors more of filth than art; but
they sold.
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How Drake enjoyed the money as it
came pouring in, and pour it did. And
then, within less than a year, one of those
unusual things occurred that do some-
times happen outside of novels. A bache-
lor great-uncle of Drake’s had died leav-
ing him a fortune of more than twenty
million dollars. This relative had been
a wanderer from his youth, and his very
existence had been forgotten by the fam-
ily. But it seemed that he had made a
lucky strike in Mexico years ago, and
his wealth had grown by leaps and
bounds.

I almost hesitate to mention what
Drake did for the first year after he came
into his immense inheritance, bui the
simple truth is that for a time he be-
came a roue of the most abandoned type,
a sensualist whose excesses have scarcely
been surpassed in modern times. A rapid
exhaustion of the possibilities of New
York in this line soon induced him to
remove to Paris, as being the only point
which furnished a field commensurate
with his resources.

But sated, I suppose, Drake came home
to New Orleans about a month ago.
Home, I say, for this city, whilst not his
birthplace, had been the scene of his lit-
erary struggles. Just before the great
fortune came to him he had purchased
a handsome old mansion well down on
Royal street, and this he had later furn-
ished with all the elegance that refined
taste and unlimited money could effect.

I had seen much of my oid college
chum recently, and only the Friday be-
fore had spent the evening at his house.
Drake was in the best of spirits, and
pressed me more closely than ever on the
subject of trying to better my financiai
condition. He had been talking to me
about that ever since he came back.

“Yes, Billy,” he said, “something must
be done for you. Here you are, nearly
forty years old, with a wife and four
children dependent upon you, and not
five thousand dollars worth of property
to your name, not a stay to depend on
but this paltry position in the custom
house with its fifteen hundred a year. I
am not reproaching you, old man, but I
do want to help you. I tell you that
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you've got to get rich yet for your fap.
ily’s sake.”

Such talk irritated me, of course, hyt
I had to stand it from Drake. [ ap.
swered that I did not think I had g
much to complain of. I was far better
off than the average head of a family
this richest country on earth. Then, too,
I mildly hinted that a fellow with a wife
and family like mine might possibly, after
all, get as much satisfaction out of life
as the most bloated millionaire.

Drake fairly frothed at this. “I don't
want to call you an idiot, Billy,” he thun-
dered, “but tell me what moves the world
today? Does not modern progress show
that the creation and preservation of
wealth by trouble, toil and danger, is the
supreme end of creation, the true heaven
for which men once looked beyond the
stars in the ages when it was dark?”

“But you had quite different ideas
about all this a few years ago, Drake,” I
interrupted. '

“Bah,” he sneered, “immature fancies
of a fool, bubbles in a shallow and unde-
veloped brain-pan. I tell you, Billy, that
wealth is everything ; it is the very climax
which the Almighty has designed to the
upward evolution of the worlds. This
is the true secret of ‘Nature, red in tooli
and claw with ravine’; it is the only thing
in the world worth striving for and hav-
ing.”

“But you never toiled and suffered,
Drake,” I retorted, “for the wealth that
came to you.”

“Great God, if I haven’t done so,
there’s no meaning in the words,” was
the reply. “In those ten years of foolish
struggle I paid the equivalent of more
millions than Rockefeller owns. Yet if
I were left today without a cent, would
go to work at once, and make the acqut-
sition of a new fortune the sole object of
my life.”

Drake here stopped a moment, and
then began again in low, impressive
tones.” 1 suppose you wonder, Billy,
why, amidst all my praise of wealth, I do
not solve the matter for you, my dearest
friend, by saying, ‘Here Billy, 1s 2 mil-
lion dollars ; take it, my boy, and be hap-
py. Now one objection to this course
would be your pride about accepting such
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a gift, but another and more serious one
is that I, whom you probably regard as
very little troubled by the prickings of
conscience, would have scruples about
forcing the money upon you unless you
had paid some equivalent for it in the
way of trouble, toil, or suffering. I feel
that without this it would be no blessing
to you.”

I interrupted the millionaire, to say
that I never could accept any such gift.
jut Drake went on without paying any
attention to me.

“You will admit, Billy,” he said, “that
it is desirable to be rich, if that end may
be attained without too much trouble.
Wouldn't you even be willing to risk
vour life itself, if by so doing you could
place your family forever beyond the
reach of want?”

I answered this curious question by a
qualified affirmative.

“Very good,” Drake went on. “And
do you not every day, to earn the five
dollars you receive for your work at the
custom house, run at least a remote risk
of losing your life? Is there not at least
one chance in a million that you might
be run down by a car on Canal street,
or something of that kind ?”

“I should say that the risk was even
greater than that,” I replied.

“Suppose, then, that there was a pile
containing a couple of million of dollars
in the middle of this room, and further
suppose that just one dollar was hidden
in the pile, which, if you drew it, meant
instant death, would you run any more
risk of losing your life by taking five
dollars out of that pile than you now do
by going to your work each day?”

I had to say that I supposed not.

“But further,” Drake continued, “you
would incur very little more peril by
doing the same thing tomorrow and every
other day of your life, though you lived
to be as old as Methuselah. According
to the law of probabilities, it would be
more than twenty-seven hundred years
until, at this rate, you drew the fatal dol-
lar. Or, to put the chances in terms of
money, you would draw one-half of the
pile, a million dollars, before the sentence
of death turned up. Now wouldn't a
man who had the chance of drawing up-
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on such a pile be very indifferent to the
welfare of his family if he failed to take
a considerable number of these dollars?”

“Your illustration is striking and ori-
gmal, Drake,” I replied, “even if some-
what fantastic. Yes; I rather think it
would be the duty of any impecunious
father, to whom some good fairy might
make the offer you suppose, to tempt
fortune so far, at least, as to insure his
famiity against the possibility of want.”

I saw the millionaire’s face flush as I
made this reply. Rising to his feet in
evident great excitement, he struck the
table heavily with his fist, exclaiming
hoarsely, "“I'hen, by the immortal gods,
Billy, 1 make you that offer. A pile of
two million dollars shall lie in the midst
of this very room. One of the coins
only shall be marked on the under side
with a red cross. You shall have the
right to take as many or few of them as
you please, down to the last coin. But
if you so much as lift the dollar with
the cross, despite old-time friendship and
the love 1 bear you, I swear you shall
never leave this house alive. Will you
do 1t?”

What was I to say? Should I express
my indignation that a blase millionaire
thus coolly proposed to spend a million
or so on a sort of psychological vivisec-
ting experiment, with his college friend
as the subject, or should I treat the whole
offer as an ebullition of insanity? I de-
cided on the latter course, and told
Drake, as unconcernedly as I could, that
his proposition interested me; that I
would think it over and give him an
answer later.

“Very well,” he assented, “think it
over. [ am perfectly aware, Billy, that
at the present moment you have not the
slightest intention of accepting my offer.
But I am equally certain that after a
coupie of days of reflection and consul-
tation you will be here next Monday
morning, which is the time I appoint, pre-
pared to win a million dollars.”

It was hard, especially after the way
the fellow pronounced the word “consult-
ation,” to bid him good-night decently,
but I did. And of course Millie, finding
me perceptibly ruffled on my return
home, instantly divined that there was
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something on my mind I was keeping
from her. Now I hadn’t intended to tel
my wife a word about this mad proposi-
tion of Drake’s, but I finally had to; that
accursed idea of his seemed to burn into
my brain like a hot iron until I found
relief in confession.

And cunning was Drake’s foresight as
" to what happened. When I had made
a clean breast of the whole matter, Mil-
lie was not nearly so badly surprised and
shocked by the proposition as I had ex-
pected. Indeed, after a few minutes, I
found her saying something of this kind,
“Of course, Will, your firiend Drake
simply wants to make you a rich man,
and has hit upon this plan to save your
pride. That doliar-with-the-cross idea is
nothing but a joke. You will see how,
after it is all over, Mr. Drake will rally
you about the way you hung back. There
will be no dollar with a cross in the pile,
and even if there is, I am sure that Mr.
Drake has no notion of murdering you,
you dear old goose you.”

Now what could I say to that? Rather
would I have faced fifty deaths at
Drake’s house than refuse to go after his
offered million now,

And on Monday morning I found that
individual as calm and smiling as if I
were merely to take breakfast with him.
The very sight of him, in this mood,
made my heart bitter; I began to hate
the follow, as well as fear him.

“Everything’s ready,” he nonchalantly
remarked, “we’ll now adjourn to the lhi-
brary to attend to our little matter.”

It was the same room on the third
floor in which our conversation had taken
place the I'riday before. But what a
sight met my eyes as I entered. In the
midst of the spacious apartment there
was a great, glittering mass, higher than
an ordinary table, and perhaps ten feet
in diameter. It was, as Drake at once
explained to me, two million silver dol-
lars, fresh from the mint and arranged
m . columns of five hundred each, the
whole of these piles compacted into cir-
cular form. How the treasure sparkled
and glittered in the sunlight that fell up-
on it through the skylight. The eye could
scarcely bear its brightness, and the im-
agination readilv magnified its value
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many fold beyond its intrinsic worth
great as that was, '
“Get to work now, Billy,” he com-
manded, “but remember the conditions,
You know me too well to dream that I
will flinch from carrying out in ever
particular the compact I have made.”

As Drake said this, he laid upon a
small table, which stood in the corner ot
the room where he had posted himself,
a revolver of large caiibre. “I know the
location of the dollar with the cross,” he
almost hissed, in tones that made my
flesh creep.

At that moment the millionaire looked
as forbidding as some fabulous guardian
of hidden treasure, some gnome or ko-
bold sent by the powers of darkness to
keep their wealth from the children of
men. I could not now doubt that the
man was mad, yet I had allowed myself
to be cozened into the power of this
maniac. Gladly would I have fled and
borne all the reproaches for cowardice
that my wife or anyone else cared to
heap upon me, but 1 dared not. There
were those calm, cold eyes fixed upon me

~now, and I could not doubt that if I

balked Drake’s anticipated pleasure in
carrying out his scheme, he would
slaughter me like a dog.

How I cursed my foolhardiness. I
had given up all hope now, that it might
be only a joke. No; the only chance for
me was to go on for a littie space with
this hideous drama, choose at least a few
of the coins, hoping that the fatal one
might not turn up; and then wait my
chance to retire at the earliest moment
possible, on the pretence that I would
seek refreshment and soon return.

But I found, after brief dalliance with
those fascinating dollars, that my alarms
strangely faded away. Avarice had over-
come the instinct of self-preservation;
my fingers flew faster and faster at the
pleasant task. Here, I reflected, was
everything, food, clothing, shelter, easc,
luxury; yea, more, health, social distir-
tion, heaven itself for myself and familv.
Why should a man fear to risk his life
for these things? I was glad I had come,
and the coins fairly flew while the hours
slipped by unnoticed. But lo! Here I
grasped my sentence of death!
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‘The vigilant Drake had marked as well
as | the finding of that fearful coin.
Should I now make one desperate spring
for his throat and risk all upon the slen-
der chance of pulling him down before
I was riddled with bullets? Should I
do this, or stoically await his action? A
moment had I to decide; I chose the lat-
ter alternative. I saw his arm rise with
the revolver pointing towards me; I felt
the surge of a thousand emotions, and
unnumbered scenes from my life passed
before my eyes.

“Crash!” The revolver
floor of the hall outside.

fell on the
Drake’s hand

VULTURE OF THE DEEP
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had hurled it through the open door, and
his face was wreathed in smiles, as he
laughingly called out. “Well, you stood
it better than most fellows would have
done, Billy, better, for instance, than old
Pegrin did that night we let him down
into Snake Bayou. You remember that,
don’t you? And now, old man, I beg
your pardon. I know it was a kind of
a dirty trick to haze a fellow, as I have
just done, twenty years out of seasom.
By the way, here are drafts for two mil-
lion on four New York banks; you have
fairly earned the money.”
And just then I felt that I had.

The Vulture of the Deep.

Helen Tompkins,

Above the tossing waves, the clouds that form his airy nest,
Beyond the thunder’s lofty home the lightning’s burning breast,
Beyond the howling of the surf, the tempest’s herded sheep,
He stoops to glut his savage taste—the Vulture of the Deep.

For him, the cradling waves are naught, the sun a burning fire,
That kindles in the blazing west his victim’s funeral pyre.

The storm-wings are his messengers—the sea his sullen slave,
The tempest is his hunting ground, his plaything is the grave.

With ragged wing le soars aloft-—this Vulture of the Deep,

And hears with every thunder-crash his cradle-song of sleep.

And when the white gulls wheeling cry, the banshees of the sea,

He stoops and spreads his loosened wings, then screams aloud with glee.

He cowes the waves, his willing serfs, with threatenings of his w)rath,
The ships are doomed and doubly doomed that cross his servant’s path.
Rocked in a thousand deep sea-caves his stricken victims sleep,

Above them wheels the Tempest’s King—the Vulture of the Deep.
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HE present, propounded the
philosopher, “is the past, and
the past—why that’s the future.
Time is an illusion, and progress

a negative quantity. We live in the
past,” quoth he, “albeit we are extremely
modern.” ‘

Few of us realize the extent to which
we are reproducing the past. Two thou-
sand and some years ago, men and wo-
men were taking live interests in the
men and women and affairs of their time,
oblivious in all their modernness to the
men and women and events of the past;
certain of their own importance, and the
part that their affairs played in the cos-
mic scheme.

People are not obliged to see the chain
which links the past with the present. It
would, however, do them no harm to
detect the obvious, say in the houses in
which they live.

Look at the hundred and one peculiari-
ties of architecture, the conglomeration
of fancies, heterogeneous in design, won-
derful in aspect, which comprise modern
architecture.  Your unassuming home
may be the exact replica of one that do-
miciled a Tyrolean savage, or, like one
home that we met in our travels, it may
embody features peculiar to Byzantine,
Swiss and Russian architecture. The
millionaire faddist fills his fancy with a
chateau transplanted to one of the thou-
sand isles. A farmer on the upper St.
Lawrence, incorporates some of its best

points in a barn, paints the roof red, and
adds a tin hen by way of decoration.
By such means, they do get wonderful
creations from old designs and they very
justly call them new. The modern ar-
chitect has all kinds of material to juggle
with, and only this restriction, that he
produces something of beauty and utility.
It is clear, however, that originality
in pure design has about reached its
limit. The lays of harmony entail ad-
herence to principles, more or less fixed,
like some other laws that might be men-
tioned. Climate, natural wealth and hu-
man necessity furnish the standards.
Geography calls for its types. The most
original feature of modern architecture,
lies in the sensible adaptation of old
styles to modern requirements. The de-
signer of to-day is undoubtedly a skilled
craftsman, and therein lies their service
to the people. Give them the materials
and the money, and he will produce you
anything from a fac-simile of Clieops,
the cheap, to a bamboo summer house.

Perhaps the greatest charm in owing
a house in these days, lies right there.
You can have anything you want, and
no one objects. This creates hobble-de-
hoy thoroughfares, and cities that scme-
times look an artistic junk heap, but cach
man, having himself the best style can
lay the blame on his neighbour. The
nearest thing we get to the symmetry 0
some of the old world streets, is the
string of villas in the semi-swell residen-
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tial districts, or a neighbourly string of
Ilizabethean homes in the west end.

But the lawmakers who would stereo-
cype the homes for the sake of symmetri-
cal streets miss the point. It is the sense
of original proprietorship that counts;
and this is what the wide range in style
of to-day aims at.

There is one style of architecture,
which, does not seem to receive the at-
tention that it should, and which for that
reason, offers something to those whose
craving is for originality. We refer to
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was a common thing for the woodwork
to be entirely plastered over, but even
such houses often embody studies ~f
good proportion and picturesque group-
ing of parts. Proportion and grouping
often embody the most notable defects
of the modern half timbered home. It
1s, to say the least, a most serious defect,
for in this alone lies the artistic charm.
The principles which go to make a whole
structure beautiful, may in the panellings,
be repeated over and over again, to in-
tensify the original idea. Each panel in

This simple cement stucco residence is well adapted for the climate of Western

Canada.
etc,, fireplaces in three bedrooms.

that style known as the half timbered
hg')me', an artistic and comfortable com-
bination or wood and plaster. In this
stvle of home the artistic merit lies very
olten in the added symmetry obtained
through panelling. Half timbered homes
with large panels possess a simple charm
that is inimitable. More pretentious de-
signs having smaller panels and carved
woodwork, are in greater favor with
these who choose this type of house for
its artistic merit. In the old designs il

The accommodation is excellent, having six good-sized bedrooms, bath, toilet,
Cost to erect, $3,500.

the half timbered home suggests a home
within a home and, if these are in correct
proportion, the effect of the whole is one
of beauty.

Pure half timber work, such as may
still he seen in Norway, Switzerland, the
Bernese Oberland and some parts of
England, is falling into desuetude, the
only use being for that horror of subur-
ban buildings, the half-timber gable.
Such architectural trickery, the indis-
criminate mixing of types and material,
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is to be avoided, for, at best, nothing
more is obtained by a medley distressing
to the eye. Besides, look at the exam-
ple such a man sets to his neighbours.

There was a time, when the Germans
living in the Harz Mountains were ad-
dicted to this style of houses, and some
very peculiar specimens, artistic and
otherwise, appeared as the result of their
handiwork. In the oldest specimens the
ornamentation, displays affinity with the
Gothic style.  The most characteristic
feature of these buildings is that the
stories are not placed perpendicularly
one above another, but that each over-
hangs the one immediately beneath it.

DINING R™
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tempt was made at enrichment by cham-
fering the projecting ends of the beamg
and not infrequently, by filling in be-
tween the timbers, with various kinds of
stone. The town hall at Wernigerode,
for instance, affords an excellent illus-
tration of this style of architecture and
the respect it enjoyed among home lov-
ing Germans.

The modern half-timbered house is a
more pretentious affair, affording as it
does the widest possible latitude for de-
signing. DBut the principles remain the
same; the principles of the square as
applied to panelling, for the art of whose
proportion there is no substitute outside
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This overhanging construction gives
scope for much external enrichment, and
especially for that which forms the pecu-
liar ornament of these buildings, namely,
the carved or fluted brackets which sup-
port the walls of each story and, in the
spaces which intervene, the wall space
below these, is not always fluted or
carved, but sometimes covered with a
more or less ornamental coating of up-
right or sloping timbers.

In the past, it was by endeavors such
as these, that attempts were made to
bring wooden buildings within the range
of artistic productions, and, though the
buildings remained tasteless, still an at-

of the architect’s skill.

It might be well for the home builder,
to investigate the merits of the half-tim-
bered home. Only the architect who 15
an artist as well, can be trusted to supply
the right proportions that this style of
architecture demands. Such a probiem
is to him, what the distribution of light
and shade is to the painter—a matter 1or
special sense, the sense of genius iof
harmony.

There is a home likeness about these
houses, a cosiness inside and out, W!liCh
when properly combined with arhcitec-
tural beauty, makes something at oiic¢
serviceable and distinctive.
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The increased popularity of the half-
timbered house, and the fact that many
people of culture and refinement are
erecting mansions planned in this style,
is concurrent with the increased publicity
given designs of this type by architects
and artists. Their Old World charm de-
lights the eye, and lends a sense of re-
pose to the spectator.
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Considerable interest is being taken in
the correspondence department of West-
ward Ho, and I wish to assure readers
that I shall be pleased to answer any

questions and use my best efforts to
solve any problems connected with their
building schemes.

The Enchantress.

George E. Winkler.

A longing once again to view
The distant blue-limned hills,

To drink again with thirsty lips
At ice-fed mountain rills,

To scale again great rocky peaks

And wander echoing canyons through

)

Took me from you.

A longing once again to see
The early sun rays strike

Like fire upon the lifted crest
Of snowy mountain height,

To stroke with lazy, loving oar
The quiet waters deep and blue,
Took me from you.

But each elusive cloud suggests
Thy changefulness and grace,

And every dew-kissed rose commends
The sweetness of thy face:

The whisp’ring pines that roof my head
Bid me their lonely joys eschew,

And turn to you.



Models I Have Known--Altred Harvey.

C. W. Gray, A. R. C. A.

Y
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HE artist’s model frequently owes
his or her usefulness to some
specially interesting development
in face or figure. In the case

of the popular model some queer or am-
using characteristic in his or her manner
or style is often added. The model who
can add to the fun and life of the studio

is sure to be welcome. Alfred Harvey
when I knew him in Toronto, was one
of these popular eithers, a laughing phil-
osopher with a large fund of anecdote,
and experience and animation.

I don’t think Harvey had ever been
conscious of the feeling of shyness; at
any rate, his tone and manner and bow
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to the ladies of the class on entering the
room never betraved it, and were a char-
acter study in themselves. His entrance
was an event in the day's work. His
elaborate manner may be said to have
created an atmosphere of old-time cour-
tesy ; but of course with such a fine fig-
ure and lively blue eves there was no-
thing severe about it. His natural buoy-
ancy was great, and very fairly bore
out, his grand signeur manner.  His
style, when it was not too obviously
forced by artificial stimulants, pleased as
well as amused the ladyv students. He
liked to appear well groonied, and to at-
tract attention on the street by his fine
proportions and healthy humorous ex-
pression. There was little of that Bo-

hemian in his appearance though he was

rather too familiar with the Bohemianism
of hotel interiors.

We encouraged him to talk when sit-
ting, and as he was always ready to do
so, the student got the benefit of his

Stmon
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varied expression. Being well read and
having a good fund of experience, he
was pleased to rattle on for the whole
morning. He claimed to be something
of a philosopher, and was understood to
be writing a book on Darwinism and
Evolution. I fancy it would not be re-
markable for deep thinking.

In his earlier days he had lived and
worked a good deal in Western Canada
and the States on various surveys; and
he knew Winnipeg well when it was
Fort Garry. This life seems to have
suited him better than continuing the
study of medicine for which he was first
intended.

The Sou’-Wester which he wore, en-
hanced his sailor-like appearance; but I
think he was never at sea. His was a
constitution that could withstand the
coldest weather without an overcoat. ¢
is still living, I think, but no longer er
livening the life class with his genial pre-
sence.

Fraset.

Blanche E. Holt Murison.

To that brave dreamer of gigantic dreams,

Who, all undaunted, dared the mighty quest,—

The sunset gateway of the Last Great West.

(For men will dream, and plan their splendid schemes,
Harping life’s music to a thousand themes;

And none may say their music is the best,

Until some searchless strain makes manifest,

That we are all inheritors of dreams).

Where crag-crowned mountains rear their heights sublime
He blazed a trail for other feet to tread:

Where rushing waters break in rippling rhyme,

With steadfast heart his lovely barque he sped:

Till the eternal silences of Time,

Awakened from their sleep and answered.



Afloat and Afield.

Bonnycastle Dale.

RITZ and I were afield early this
fine November day. The lad in-
nocently asked me why it was
called Thanksgiving Day. “Look

around you and study a bit, then answer
yourself.”

All over this wide Dominion, as well
as the little fern clad valley we were in,
the Elk and the Caribou, the Moose and
the Wood Buffalo, the Mule and the
White-tail and Black-tail Deer revelled
in deep cool pastures, in rich mosses, on
luxurious wild grasses, amid millions of
acres of unexplored arable land. The
Mountain Sheep and the Goat pawed
and nosed and rubbed the delicious, full-
flavoured lichens and mosses and high
bench grasses. The mighty avalanche
of wild fowl! that are speeding southward

over this wide continent were gorged
with wild grain, surfeited with rich edible
sea grasses, fattened by succulent wild
celery, enriched by the wonderful beds
of wild rice that lie awaiting them on
the shallow bottoms of many an inland
lake. The grouse, the pheasant, the quail
were butter-fat with berry and seed, rose
cups and crab apples. All the merrily
chattering squirrels have laid up a rich
store of nuts and seeds against the time
when the cold weather should arrive. The
mighty fishes of the sea, the food fishes
that wander along our rocky coasts, the
shellfish along every harbour bottom—
all were fat and healthy and happy, well
fed and nourished. Thanksgiving Day
is announced in the Animal Kingdom
without proclamation.
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The migration of the birds has many
things well worth the learning. Night
after night Fritz and I have sat on the
rocky point that reaches out into the
Straits of I'uca listening to the ways of
these aeriel passengers. The song birds
that cross the Straits to Vancouver
Island on their way to the northern rivers
and woods—and few are the varieties
that inhabit our thick, dark, lonely fir
forests—sing as they swing along both
for company and to guide one another in
keeping together, as they do not have
a single leader but fly in big and small
irregular flocks. I have noted them fol-
lowing the rivers. No doubt, as many
writers agree, they use the northward
and southward bound flocks of duks and
geese as guides.

Now is the time when the swift dart-
ing flight of Cooper’s Hawk, ‘or the
Sharp-shinned or the Goshawk can be
heard. These birds of prey whizz like
a bullet into the ranks and take their bird
by knocking it over by the impact of
their bodies, instantly clutching the fall-
ing confused bird. They do this even
with game birds as big as wild ducks.
Most of the other birds of prey clutch
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their food objects. A friend of mine
while decoying near the Skagit saw a
Cooper’s hawk dash into a flock of de-
coying ducks, big well fed mallards. He
heard the swift rushing noise and saw
the bird of prey hit the duck, but his gun
entered into the argument and there is
one hawk the less now. Again, he told
me of a man being knocked down by the
impact of a hawk. It seems the man was
hunting for Patamigan eggs when the
hawk flew against him with such violence
as to knock him off his feet. I have
seen a sharp shin hawk dash after a teal
with such a curving swift flight that the
sound resembled a spurting rush of
flame; and the yellow-eyed demon
would have caught it too as he turned
over in the air like an acrobat to grasp
it—but sailed right into a stream of num-
ber six, and died instantly ! These hawks,
with their short wings and light bodies
can sail along swiftly and as noiselessly
as a bat, dipping and skimming over
bushes in a most marvellous way.

Fritz and I were discussing this mar-
vellous migration on our way to the
shore, to see what new wonders Mother
Nature would show us this glad Thanks-

The Sea Cucumber.
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giving Day. Have you ever found the
sea cucumber, the Trepang or beche-de-
mer as the French call it? Well Fritz

did. He was lazily trailing his fingers
over the bow of the canoe instead of
paddling. Did you ever notice that no
bowman paddles well when you are in
the stern? “See the big—-thing.” He
could get no other word for it. I stop-
ped the canoe and gazed at the foot-and-
a-half long “thing” that was attached to
the side of the shore rocks below. It
looked reddish and jelly-like to me. All
along the back were big red hooks, like
the thorns on a giant wild rose branch.
Fritz pushed the landing net below the
thing and detached the hundreds of suck-
ers that held it to the rock. It was a
weighty chap, about four pounds, count-
ing the water it held in its stomach
pouch. We laid it on the rock and made
our notes. It had the same pinky veined
surface that one sees on the Devil Fish
—that poor harmless thing that Nature
Fakirs call the Terror of the Seas. The
red hooks were of soft fleshy formation,
as is all of the strange invertabrate. All
of the back was covered with the fish
slime or glue found on so many things
in marine zoology. This is a protective
covering. It seems to prevent the para-
sites from burrowing in and attaching
themselves to the body. All of the belly
was covered with soft tentacles or suck-
ing pores as is the Starfish. The mouth,
strange to say, bears a resemblance to the
mouth of the Devil Fish, as it has the
same fatty matter about it, and this mass
of pure white matter contains sepia simi-
lar to what is found in the pouch of the
great squid or Devil Fish. “Look at the
streamers about the mouth,” Fritz cried.
They were somewhat similar to those we
find on those beautiful animal flowers,
the anemones, that you see on the wharf
piles. Fritz tried to pick the sea cucum-
ber up, but the jelly-like formation and
the wriggling over his hands that ensued
made him finally use the paddle. It
made its way along the rocks by attach-
ing the suction tubes and drawing itself
on. “Did you hear it grunt?” asked the
boy. I thonght he was making fun of
me. I listened intently, standing erect
over the Sea Cucumber. Then I plainly
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heard it make a low grunting noise, the
first invertabrate I ever heard make 3
sound. Find a big one—de not kill it
nor injure it; and if you have a bit of
patience you will hear it make this low
full grunting noise.

These strange animals—for in the tryue
Natural History sense these are all anj-
mals, organized beings, having life, sen-
sation, and voluntary motion—contain
quite a quantity of water, as they suck in
much of their food from the tide. But
this is not their sole food supply; for
if you find one dead and dissect it you
will see that the stomach is full of the
lime salt built shells of the shell fishes,
you will find the bones of the little crabs,
the shells of the small whelks and snails,
in fact all things that it can swallow are
readily accepted by this slow moving
great slug.

The appearance of it is more repulsive,
if possible, than the Squibs, the Cuttle
Fish, the Devil Fish and the Little Squib,
yet I have met many men, yellow and
white and red that eat of the long grisly
arms or tentacles of the Devil Fish, so
in their turn these awful masses of jelly-
like formation serve as food to the Chi-
nese. In fact they are said to be a great
dainty. So you see, if we lived on the
other shores of this great rough Pacific
and wore darker skins, and were giving a
Thanksgiving Day party we could offer
them Devil Fish stew with Sea Cucum-
ber as a side dish.

All this time the lad had packed a gun
without using it. We left eur canoe and
walked a mile or two back along the
shore. On the way the lad picked up a
“Mermaid’s Purse.” Have you ever seen
one of these? A boat shaped bottom, a
parchment cover of yellowish green
colour, in length about one foot. This 1s
the eggcase of the skate. This leathery
looking thing you find stranded along
the shore. Pick one up and examine it:
you will find the stern deck has been
opened. Out of this slid a young skafe
with semitransparent fans, really its fins
but they have become so enlarged
through centuries of slow waving, bot-
tom feeding motion, that they resemble
fans attached to the sides of this flatfish.
Nature causes this great fish to lay its
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cggs in these boat-shaped cases. These
float submerged, and the heat of the
water hatches out the odd-shaped little
fish from the egg within.

Now we met a couple, a man and a

boy, out to enjoy Thanksgiving Day.

As we approached them the pair were
wildly running along the shore, along
the edge of a line of storm-bent dwarfed
firs. Fritz and I, hurried by their yells
and excitement, conjectured there must
be some wild animal in the shorebush.
Expecting to see a cliff-shut-off cougar,
or a poor little black-tailed deer that had
heen drinking at the creek that de-

The “Nursmaid’s Purse,” or Egg of
the Great Skate.

bouched ahead we sped along. “Bang!”
sang a shotgun. “Rip, rip, rip,” echoed
an automatic. “Well I can wear the tail
in my hat,” I heard the boy exclaim.
Evidently it could not have been a very
large animal. The noble hunters step-
ped out of the scrub with the badly
mangled remains of a common red squir-
rel, riddled and torn to pieces by the
murderous discharge. The man was well
breathed, and the boy was smiling and
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breathless. OQut came a pocket knife and
the torn tail was separated from the
bloody body and stuck in the boy’s hat-
band. Now tell me lads and fellow
sportsmen: Is this what the Great
Thanksgiving Day was established for?

The lad Fritz and I stepped into the
canoe and fished off some low tide rocks.
The other man and the boy banged away
at everything that crossed their path for
at least one mile while they were in
sight.

“Well I am glad of that,” said Fritz.
The man had fired at a poor unoffending
gull that swooped out over the bank of
the little stream, and missed it; and
right behind them flushed a magnificent
cock pheasant and sped away unseen and
unharmed. Now it is right and lawful
to kill such game birds; but these two
imitation sportsmen were warning all the
good game birds to escape by firing at
harmless useless birds and animals,

I want to show you two of the cod we
captured that morning, using worms, and
fishing close to the bottom right beside
some kelp. Wherever you see this big
plant growing near the shore is a good
place to fish. One of these cod was
brown spotted all over, and is called the
Rock Trout. It is one of the numerous
Rock fishes included in the Cod family.
The other rock fish or cod was spotted
with well-defined robin-egg green irregu-
lar spots. Both of these are good to eat.
Now there is a cod like this in which the
flesh is all coloured this strange robin-
green. I know that this fish has been
caten by friends of mine without any
trouble ensuing, but I know of one man
that also ate of the livers of these and
other cod fishes and that both he and his
family were made very ill by the food.
Now the fish were biting greedily, but
as we could not use more than these two
fifteen-inch fish we reeled up and con-
tinued our way.

It is marvelous how Mother Nature
supplies us and everyone. The retreat-
ing tide had left many a fine big grey
crab in the shallows, carefully hidden
under the feathery rack and kelp. There
were also red crabs, shore crabs, hermit
crabs, spider crabs. I pictured the sunny
natured lad, just as he raised a great
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The Green Spotted Cod.
The Brown Cod or Rock Trout.

eight-inch crab from the water. He
turned smiling at the click of the setting
of the shutter and laughed as he found
I had snapped him. Now divided atten-
tion is not always the best. The crab
had its attention set on one object, the
fat finger that intruded so near the big
blunt grasping and clubbing claws.
There came a yell that rent that calm
November air and the lad flung his hand
up over his head, executing a sort of
semi-civilized war dance; and the only
time I ever saw a crab fly was when that
big grey chap shot far up into the air and
splashed 1into its native element many
vards from the shore. Oh! I wish I had
had time to have pictured the look on
the lad’s face as he danced on that lonely
strand. The “before” and “after” were
so different. I could not express much
sympathy after expressly warning him.
There were many other things to ad-
mire this representative British Columbia
Thanksgiving Day. Mighty mountain
ranges, so high that the circling eagle
above their lonely fortress, nesting-limb
was the only level with the benchlands of
the foothills. These Olympics that bound
our southern viewline across the Straits
of Fuca are a truly magnificent pile. Fir-
clothed to the timberline, oreveined in

myriad places, elkhaunted in their lonely
highest, unexplored valleys. From them
two fine bands of elk every winter des-
cend and are hunted, notwithstanding
the United States law. With the tele-
scope we can pick out from our Van-
couver Island station valley, range after
range, uncut, unburnt.

I remember while on the other side of
the Straits meeting a most remarkable
woman that lived in those solitudes. I
was travelling on a steamer. Then as-
now, we had a rate war; and the U. S.
Tottelish craft—little steamers that
should never venture across the Straits
of Juan de Fuca—were crowded. DBe-
side me a little boy of five leaned over
the rail. There was a big oily sea and
the boat was rolling heavily off Port
Townsend. ‘

“Are you not afraid he will fall over?”
I asked his mother sitting near me.

“If he did I'd jump after him.” This
woman was worth investigating. I got
into conversation with her nephew, who
was travelling with her. He told me
that on one occasion she was drawing up
water in a pail from the back of a mov-
ing tug. The pail filled, held firmly to
the rush of the water, and over went the
woman. The crew did not miss her for’
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five minutes. Back they sped at full
speed.  “And when they picked her up
she said, ‘Here, take this rope, no use
losing the pail.”” This brave, excellent
swimmer, lived alone in one of the little
valleys of the Olympics. She told me
that to get back home she would have
to go to Olympia and take the Northern
Pacific into the mountains and then pack
her babe and ride seventy miles on
horseback to her ranch. Her nearest
neighbor, several miles distant, was also
a woman, living alone save her little hoy.
I could not help noticing that she had
lost the sight of one eye. A thoru
caught me when I was out hunting.”
Imagine this woman packing a deer home
amid those lonely mountains. She told
me how she threw out salmon-dogs, that
ran so thickly up her little mountain
river that she waded in and pitched them
out with her potato fork as food for her
pigs. “Yes, I was in danger once, the
river rose and flooded my shack and I
had to tie this kid on the cow’s back and
swim across; it was pretty black that
night, too.” Tell me you city dwellers is
there anything to be thankful about this
glad Thanksgiving Day? The lad Fritz
and 1 meet many lonely souls on these
devious Pacific coast trails.

Along sped the canoe, and now our
gun was called into action and two couple
and a half of ducks were taken for the
table. Fritz, as usual, distinguished him-
self by killing a hen pheasant that rose
with her gaudily coloured lord and mas-
ter. I mention this simply to call atten-
tion to the fact that the law is very hard
to follow when your bird rises in the
cover. The lad was properly ashamed
when I pictured the kill.

All you good British Columbians who
are celebrating the day and have many
relatives and friends scattered through
the older provinces to the east. Come
back with me to Ontario for a minute.

[t is Thanksgiving Day. The lad and
I were studying in far different scenes.
Rivers ran through maple woods, pine
trees covered the hills, blue limestone
rocks were set in all the scarlet and yel-
low glories of the dying woods. That
lazv pleasant haze was in the air. The
scason of the “Indian Summer” was
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late that year. Not all the colours of a
painter’s palette could have exaggerated
the brilliancy of hill and valley and
marsh. Fritz and I were eating our mid-
day lunch near the rippling Otonabee. A
single black figure was paddling up-
stream, and as the canoe came in front
of the pleasant green sward on which we
lay, the man turned the bow shorewards
and landed. “Good-day” he greeted us
with.  “Good-day,” we answered. He
drank a cup of tea from our black pot
and asked us many questions of the far-
mers that lived along the bank of the
river.  When he saw that we wondered
at his curiosity he told us his name and
the following tale . —

“Thanks for telling me about all the
folkks. T used to know them all when I
was a lad like your assistant there. Now
could you guess what I have in that
brown paper parcel?” He got up and
brought the oblong package from the
canoe. Of course we could not hazard a
guess at its contents. “Well,” le con-
tinued, “it’s thirty vears since I sat on
this camp ground; it's not changed any;
but T guess I have. My folks farm up
this creek a way,” and he pointed to a
creek that ran from the river mto the
maple bush. “I got into a bit of trouble
with dad and he thrashed me—thrashed
me pretty hard for a lad of thirteen. I
had been playing “hookey’—staying
away from school, you know. Well next
morning I managed to kiss Ma good-bye
hefore I started off. 1 slipped down the
lane and swung my schoolbag about my
head and let it fly into the pasture; thea
I took to my heels and never stopped
running till I got clear of our land. I
had my wee bit of savings money in my
pocket. All the clothes I had were on
me, a straw hat, a little blue checked
gingham shirt, a pair of black knicker-
bockers and black stockings, and a pair
of stout shoes with copper toecaps. I got
o Port Hope that night, and another hoy
showed me how to “steal a freight,” and
we got into Toronto next morning. 1
sold papers and did odd jobs, and worked
my way to Detroit and finally to Chi-
cago. 1 had better clothes then; and
I still wanted to get west. I was afraid
dad would even get the police after me
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in that big city. I left my country duds
and my books that I had bought with the
kind-hearted woman I boarded with and
worked my way out to the coast. It was
several years after that I sent to Chicago
for my little carpet bag. Once, in San
Francisco, I met an Ontario man who
told tie my father and mother were dead,
so I gave up all thought of writing, and
worked along at my trade as Jack of all
trades. IFinally I bought a little bit of
ground and settled down. Last week I
came across a copy of a Port Hope paper
It was over a year old. In it I read of
dad and mother, both alive and men-
tioned as respected old-timers—and here
I'am and here (he undid the brown paper
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parcel) is the little blue checked ging-
ham shirt, the black knickerbockers and
copper-toed shoes. I have other presents
for Ma but I guess she’ll like these hest—
if (and here his lip trembled) she’s still
alive.”

“Indeed she is,” burst out Fritz. “I
bought butter from her yesterday and
she gave me a pie and your dad gave me
a pocket full of apples.”

“That’s them,” laughed the man as he
walked swiftly towards his canoe, tying
up his precious package.

Had those two good old souls, nearing
the Great Harvest time themselves, any-
thing to be thankful for that bright
Thanksgiving Day?
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By Percy Flage.

HERE has been considerable dis-
cussion lately, “back home,” as
to whether a statue of Dickens
might with propriety be erected

by the nation, despite his wishes to the
contrary, as expressed during life, and

now re-voiced by his descendants.

The arguments of the latter have evi-
dently prevailed; and the desire of a
generous public to set another exclama-
tion mark in stone on the page of Eng-
lish history is reluctantly withwrawn, in
favour of a greater desire to do no ag-
gression on the perpetual copyright of
the man himself.

That it is right to yield to the word of
Dickens, and that Dickens was neither
presumptuously modest nor selfishly re-
ticent in withholding his person from the
measurement of the calipers is generally
acknowledged. But there is everywhere
evident a vagueness of comprehension as
to when and why the living object of a
future discipleship should or should not
with decency admit the shadow of a com-
ing statue; and when and why the ad-
miration of a people may or may not
honourably result in the building of a
monument without such admission.

The root of this ethical and practical
confusion lies in the careless interchange
of “statue” and “monument”—hoth in
word and idea.

A statue is a true graven image.

The statue of a man is the completed
whole of that rigid representation that is
most commonly expressed in part by a
bust.

Few artists have the daring to model
a bust from anything less near to the ac-
tual man than a death mask.

Fewer yet should dare to build a body
statue from the plane surface of a pho-
tograph; and yet we hear of statues of
Shakespeare !

There is no statue of Shakespeare, nor
of St. John the Baptist. There are mon-
uments to the one and symbolic images
of both.

There is no statue of Dickens, who
would sit nor stand for one (this is not
slang, good reader), nor, is it possible
that there should be one; for a graven
image of the man even if chiselled by
Rodin or Puech would by the very nature
of genius, prove to be no more a statue
than a raped snapshot of Theodore
Roosevelt is a portrait. The right of
statuary rests with the subject. No man
(save a criminal) may be photographed
or portrayed in colour or stone unwill-
ingly. His symbolic image, on the con-
trary, belongs to the world at large who
look on him and own what they see.
They may sketch, caricature and publish
that They may kodak and picture
postcard that, (I cite the case of Marie
Correlli vs. Doe & Doe, photographers),
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and British law protects them 1if no
malice is shown.

They may limn your features on little
buttons by the million, and spread your
symbolic picture from Victoria westward
to Vancouver without permission, but
lacking your leave no one may say, “This
is His Portrait!” and against your wiil,
art cannot interpret aught of you.

Dickens would not be sculptured, and
there is not statue of Dickens. Let it
rest at that.

As to a monument—that is entirely the
affair of those who would build one.

Dickens had no voice of control, no
interest whatsoever in that—nor have his
descendants.  Whether the would-be
builders should abstain from carving an
image of Dickens on such monument as
they might erect, lcads us first to the
query—Why do we raise either monu-
ments or statues?

Consideration shows us that we desire
statues of heroic men, and that we dedi-
cate monuments to heroic ideas. The
heroic idea is more often than not, a
half-grasped idea, a quest, a glimpse of
something that must be marked lest it
elusively vanish.

1t was not for nothing that the Ephes-
1ans inscribed a monument to the “Un-
known God.” All our real monuments

have something of the unknown in their
meaning.

On Trafalgar Square stands Nelson’s
monument and the Gordon Memorial.
ach thesc culminates in a so-called
statuc—onc of the hero sailor; one of
the hero soldier.

They are not, nor do they pretend to
be statues, but graciously artistic sym-
bols of herojc ideals. I speak from long
memory, but would vet say that no fea-
tures of the great Admiral are discerni-
ble from the base of that high column.
One sees a well-known shape—almost a
conventional figure, that one reads at a
glance—Nelson. More than that, “Eng-
land expects.” More than that, Blake
is there, and Rodney—and Van Troup
too, who helped to make us—and Drake
and Floward and a score of others—Ber-
esford as well.  You walk away thinking
of many things, and telling some of them
to the youngling with you.
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Not the statue of Nelson the hero, byt
the monument, to a vast heroic idea that
sways and surges in almost eternal tides,
from the flood that threatens to swamp
the tiny island, to the ebb that leaves the
mud-flats lost in mist.

Nor is the other a statue of, or 2 mon-
ument to, General Gordon—Chinese
Gordon—~Gordon Pasha. It might rather
be inscribed, “To the unknown Gordon!”
for who knows or needs to know aught
of the man in the presence of that sad
figure bowed with the atlas burden of a
world’s neglect.

A monument to the heroic idea of sim-
ple failure; lost endeavour ; the great un-
done! These are truly monumental con-
ceptions, and worthy of their shrine.

The idea of what Dickens was and is
to the people in a large city needs no
other ikon than a well-filled boolkshelf,
and no surer reminder than the hum of
the passing throng.

Individually I may choose to ornament
my wall with the glorious gamp, bearing
a perched raven and supporting pendant
pattens, saveloys, chitterlings, nankeen
shorts and kersey dittoes to keep my
memory green as to the good world with-
in his volumes, but as a people we need
but hearken a moment each to the mul-
titudinous others, and his stories spring
up alive.

Listen to the passing footsteps, and
you get the echoes that came and went
through the tangled lives of Sydney Car-
ton and the Doctor and Lucie Manette.

Listen at night, when the fire alarm
sounds, and you hear the mad rioters of
“No Popery” raging down the by streets.

Listen when the wind brings up weird
noises in rising gusts, and you hear the
mob that hunted Sikes on the roof-tops
of Jacobs Island, or the hawkers crymg
the crime of Jonas Chuzzlewit thro'ug'h
Holborn! or, better still, if you are m 2
fitting mood—the roar of the clectors ot
Eatanswill as Slumkey of Slumkey Hall
kisses all the babies.

What echoing fame of marble would
waken us more quickly to these associa-
tions ?

No obelisk could help us if we waxed
forgetful nor could a bas relief worthily
recall our Pickwick. It would be very
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far from disparaging his form of genius,
to point out how much more necessary
to us is the statue of a statesman than

that of a novelist.

Where the life work of a Dickens is
given to us entirely in his books, that of
a Peel or a Beaconsfield is hidden in the
fog of yesterday’s history and meshed in
the webs of circumstance. Without a
monument their efforts are soon lost
sight of by the many for whom they
toiled. Without a statue to guide us, we
cannot read the men.

The normal monument to a statesman
is a true and full statue, whose face and

form may throw some guiding light on
our garbled tale of his deeds.

There are abnormal monuments, such
as that of Cromwell in Westminster Ab-
bey, where the statue or bust becomes
entirely symbolic again, and where a
brass plate scribed with a name would be
of fuller significance.

But in general, the statesman’s monu-
ment is a statue, and under no conditions
of easy imagination could we conjure up
statesmen refusing to bequeath his pro-
per image to the people whom he guides.
It is almost his sole apology to posterity ;
for the things that he tried to do are
written there.

Along the Coast of the Northwest.

J. H. Grant.

Photos by Rev. B. C. Freeman,

HE deep whistle of the steamboat
Camosun roars out its final
warning, the donkey engines
cease their clinking and the deck-

hands replace the hatches. A few tardy
passengers struggle pantingly up the
gang-plank just as it is being drawn in;
the vessel looses her ropes, swings silent-
ly about and heads for the mouth of the
harbor. Her prow probes the dark deep
warily, and from the stern stretches a
long trail of troubled waters, fringed
with foam that gleams white beneath the
lagging cloud of dusky smoke. On she
steals through the dark channel and out
again, where on one side, silliouetted
against the moonlit sky, stands a great
black mountain, and on the other,
stretches a sheet of shimmering water.
Vancouver, a semi-circle of lights, gra-
dually recedes and diminishes, as with
ever increasing speed, we continue upon
our course to the open sea.

It may be that I, a native of the
prairies, beholding as I do the beauties
of this western coast, with eyes that are

wonder wide, am inclined to be over-
enthusiastic; but I believe that this trip
from Vancouver north along the coast
will yet become one of the most populat
in America with summer tourists.

At this particular season of the year
the majority of travellers are from some
part of the great central plains, where
the climate is hot and dry. The soft sea
breezes are balm after the harsh wmds
of the prairies. To these men who are
unaccustomed to see a hill more than fif-
ty feet in altitude, a tree more than
eighten inches through at the butt, or
a boulder too large for the corner stone
of a barn, these mighty mountains, these
forests of gigantic trees, and these great
bluffs, cracked and seamed are like pic-
tures from some book of fairy tales.

To the lover of scenery, no matter
from which clime he may come the whole
voyage is one panorama of delights. No
-where, except perhaps it be the coast of
Norway, could he behold anything to
even approximate its rugged grandeur.
From his position at the vessel’s prow,
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A Fishing Village

he sees a broad blue water, dotted with
verdant islands and bounded on either
side by tree-covered banks, that reach
up and up until they terminate in
wreaths of gleaming snow. At times the
rocky walls seem suddenly to recede and
the astonished traveller beholds a bay,
beautiful as a painter could imagine. Per-
haps in its still waters a tiny tug may
be seen trailing a long boom of logs to

{

on the Northern Coast.

some obscure mill that nestles close at
the foot of a great protecting mountain,
and throbs with the power imparted by
a roaring mountain torrent. .

Swanson Bay, where the pulp mills
have been bhuilt, is perhaps the most
beautiful little inlet upon all the Coast of
America. }

For a distance of over eighty miles,

throughout what is known as the Gran-

~

An Indian Village.
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ville Channel, the course lies between
pluffs, steep and snow-capped and at no
point more than a quarter of a mile apart.
Here and there a tiny arm of the sea
thrusts itself into a gap in the granite
wall, and up the little gorges thus form-
ed, the smoke from the vessel floats, ris-
ing higher and higher till it lies a black
streak against the pearly white.

Sometimes a long strip, robbed of
every vestige of growth, and rubbed

Great Bluffs Cracked and Seamed.

smooth as a floor, marks the path of a
mammoth slide. At rare intervals the
tiny hut of a hardy settler clings to the
base of a shadowing rock. Away ahead
the channel narrows to a mere thread
and loses itself in a blue haze that climbs
the steeps and looks like a second sky
of deeper hue.

The little fishing villages along the
way are odd mixtures of the old and
new: the past and present. Upon the
beach in a dilapidated row, repose the
old “dugouts” of the Indians. while their
owners man the modern fishing boats of
the canning companies. Occasionally, in
the fishing fleets one notices a boat,
longer and more gracefully curved than
1ts fellows, and recognizes an old war
Canoe, refitted with paint and rowlocks.

The population is conglomerate. There
are representatives of almost every race,
and mixtures of many: everything in
fact, from the aborigine to the “Latest
Thing” in Asiatics. Of one cannery
which I visited, the manager and fore-
man are Canadians, the net boss a Nor-
wegian, the bathroom man a Swede and
the nightwatchman a German. The
fishermen are Japanese and Indians, the
washers and fillers, Indian women and
Chinese. One of the Chinamen is mar-
ried to an Indian woman, and their chil-
dren though quite young, can speak flu-
ently the Chinese and Tsimshian langu-
ages, and are able to converse intelligent-
ly in both Chinook and English.

But, entertaining as are these cosmo-
politan points, and grand as the scenery
upon the first part of the voyage, yet in-
terest culminates only when we reach
the lone lands of the Redmen. Here
each mountain adds to itself the charm
of mystery and all the dark belts of for-

Totem Poles Masking an Ancient
Village Site.

est seem to sigh of hidden things. Here
an occasional group of totem poles, an-
cient and hideous, stands among a few
grass-grown, weed-besmothered walls,
and marks the site of a village, long since
depopulated. On some bare beach, where
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perbaps a mainland tribe encountered
the fierce seafaring Haidas, still lie white
and bleached, the bones of the slain. It
was not the custom in olden times, for
the Indian to bury the body of his de-
ceased friend, and consequently, an an-
cient repository for the dead is a verit-
able boneyard.

A casual glance at an Indian village
of today reveals nothing unusual. A
green hank sloping to an inlet of the
sea, a tiny church, a Hudson Bay store,
and a collection of quaint little houses—
that 1s all.

The inhabitants act and dress much
as we do. I noticed that some of the
women even wore “Merry Widow” hats.
They—that is the women—are excep-
tionally musical and have their brass
bands and church choirs. But, beneath
all this, deeper than the veneer of our
civilization, deeper even than the stratum
to which our religion perculates, linger
the old loves. These children of the for-
est, this brood of Mother Earth, how
they cling to Nature’s solitudes. Their
dead are buried upon some lone hill ; the
graves set deep among the firs and ce-
dars and hidden by grass and shrubs. On
a Chief's monument I read this inscrip-
tion:

“Let me die in some lonely place,
where none comes to weep and where
no sound is heard, but the sighing of the
wind in the great trees. Let my people
not find me for five hours. By that time
I shall have gone hence.”

Beneath was added:

“His people found him not for eight
hours. God gave him more than he
asked.”

The worst features of the “potlatch™
are forbidden by the law. No longer do
they indulge in those fearful orgies open-
ly. Dut, there are times when a voice,
old as the race, calls from out the for-
ests gloom and the untamed heart leaps
to reply. Then it is that a village or
even a whole tribe, disappears as com-
pletely as though they had been suddenly

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

swept from off the earth. Silently but
with™ feverish tread they press op by
winding paths, through dim forests
down gorges, through deep canyons apg
over precipitous rocks, till away in the
far interior, they reach a rendezvous, as
yet unknown to white men. Here it may
be by some lone lake, lit by the ruddy
glare of their watch fires, with the great
forms of the forest trees standing all
about and with no spectator save a grim
old grizzly or perhaps a wandering big-
horn, the weird whistle moans, the
drums rumble, the medicine men chant
from behind their horrible masks and
the gruesome rites begin.

A Chief’s House in Olden Days.

Here on these Northwestern shores
relics of this quickly passing race lic all
about. Here are bays, whose waters have
borne no craft since they rippled irom
the prows of the great war canoes: here
are mountains whose crests have yet 10
be scaled by men: here are forests where
still roam the wolf and grizzly; herc are
hotsprings which bubble out from the
mineral-charged rock and flow down un-
hampered by artificial contrivances. Iiere
1s the place to spend a vacation with
nature all untrammelled.



A Northland Eden.

Lysle I. Abbott.

North America are not synony-

mous terms. The former is the

Pacific Coast Province of the
latter, just as California, Washington and
Oregon are the Pacific Coast States of
the Union. British Columbia, roughly
speaking, is eight hundred miles from
north to south and six hundred from
east to west, but if the surface were
ironed smooth it would cover ten times
the present area. In general, the psysi-
cal characteristics of the province sep-
arate themselves into several well defined
divisions. Beginning on the west there
is the Pacific slope with its mild, moist
climate and heavily timbered plains and
valleys. Beyond this favoured region
lie the Cascade Mountains robbing the
clouds of their moisture and doomlnv the
interior regions to perpetual drouth.
From the Cascades on the west to the
Selkirks and the Rockies on the east,
there extends a high, broken, arid pla-
teaus, cut and seamed with canyons and
al]GVS by the myriad streams which car-
ry the water from the melting snow caps
hack to the sea. The east line of the
plovmce follows the summit of the
Rocky Mountains to the fifty-fourth par-
allel of latitude and then runs due north
to the sixtieth. The northeast corner of

BRIT ISH COLUMBIA and British

the province comprises the Peace River
country of which so much is said and so
little known.

Most of this interior plateau is suit-
able only for grazing. Along the streams,
where the topography permits, irriga-
tion is possible and to some slight de-
gree practised. Here and there valleys
of some magnitude are found. Some of
these are now under a high state of cul-
tivation and the land brings fabulous
prices because of its productiveness and
the demands of the local markets. Most
of these valleys need irrigation, but a
few of them are equally productive with-
out it. DBelonging to this latter class
is the valley of the Nechaco, visited by
a party consisting of I'red. Engen, R. C.
Strath, E. C. Gallup and F. E. Harrison
of Saskatoon, Sask., J. A. Harvey of
Cranbrook, B.C., John F. Appleton of
Crystal, North Dakota and Dr. F. G.
Sparling, Frank Crawford and myself of
Omaha. I give these names and ad-
dresses as some of my statements may
seem to need corroboration.

On June 3oth last our party left Ash-
croft, a village on the Canadian Pacific
Railway about two hundred miles in-
land from Vancouver. For about one
hundred and seventy miles, we travelled
by a four-horse stage over the Cariboo
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road, a magnificent gravelled turnpike
built by the oovernment more than half
a century ago to render accessible the
mineral wealth of the Cariboo range.
This road touches the Fraser River “at
Soda Creek where we embarked on a flat
hottomed, wood burning, stern-wheel
steamer for a trip of fAfty-six miles up
the river. At Quesnel we left the out-
post of civilization, except for a tele-
graph line owned and operated by the
government between Ashcroft and the
Yukon along the line of which our trail
lav. Here we were supplied with saddle
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topography,
and soil.

Roughly speaking this marvelous vaj
ley contains about two hundred thousand
acres of arable iand. It is entirely sur-
rounded by mountains which can be seep
cutting the skyv line. It seems to he
the bottom of a pre-historic lake. The
soil 15 a highly productive white silt,
entirely free from sand or grit of any
kind, so much so that when placed be-
tween the teeth none is perceptible.

The Nechaco River flows through the
valley from west to east and a more

vegetation, climate, rainfal)

Oat Field in the Nechaco Valley—Note Height of Grain.

and pack horses by which means we tra-
versed the forest for about one hundred
and thirty miles over a trail made by the
hoof of horse but innocent of the touch
of the hand of man. On Monday, July
8th, we reached the Nechaco Valley
and camped for a day on the shores of
Lake \oollu, a beautiful body of water
about six or seven miles long and about
half as wide, surrounded by 1noh wooded
shores. The next day we moved our
camp about five or six miles to the banks
of the Nechaco where we made our home
for a week. We were in the saddie
every day from early morning till late
at m'rht covering, b_\' detachmcms as
much of the valle\ as we could and g gath-
ering all available information as to its

beautiful stream T never saw. About
three hundred vards in width and deep
enough to carry light draft steamers,
ﬂ\vnfter than the \11350un at Omaha,
with water sweet and cool and as clear
as crystal, it flows between high, w ooded
banks and among its many 1sland Tri-
butary to the river are many beautiful
little lakes, among these bcmo Tsinkut
Lake. about two an(l one- half niles 1
length by one in width, Moolki Lake.
qomethmo over twice as large, and Lake
Tachic. about ten miles in length and
two or three in width. These are attrac-
tive bodies of water, having high, w rood-
ed shores rising abluptlv from the
water’s edge, sand and gravel bottoms.
and clear, cool water. Game fish of
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Vegetables grcwn in the Nechaco Valley. Notice comparative size as shown by two-
foot rule.

kinds known to northern waters are
tound in abundance. Upon the shores
of Lake Noolki is a village of Stony
Creck Indians whose main article of diet
i3 fhsh, caught from the adjacent lake.
Almost everyvwhere vou can get a drink
of cool, sweet spring or mountain water,
$o numerous are the smail water courses.

The surface of the valley slopes gently
towards the many streams and lakes,
making almost perfect drainage and vet
avoiding any appearance of roughness.
Outside of the steep banks of a few of
the deeper ravines we would be safe in
saving that the vallev proper contains
no rough land, certainly none too rough
for the plow. The entire valley is cov-
ered with a dense growth of small pop-
lars interspersed with a limited amount
of spruce. Occasionailv one finds open
meadows of considerable extent, giving
a park-like appearance to the landscape.
Clearing the land for farming is simpler
and cheaper than breaking prairie sod.
In the fall when the vegetation is in-
flamable, fires are set. One burning
~destroys all underbrush and kills the
trees. The dead trunks fall of their own

weight and the second burning practical-
Iv prepares the land for the plow, no
stumps being left for the reason that
the roots spread out on the surface on
the ground and are pulled out by the
falling trunk, ready for the fire.

To my mind the climate of this North-
land Eden 1s its most marvelous icature.
Our information in this regard came
trom the Hudson's Bay agent at lort
IFraser, hunters and trappers, and In-
dians.  The Hudson’s Bay man proved
to be a most svstematic observer, keep-
ing a book in which he jotted down the
main climatic features each vear cover-
ing a long period. Among the trap-
pers we found a man irom Misley. He
has built himself a very comfortable log
house and is supplied with vegetabies
from a good sized garden which he cul-
tivates with a spade, his only farming
unplement.

From reliable information obtained as
[ have detailed, the following statements
mav be considered as conservative: Out-
side of two or three davs each winter
the thermometer does not fall below zero.
The snowfall is generally about eighteen
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to twenty inches, coming about the first
of December and going about the first
of March. Small grain is planted in
April and ripens in August. The rain-
fall is ample for all crops and comes
during the growing season. The sum-
mer temperature ranges from eighty-five
to one hundred, but even at the highest
point the heat is not oppressive. The
nights are always cool. The autumn is
warm and late, killing frosts coming gen-
erally about the tenth or fifteenth of Oc-
tober. Last year in Mr. Murray’s gar-
den, above referred to, potatoes were left
in the ground and this year they pro-
duced a volunteer crop with an immense
yield. We saw this volunteer crop our-
selves. Last year the Hudson’s Bay
agent at Fort Fraser threshed seventy-
five bushels of oats to the acre, his
threshing machine consisting of a floor
upon which the oats were thrown and
over which horses were led back and
forth.

In the clearings, wild grasses grow on
the uplands with the greatest luxuriance.
I have a photograph of a meadow of red
top taken on July 12th, showing the
growth above a horse’s neck. Wild pea
vine of which animals are passionately
fond, grow everywhere to the height of
three or four feet. Timothy and clover
when tried, without any care or atten-
tion, grow luxuriantly. We brought
back a head of timothy over twelve in-
ches in length picked on July 13th, the
growth coming from seed thrown upon
the unprepared ground of a burned clear-
ing.

Wild fruit such as strawberries, rasp-
berries, saskatoons, high bush cranber-
ries, huckleberries, choke-cherries, wild
cherries and many other kinds of berries
grow wild in great profusion. I see no
reason why apples and similar hardy
fruits should not grow equally well. At
Soda Creek about a hundred miles fur-
ther south there is an apple tree five years
old which produced over two hundred
pounds of fruit last year and bids fair
to exceed that amount this season. This
tree belongs to Mr. C. H. Smith, who
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is an intelligent gardener and observer,
Last year he took two hundred and twen-
ty-iive pounds of plums from one tree,
the plums of such a size that about ten
of them would fill a quart jar. His cher-
ries were picked this year on July zoth,
and yielded abundantly. Fe has grown
pears successfully and his currant and
raspberry bushes were loaded down with
ripe fruits of extraordinary size when
we were there on July 20th last. Among
other things Mr. Smith last year pro-
duced one hundred pounds of potatoes
from one pound of seed potatoes and
took two hundred and twenty-five pounds
of Hubbard squash from one vine. 1In
his garden we saw some fine looking
corn which he said produces roasting
ears about August 15th, and fully ripens
long before frost.

At Quesnel we saw on July 2oth ocats
fully headed out, their tops touching the
extended arms of a six-fot man. We
gathered and brought with us peas of
heavy yield just beginning to ripen, po-
tatoes larger than a man’s fist, corn six
feet three inches in height, and rhubarb
with leaf thirty-six inches in width, the
stalk thirty-two and one-half inches in
length and five and one-half inches in
circumference.

From the data collected I could mul-
tiply evidence of the almost tropical pro-
ductiveness of this wonderful garden
spot, but this article is already too long.
Suffice it is to say that the prices keep
pace with the growth. Potatoes bring
five cents a pound, oats two dollars and
fifty cents a bushel and other farm pro-
ducts in proportion.

Inside of two years this valley will be
reached by the main line of the trans-
continental Grand Trunk Pacific now
building both ways towards it. Mining
and timber interests of fabulous value
surround it. When the iron whistle
awakens the echoes of modern commerce
along the virgin shore of the Nechaco
the door of opportunity will swing to
those adventurous spirits who shall early
hear and heed the “Call of the Wild.”
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What About
Your Fall ©®vercoat?

If you have’nt made up your mind
about it yet why not look us up ?

We have them in fancies as well
as in plain cloths--serge and silk lined.

They are tailored by the best
clothes craftsmen in Canada.

Our fall overcont They have those little touches of
S very modest M1 smartness  only obtainable in very

length, has center

;’22; and a fairly high priced garments; and when you

The shoulders are |  CanN save $5.00 and more, is it not
not as wide as in WOI‘th WhllC ?

former seasons.

rr y)

Jhe Shop of Fashion Craft
335 Mastings Jt., Uancouver, B. C.
REID & CO., Agents, NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.
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The Newest Wonder of the World.

A bottle which will keep hot liquids /Zof for 24 hours in the coldest
temperature-—which will keep cold liquids co/d for 72 hours in the /Jottest
temperature. That’s almost unbelievable, isn’t it? But

" Thermos Bottle

will do it. A German scientist simply applied the vacuum principle to the
Thermos Bottle by putting one glass bottle inside a larger one and
removing the air from the space between. Heat or cold can’t get through
this vacuum. No chemicals—nothing for you to adjust. Put in your liquids
hot or cold, and the Thermecs Bottle will keep them that way.

1 Take Thermos Bottles filled with any
MOtOl‘lﬂg liquid at any temperature, and no
matter where you go or what happens you have re-
freshments at hand. There’s a Thermos Bottle Basket
to contain 6 bottles made especially for automobiles.
Also leather auto case for two bottles.

: Picnicing, Yachting, Hunting, Canoeing
Outlngs —or any kind of trip—you can have hot
drinks or cold drinks always ready if you put them into
Thermos Bottles before you start.

1 No more vain longing for a refreshing
Travehn g drink on tedious railroad journeys.
Simply put into your grip one or two Thermos Bottles
filled with hot or cold refreshments.

The Thermos Bottle provides hot or cold
drinks for LUNCHEON at office, shop or
home. In the SICK ROOM it keeps medicines
and nourishment always at the right tempera-

ture. It supplies the BABY with warm milk
day or night.

Thermos Bottles are sold in the leading department stores, hardware

stores, drug stores, jewelry stores, leather goods stores, automobile supply
stores—everywhere. Pint and quart sizes.

Prices from $3.50 up. Send for free booklet.

Always ready—never requires any preparation.

CANADIAN THERMOS BOTTLE CO., LTD., Montreal.
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Summerland,

A. T. Robinson, M. A.

T was at a political meeting in Ireland
that one of the speakers likened his
opponent to an extinct volcano.

“O, the poor crater!” immediate-
Iy sung out an Hibernian in the audience.

In Summerland, in the sunny Okana-
gan, there are no poor craters—not if
vou buy your peaches from the Iruit
Exchange; for every crate they send
out has to pass under the eagle eye of
their inspector, who thumbs them over
to see if the producer knows how to
count straight: 48 to 64, Fancy; 64 to
8o, Grade A ; 80 to go Grade B; over 9o
Grade B; over go to the crate, culls.
Take them away.

All of which is not without interest
to the man who buys, for, from the
standpoint of the buyer he is a “poor
crater” who packs one hundred small
or otherwise doubtful peaches into a
twenty-pound crate, and he is a “good
crater” who puts in forty-eight to eighty.
But from Summerland and Peachland
Mmany a crate designed for tomatoes has
gone out full of peaches, because two

layers could not be crowded into the
standard peach crate, without bulging
up through the roof more determinedly
than little Billy’s shock of hair ever stood
up through the roof of his ten-cent straw
hat in swimming time.

California ships peaches to Winnipeg
that run over one hundred to the crate.
Picked green, they are dried out when
they arrive. Often they are tough as
leather, flavorless as a chip in porridge
and would find no market at any price,
save among foreigners, were it not that
Manitobans are ravenous from long ab-
stinence from a fruit diet, and not vet
acquainted with the incomparable quality
of the fruit grown in the peach belt of
British Cclumbia.

A peach belt in British Columbia has
therefore, more than a local significance.
It is a kind of national treasure. Canada
has only a few spots of the kind, where
the peach and its cousins, the apricot
and the nectarine can he grown in abund-
ance and unrivalled excellence.

Summerland is located in one of those
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CEETEE

UNDERWEAR
The Underclothing

WESTWA

that Everybody
Likes

Because “Ceetee” Under-
clothing is made from fully
combed and thoroughly
scoured imported yarns (spun
from Australian wool)—thus
removing all the short fibres
and foreign particles that
cause that irritating and tick-
ling sensation so frequent in
ordinary underwear. Only
the long, soft, full length
fibres, which give greatest
strength and elasticity to the
garment, with the lightest
possible weight are used.
Made of wool, and silk and
wool.

We manufacture it in all
styles for men, women and
children and want you to ask
your dealer to show you
“Ceetee” underclothing. It is
fully guaranteed by us.

The C. Turnbull Go.

Limited

Of Galt med. 1.859.'

Galt, | Oy,

“Us. w0°”

Ontario
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favoured spots, say two hundred miles
east of Vancouver and one hundred miles
south of Sicamous on the main line of
the C.P.R.

Were you to come sailing in on 3
cloud drift of a summer’s day, and look
down upon the community you would
see something like this. You would see
that in its general aspect Summerland
is a diversified plateau rising about 1,400
feet above sea level. The surface, ori-
ginally clear of trees and ready for the
plow for the most part, is broken here
and there by ravines; ramifies west,
south and north into Prairie, Peach and
Garnet valleys; lifts itself up toward
the centre in a hbold peak called the
Giant’s Head, and sweeps away east-
ward in descending slopes toward Okan-
agan Lake, which it skirts for a matter
of five miles. Three wrangling creeks,
Prairte, Trout and Aeneas, wander
through the estate and furnish the water
necessary for irrigating.

The soil is generally a2 warm, sandy
loam, or a whitish clay silt, for, many
ages ‘ago, when fierce internal dissen-
sions cleft the earth’s crust and threw
up these Rocky Mountains, the fire
fiend within broke out in places, belch-
ing forth a stream of molten rock
through yawning fissures. Such stuff,
containing more or less of mineral pro-
perties, in due time cooled and became
known as igneous rocks. Of such a
character is the formation about Sum-
merland, showing in fact, precious metals
in place At that time the Okanagan
was some miles wider and hundr eds of
feet deeper than it now is. Little by
little the ceaseless action of the waves,
aided by the frosts, the rains and the
sun, eroded and then washed down,
minute particles of those igneous rocks
lmprecnated with mmeral properties,
and, carrying them far out into the lake
deposited them there as mud. Today
those mineralized, decomposed mud bot-
toms form the benches on which Sum-
merland fruit lots are situated. Going
along the lake shore one may see in
the cut banks crowned with castellated
turrets a hundred feet high, the various
strata of mud piled one upon another.

From your height you would see also
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Peaches from a 3-year-old Tree on R. H Agur’s Orchard.

other handiwork. You would see the
face of nature, at great cost, intersected
and mterlaced by flumes and ditches for
the conveyance of water, and heavily
shaded by the deep foliage of trees
struggling to carry their fruit. Among
them the luxuriant peach with its leaves
of rich, dark green.

Among the peach trees would be seen
also, orchards of apple trees with pears,
plums, prunes and cherries here and
there contending for the pre-eminence.
Sometimes the peaches are found among
the apple trees, in which case they are
technically known as |“fillers.”  That
means they are planted there with a
view to being rooted out when the apple
trees, which are of slower growth, shall
require the ground they occupy.

A peach filler, well cared for, will bear
a few peaches in its third year, be bear-
ing commercially at five or even four
vears, and should be dug up at eight or
nine, when it is in the full glory of its
production. It requires something like
Spartan resolution to go through an or-
chard hewing down trees that are yield-
ing from seven to ten dollars each per
year; but it must be done. One tree
or the other must go. As with Abra-
ham and Lot of old the land cannot bear
them both.

Prof. Lake, an Oregon authority on
apple culture, noted with surprise, as a

peculiarity of the soil in Summerland,
that the finest peaches and apples grow
side by side. He is quoted as saying he
knew no place in the American union of
which that could be said; and later, as
he admired a Spitzenberg tree in the
orchard of Mr. Jas. Gartrell, the orchard
that has won such an array of medals
in old world fruit expositions, he ob-
served: “I could afford to give you
$3.00 a box for a train load of apples
like that.”

In the adjoining orchard of Mr. G.
R. Brown were one hundred and ten
peach “fillers” that were yielding their
fortunate owner returns at the rate of
$1,200 per acre.

Another peculiarity of the peach tree
in this dry air is its longevity. In On-
tario they reckon the life of a peach
tree to be twelve or fifteen years, but
in the dry belt of British Columbia there
are trees twenty-seven /years old still
bearing with unabated vigour. They
may live to be fifty for aught we know,
as Prof. Lake remarked in one of his
lectures.

There too, from your seat on the tail
of the cloud, you would see among the
400,000 or so of trees that have been
planted, beautiful homes of modern
architecture sheltering still more beau-
tiful people. Socially these present a
clean bill of health. In the six years
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of their historv as a community no ar-
rest has been made among them, nor has
the sheriff gathered any of them in—
possibly because they have no licensed
bar i Summerland. Those who cane,
for the most part came prepared to await
the fruition of their hopes. They have
come from the coast and from the ends
of the earth, but chiefly business and
professional men of the Northwest who
had served their country well in the cold
and were now prepared to seek ecasier
conditions; or they came as successful
farmers, with the natural brains of busi-
ness men who had won out in the
struggle of the wheat belt and were now
disposed to acquire and sit down under
their own vine and fig tree. Yes, fig
tree! Mr. W. A. Lang of Peachland,
fifteen miles north of us, ripened excel-
lent figs in the open. No other attempt
to do so, however, has been made so
far as the writer is aware, but vines may
be found anywhere.

When Mr. J. M. Robinson of the
Summerland Development Co., laid the
foundations of the place in 1902, finan-
cially assisted by Sir Thos. G. Shaugh-
nessy and Messrs. Holt, Hosmer, Osler
and Angus, directors of the C.P.R., he
planned to build a community in which
intelligent people would like to live. To
do that it was necessary that they should
find themselves ultimately surrounded by
intelligence; and to secure the intelli-
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gence some process of selection had to
be instituted and maintained. The easiest
way in which to compass that end, was,
he reckoned, to reach a certain numbe1
of the desired class and then they j
turn would bring others, their relatwes
and friends, who would naturally be of
the like feather, and so a certain homo-
geneity, a peculiar and valnable social
complexion would inevitably resuit.
That his calculation was not wide of
the mark may be inferred from the fact
that the community has been undis-
turbed by broils even over selections, and
that last year there was erected, chiefly
by the gifts of its own citizens, a college
which has already enrolled seventy-two
students, has eight teachers and assets
of $70,000 or over. The building is fitted
out with weathered oak and mission
furniture, electric lights, hose, hydrant
and sanitary appliances. Okanagan col-
lege, which is open to all but controlled
by the Baptist body, is for the present
affiliated with McMaster University, To-
ronto, by the Senate of which its exam-
inations are honoured. The students
come from anywhere between Moose-
jaw and Victoria and a freshman class
of great promise is now at work.
Looking down once more from your
fleecy cloudlet you would see that over
those peach and apple orchards a most
benign climate is brooding. The scenery

is delightful, but it is the soil and the

A Typical Fruit-grower’s Home.
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climate that make Summerland. The
air 1s dry, clear and immensely tonic.
"The temperature is wonderfully even and
free from those sudden body-wrecking
changes that so try one in the east. The
lake never freezes and the children play
out of doors the year round and grow
like weeds. The clear air and long con-
tinued sunshine give the wonderful col-
oring and flavour to the fruit and make
life a joy. Real estate men say Suni-
merland is the place to which people are
taken to prepare them for Heaven so
the shock of transition won’t be too
great. As a matter of fact there are
lots of people, who, after they have been
there awhile, don’t want to go to Heaven
at all.  Think Summerland is go.od
enough for them and they’ll stay there in-
definitely, the medical profession to the
contrary notwithstanding. o

At this point let me quote the opmnion
of a prominent journalist, Mr. E. W.
Thompson, of the Boston Transcript.
Writing in the Winnipeg Free Press of
Dec. 2, 1905, he says:

“On the plains there has been a snap
of 20 deg. below zero or some such trifle
of cold. On the coast, unless returning

commercial travellers falsify (which is
not strictly credible) they have had rain
and mist, and more rain and more mist,
weather which is there acknowledged to
be moist but commended as ‘balmy.” In
the Kootenay country last week there
was sunshine and mildness on the hill
tops, but cold and mist in the vales.
Here there was general dryness and clear
sunshine. In the Summerland gardens
there are flowers that have never known
frost. On the hillsides, in places mois-
ened by ‘seepage,” or by water escaped
from irrigation ditches, there are patches
of May green grass. Sailboats on the
lake are not stripped of canvas or
drawn up on the stocks, for the good rea-
son that they may be used all winter,
since Okanagan never freezes but is tra-
versed by steamboats the year round.
How 1t comes that a bit of Virginia cli-
mate has been permanently sandwiched
in between coast weather and plains
weather is not adequately explained by
any meteorologist. But what is, is.”
You would see, too, on looking over
those miles of beautiful orchards, many
watchful eyes bent on them, eyes that
are keen to discover an enemy in the
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form of an insect or a weed. No grass
growing around these trees. No Ontario
methods here, whereby the orchard gets
what time may be left after the farm,
the dairy, the hens and the hogs have
been attended to. There’s just one ob-
ject in life you see—that orchard. On
it is a commercial enterprise with a busi-
ness man’s concentration and intelligence
of purpose behind it. And if by chance,
some John Barleycorn did stray in, who
slept while his weeds were growing to
the scandal of the neighbourhood, a fath-
erly municipal council with its enterpris-
ing pest inspector, would soon be around
with a plow, and later come around with
a little bill for the pleasure he had had
in the outing.

And beside those verdant fields would
be seen other fields covered with prime-
val sage brush yet to be subjugated—a
tributary territory capable of accommo-
dating possibly another 400,000 trees.
Beside all, the beautiful ribbon of blue
they call Okanagan lake, 8o miles long
three to five miles wide and say 2,000
feet deep. They have fathomed 1,800
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feet without a bottom. In its heart the
big trout sleeps; and on its bosom rise
three yellow funnels of the C. P, R
steamship service, to say nothing of those
of many smaller craft.

By the lake rests the town of Summer-
land with its splendid stores, elegant
hotel, band stand and business generally,
showing up in the electric light that casts
its broken reflections in the water.
Among the businesses are a bright week-
ly, The Review, and a monthly, The Mis-
sionary Arena.

And now the wind freshens; a breeze
springs up that bears you on your dia-
phanous courier of the air, up and up
and up, till from the summit of some
cloud capped peak your vision sweeps
far beyond the irrigation flumes, the
clustering leaves and the busy orchard-
itsts below. From that eyrie you behold

‘to the eastward millions settling down

like a cloud on the hard wheat fields just
beyond the fence we call the Rocky
Mountains. And they too are busy; they

~too are building nice homes; they too are
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getting rich; but, alas! it is cold, and
they have no fruit.

Westward you look and New Zealand
and Tasmania in their off season, Haw-
aian Islands, China and Japan are beck-
oning. They too would know us better,
and would like to deal with us. And
farther yet, this side the line where east
and west meet around the world, there
in the home of wealth and the garden of
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all Anglo-Saxon civilization, the Mother-
land, you see them picking up our ap-
ples, gazing with wonder and admiration
thereon, and hear them saying one to
another:  “Why deal we longer with
aliens? Behold, are not these our kins-
men overseas? And is not this they
bring us better than aught that has yet
appeared? Go to, now, let us trade with
them.”

Commercial Calgary.
Charles H. Webster.

T a point on the main line of the
world’s greatest transportation
system, “The Canadian Pacific
Railway,” 642 miles east of Van-

couver on the Pacific coast and 840 miles
west of Winnipeg, the “Gateway of
Western Canada,” the City of Calgary
is very picturesquely located in the val-
lev of the Bow River at the confluence
of the Bow and Elbow. To the west
the snowy peaks of the Rocky Mountains
can be seen and on a clear day they ap-
pear to be only a few miles away, al-
though they are in reality sixty miles
distant. To the north the country is of
a rolling nature, that is, from a point
fifty or sixty miles north, especially
adapted to diversified farming, from this

point south to the International bound-
ary, grain is extensively although not
altogether, raised and large stock farms
are to be found throughout the entire
district. To the east of Calgary for a
distance of 180 miles the Canadian Pa-
cific Railway Co. have undertaken the
greatest irrigation scheme in the world,
comprizing 3,000,000 acres.

The ideal location of the city, its alti-
tude of 3,389 feet, its numerous sunny
days, of which there were 272 last year
(1907) with only 93 cloudy days; its
warm winds from the west and south-
west, known as Chinook winds, account
for its beautiful climate and mild winters.
Here wheels are in use all the year and
sleighs are never used except on rare
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occasions in January and February. ..—\
former resident of Ontario brought his
cutter with him and now has it hung up
out of the way in his barn with a sign
on it that reads “Reminiscences of On-
tario.” Sufficient snow may fall to make
excellent sleighing, but ,owing to the
warm Chinook winds it never stays more
than three or four days. It is aimost
possible to see the snow melting away,
so fast does it disappear before the in-
Auence of one of these famous winds.
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In the summer there are the warm
sunny dayvs that ripen the grain and the
long cool evenings that are so enjoyable,
In athletic circles this is known as the
Twi-light League as all athletic games
are plaved after 7 o'clock p.m. The
wet weather 1s in May, June and the
early part of July. The following tabic
will show the average for the last ten
vears in both temperature and rainfall,
as compiled from the records of the
Government Mecteorological Station at

New City Hall.

A story is told of a settler who hitched
his team to his “bob™ sleighs just after
quite a heavy fall of snow and started
for town. Shortly after he was on the
road a Chinook wind sprung up. He
whipped his horses continually and made
the distance to town in record time with
the horses and front “bobs” on the snow
and the hind “bobs” dragged in the mud
all the way.

Calgary :— Av.  Av.
‘Temp. Rainfall
Januvary ..o oL 17.5 -25
Febrvary ............ 14.7 .38
March .............. 21.9 .92
April ... .. L. 39.1 55
NMav ... ... 47.6 3.44
June oo 33.7 4.59
July oo 60.1 2.50
August ... ..., 57.0 3.70
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Setptember .......... 49.1 1.59
October .......ovuu.. 41.9 44
November ........... 28.8 .59
December ........... 23.2 .33

The large business blocks and public
buildings, built of the famous Calgary
sandstone, are what attract the eye of the
visitor. There are at present under con-
struction, public buildings totalling a
cost of $1,390,000.00, viz. :—

Public Library ............ $ 50,000.00
High School .............. 85,000.00
Y. MO CO AL 95,000.00
Land Titles Office.......... 145,000.00
Post Office ............... 145,000.00
City Hall ...t 150,000.00
General Hospital .......... 150,000.00
Normal School ........... 150,000.00
Court House .............. 220,000.00
Can. Pac. Ry. Depot ....... 225,000.00

$1,390,000.00

There are over twelve public schools,
High School, Normal School, represent-
ing over $500,000.00 mvested in build-
ings and Separate School, Convent,
Western Canada College for hboys, St.
Hildas College for girls, and the Cal-
gary Business College.

The twenty-six churches in Calgary,
represent the following denomuinations:
Methodist, Presbyterian, Baptist, Epis-
copalian, Roman Catholic, Moravian,
Lutheran, Salvation Army.

The numerous commercial, industrial
and financial institutions established here
place Calgary in ‘the position of  the
Commercial Metropolis of the “Last
Great West.” There are 105 Wholesale
houses, including practically every line;
and 4o industrial plants. Over 250 com-
mercial men travel out of this city and
have their homes and headquarters herc.
I'ive elevator companics, operating 85
elevators in the Province, two flour mil-
ling companies, with a daily capacity of
1,450 barrels, and one breakfast food fac-
tory, turning out 300 barrels a day, are
located here. The thirteen banks employ
132 clerks and the bank clearings for
the year 1907 were $69,745,006.00. The
customs receipts for the same period
show an increase of 66 per cent.
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During the year 1go7 there were in
and out of this city 1,400 passenger
trains, 2,250 freight trains, 291,000 tons
of freight were received and 90,000 tons
shipped out; 87,620 railway tickets were
sold and over one midion messages
handled at the Commercial telegraph
office. There are three daily newspapers.

The municipal electric light plant made
a profit of $26,000.00 and its capacity is
being practically doubled. There are
nearly 24 miles of sewers, 29 miles of
water mains, and in the neighbourhood
of 35 miles of granolithic sidewalks in-
stalled.

The first street paving is now under
way, about five miles being undertaken
at present and the rails for the electric
street railway are being laid at the same
time. The system is to be about eleven
miles in extent, the greater portion is to
be mn operation within a year.

In amature athletics, Calgary’s asso-
ciations hold 12 championships, including
football (Assoc), baseball, lacrosse, golf,
tennis, boxing (2), and running (5).

Theatrical amusements are looked af-
ter by one large theatre and one large
and one small vaudeville houses.

Founded in 1882, incorporated as a
city in 1894, population in 1901, 6,557,
and a population today of nearly 25,000,
with the best of water, direct from the
Rockies via the Bow River. Steam coal
at $2.75 per ton upwards and natural
gas discovered, with prospects of getting
it in paying quantities in the near future,
as driiling 1s still progressing. Two
railways already here and five more lines
on the way. Calgary has the very best
prospects of attaining a population of
100,000 in the not far distant future.

IMPORTUNATE OPPORTUNITY.

Time has not tarnished the ancient
adage “money is power,” for like Iternal
Truth it is perennial, and unfolds new
and partly hidden meanings with the rap-
idly varying developments which the 1gth
century has begun and the 2oth century
must consurnmate.

But its phraseology is somewhat decep-
tive, and does not quite accurately ex-
press its recondite significance. In a
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moral sense money is impotent, and in g
political sense the power that it produces
is ephemeral and like the strength of 3
fitful frenzy it quickly reacts upon him
who has put it forth and leaves him effete
and exhausted whilst those who stood
awe-struck by the achievements of his
marvellous paroxysm are still in the hey-
dev of their vigor.

It is in an industrial and economic, a
commercial and speculative sense,that the
maxim most nearly approximates to ab-
solute accuracy. But even here it must
be understood in its proper correlation.
Per se, it is a falsity ; for without its aug-
ust correlative—opportunity—money is
utterly unable to accomplish or achieve
anything except to provide the necessi-
ties of life or cater to the demands of the
whim or fancy.

Doubtless the original inventor of the
phrase had in his mind a “waiting oppor-
tunity’” at some particular juncture of his
experience when he generalized a truth
without taking cognizance of a predicated
condition, and thought that money was
the one essential, when in fact the op-
portunity was the battery that alone could
convert the money into power. In much
the same way from a particular set of
circumstances, many a maxim, proverb
and aphorism has come to be circulated
as a truism of general and universal im-
port.

What we are anxious at the present
time to demonstrate is that money be-
comes power only when allied with op-
portunity; and that the co-operation of
both is required to obtain that which the
maxim attributes to money alone.

No better ilustration of this truth
could be presented than the new Pacific
City of Prince Rupert.

There is laid out on the most scientific
and approved basis, as was described in
the October number of this magazine, the
Townsite of what must eventually be one
of the great commercial cities of British
Columbia, one of the leading ports and
harbours of the American continent, 1
and out of which the merchandize not
only of Canada, but of the world must
flow to and from all parts of the British
Empire. This new city has come as ont
of the heralds of the zoth century and
reasserts the truth of the law of gravita-
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tion, the principle of the centre of gravity
—a law of force which operates not only
in science, but in natural and commercial
affairs.

Worid commerce has become the dom-
inant aspiration of the nations; and the
Pacific must soon be as crowded as the
Atlantic, and her far reaching waters
must be the connecting link between mil-
lions and billions of peoples and the me-
dium of exchange for their merchandize.

Prince Rupert, in a word, must un-
dubitably rise, and rise quickly, to splen-
dour and power.

The Townsite of Prince Rupert is not
vet upon the market or open for private
ownership. Very soon, however, it will
be, and it is in anticipation of the event
that we arc indicating the possibilities for
our readers to convert their money intc
power.

Some of the greatest magnates of East-
ern Canada are men upon whom wealth
has been forced by the importunity ot
opportunity. They or their progenitcrs
were the owners and possessors of agri-
cultural land. A conjuncture of citrctim-
stances evolved a camp into a viilage, a
village into a town and a tsiwn nto a
city. The expanding city gradually ab-
sorbed agricultural land and ex-
tended its metropolitan area; for manu-
factories, warehouses and resideutial
houses had to occupy the place where
cereals had been planted and fruit, corn,
wheat and grain had annually luxuriated.
This was the opportunity for the farmer,
who heard the voice of “importunate
opportunity” and stopping from the duli
routine of his daily toil observed the new
conditions and conformed to them by
converting his farm into building lots. He
then became by a force extraneous to
himself—a development in which he had
no participation—a man of wealth and
power.

No such strange metamorphosis of the
farmer into the luxurious millionaire will
be seen, however, in Prince Rupert. Yet
many men will be made rich by acquiring
at the start an ownership in the lands
included within its area. But it will re-
quire diligence and vigilance to become
a participant in Prince Rupert’s develop-
ing wealth. The rush for her building
lots will be tremendous as soon as the
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townsite is thrown upon the market; and,
to be on the spot is a sine qua non for
the successful competitor. There are
many who through varying circumstances
cannot be on the spot. There are many
whose avocations prevent them from
bestowing the necessary vigilance, and
there are many more whose surplus or in-
vestmental cash is not large enough to
acquire any one of its allotments. To
all these there is only one alternative to
missing this great opportunity which
Prince Rupert is about to offer for con-
verting their money, great or small, mto
real wealth and power, and that alterna-
tive is to become a share or stock holder
in one of the companies that are beiny
formed in connection with the new city.

One of these is “The Prince Rupert Se-
curities, Limited,” which purposes to deal
in city property and adjacent lands, to
buy and sell real estate both for perma-

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE °

nent investment and on commission, to
build business blocks and houses, to
lease or build docks, and in fact to
handle everything in connection with
property that the city’s quick and phe-

nomenal expansion may suggest as de-
sirable.

The directors and managers of the
company claim to possess an intimate
knowledge of the townsite, and to be as
a consequence in a position to choose its
most desirable lots. The majority of
them are on the spot, and it appears that
to those who on account of inadequate
means, or of any other preventive course
are unable to become private owners, such

~a company as the Prince Rupert Securi-

ties, Limited, presents an opportunity
which should at once be embraced to
once more verify the maxim that “money
is power.”

“Alberta Red Wheat.”

HE District of High River which

is the birthplace of “Alberta

Red Wheat,” has passed from

the embryonic or struggling

period of existence, with isolated homes
and unfenced land, and it is now a flour-
ishing community where prosperity is
predominant and a population of 1,500

has sprung up where only a small settlc-
ment existed a few years ago.

Not only has the population grown in
numbers but the ambition of High River
has been swelling at a marvellous rate.
It has a Municipal Electric Lighting and
Power Plant, of which the citizens are
proud. Its installation cost nearly $30.-
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000, and it i1s now on a dividend-paying
basis and will eventually prove a great
investment for the municipality. It also
boasts of a handsome brick Town Hall
which cost about $15,000, and a Fire De-
partment; also a large Assembly Hall
with theatrical stage accommodation.
Hotels and banks not only abound, but
flourish. There are three large grain
elevators, a lumber and a planing mill
and several substantial stores.

The meaning of all this prosperity is
accounted for by one fact and circum-
stance. High River and the territory
bounding it on every side and extending
for many miles in every direction, con-
stitute one of the richest and most fertile
areas in Western Canada for the grow-
ing of grain, and possess at the same
time the niost propitious climate for
mixed farming—the raising of cattle,
sheep, horses, pigs and poultry.

The farmer’s life there is one of con-
stant and continuous industry. Further
eastward, owing to climatic conditions.
the raising of a crop of wheat, rye or
grain, with a few adjuncts defines the
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extent of the farmer’s scope for indus-
trial operations.

But in Sunny Alberta, in the High
River district, forty miles south of Cal-
gary, cattle can be raised all the year
round in a climate more mild and un-

variable than that which prevails in
Southern Europe. The winter is short,
snow seldom visits the place before
Christmas and disappears with the warm
zephyrs of March. All the time cattle
can be abroad growing in ponderousness
as if they were in competition with the

.grain which flourishes here in such lux-

uriousness that farmers who have gone
to the place from the States and other
grain-growing areas, declare there is
nothing to rival it outside the Nile Val-
ley which has long stood symbolical in
popular parlance with the highest con-
ception of the earth’s productivity and
richness. High River is a name synony-
mous with superiority of horses, and the
raising of them will be one of its great-
est sources of wealth when Western
Canada’s population will have many
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times multiplied- than at which it now
stands.

When the land yields 140 bushels of
oats to the acre, stunted growths in
horses and cattle are not to be tolerated.
Recently at a sale fifteen steers averaged
1,760 pounds each and four tipped the
scale at 2,000 pounds.

It is almost incomprehensible that in
face of this indestructible prosperity
there are still over a miilion acres of
wheat land waiting the occupation of
dilatory man. Why should it be?
~ There is an all-prevailing opinion, en-
tertained not by the ignorant peasant
classes of the nations from which our
immigrants are drawn, but by really in-
telligent and fairly educated men that
the farther west one travels in Canada
the more uninhabitable becomes the
country, and that the Rocky Mountains
indicate the last limit of civilization. It
requires a place like High River to re-
fute the absurdity of such a belief ; and
of course in time the great west, like
the Northwest, will have its ful measure
of justice from those who wish to come
to seek a new life and a new prosperity
within their borders. But where will

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZIXNE

High River be then? Every inch of her
land will have been acquired; every
farm will be fenced; stock and barp-
yards will be full with the elements of
wealth; her town will have become 3
city; and the accompaniments of civil-
ization will be possessed by thousands
who now are content to utilize and ex-
ploit the richness and resources of the
district.

“Sunny Southern Alberta,” so long ne-
glected and despised but now happily
coming to her own, has in her climate
and soil more than auriferous deposits
could ever impart to her people; for
those bountiful gifts of nature are inex-
haustible and produce and reproduce
weaith, contentment and happiness where
gold which is only a subordinate species
of wealth could at best be a transient in-
fluence.

Freedom and independence are the in-
separable accompaniments of Canadian
prosperity; and every community ought
to grow like High River with a full re-
solve that in their train will also come
contentment, honour and integrity in the
evolving of the public life and destiny
of the community.

A High River Homestead.
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MODERN EDUCATIONAI INSTI-
TUTIONS

Nothing is more characteristic of the
present day and generation than the Edu-
cational Institutions which grow, expand
and flourish around us. Those whose
aim and object are the imparting of
higher instruction than that obtainable in
national schools are more symptomatic of
the aspirations of the people than even
the colleges and universities themselves.
They form the bridge or intermediary
hetween the two extremes, and without
their aid many a brilliant student would
be held by the ruthless grasp of fate to
vearn for unattainable ambitions; or he
would lapse into apathy, and be lost to
the world.

The Public High Schools of Canada
are fine national institutions; but they
have a formidable though a friendly rival
in the Private School which builds upon
the same foundations and directs its ef-
forts to the same end.

There are many arguments in favor of
the Private as against the Public Insti-
tution, and one of these is that it affords
a better opportunity for individual teach-
ing, and individual development. Be-
sides as a boarding institution the Pri-
vate School becomes a conglomerate
home and seminary, and yields simultan-
eously the product of both—moral char-
acter and intellectual culture.

Many of the most brilliant graduates
have passed directly from the Private
School to the University. The business
man must adapt himself to his advancing
importance and fit himself for the widen-
ing scope which cosmopolitan commerce
opens before him. He can no longer })e
content with a knowledge of some partic-

ular craft or industry, but must be in a
position to familiarize himself with, and
if need be, to become master of the sys-
tems and principles of many undertak-
ings. The curriculum of the private

- schools and seminaries is one equally ef-

ficient for university preparation and for
equipping the student for a business or
commercial career and it imparts to him
the fundamentals, the essentials and the
indispensables of a successful life.

With these the world and its wealth
lie before him. Without them, however
clever, industrious and resourceful he
may be his path must necessarily be one
of continuous resistence to the attainment
of his ideal.

The Chesterfield School of North Van-
couver is one of the private high-class
schools to which we wish to draw par-
ticular attention. Its principals, Mr. A.
H. Scriven, B. A., and Mr. R. H. Bates,
B. A., are men of splendid university at-
tainment,and their experience and success
as teachers are such as to command the
confidence of the public as well as to in-
spire enthusiasm in the student. The re-
mainder of the teaching staff are equally
efficient in their several departments. The
scope of instruction in the school em-
braces languages necessary for Univer-
sity and business life, mathematics, sci-
ence, manual training and the theory and
practice of music and many other sub-
jects. But we notice in the school’s pros-
pectus “good conduct” is not subordin-
ated by the principals to “good schol-
arship,” but placed on a leved with it;
and that as the “scholar must live a full,
joyous life,” every provision is made by
them for outdoor games at the grounds
of the North Vancouver Club, which are
at the exclusive use of the school each
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THE BEST is always THE CHEAPEST.
Excellence our only aimm.

Catalogue on application.

J. R. CUNNINGHAM,
Secretary-Treasurer.

R. J. SPROTT, B.A,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

A copy of this Advertisement presented on enfering

Manager

will entitle you to Five Dollars discount.

=5

afternoon, while a competent drill in-
structor attends to other branches of phy-
sical training. It is evident the princi-

sicalpals are au courant with the most ad-.

vanced and most modern methods; for
it is this blending of intellectual with
moral and physical culture that ensures
to the student the development of the
best that is in him; and it seems the
Chesterfield School is capable of achiev-
ing for its students all that its principals
claim for it.

POLE HUNTERS’ EQUIPAMENT.

Tucked away in the hold of the Roose-
velt when it sailed for the North Pole
recently was a big store of all kinds of
good things. These will furnish food
and creature comforts for Lieutenant
Peary and his pole hunters during many
long, lonesome months when the nearest
they will get to any human habitation
will be some small village of scattered
Eskimo huts. The cargo includes:

Flour to the amount of 16,000 pounds,
1,000 pounds of coffee, 800 pounds of
tea, 10,000 pounds of sugar, 400 cases of
kerosene oil, or about 2,500 gallons, 7,000
pounds of bacon, 400 cases of biscuits,
amounting to 10,000 pounds, 100 cases of

condensed milk, fifty cases of roast beef
hash, 30,000 pounds of pemmican, 3,000
pounds of dried fish and 1,000 pounds of
tobacco.

In addition, the Roosevelt is provided
with a library of 300 books from the pub-
lic libraries and 100 magazines. There
are also useful things for the fat-faced
Eskimos, such as guns, ammunition,
knives, steel sledges, shoes, hammers,
hatchets, needles, thimbles, scissors and
MIrTors.

Then there is a quantity of scientific
equipments, the most complete outfit ever
taken to the Arctic, it is said. It in-
cludes all the instruments needed, in
meteorological, astronomical and tidal ob-
servations.

And, in addition to all this, there is
a complete equipment of Thermos Dbot-
tles—the kind that keep drinks steaming
hot without fire, or ice cold without ice.
They will be used to provide hot drinks
during long journeys on sledges over the
ice and snow. Every member of the

crew, from Lieutenant Peary down, 1s
provided with these bottles.

Evidently nothing has been overlooked
that will in any way aid in overcoming
the rigors of the frozen north and insure
the success of the expedition.
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4] MUST ACCOMPANY ALL ORDERS.
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; v IN THIS DEPARTMENT OF CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING YOU CAN OB- ; [2
)| TAIN PUBLICITY POR LITTLE COST.
(3 PER LINE PER INSERTION; SMALLEST SPACE ACCEPTED, POUR LINES;

;%74 LARGEST SPACE FOR ONE ADVERTISEMENT,

PORMS CLOSE 10TH OF BACH MONTE.
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RESTAURANTS. .

The Granville Cafe—$5.00 meal tickets for
$4.50. TFour course dinner, 25c. Special
breakfast, 15¢c. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sent out. 762 Granville St., opposite Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. W. F. Winters.

MASSAGE .
Special scalp treatment. KElectric and Tur-
kish bhaths. Agnes M. Barber, 74 Hastings
St. W., Vancouver, B.C. -

Thermal Baths by Scientific Masseuse. Mag-
netic Vibratory and Electric Treatments.
Flat Six, 679 Granville Street, Vancouver.

REAXL, ESTATE. .
Vancouver Rural and Urban Realty will pay
“investigation. Our lists are at your disposal
by writing. York & Mitchell, Real Estate
Brokers, Hastings St. 'W., Vancouver.

MACHINISTS. .
Lawn mowers sharpened and bicycle repairs
are our specialties. Vancouver Model

Machine & Cycle Works, 980 Granville St,
Vancouver, B.C. .

R

YACHT AND LAUNCH FITTING.

The place for your Cushions, Awnings, Spring
Berths, etc., Langridge & Co., 1039 Gran-
ville St. Phone B 1460, Vancouver, B.C.

WATCH-MAKER.

Repairs of Watches, Jewelry and Optical
goods at lowest prices. All work guaran-
teed. 18 years in business. Mail orders a
specialty. Albert Ufford, 287 Carrall St.,
Vancouver, B.C,

ADVERTISING CUTS.

Special advertising ideas carefully carried out
in line or wash for the press. Designs for
catalogues or magazine covers in colors. S.
P. Judge, Studio, Room 17, Hadden Block,
Vancouver.

BRITISH COLUMBIA TIMBER

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

SPORTSME N!
See Humphrey's stock of reliable fire-
arms. It is new and up-to-date, com-
prising a large variety of the lea:dlng
makes. If your gun needs repairing
send it to .

J. HUMPHREYS, Expert g-unsmlth
Dealer in Ammunition, Fishing Tackle
and all Sporting Goods.

159 Cordova Street, West,
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Vancouver Bird Store

Specialties: All kinds of birds, Talking
Parrots and German Roller Canaries,
Monkeys, etc. IFine Christmas presents.
Live delivery guaranteed at your nearest
express office.

165 Cordova St. W., Vancouver, B.C.
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GREY HAIR

Madame Humphreys has just received
a large consignment of Mary T. Gold-
man's Hair Restorer, without exception
the best article of its kind on the
market today. Just as good for gentle-
men as ladies; easy to use; does not
rub off.

Beautiful Marcel Wave, 50c; Sham-
poo, 25¢ and 50c¢c; TFace Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and building up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles.

Pimples and blackheads positively
healed.

Young gentlemen treated as well as
ladies at

-~ The Alexandra

Madam Humphreys

589 Granville St. - VANCOUVER, B.C. §
%,,, A A AR A A AR A AN ASAA AN

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifies as well as Beautifies the Skin,
No other cosmetic will do it.

Removes Tan. Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches, Rash and Skin Diseases, and
every blemish on beauty, and defiies de-
tection. It has stood the test of 60
years; no other has, and is so harm-
less—we taste it to be sure it is pro-
perly made. Accept no counterfeit of
similar name. The distinguished Dr. L.
A, Sayre said to a lady of the haut-ton
(a patient): ‘“As you ladies will use
them, I recommend ‘GOURAUD’S
CREAM’ as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations.”

GOURAUD’'S ORITNTAL TOILET
POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely per-
fumed. Relieves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion.

Price 25 cents, by mail.
GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair.

Price $1.00, by mail.

PERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop.,
New York City.
HENDERSON BROS,,
Wholesale Distributors.
Vancouver and Victoria, B.C.

We Can’tl
Tell You

Our story in this limited space—the
points of interest and details are too
many,~—but our proposition is one of
such

Vital Interest
to Canadians

That it should be read and carefully

consideregl by every man and woman in
the Dominion.

You simply cannot afford not to know
all about

The Famous
Nechaco Valley

And the fortunes it offers to those who
make its wealth their own—as well as
being a veritable earthly paradise in
which to live.

¢ ‘Write immediately for full particulars
0

APPLETON INVESTMENT COR., LTD.,

Fairfield Bldg., Vancouver, B.C.
American Bank Bldg., Seattle, U.S.A.

Reference—Royal Bank.

Telephone 3708

W.J.Cavanagh & Go.

W. J. CAVANAGH, Notary Public.
I. DOUGLAS CAMPBELL.

REAL ESTATE, LOANS
AND INSURANGE

ESTATES MANAGED

General Agents in B. C. for

The Occidental Fire Insurance Co'y.
All Policies issued from our office.

407 PENDER ST. VANCOUVER, B.C.
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TELEPHONES, 138, 1353
Alex. Mitchell, Manager.

Stanley Park
Stables

Hacks, Broughams, Victorias, Surreys,

Carriages and Tally-Ho.

Cor. Seymour and Dunsmuir Streets,

Uancouwer, B. €.

FALL
FURS

made to
order

in the very
latest
styles.

SealsKin
(rarments

a specialty

SAN FR
E. A. RoBERTS., Manager.
919 Granville St., Vancouver, B. C.

Established 1869.
Purely Mutual—Purely Canadian.

I will be glad to furnish rates
and samples of policies for inspec-
tion, and it would be_a business
mistake for anyone cont?mplating
life insurance, to place his appli-
cation with any company without
first consulting me.

William J. Twiss

MANAGER
VANCOUVER, B. C.

The (Western Milling
Co., Limited.

“Rising Sun”
“Empire”

FLOUR

from the renowned Alberta Hard Wheat.

Calgary = Alberta
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NORRIS SAFI: AND
LOCK CO.

Fire and Burglar Proof

“afes

Vault ®oors, Time

Bank and
Safe Deposit Vaults,

Fail and Prison TAcerR.

Tochs,

316 Cordova Street West,
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Frank G. Benson, - Local Manager.
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'00.0.00.0.C00.CC00C0C00000/0,000,00,0000000000

(000 C0,000000000D30 IO 0 Q000

Our

Printing Works

Including the embossing and copper
plate deparument, are today better
equipped than ever to handle your
work—we want work irom critical
people—people who want something
a little out of the ordinary, printing
that will be a credit to themselves
and to Vancouver.

We are very oroud of the work we
are putting out. our customers are
proud of it. Our work brings favor-
able comments from other cities, We
hive a good staff in charge of a good
plant. These are at vour disposal
for really fine work.

THOMSON
STATIONERY G

325 HASTINGS 8T, "PHONE 3520

VTANCOUVER, B.C.

HENRYS

PACIFIC COAST GROWN

Seeds, Trees
Plants

for the farm,

garden, lawn
or conservatory.
Reliable, approved varieties,
at reasonable prices.
No Borers. No Scale. No
fumigation to damage
. stock.
No windy agents to annoy
you.

Buy direct and get trees and
seeds that GRO\V
Bee Supplies. Spray Pumps,
Spraying Material and
Cut Flowers
1908 Catalogue Frec.

M. J. HENRY

Grreenhouse:
3oro Westminster Road,

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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Where Every Known Brand of

Imported
Eastern
and Local

é Cigars
g (ARE TO BE HAD
:

%
3

3

No. 1 and 2 « ARCADE”

: VANCOUVER
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If You Would Get the Best Speed From Your
Boat Install an Easthope Engine.

3 to 36 HP.—FOR SPEED, CRUISING OR WORK BOATS.

“Pathfinder”—27 H.P.—Speed, 20 miles an hour.

WE GUARANTEE YOU RESULTS.
OUR ENGINES HAVE A NAME FOR RELIABILITY AND ECONOMY.

' EASTHOPE BROS., ENGINE AND BOAT MANUFACTURERS,

OFFICE AND FACTORY 1705 GEORGIA ST.,
PHONE A3658 - - ) ; - VANCOUVER, B. C.

Ferro Engines § | Letson & Burpee

Limited

Manufacturers of

g Marine
:

This is one of the latest improve- Engines

ments in Ferro Engines that is of vital
importance. Underneath the valve
chamber is a shallow cup in which a
small quantity of gasoline overflows
when the carburetor is primed. When
the engine is overturned, this overflow
is sucked directly into the cylinders
through small openings, thus making g

High speed—3 to 12 h.p. 2 Cycle.
Heavy duty—4 cycle. 10 to 40 h.p.

cvlinder priming unnecessary. Catalogues on application.

Send for our illustrated catalogue,
free for the asking.

142 to 152 Alexander Street

B. C. BOAT & ENGINE CO., LD,

Foot of Denman Street Vancouver, B. C.

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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and ELECTROTYPER.

Incorporated with the Vancouver Photo Engraving Co. 663 Granvllle St., VANCOUVER.

MACHINISTS,
BRASS FINISHERS
and MODEL BUILDERS

We do all kinds of metal work—
turning, screw-cutting and fitting,
and all repair work.

Sole B. C. Agents for

SMITH’S UNIQUE COURSE
FINDER FOR NAVIGATORS.

Yive 9ot some good }: "o to Toe B C Mode'
q 1deas but dont knowf]E ngineering Works to k
{where to take them' [l develop them,

OR \0?
NN ‘\\\-, &

THE B.C MODEL ENGINEERING WORKS

PHONE 2691) 3 ARCADE. VANCOUVER B.C. [P.C.B0X964)

If You Wish to Buy or Sell Shares in THE ROYAL COLLIERIES, LIMITED

See H. M. DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

501 Pender Street VANCOUVER, B. C.

B " . 6 per cent Pacific Coast 10- Year Gold Bonds.
On S on re lt Denomination $100 each Bond. Price, cash,

$90 per Bond or $91.50 in ten monthly pay-
ments. Write for particulans. LeEwis N. Rosexsava Co., INc, Investment

Bonds, Capital and Surplus $138,468.03. Suite G, 705 1st Ave., S(_(Ltt,le, Wash.
Entire Bond Issues Negotiated.

Morrow’s Eczema Ointment

Cures Eczema, Burns, Scalds, Old Chronic Sores
and All Skin Diseases.

It Pavys 1o Dian ar

Tne PiLL Box DRUG STORE PR[CE 50 Cents.

J. W. MORROW
600 and 602 Hastings Street VANCOUVER, B. C.
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DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED BY THE

EVAN'S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

The IEvans Institute has now been
established over fourteen years in Win-
nipeg and one year in Vancouver. It
has met with entire success, even in
cases which had been recgarded as ab-
sojutely hopeless. The treatment not
only entirely dispels the craving but
creates a positive distaste for stimu-
lants. It also restores the nervous sys-
tem, induces natural sleep, creates a
healthy appetite and improves the gen-
eral health of the patient. The treat-
ment is gradual, and patients are al-
lowed their usual stimulants until n
from four to five days, they no longer
want them.

We refer, by permission, to the fol-
jowing from among the thousands who
are familiar with and approve of the
Evans treatment: The Hon. Hugh Jonn

950 PARK DRIVE

(Grandview Carline)

Macdonald, ex-Minister of the Interior
and ex-Premier of Manitoba; Ven.
Archdeacon Fortin, Holy Trinity, Winni-
reg; Rev. Dr. buval, Moderator, Gen-
eral Assembly, Presbyterian Church of
Canada; ex-Mayor Andrews, Winnipeg;
ex-Mayor Ryan, Winnipeg; ex-Mayor
Jameson, Winnipeg, ex-Mayor Mec-
Creary, Winnipeg; Dr. C. W. Gordon
(Ralph Connor), Winnipeg; Dr. F. S.
Chapman, M.D., Winnipeg; Judge Prit-
chard, Carman, Man.; Prof. J. H. Riad-
dell, Winnipeg.

A prospectus containing full infor-
mation regarding the treatment will be
mailed privately on application.

The Evans Institute of Vancouver
has now removed to more commodious

qguarters at

VANCOUVER, B.C.

b-—-m

J. W, HAND
Real Estate, Timber,
—— Insurance

316 Cordova St., Vancouver,'B.C.
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Saw Mill Machinery

el

MITCHELL MACHINERY COMPANY

E. F. MITCHELL, Manager.
27 Imperial Building, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Any size—Any power—g5M to 500 M daily capacity.
Complete Logging Equipments, Donkey and Railroad.

If you are interested in the economical production of lumber, better let us
give you a few facts about the saw-mill best suited to your requirements. We
furnish everything in the saw-mill line, and are especially strong on the heavier
natterns. A word from you will bring our catalogue and other information.
Write now.

o o o e o
JUST ARRIVED
E Haines Bros. Pianosé

IN THE NEW KING LOUIS XV CASES.
DAINTY AND BEAUTIFUL DESIGNS.

“I have never heard one with such lovely tones.”—Adelina Patti.

Call and see them—just as welcome whether you buy or not—or write to
us for Catalogues and particulars.

“Most admirable instrument I have ever scen.”—Christine Nilsson,
PRICES ARE REASONABLE. TERMS ARE EASY. §
%
=

the MoOntelius Piano House Lt

“Vancouver’s Largest Piano Store.”

439-441 HASTINGS STREET . - VANCOUVER, B.C.
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The Perfect
Mattress

is the one you never feel—
the one that never forces
itself upon your mind—the
one that LIETS you sleep at
once if sleepy, and LULLS
you to dreamland when
restless

Exclusive Ostermoor Agencies everywherce—that is
our aim; the highest grade JMerchant in every place.
The Ostermoor Dealer in your vicinity—be sure you
ask US who he is—will show you a Mattress with the
Ostermoor name and label. That alone stands for
Mattress excellence the world over.

Be sure to look for the name “Ostermoor’” and trade-
mark sewn on the end.

We have just issued a booklet about the Ostermoor
Matiress and Good Bedding. If you will send us vour
name we will mail this booklet and samples of Oster-
moor JMatiress tickings to your address.

REGULAR SIZES AND PRICES:

4 ft. 6 in. wide, 45 1bs...... e e e ..815.00
Sf.6in. wide, 351Ibs. ... ... o .. 1250
21t 6 in wide, 25 1bs. L. 9.50
4 Tr. wide, 40 Ibs. ... . e 14.00

3 ft. wide, 30 1bs. .......... P B 1 11

All 6 ft. 3 in. long; in 2 parts, 30¢ extra.
Delivered at Railway Points.

Some B.C. Dealers Who Will

z.ndorse Our Guarantee of

Satisfaction to YOW.

The Hudson's Bay Co., Vancouver.

Standard Furniture Co., Van-
couver.

Weiler Bros., Victoria.

Standard Furniture Co., Nelson.

J. 1.. Gordon, Kamloops.

J. M. Jordan, Rossland.

W. M. J.angton, Nanaimo.

MeIntosh & Feron, Grand Forks.

JI. G. Parsons, Golden.

C. A. Steward, Penticton.

Kelewna Furniture Co., Kelowna.

T. P. Chamberlain, Chilliwack.

John A. Lee, New Westminster.

Trites-Wood Co., Ltd., Fernie.

Campell Bros., Vernon.

Noble Binns, Trail & Phoenix.

Hill & Co., Cranbrooik.

A. T. Garland. Kaslo.

MacEachren & McDonald, Moyie.

T. M. Gilley & Co., Greenwood.

McPherson & Holtby, Armstrong.

The 'Alaska Feather & Down Co., Limited

MONTREAL
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$75.00

will secure you o G-acre block of first e¢lass vich fruit land in our new

community
'‘GARDENIA

This 6-acre hlock (No. 31-124) fronts on o main gravel road and is within
a few rods of the public school. The soil is a warm. rich, open clay loam.
It is highly suitable for fruit growing and gardening. A never-failing stream
off pure sparkling water (lows (hrough this block. providing ample supply for
domestic and olher purposes.

YOU DON'T HAVE TO IRRIGATE.

‘This Jand is in the evergreen Praser Valley, where no irvigation is nceded.
New Westminster market is within a few miles: Great Northern Depol two
miiles: electric car line three miles; Fraser River steamboat landings, mile and
it halt,

PRICE ONLY $50 PER ACRE.
Terms:  One-quarier cash, balance spread over three yoirs,
Write for map and full particulars.

F. J. HART & CO., Limited

The Fraser Valley Land Specialists. 134 Hastings St. W., Vancouver,
NEW WESTMINSTER AND CHILLIWACK, B.C.
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Yorkshire Guarantee &

Securities Corporation,
Limited, of Huddersfield, England

CAPITAL - - - $2,500,000.

MORTGAGES ON REAL PROPERTY
MUNICIPAL BONDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
ESTATES MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS.

Vacant and Improved Properties for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouver,
Victoria, and New Westminster

Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

General Agents in B. C. for
YORKSHIRE FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, LIMITED,
OF YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $10,000,000).

R. KERR HOULGATE, MANAGER
440 SEYMOUR STREET e VANCOUVER, B.C.




Nothing SUCCEEDS
LIKE SUCCESS

IDE  ndividual  experience in their own

particular  sphere,  business  ability  and

sterling moral character are the qualifications
for membership on our Board. v
ADVISORY BOARD:

Jo B MATHERS, Gen. Manager,

Robert Martin John R, Gray
T, Langlois J.o AL Thomson
DIRECTORS:

W, D Beyvdon-Jack, MDD, Gieo, 100 Drew, NV,
W, Henderson Geo. Martin
Jiames Stark I, W, Keenleyside
James Ramsay . W. Riggs. M.,
W. H. . Clubb David Spencer
10, R, Stewart W. Do Wilson, M.,

T, R Pearson, Mgar. N. W,

ACTS AS:

EXEFECUTORS | TRUSTICIS
REACESTATIC AGENTS LIQUIDATORS
INSURANCIE AGLENTS MONEY TO LOAN
SAVINGS BANK VALUATORS

BUSINESS OPENINGS

BOND ISSUES GUARANTEED.

THEIR SUCCESS ACCOUNTS
FOR OUR SUCCESS



