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A Birks Watch
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GIFT

The superiority of Birks’ watches lies
in the fact that they are constructed on
the latest scientific principles with
mcdern American tools and machinery.
Our movements are assembled and adjusted by expert watch-makers, every
piece of material used is of the finest quality. Our watches are the best
value in Canada.

We quote several ladies’ size watches as follows:—

18 jewel Birks' bese O size movement in 14-kt. gold case........... .. $67.50
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specialize on bracelet watches in this year's book.

In additon to our regular line we stock many dinmond sct cases in
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Henry Birks & Sons, Ltd.

THE MAIL ORDER HOUSE.
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Publishers’ Announcement.

With the January number of Westward Ho! will be inaugurated a new regime
with a wider scope, a more cardiac influence, and a higher ideal.

The Editorship passes into the hands of Mr. Bram Thompson, M.A., who is well
known both in the Old Country and in Eastern Canada as a strenuous Imperialist and
an ardent advocate of Canadian Nationhood.

A recent article published by him in Canada was not only transcribed into *‘ The
Standard of Empire” of the 22nd of August last but criticised at considerable length
and eulogized thus:

“Beginning with the paragraph ‘CANADA WANTS NATIONHOOD’ the writer of
this stirring article presents a message, a suggestion, instinct with the true spirit of
Nationhood. It is a message which should be widely read and earnestly considered
not alone in the Dominion and in Great Britain but throughout all the lands of
Greater Britain.” .

This is all we need say in commendation of our new editor.
The Business man in future is to receive his merited measure of consideration.

Canada’s internal expansion and external commerce. Intra-Empire Tariffs: what
they mean to Canada as a whole, and to Western Canada in particular, agriculturally
and commercially.

The transverse currents of trade. Transit to the Occident; The route to the
Orient; Maritime development; New customers; Resurgent China and Adolescent
Japan, every subject-——rural, urban, metropolitan, and cosmopolitan—that tends to
clarify Canada’s path among the world’s great trading nations.

Canada’s Nationhood—How to attain it; and How to preserve it within or without
the Empire. A Canadian Navy; and how to build it. Canada’s immunity from war.
A National crux: Canada’s immersion in war. Patriotism and not Parliament, the
real solvent of the Asiatic problem.

These and many correlative subjects will receive expositionr not from the tempor-
izing standpoint of fleeting politics, but from that of the Statesman who after sounding
the present scans the future, and so guides the ship of state that she will neither run
upon rocks or shoals nor be wrecked by contending elements of adverse fury nor be
engulfed in waters which

“With vortiginous and hideous whirl suck down their prey.”

The only light that can be shed upon these problems is to be obtained by the
dynamic force of argument on fundamental, historic, philosophic and contemporaneous
facts; and Westward Ho! intends to supply it with a luminosity that will penetrate
to the most recondite recesses,

There will be another improvement. The women we feel have not in the past been
adequately looked after by the magazine; and a section will be appropriated to them-
selves controlled as we hope by a lady whose talents are of the highest and most
versatile order and whose name is a guarantee that problems affecting or interesting to
women Solely, or pertaining to Society generally, as seen from a woman’s standpoint,
will be brilliantly dealt with. What these may be we do not pretend to say; and to
prophesy under the circumstances would amount to sacrilege.

The Fiction and Poetry will continue to be characterized by their purity of tone;
and will at the same time maintain the literary excellence which makes a magazine
both attractive and educative, and obviates the detriment to the young, and revulsion
to the matured, mind which even a good tale produces when ungrammatically told or
illogically arranged. .

Our contributors will continue to describe the beauties and resources of Westcrn
Canada; and occasionally the Editor with the reader-student may take a ramble
among the sights and scenes of Greek Art and Roman Power; converse with the
militant German, the placid Frank and the subtle Italian:; scan the rise and note the
fall of the dethroned Empires; draw lessons for Canadian guidance from their fate;
listen to their muses; and while transported with the roll of their sublime eloquence
deplore the howling twaddle of our own times that adorns itself with the name of

@%M

President.

Salis verborum nunc pro actis.
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GOLDEN,B.C.

Rates $2 a day and up.

The
King Edward
Hotel

BELL & MURRAY, Proprietors. Big Game Shooting. ' Excellent Fishinz,
ENDERBY, B.C. A Tourist’s Paradise.
Hotel H"[Bl Mﬂﬂlﬂ R[}Yﬂl
[ontebello BANFF, ALTA

Electric Lighted
Steam Heated

MODERN IN ALL ITS Hot and Cold Water
APPOINTMENTS. Private Baths

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

J. B. 4. RICHARDS. D. McDOUGALL - Proprietor

SALMON ARM, B.C.

Rates: $2.50 per day.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE.

Write for illustrated booklet and rates.
G. E. HARTNESS, Manager.
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The Cecil
Hotel and Grill
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Hotel. ~ Excellent Cuisine. Centrally 10

Located. European Plan.
W. 8. D. SMITH, Proprietor,
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HOTEL WINTERS

Abbott St., Vancouver, B, C.

NEW, SPLENDIDLY APPOINTED,
LIBERALLY MANAGED.
EVERY QUALITY THAT COUNTS IN
AN IDEAL 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 Office.)

American Plan ........... $1.25 to $2.00

European Plan ........... 50c to $1.00

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

Strand
Cafe

W. A. SHAW, Proprietor.

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

626 Hastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.

-BADMINTON HOTEL

of YVANCOUVER, 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,

GEORGE E. PARRY, Manager.
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Your impressions of Vancouver—the ‘““Sunset City’’—will be
made all the more lasting by seeing the Qity and Magnificent
Stanley Park in one of our comfortable Hacks, Broughams,
Victorias, Surreys or Carriages.

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

Opened November 23rd, 1908

Hotel Dunsmuir

Vancouver's newest and most modern
hotel. Splendidly located in the heart
of the shopping district and possessesx
an unobstructed marine view.

THE GLORIOUS KOOTENAY

David Gibb & Son TROUT AND SALMON

Proprietors, BEAR, SHEEP AND GOAT
‘ CARIBOU, Etc.

If you wish to have an outing amid the
finest scenery and surroundings in

FRANK A. CLARK, - Manager. Aincrica, app]sz for particulars
: ' GEO. P. WELLS
Vancouver, B. C. Proprietor

THE HUME HOTEL

NELSON, B. C. <4
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TRADE MARK'

. BEER

CALGARY.

MALTING Co CANADA.
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THE DANMOORE

Dan. J. Moore, Proprietor.

EUROPEAN PLAN
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY AND UP.

3 “Twelve Storiesof

Solid Comfort”

¥» | Building, concrete,
BiY  steeland marble.

il Located, most fash-
13| ionable shopping

i district.
4 210 rooms, 135 baths.
’
Library and bound P Ol‘tland S NeW ﬂOtel
magazines in read- With Grill.
ing rooms for ,
guests, 475 Washington St., Cor. Fourteenth
Most refined hostelry PORTLAND, OREGON.
i in Seattle.
"= Absolutely fireproof. Hotel DMoore—Clatsop Beach, Seaside,

Ore. Open all year. TFor information

Rates, $1.00 up English Grill. apply at The Danmoore.
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This is to Remind YOU of Yule-Tide and to Sug-
gest as a Regal Gift POPLIN NECKWEAR

—

Appointment =

LATEST
NECKWEAR FASHIONS
InallColors | «" } &DESIGNS

i — % - ————— |}

Scarrs¢NES

s s T TS

FIRST QUALITY ONLY

Prices Range from 76c¢. to $1.25—Mailed Free.

S
E.CHAPMAN

Sole Agent in B. C. for Atkinson’s Royal Irish Poplin Ties

613 HASTINGS ST. WEST, - VANCOUVER, B. C.
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Christmas Day.
Blanche E, Holt Muriscn

Christmas is everywhere! All the world over
Joybells are ringing their message sublime;
And deep in the heart of me—me the lone rover,
Their far-reaching echoes exultingly chime.
Christmas is everywhere! Oh, how my being
Grows full to the brim with a longing unchecked:
While tears fill my eyes that grow dim with the seeing,
Familiar loved places all holly-bedecked.

Christmas again!—and the firelight is glowing
Cheerily bright on the old hearth at home:

And flickering gaily, and tenderly showing
Dear faces remembered wherever I roam.

Faces whose every expression is treasured
Away in my soul in a chamber apart;

Where Time and its distances duly are measured,
To just the same length as the throb of my heart.

Christmas again!--and I sit here a-dreaming,
Beautiful dreams all too lovely to last:
Fond dreams, through whose silences music comes streaming,
Low-toned with the Pleasure and Pain of the Past.
Memory’s corridors teem with the laughter,
Of voices attuned to the spirit of mirth;
In jubilant echoes each old oaken rafter,
Resounds to the song that is sweetest on earth.

Christmas is everywhere! That is the story
I tell to my heart as I dream on alone;

Until all the place grows a-gleam with the glory
That touches the soul in its own native zone.,

A chord has been struck that was hitherto soundless,
I hear the far call of the sundering sea;

The circle of love broadens out to the houndless,—
Christmas is evervwhere—comforting me.
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Ave Maria.

| Blanche E. Holt Murison.

Ave Maria, Virgin-Mother holy!
With humble hearts we come to DBethlehem
This Christmas eve; while silently and slowly
A million stars weave night a diadem.
O Mother-heart, O gentle maiden mild,
We bring our homage to thy little child!

Ave Maria, blessed and thrice blessed!
Mysterious means by men not understood ;
Though all unknown, acknowledged and confessed,
The harbinger of everlasting good.

O little Babe of Fatherhood divine,

We bow in heart before Thy manger-shrine!

Life of all life, in mystic incarnation

Beheld of men, while angels sang to Thee;

We come again to bring our adoration,

On this the night of Thy nativity.
We gather round to touch Thy garment’s hem,
O little Babe of royal Bethlehem!

Mother and Child, no words can ever falter

The rapture and devotion that we feel;

As low before Judea’s stable-altar,

With bended knee and praiseful heart we knecel.
But, oh, the prayer goes forth—do Thou abide
Spirit of Love with us this Christmas-tide.
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The Message of Christmas.

Blanche E. Holt Mutrison.

Joy to the world—joy!

The morning stars are singing to the earth,

Attuning life to sweetness, love, and mirth;

Celestial harmonies are all abroad,

And souls far off are drawing nearer God.

"Tis Christmas morn!—Lo, Christ is born!
Joy to the world—joy!

Hope to the world—hope!
Each happy bell is telling as it rings,
The steadfastness of God’s eternal things:
The stronghold stands ;—a little Babe’s faint voice,
Hath sent the Watchword round the world—“Rejoice”!
"Tis Christmas morn! Lo, Christ is born!

Hope to the world—hope!

Peace to the world—peace!

Let Love prevail, the sounds of strife be still,

Proclaim abroad the gospel of Goodwill;

The sweet evangel of a Greater Thought,

That we may live more nearly as we ought.

"Tis Christmas morn! Lo, Christ is born!
Peace to the world—peace!
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“The Lady of

the Marmion.”

Arthur Davies.*

stood on the Dallas Road foreshore,

watching the ‘setting sun transform

the western slopes of the snow-

capped Olympians into embattled
terraces, of rose-hued tint. Supreme si-
lence, broken only by movements which
reach the eye but leave the ear at peace,
was stilling the ultimate West to sleep
—a tribute to the last moments of a
perfect day. When the sun dipped, the
rose hues on the Olympians changed to
splashes of orange, rising higher and
higher, until, only the loftiest peaks were
sun-kissed. As each light died out the
vibrations from its deathknell reached
the human eye and touched the soul;
like delicate chords, from across the
heavenly arc.

In the distance on my right, the
“Drummond” lay snugly at anchor under
the very shadows of the Sooke-Hills—
shadows that softened but did not hide
a floating smoke-cloud, the work-a-day
hint of tomorrow and the homeward run.
On my immediate left was a ledge of

rock, worn smooth by tide and weather.
In the glamour of the sunset, I had
taken but scant notice of a man and
two children seated on the ledge; but,
with the breaking of the spell, I saw
that he was very old and bent. FHis
hand shook perceptibly as he gently
caressed the children by his side; the
one, a chubby faced boy, the other, a
winsome bairn on the borderland whence
babyhood is lost in girlhood. The old
man’s hands caressed blindly; for his
eyes were fixed on a jutting headland,
and the children’s eyes were cast up
at him, as if awaiting permission to
break the stlence But the Drum-
mond, tomorrow, and my neighbours
were suddenly blotted out by the sight
of an old hulk, wearily following in the
wake of a tug, rounding the point on
which the old man’s eyes were fixed.
As the tug drew inshore, the delapi-
dated sides of her burden were sil-
houetted sharply on the foreground. In
spite of the dull light and the shorn

L d
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hull, the strange familiarity of her lines
awakened memories buried in the pass-
ing of the years the tapering
bow, the graceful sheer, and the deli-
cately curved counter completed the re-
collection—————1 felt certain the
blackened hull was all that remained of
the old “Marmion”, and, like a flash of
mental lightning, the happenings of long
ago surged up from the log-book of
memory. In place of the old carcase in
front of me, I saw again; the clipper
ship Marmion cresting the seas in all
her white-winged pride; and with her,
was another phantom ship—a phantom
to all but myself; for clear in my vision
was the reality which linked the old
hulk to the human drama, played out to
a finish on their decks.

I was “prentice boy in those days, on
board the “Whitkirk.” Not, to me, the
rusty, decrepid Whitkirk now ekeing out
her last days as a freighter of garbage;
but the new Whitkirk, almost fresh from
the builder’s hands, with records to her
credit across two oceans; lying at No.
3 buoy in ‘Newcastle harbour, like a
greyhound stretched to the leash; the
blue Austrahan sky overhead and the
dishonour of coal dust on our smooth,
white decks—a dishonour shared by the
Marmion, the erstwhile tea clipper—the
smart little craft that sailormen, all over
the world, mentioned with an approv-
ing oath when swopping comparisons of
record passages.

Matson, was skipper of the Whitkirk,
his first command and my first trip with
him~—the first of many. He was young
in those days, full-blooded, and proud of
his ship and her speed I see him
now, as I saw him that morning; lean-
ing against the poop rail, with a thinly
vetled sneer on his clean-shaven, bronzed
face; looking across at the Marmion,
coupled up short to the next buoy.

The sneer must have reached Captain
Styles, for occasionally, his bearded face
would turn our way So I toyed
with the work I was at, knowing one of
the two ship-proud men would speak.

It was Styles of the Marmion, who
broke the silence—a sort of casual, don’t

care enquiry, as to when we were get-
ting underway,

WESTWARD HO!
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“Noon!" promptly responded our skip-
per, with a veiled query in his manner;
as if asking an echo of the question,
but lacking the interest to put it into
words—he got his answer, immediately :

“So do 1!” followed shortly by the
dubiously expressed hope that he would
see us in 'Frisco.

“Perhaps,” meaningly responded Mat-
son, and I could see the amused snecr
on his face again. It traversed the short
distance between the two ships, for
Styles straightened himself up from the
taffrail and laughed, as he shot back the
response :

“Think you'll make a long passage,
then?”

“No! I was figuring, we should be
loaded up and away before you got in-
side the Gate,” our skipper bellowed
back.

“T'll bet you five-hundred dollars, we
beat you to 'Frisco!” was the angry chal-
lenge which tickled my ears from the
Marmion.

“Done!!” said Matson.

Next moment, as if a silent witness to
the bet, the young wife of Captain Styles
appeared from under the awning. Her
tall. graceful form contrasted sharply with
the short, thickset build of her middle-
aged husband—a coatrast that was di-
minished as her lissom figure stooped
slightly when linking her arm with-
in her hushand’s and bowing in answer
to Matson’s hat-wave—a how which
seemed to me to be an additional accept-
ance of the wager, for it was followed
by a merry laugh, ringing out like music
across the water; but the sound did not
hide the glance of approval, cast first at
her hushand, then at the tapering spars
of the Marmion—Woinifred Styles was
ship-proud as well as husbhand-proud.

Scarcely had the cadence of rippling
laughter died away, than the discord
from the sirens of two mosquito-like
tugs reverberated across the harbour,
awakening hoth ships into scenes of hust-
ling activity; for other ears than mine
had heard the challenge and the bet—
even the tugs, seemed to have caught
the fever of the race.

In spite of the jockeying of the tugs
and the feverish energy of both crews,
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the start was dead level, from the mo-
ment the pins fell from the shackles to
the casting adrift of the towlines and
spreading our linen to a lively, off-shore
breeze; excepting, that Styles stood
straight out to sea. with the Marmion,
evidently determined on the bee-line
course—she was a slick sailer in light
winds—but Matson headed our ship to
the South-east in search of wind—the
more he got the better he liked it, and
the Whitkirk liked it, too; she was a
very glutton for gales and a sluggard in
light weather. As I loosened the jigger
roval on our full rigged four-master,
the Marmion was nearly hull down on
the port quarter, with her tacks raised to
a spanking breeze; whilst we were close-
hawed on the starboard tack, with the
salt spray already hurtling across our
bows—a befitting baptism to the long,
ocean race.

For seventeen days, the Whitkirk was
furiously driven by the wind—and Mat-
son, first South-east, until we fairly
snffed the roaring forties; then, gradu-
ally edged up East and North, with her
lee rail almost awash and sailor’s soda
water churned to her wake in an effer-
vescing stream by day, a sheened ribbon
of phosphorescent light by night. She
reeled off the knots like a racing yatch
in a made-to-measure breeze—a breeze
that freshened into half a gale, veered
as we changed our course, merged im-
perceptibly into the South-east trades,
moderated, and finally melted into a
zephyr of variable air, as the Whitkirk
passed from South to North latitude;
with more than a third of our race run
and never a sign of the Marmion!

Where was she? Dimly, over
the intervening years, I remember the
intensity of our desire to solve that ques-
tion; sharpened by Matson's offer of a
ten dollar bill to the first who sighted
our rival.

"Was she ahead or astern?
Opinions and bets were flung round the
fol" sl like weevily blellltS on a long
passage. Even our usually nonchalant
bl\lpper made sundry excursions to the
Jigger crosstrees with his binoculars,
muttermor as he left the deck something
'IbOLIt the topmast stay, as an excuse for
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his unwonten curiosity ; which the hori-
zon failed to satisfy, for it yielded noth-
ing but a dithering rim to the oily, wind-
less sea.

The doldrums held us in their blight-
ing grip for three days—days of drift-
ing and of cursing, both for'ard and aft.
On the fourth day, at sunrise, the mag-
netism of the drift gave us a schooner
for company; an island trader, smelling
of copra and beetles, with banana skins
dropping from her chute after every
meal. We kept forced company the
whole of that day, sometimes drifting
together, until the shadow from her jib-
boom tipped our rail; at others, wallow-
ing like a log, while she, under the in-
fluence of a catspaw, slipped through the
water a few hundred yards, only to drift
back during the hours of heartbreaking
calm; till sweltering day passed into
super-heated night, with our wee com-
panion’s green sidelight Dblinking and
winking on our quarter.

We had the middle watch that night;
four sultry hours filled with the over-
whelming desire for sleep which attacks
the sailor in the doldrums—God’s fac-
tory, where he makes the rain and the
wind ; the latter, in the making process,
generally stmlght up and clown. Dur-
ing the second hali of the watch, I
walked the lee side of the poop in a
dazed, semi-comatose state, lurching with
every roll and and colliding indescrim-
inately with skylight, mast, and rail;
until, in desperation, I brought myself
to an anchor against the latter: weav-
ing fairy tales round the schooner’s
green light, which danced like a will-o’-
the wisp, first on one quarter then on
the other, sometimes disappearing en-
tirely, only to bhob up serenely in a few
moments, like the green eyed monster in
the long-ago stories. Once, I could have
sworn [ saw it on both quarters at the
same time; at others, my sleep-muddled
brain dissolved the schooner and por-
traved the Marmion: as a dragon with
wide-open, sweat-bedewed jaws, ever
chasing us and guiding her reptillian
course by the ald of a solitary, green
eye. °

As the clock crawled to eight bells
I gave a parting, sleepy look at my green

o



578
eyed friend, now burning bright and
“clear, weil on the port quarter. Even as
I looked, it seemed to change once again
into the dragon’s eye, each moment ris-
ing higher and higher and drawing
nearer. Involuntarily, I shrieked out the
words “Marmion! the Mar-
mion!”

Next moment, sleep was dashed com-
pletely from my eyes by a cuff from the
mate and a sniggering, half suppressed
laugh from the man at the wheel. But
the name of our foe had already reached
Matson’s ears; before I had recovered
from the mate's blow, he was on the
poop. He stood in a half dressed state,
as if expecting a call, never deigning to
notice the mate nor myself, neither did
he take his eyes from the green light,
but, from the squaring of his shoulders
and the intensity of his gaze, I knew
there had been fact as welt as fiction in
my drowsy brain-jumble—--the schooner
had disappeared the Marmion was
close on our heels. The riddle was im-
mediately solved by the exhilaration of
cold air, the first fitful breath of the
breeze that had brought the Marmion.

I turned in, the richer by two, bright-
golden sovereigns, but lay awake, won-
dering if I were honestly entitled to
them ; listening to the glad sound of the
ming sails to the freshening breeze:

with the soft, slippered footfall of
Matson on the poop above. He
was watching the green light now
—watching it creep up closer and

closer, until, about daybreak, our ship
suddenly rolled to windward, with the
sails hanging limp and useless from the
yards. I ran out, and along the break
of the poop, to look for the cause, and
found the Marmion in all the beauty of
her white-winged power, close up, on
our weather beam; every sail curved
and filled with the wind—our share as
well as her own—heeling over and cut-
ting the seas, which dripped from her
bow and side like drops of liquid gold,
in the beams of the rising sun. On her
poop was Captain Styles, and at his
side, the tall, slender figure of his wife,
clad in a soft, clinging eiderdown robe:
with their two years old baby waving
little, fat hands from the snug safety
of her mother’s arms.
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Matson was in his favourite position,
leaning against the weather poop rail; a
good humoured smile on his full, red
lips and eyes which divided their atten-
tion between Winifred Styles and quick,
greedy glances astern, where night had
melted into a bank of dense, black clouds.
No words were exchanged between the
rival crews, just looks, but the looks
spoke volumes, especially the dainty
smiles from the lady of the Marmion—
pretty glances of triumph, mellowed by
her beauty She stands before me
to-day as plain as on that morning, so
does Matson and his parting look, shot
at the Marmion as she forged ahead—
the smile had disappeared, in spite of
the tan his face was ashen pale, his keen,
gray eyes were filled with unutterable
but suppressed longing, changing into
sudden alarm when the pink and white
face on the other ship, swayed for a
moment as the owner reeled against her
husband; and I knew the rose-tints on
her cheeks had been veiled by deathly
pallor—I had seen it happen before, in
Sydney.

The Marmion passed on—not in a mo-
ment, but very gradually, inch by inch,
she crept away from us—it was her
breeze to a fine point, every thread of

warp and weft in every sail pulled to
1ts utmost tension: from the huge main-
sail to the tiny skysail. The Whitkirk
did well, but we were canvassed in the
modern style, for easy handling in rough
wqather; without the tassels of stun’-
sails, sky-sail, and balloon-jib. By eight
bells the Marmion showed us the stern
ports in her half-round; at noon, her
courses were flush with the horizon—but
I anticipate.

We got no more watch below that day,
for no sooner had the Marmion passed
ahead than Matson got busy. He sent
for the sailmaker, and, to our astonish-
ment, the whole crowd were set to work
unbending all our fine weather canvas,
replacing it, sail by sail, with the best
suit and all storm sails. The port watch

‘took the fore and main, the starboard

watch the mizzen and staysails, we lads,
the jigger-mast; with Matson bossing
us around and making us climb like
squirrels—I learnt more sailorizing that
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day than for many a month. Our skip-
per was like a great, overgrown boy:
hauling on gantlines, letting go clewlines,
and chivvying up the sluggards; but,
between whiles, he kept his eyes on the
black clouds, now grown into a cumu-
lus mass, arched over the horizon astern,
with white whiffs of cirrus poised like
a fringe on the convex edge, the con-
cave filied with lurid atmosphere; like
the breath of some foul demon, com-
pressed and imprisoned by the purer air
blowing at a tangent across the front—
the pure air of the rapidly increasing
breeze, now sending wus through the
water at a ten knot clip, making the
fimshing touches to our work aloft more
irksome and difficult. We lads had to
take the top-sail sheets to the capstan to
get them home; Matson gave us a
chantie, with one eye on the sail and the
other on the black cloud. I noticed he
had a deep, rich bass voice, which rolled
round the ship and raised him a peg
higher in our estimation—he was pretty
high already.

At four bells, in the dog-watch, the
work was finished and the ship snugged
down; with preventer sheets rove, watch
tackles, handy, skyvlights covered, and the
whoie ship having a Cape Horn appear-
ance; but still, the blue, tropical sky
was overhead, and the bluer waters of
the Aid-Pacific around———small worn-
der, the men were amazed and the old
whales growled, when all hands, with the
exception of the skipper and the man at
the wheel, went to supper. It was then
I remembered the Marmion and took a
look over the weather rail, but no Mar-
mion was to be seen, and the spray was
already topping the rail with smart
swishes of stinging salt water; so, I
slipped down to leeward and almost fell
overboard in my excitement at the
change in the position of the two ships.
The Marmion was no longer hull down
—she was only a few miles ahead, with
her skvsail furled and her stun’sail
booms rigged in. Below me, the sea was
rushing to our stern like a swiftly-
flowing mill race—the Whitkirk was
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getting into her pace, she was reeling off
fifteen knots, and I knew she could do
better. I went aft with the excitement
of the race tingling through my veins,
and my eyes bright with the joy of
avenging our defeat of the morning;
they met the eyes of our skipper, who
was leaning over the athwartship rail;
in spite of turning his face to windward
and the sundown dusk, I saw that his
eyes were alight with the same fire—but
intensified.

No wonder, the sight of the old hulk
had thrilled me; for throughout my life,
the happenings of that night and the
day following will stand out in bold re-
lief whenever the leaves of memory are
stirred. From the dull monotony of the
doldrums, with their deathlike calms and
soaking rains, the scene had suddenly
shifted to a wind-swept sea and visible
cvidence that we were in the very jaws
of an approaching storm—in place of
uninteresting company, we were racing,
almost hoom to boom, with the rival we
had been looking for!

It must have been about the middle
of the second dog-watch that I acci-
dentally overheard a short and sharp
conversation between the skipper and
the second mate. The latter was a queer
stick, more book learned than ship
taught ; he quoted Iitzroy, Espey, Maury,

and Lecky by the fathom, and was ever

a butt for Matson's caustic wit. That
night he ran up the poop stairs like a
scare-head, blurting out:

“The glass has fallen an inch, during
the watch, sir !’

“Knock the bottom out altogether, and
throw it overhoard!” was Matson’s sharp
retort—-—-—"The Sccond retreated, back
to the multitudinous mstruments he car-
ried and rcad for “The Royal Meteoro-
logical Society.”

[ cut out the petty details of our next
watch on deck—the first night watch.
from eight to twelve—which hour, found
us, with our vards just free of the back-
stavs, a gale of wind blowing, and Mat-
son hanging on to every stitch of can-
vas. The Whitkirk sailed then as she

*Phe author is fully aware that cyclones and circular storms are generally
presaged by an abnormally high harometer, but meteorologists must take_ into
account—the proximity of the ship to the arrested storm and the latitude.



380

will never sail again, for none but he
would dare the risk. She seemed to fly
through the water, scorning the sea ani
cutting it, as with a knife, tw1stmd over
the riven edges and spurning them bacic
to her wake, which hissed and eddied
from our stern in a lane of boiling foam.
At six bells, the fore lower t’ gan’sl had
carried away; the remnants cracked like
whips for a few seconds, then disap-
peared in fragmentary shreds, leaving the
bared bolt ropes and running gear lash-
ing in the wind. The mate wanted to
clew up the royals, but Matson bid him
get another lower t'gan’sl bent and set.
We did, but exactly how we managed it,
beats me to this day; all I remember is:
the terrific force of the wind, which cut
the very breath out of my mouth and
flattened me against the rigging, holdinyg
me there as i a vise, until the ship
lurched to windward, easing the pres-
sure and letting me crawl up and out
to the weather earing; my long, thin
body and supple limbs giving me an ad-
vantage over the men. Irom this vant-
age point, while struggling with the sail,
I caught sight of the Marmion, away on
our lee bow; the very skeleton of her
former self, stripped to upper top-sails
and reefed courses. It was just a glint
of moonlight that gave me the sight, but
it filled me with mad joy. I forgot the
fierceness of the wind; the risky, pre-
cipitous nature of my position: and
laughed, as I yelled out fragments of sail
chanties. My mad humour was caught
up by the men along the vard, thc)
joined in the (lcwlment—he]d the sail
and defeated the wind—Dbut not, until,
the mate had run the ship almost into
the wind’s eye and deadencd her way,
giving the Marmion another lead.

we had recovered our
position, outpacing the Marmion hand
over fist; within ten minutes we should
have passed her, so I waited, snug under
the break of the poop; to glory in the
doing—bhut, it was not to he,———vet.
The second mate came out from his
room, carrying the small, canvas bucket
in which he drew the water for his wet
bulb thermometer. It seemed a mad
thing to do, when we were rushing
through the water at mail hoat speed;

By midnight,
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but madness was in the air on board the
Whitkirk that night; so it was merely
with lazy interest I watched the black
outline of his figure climb on to the main
rail, close to the mizzen rigging, and
drop the bucket overboard. [ suppose,
he held on to the lanyard, for the mo-
ment the bucket touched the water, he
disappeared, like a flash, over the ship’s
side.

I velled out “Man overboard l———
The second mate’s over the side!”

Next moment, I heard Matson alimost
spit the words “Damn him!” through his
clenched teeth, as he ran aft to the wheel,
kicking a lifebuoy from the rail as he
passed.

“Ware ship!” was the next order.
The Whitkirk came round.like a top,
but we lost miles in the race, and the foul
looking arch of black clouds came per-
ceptibly nearer.

No sooner were the tacks down on
the other side than Matson called for
boat volunteers. Just as he spoke, I
heard a ghostlike, choking voice coming
from under the half-round. It scared
me, but I had the sense to drop the end
of a brail over the side and call out to
the skipper. He twigged, in a moment—
pulled on the taunt rope—fairly lifting
the gasping, spluttering officer to safety
on the ship's poop. He stood in front
of us, even in the darkness, a pitcous
spectacle—lean at any time, but looking
like a thin, wet rail, as he shivered and
with chattering teeth explained: that a
sea had thrown him against the side,
where his fingers had caught in the eye-
bolt under the counter. Matson mecrely
ejaculated “hope vou saved the bucket!”
turned on his heels and put the ship
round again—but the Marmion had gain-
ed miles, the small, white light from
hier binnacle had disappeared in the dis-
tance ahead.

Boyvlike, I was worn out, when our
watch went below, dead for sleep, for-
getful of the Marmion and all else; but
even in my sleep, I could feel our ship
vibrate and throb under the tremendous
pressure of the wind. Every now and
then, she seemed to be lifted bodily out
of the water, shot over the surface an
plunged back, with a biow that made her
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wince like a thing of life; only to rise
to the next sea, shake the water from
her decks and rush madly on. Occas-
ionally, the heavy seaboats of Matson
and the lighter, rubber-clad footfall of
the second mate would pass, backwards
and forwards, over my head—and I
knew, the awful strain on our ship was
echoed on the men above.

It was seven bells and broad daylight,
when our messmate from the other watch
rushed in, yelling:

“Rouse and shine Show a leg!

Come and see the Marmion,
boys Come and see us whip
her!”

He was a bright, curly headed little
chap, but that morning his curls were
sodden with salt water, his rosy face
encrusted with salt crystals, his oilskins
dripping with liquid salt; even his pip-
ing, treble voice was hoarse and throaty,
as if pickled with atmospheric brine.

We crowded to the doorway, through
which, on the starboard side, we saw
the Marmion; her three sticks only half
clad in canvas, whilst we were flying
our royals—only our lighter staysails
were furled. It was a glorious sight—
we whooped and laughed like young
madmen. Over our breakfast—impreg-
nated with salt water—we figured out,
how much of the five hundred dollars the
skipper would give us in 'Frisco, and
spent it, in imagination.

Dollars! The attractions of ’Frisco,
and even the fact that it was Christmas
Day were soon erased by the scene on
deck. The wind had backed slightly, the
vards had been squared in a point or
two, the Whitkirk no longer throbbed
and vibrated. She seemed to skim the
surface of the sea like a huge albatross;
excepting, that she never curved to right
nor left, but speeded straight on, as if
racing the seas; cutting their foaming
crests and dashing the sundered parts
back on their fellows. Sometimes, in-
stead of cutting the seas, she would
plunge her bows deep into the green
water, hurl it along her decks in a rag-
ing torrent, until port and scupper-hole
vomited the intruder back into the ocean.

But, it was the Marmion we were af-
ter, and she, wind-driven like ourselves,
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plunged madly on——all to no pur-
pose; for every knot visibly lessened
the distance between us. Styles risked
his t'gan’sls, at noon, he set his
main royal, -—shortly afterwards, he
tried the fore royal, but it blew into a
thousand pieces in the setting; and we
were now close on his heels again,—so
close, that it looked, for all the world,
as if we were deliberately running him
down; and he, trying to escape from a
deadly foe.

A foe, more deadly, more implacable
than the Whitkirk was hovering near;
almost in the very act of striking—a foe,
that ashore, mows down giant trees like
grass; twists iron as if it were mere
thread; and strews its path with the
living and the dead: impartially, unheed-
ingly—a foe, equally merciless at sea,
but mitigated in its impact on the storm-
tossed ship by the yielding liquidity of
the medium on which she floats. Cap-
tain Styles,—who had the weather lore
of every ocean at his finger tips—would,
doubtless, long ere this, have found safe-
ty by running his ship out of the storm-
center; but it was too late, now; De-
sides, Matson had taken the risk and
was sweeping down on him,—how could
he, the doyen of sea skippers, shirk the
course selected by the challenged in the
heat of the race?

I have said, “The doldrums are God’s
factory, where He makes the wind.” We
had, but just, passed from the entrance
to that factory. As a rule, the finished
product is delivered smoothly and with
delicate accuracy. The ascended, heated
air passes to the North in the atmos-
pheric heights, leaving the colder air
from the North to blow gently into the
factory in the shape of trade-winds, close
to the surface of the sea, without fric-
tion and without storm; but, woe betide
the ship or land when the gaseous wheels
of the factory are jarred—it is then, the
whirling, shrieking tornado is let loose.

For hours, Matson had kept his ship
right in the very path of the storm-fiend;
apparently, heedless of danger; intent
only, on utilising the terrific force of
the impinging air currents as they
battled for the mastery. The Northwest
gale; which drove our huge, iron shell
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through the sea at over seventeen knots,
in spite of the deadweight kernel of -
elastic coal; had imprisoned, retarded,
and compressed the heated mass of at-
mosphere astern. High overhead, the
steady procession of soft, fleecy clouds
to the South-west denoted the North-
cast trades, deflected from the surface of
the ocean into higher and unusual alti-
tudes, acting as another compressor on
the heated air-mass; which, though pin-
ioned, was steadily advancing; driven
onward by its centripetal force, and the
search for cooling latitudes.

The foregoing, is told from after-
knowledge; at the time, what cared I
for storm-centers? The dare-devil cool-
ness of Matson was-as halm to my feel-
ing of exultation; the timorous looks
of the second mate and his repeated
journeys to the barometer acted as an
writant; the fact, that, under her -
creased canvas, the Marmion took the
longer overhauling, added zest to the
fever of the race. The Christmas duff
was salted with spray in the cooking, but
the sodden dough, with the veriest tinc-
ture of rum in the watery sauce, was
swectened by the sight of the Marmion'’s
stern; rising, at onc moment, clean out
of the water; the next, descending into
the trough of the sea to the level of the
foam, capping the huge rollers, fore-
runners of the advancing storm.

QOur decks were a seething mass of
waters, rushing from side to side or end
to cnd, with every roll or pitch from
. the crossing-seas. The rigging and lower
sails were drenched by the knife-like
spray, which shot across with a hissing,
spattering sound when our weather rail
rose high and foiled the green rollers
i their attempt to add to the burden
on our decks. In spite of this, every
man on board risked life or limb to
snatch an occasional look at our rival;
now so near that a thin, oilskin-clan
figure, clinging to the poop rail, was
easily recognized as the lady of the Mar-
mion.

Matson appeared to be the only dis-
interested man on board. He stood up
to windward, holding on to the jigger
rigging; apparently, paying no heed to
the Marmion; until Pete Jansen, the big
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Swede, relieved the wheel and I took
my trick at the lee wheel; then, he strug-
gled aft, and I heard him say:

“Never mind your course—put her
alongside that ship!”

The Swede, turned his staring, blonde
blue eyes on the skipper for a moment;
then he put the wheel up a spoke or
two; that was all the impression made
on liim by as mad a command as I have
ever heard at sea to blanket the
Marmion in a gale of wind with heavy
cross seas running, appeared to be the
act of a maniac; yet Matson was as cool
as if we had been sailing smoothly, in
casy weather; he did not even bother to
look over the side, to see what lee room
we had!

In five minutes, our cutwater was flush
with the Marmion’s stern———a few
moments longer, and the narrow swathe
of water, between the two ships, ceased
to hoil and foam; it seemed cowed at
the daring of the deed—even the wind on
the Marmion’s sails was stilled, as, mast

by mast, the canvas quivered in useless
folds.

We swept alongside her poop, so dan-
gerously near, that our yards had the
semblance of interlocking; adding anxi-
ety to the expressions of rage and dis-
gust, plainly visible on the weather-
dinted face of Captain Styles.

There was just one little break in our
triumph: when, by some freak of the
wind, the Marmion seemed to gather way
and go ahead again. It was then, I saw
that sweet, fragile woman, Winifred
Styles, stroke and pat the Marmion's
rail; as if the ship were a living thing,
responsive to her longing desire to de-
feat the foc—it reminded me of a lady.
1 had once seen fondling the favoured
horse in a great race—but, the ship she
was so proud of and loved so well was
hopelessly outclassed in that weather, she
dropped astern like a Rotherhithe barge
racing a mail-boat; before I could well
realise it, her fore-topmast staysail was
refilling in a bee-line with our spanker
boom.

During the blanketing, I had taken
quick glances at Matson, to see what
impression the wiping out of yesterday's
msult had made; but he was impassive,

L]
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and never moved from the weather rig-
ging -stay ! once, and once only, he
shot a glance at the Marmion’s poop,
from under the dripping edge of his sou’-
wester ; and that, when Winifred Styles
caressed the salt-encrusted rail—it was a
piercing look at the small, white hand;
his eyes seemed purposely witheld from
hers—he never, even looked at Styles.

As the Marmion dropped rapidly
astern, the gap in our excitement at Mat-
son’s daring act was filled by his sud-
denly awakening from apathy—either
assumed or real—he called the mate from
his shelter, in quick, incisive tones; and
while the latter was panting to wind-
ward, hurled these commands at him,
like shot from a gatling gun:

“All hands on deck—shorten her right
down to top-sails—see all top-sail hal-
liards and sheets clear for letting go—
hustle those Johns round Mr. Bootle!”

I took aquick glance at the sky,
and found: the evili looking clouds
had, at last, burst from the thral-
dom of the imprisoning gale and
spread over the zenith like an overhang-
ing pall, casting off from the arched
edge smoke-like fragments. Astern,
daylight was almost blotted out by anger-
riven clouds, some stationary, some scur-
rying across the sky and colliding in their
headlong career, emitting from the lurid
impact steplike streaks of forked light-
ning—as yet, to us, voiceless lightning,
unaccompanied by thunder; but it made
more vivid and ghastly the storm-vaulted
heavens—a vault paved with raging seas,
rolling from under the canopy in moun-
tains of green water, crested with foam.

We carried a good crowd that voy-
age; mnot runners, picked up in New-
castle, but honest, deep-water sailormen.
They must have known we were racing
another and more deadly foe; for they
stripped that ship as if she had been
making the home port, instead of fight-
ing for safety in mid-ocean. But, for
all that, it was a dead heat—the hurri-
cane fell upon us just as the last sail
was put under the gaskets.

There was a sudden dropping of the
gale, which had carried us on the storm-
front—a squaring of yards, in the midst
of a turmoil of waters, that pitched and
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tossed the Whitkirk as if she had been
mere froth on the surface of the ocean.
I remember, the after yards werce
squared, but the fore, still braced up—
the men were struggling to get to the
fore braces—when Matson sprung into
the rigging, simultaneously yelling :

“Look out!!”

Intuitively, I ducked my head, and
clung to the wheel with all my strength.
Next moment, I felt the Whitkirk’s stern
rise to a mountainous sea, and stagger
in the rising; then, all was blank, save
for a partial sense of suffocation and a
rending, tearing force at my arm. When
I recovered my wits, Matson was pull-
ing me from under the wheel-box, where
the sea had wedged me, hard and fast.
I saw, that he kept one hand on the
wheel, and I looked in a dazed way for
the Swede, but his place was vacant; the
sea had swept the ship from end to end
and carried him to a viking’s death, only
a shred of oilskin, fluttering on the jig-
ger rigging, disclosed the way of his
passing.

“Get to the weather wheel,” hissed
Matson in my ear, at the same time al-
most lifting me round to the other side.

As I raised my arms and clasped the
spokes, only the fol’sl head and poop
deck were visible; all between, was a
turmoil of angry waters; in which,
wreckage from galley, boats, and deck
mixed indescriminately with my ship-
mates in their endeavour to reach com-
parative safety in the rigging. Matson
pulled the mate over the break of the
poop, against which the backwash had
flung him. Then he came aft to me and
said:

“Keep her dead before the sea, Wil-
son!”

I answered: “Aye! Aye! Sir,” and
knew I had passed from boyhood to the
threshold of manhood—five minutes be-
fore, he would have called me ‘boy!’.

The wind suddenly died down and, for
a moment, ceased to blow; then, just as
suddenly, it jumped back with re-doubled
fury to the old quarter, filling our fore
top-sails, striking the after sails flat
aback. I looked at Matson, for I felt
she was losing steering way, but he had
gripped the rigging again and was look-
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'ing intently on our starboard quarter;
whele a fold in the cloud-canopy was
lifted, disclosing a streak of dull green
light, verging to red on the horizon. Al-
most as L looked, I saw the old, confi-

dent smile tremble on his lips when he
called out:

“Stand by your top-sail halliards and
sheets !”

By this time, the Whitkirk had rolled
most of the water from her decks, but
the men were still in a half-drowned,
stunned condition. Before they reached
the halliards, the wind was right aft
again; it came out with a low moan,
followed by an angry snarl, rising al-
most to a shriek, as peal after peal of
Heaven’s artillery echoed and re-echoed
‘across the sky—a sky from which the
light of day had suddenly been quenched.

I tried desperately, to keep her before
the sea; but, in that pandemonium of
contending forces, it was mere guess-
work. The shriek was followed by the
entire force of the hurricane. At the
first blast, I heard the sound of hal-
liards on the run and felt Matson’s hand
grip my shoulder, his fingers acting as
a signal; for no voice of man could
penetlate the howling discord of raging
wind and detonatmo thunder
twice he pressed my shoulder down, and
twice I put the wheel down once,
he almost lifted me off my feet with a
sudden, upward grip, which caused me
to send the wheel flying round; and I
saw the boiling foam on another moun-
tain of water pass like enshadowed, drift-
ing snow on either side.

In the midst of it all—as if to add
the fury of fire to the battle of the winds
—Hash after flash of sky-splitting light-
ning ran in jagged rivers of liquid ﬁl(.
from zenith to sea. Their hellish light
had scarcely vanished, when, right over-
head, an awiful crack of thunde1 ex-
ploded with such terrific force that the
raging sea and tempest seemed stilled
by its vibrations—rvibrations which shook
my hands on the wheel, and set all the

loose Dbolts in the yalds dancing the -

devil’s hornpipe to the awesome light of
fireballs at our mast-heads, electric fire
on iron yard and wire rigging, and the
smell of burning sulphur in our nostrils.
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The climax lasted but a few moments,
but moments seem hours when the ele-
ments are at war and man stands by,
helpless.

After the thunderbolt, torrents of hajl
beat down upon our decks—not the pret-
ty, white pellets of the common hailstorm,
but hail, like frost-encrusted shrapnel;
which scored my hands and drove the
remnants of our crew, who had not al-
ready hidden, into any nook or corner
to cower from their lacerating force. But
the hailstones did more—they mastered
and half quelled the sea, which ceased to
boil and foam, even its mountains be-
came swelling plains of water under
their perforating force; and the wind—
the foe that had seemed omnmipotent—
was sliced into millions of air-shafts.
The storm, in its inception, had a sting
in its tail which was self destructive.
Scarcely had the burning titillation, re-
sulting from that sting passecl from my
hands and face, when——out from the star-
board quarter, where the skipper had
watched the dull light, came a gentle
breeze from the East; the precursor of
the North-east trades, our landward
breeze resuming its rightful place on the
ocean. The hurricane would pass on,
gathering force and area on its course,
WhllSt we cleared up the wreckage and
clung to the {ringe of the Welcome
trades; with our yards sharp up on the
starboard tack; a lumpy, troubled sea;
and just a glint of the setting sun glow-
ing angrily on the Western horizon.

But, what of the Marmion? Barely
had our yards swung round, than, away
on our quarter, we sxghted our rival

a shattered wreck, only
her mizzen-mast pointed skywards, the
fore and main t'gallent and top-masts
were mere encumbering wreckage, hang-
ing over bow and waist like the dishev-
clled hair of a storm-tossed mermaid;

our men stopped pulling,—
Matson strode aft; as he passed me I
saw a strange, gray shadow. on his facc.

Obedient to a motion of his hand,
I put the helm down and brought the
ship to the wind, deadening -her way,
and wondering at the lifeless, forlorn
aspect of the crippled ship—it was un-
like Captain Styles to stagnate in a crisis.



“THE LADY OF
This thought had barely sped, when I
saw the red ensign flutter from the Mar-
mion’s poop, pause midway between
boom and gaff, then roll out to the full
extent—telling of a death on board.

Next moment, another flag was un-
furled, this, from the mizzen-mast, mid-
way between truck and deck. It was the
stars and stripes, and instantly, Matson
exclaimed :

"My God!
wife.”

I remembered: Styles had woed and
won his wife in ’Frisco. The gossip of
the water-front came back to me—the
love of the young girl for the middle-
aged skipper, of her pride in his do-
ings, and her leaving the home of re-
fined luxury to wed her hero, and with
him the ship; for the Marmion was ever
to her a part of her husband’s life. Then,
I thought of the beautiful face with the
bright eyes and delicate complexion, on
which the blush-roses chased each other;
and a lump came into my throat, as, bov-
like, I tried to smile, to hide the tears;
for, Winifred Styles had been good to
ali the sailor-boys, whenever the Mar-
mion touched port.

Matson did not speak, simall
need, when I saw the convulsive shak-
ing of his broad shoulders and noted the
drawn, haggard face; as he went to his
room—the death of the lady of the Mar-
mion had removed a sweet presence from
his life. Years afterwards, I saw her
picture in his locket,— the clasp
was worn-out with much opening.

We stood ’on an’ off’ through the
night. Next morning the skipper sent
for me, to his room. On entering, I
was astonished at the change; for all
the flowers, on the plants he tended with
such care, had been shorn oft. DBut my
eves quickly travelled to the table, to a
small cross, wrought out of maiden-hair
fern, with a spray of orange blossom at
the foot and a bunch of white geranium
in the center, on which nestled a soli-
tary red rose; round about the cross
were lying all the other blooms.

“Wilson, I am sending a boat to the
Marmion with a leétter of sympathy to
Captain Styles, and to tell him, the race
is off—not much sport racing with

it’s the

skipper’s
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cripples, is there?—I want you to take
these flowers and well, you know
what to do with them " conclud-
ed Matson abruptly, as he bent over the
table; ostensibly to pack the flowers, in
reality, to hide his twitching face.

The day was fine, with just the rem-
nants of yesterday’s seas undulating the
water—a short pull put us on board the
Marmion. I gave Matson’s letter to the
mate and asked permission to place the
flowers on the body-—there was no need
to ask if the captain’s wife were dead;
the sorrow stricken faces told me that
Matson had read the death signal aright.

The mate left me for a few moments,
taking the letter in to Captain Styles;
then, he beckoned to me from the saloon
door. I hesitated : for though
I had seen shipmates struck down to
death—I had never yet looked on the
face of a dead woman; and she, one
who had been kind to me.

There was no need for fear—her body
was lying peacefully on the settee in the
captain’s room, just as if she were asleep
—the oilskin coat was unbuttoned and
open, the sou'wester had been untied
and thrown back; disclosing the beau-
tiful, childlike face, looking more beau-
tiful and more childlike still, in death.
The tell-tale pallor and sudden spasm
of acute suffering, which I knew must
have heen there, had passed with the
death struggle—the rose tints had come
back—the stilled eyelashes symbolized
sleep. Under the oilskin coat, I saw
the edge of the unsewn, canvas shroud;
so, I placed Matson’s cross on her breast
and strewed his flowers by her side, and
made way for others, who were coming
to take a last look at their captain’s wife
—ever, a bright, brave-hearted ship-
mate!

Captain Styles shook my hand as I
went out—it was the grip of a broken-
down, sorrow-ladened man. He told me:
the dismasting of the Marmion had
broken his wife’s heart—his way of put-
ting it—but, I remembered, the frequent
waves of pallor on her face and the pain-
quiver crossing the winsome lips.

At noon, they buried her in a sailor’s
grave—in fulfilment of her oft expressed
wish—the Whitkirk standing by, with
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drooping, half-masted flags and main-
yards backed. We saw the white haired
skipper reading the service, and heard
him pause, as the entwined flags were
drawn back and the canvas shrouded
body of his young wife, raised to the
main-rail ; then, I turned my face
away, but heard a splash and the clang
of Matson’s port, and I knew the lady
of the Marmion was sinking to her long
rest beneath the waves.

Awakened memory had flashed the re-
collection through my mind whilst the
shattered hulk was passing into the har-
bour; as her stern vanished round the
Outer Wharf, the whistle on the Drum-
mond gave two short blasts, sounding
faint in the distance, but telling me that
my boat was waiting; so, I crushed
down the long-ago memories, but walked
slowly; for somehow, the presence of
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Winifred Styles seemed close to me. As
I passed the old man and the children,
I heard the boy say: _

“When I grow up, I'll be cap-
tain of the Lusitania and beat every ship
afloat!”

And the little girl placed her tiny
hands on the old man’s knees, looked
up into his face and laughed with child-
ish glee, as she exclaimed:

“When I'se big,—————7TI'll be a cap-
tin's wife and be thro’ed in the sea,

jus’ like granny!”

The old man gently smoothed the
child’s hair and puckered his wrinkled
face into a smile—a smile of pride, in-
termingled with pain—but I raised my
hat and passed on, with a glad throb at
my heart; for I knew the lineage of the
Sea Kings would never die out in the
Saxon Race.

*All rights reserved by the author. -

A Nearly Lost Christmas.

Ethel G. Cody Stoddard.

the twenty-fourth when the steam-
ship Monarch, fifteen days out from
Liverpool and four days late into
port, stcamed slowly as if feeling its
way through the icy waters, into Halifax
harbor. To the passengers on board
who peered eagerly toward land, it
seemed as if the whole immediate world
was prepared to prevent the possibility
of a “green Christmas™ in Canada. The
snow-decked land dipped inquisitive fin-
gers into the sea and seemed to obliter-
ate the dividing line. The brilliantly
blue sky studded with pearly clouds, ap-
peared to be doing its best to tuck in
the whiteness about the earth. Frost
tingled in the air and a strange calm
which only the presence of snow can
create, reigned over all the land.
Standing on the steerage deck of the

IT was the late afternoon of December

Monarch, two old people with bent
bodies and clasped hands looked with
anxtous eyes toward this new country
that they had travelled so many weary
miles to see.

“Michael dear, 'tis Terry’'s land we've
come to at last, and all being well we’ll
soon see him.” The woman who spoke
was such a little person, but her wrin-
kled face was bright with hope and
steady with trust.

“Yes Janct woman, it'll be only a wee
while now. But mind you it's far from
our own home we are, and—what if we
shouldn’t find the boy?” questioned the
old man for the hundredth time.

“Oh, we'll find him, never fear. It's
bad that the money’s gone, but our tic-
kets are good to Montreal, aint’ they?’
quavered the old woman, her face be-
coming suddenly clouded as rememb-
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rance thrust itself upon her. When in
a round-about manner word had reached
Michael and Janet Tyne that their boy
in America had been badly hurt and
then succumbed to typhoid fever, they
had hastily sold their little home, with
its tiny garden patch, and Wiggy the
black cow, and bought steerage passage
for Canada. The idea in this latter
being to save as much as possible of
their little hoard in case Terry might
be in need. Terry was the only child
that the fates had left to them, and he
with the headstrong ways of twenty-
three had slipped the home-strings and
gone to Canada to carve out a fortune
and bring it back to them. That was
three years ago. At first numerous let-
ters had found their way to Hoiborn,
but they had become gradually fewer
and fewer, till at last the time came
when for almost a year no word had
been received at all.  Then when news
of his illness reached them, they rent the
habits of yvears and all home ties; and
though neither of them had ever been
over twenty miles away from home in
all their lives, at the call of the heart
thev bravely turned their faces to the
new land.

In their simple way of trusting cvery-
borly, they had not been overly cautious
in the keeping safe of their little pile
of monev; with the result that it had
been stolen. Pride and a shrinking from
pity and publicity had combined to malke
the old couple keep the matter to them-
selves.  They argued that all would be
well when they reached Montreal, be-
cause at his last time of writing Lerry
had a good position. And if worst came
to the worst they would each try to do
something to make a few pennies. Let
them once rcach Montreal, they could
then be directed to Terry's boarding
place and, well—God always helps the
helpless. Thus the twe old peop.le set-
tled the question; because in their sun-
ple minds Montreal was but a small town
at most.

“Yes, ‘tis hard to lose the moncy
Janet,” said Michael Tyne; “but there's
many aboard this ship that's poorer than
we; let's hope they got it.”

And Janet, her eyes wistful over the
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loss, agreed. Prospective reunion with
her boy had meilowed her heart to all
the world.

“"I'was most all we had, but since it's
Christmas time, if we make up our
minds to it, maybe we can spare it, espe-
cially if the one that got it hasn’t any
boy in Canada,” said Janet, clasping the
old man's hand tighter. “Won't Terry
be proper surprised to see us?” she con-
tinued eagerly. Blissfully ignoring the
fact, that either one of them had made
the same remark on an average of at
least a dozen times a day since they had
left home. And Michael, his eyes bright-
cning, agreed as he always did.

Slowly the great ship swung into dock.
The lines were cast and landing secemed
immediate, but time slipped by i such
quick quarter-hours, that the sun was
sinking into its rosy bed before the first
passenger felt the good solid earth be-
neath his feet.

Amid crowdings and confusions and
hurried good-byes to fellow voyagers,
Michael and Janet Tyne stepped along
the gangway and landed in Canada. Once
ashore they were directed by an officer
in charge as to where thev should wait
for medical inspection. Janct shivered
with the cold and drew her shabby shawl
closer about her hent shoulders, and tied
her honnet strings a bit tighter as she
stood with the Monarch’s five-hundred
and sixty-onc steerage passengers, and
waited for orders to move on.

“Michael,” she whispered, “it’s Christ-
mas eve at home now, and Martha and
James Brinkster will be having a nice
warm fire in our little house, and it—it
would be comfortable, wouldn't it?”

“Yes, ves,” gruffly assented Michael,
as he shifted the bulging carpet-bag
which held all their worldly possessions.
His eves were mistily kind as he pressed
closer to the little woman and turned
up his thread-bare coat collar.

The crowd, the strange faces, the noise
and hurry scemed pandemonium to this
humble pair, and Janet’s cold fingers
crept into the man’s still colder ones.

“Are ve frighted Michael ?”

“No, no, woman! We'll soon be in
the train and off for Montreal—and
Terrv—praise God!” DBut the old man
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shivered a bit and closed his eyes appre-
hensively. Travelling was new to him,
and the Christmas thought had entered
his soul. Rememberance of other Christ-
mas eves crowded fast before him. Never
before had he and Janet been cold and
uncomfortable on that night. His re-
trospections wandered idly on till they
were rudely interrupted.

“Stand in line there, please,” sounded
a voice, and the two old people were
jostled and pushed into some sort of ar-
rangement with those about them, and
there waited patiently for the physician.
When he came he examined their eyes
closely for signs of trachoma, then put
queer hieroglyphics on Janet’s shawl and
Michael’s coat. New immigration regu-
lations had just been received from head-
quarters, and every inspector, doctor and
officer in charge seemed bent on enforc-
ing every rule most rigidly. They were
then directed to a long cosmopolitan line
of immigrants from Asiatic countries,
and there waited to be measured and
checked off the Monarch’s lists. It was
a very long time to wait, and the two
old bodies clung close together in sym-
pathetic loneliness.

“The children will have done singing
the carols by now, won’t they, Michael ?”
asked Janet wistfully, and shifting from
one tired foot to the other.

“Ave, they will that. I wish we were
with Terry; I'm powerful tired,” drear-
ily answered Aichael.

“Hark the angel voices sing,
Glory to the new-born King.”

Janet tried to hum the words softly
to herself, but her voice failed, so she
whispered them slowly. Suddenly she
heard some one speaking.

“Michael Tyne. Able to rcad; yes.
Height five feet three inches. Holborn,
England.  Steamship Monarch.”  The
inspector recled off the questions almost
before Michael recovered his hreath from
the first one. “How much money have
vou got?”

Michael dropped Janet's shaking fin-
gers, unbuttoned his thin coat and fum-
bled in his trouser’s pockets, then brought
forth a rusty black purse. Five dollars,
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five more, two and two, and three one-
dollar bills and some change—seventeen
doliars and fifty cents, quite a pile; sure-
ly that was enough.

“Any friends in Canada?”’ asked the
inspector,

“Yes,” quavered Michael.

“Where ?”

“Montreal.”

“Um—>big place that—got their ad-
dress?” The unsteadiness in Michael’s
voice made the inspector suspicious.

nNO"’

“Sure they are there?”

“No-o sir,” answered Michael, to
whom the strange faces and surroundings
danced m a mad whirl and made him
uncertain of anything.

“I see. Deportation shed. Michael
Tyne detamed and to be deported at the
expense of the Monarch on account of
lack of money,” sang out the inspector,
and passed on to Janet.

“Janet Tyne—um—wife of Michael, I
suppose; and in the same condition as
to cash. Janet Tyne to be detained and
deported at the expense of the Monarch
for lack of money.”

“DBut sir, we had forty pounds when we
left Liverpool, and—and—it was stolen
on board the ship,” spoke Janet m des-
peration.

“Did you speak to the officer in charge
about it >”

“No, sir.”
“Why not?”
"We—we didn’t like—————"

“Same story ma’am, we've heard it be-
fore. Step lively, please.”

The two oid people, hand in hand,
followed several other unfortunates to-
ward the detention shed. On every side
of them other stecrage passengers werc
answering satisfactorily to all questions,
then picking up their numerous bundles
whisked out of sight. The tears rolled
softly among the wrinkles of Janct’s face
and the sobs would not be controlled.

“Whist woman,” commanded Michael,
through sct teeth; his eyes blinking de-
fiantly at this cold new world. “Oh, I
can't,” waiied the tired little woman, her
body bent more than ever with this added
burden.  Under her was Terry's land, he
was here somewhere, sick and needing
her; and they were to be deported.
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They found a corner in the detention
shed, which was dreary though warm,
and there Michael allowed the little wo-
man to weep undisturbed on his shoulder,
the while gulping down his own bitter
sobs.

“Christmas eve,” he thought, “and he
and Janet were like two beggars cast
upon the world.” His mind refused to
act and for the moment he gave way to
morbid depression,

sk b3 sk Sk sk

“I say Tyne, whatll we do now?”
questioned a tall man in company with
two other men, as the three sauntered
by the brilliantly lit uptown Christmas
windows.

“I'd iike to go down to the wharves
a bit. The Monarch is just in, and I've
something I want to look after. Then
we'll come back and do anything you
like,” answered Terry Tyne.

“Very good, come along then,” acqui-
esced the first speaker. And the three
arm in arm trudged merrily toward the
wharves. Tyne had just returned to
Halifax after a long absence and the
three were renewing acquaintance. As
they arrived at the docks they met an
offictal of whom Tyne asked informa-
tion,

“I say,” questioned the tall man, “can’t
Creighton and I take a run through the
customs or detention and such like places
wiile Tyne is doing his business?”

“Sure; go through that door and ask
for a special permit,” answered the offi-
cial.

A few minutes later the tall man and
Creighton were poking about the differ-
ent sheds.  Tyne was to catch up to
them where he could. As they entered
the detention shed the officer in charge
explained the situation of the occupants
of the place.

“To be deported are they—poor beg-
gars.  But what do you suppose ever
possessed that old couple to come to
Canada?” asked the tall man.

“Lord onlv knows,” answered the man
mn charge; "we get a bunch of ‘'em by
every boat

“Let’s wait here for Tyne,’
Creighton.

” suggested
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“Very good; he will likely be here
in a minute,” answered the tall man.

“It’s rattling good to see you again,
old man. And when Tyne wrote me he
was coming through to Halifax on his
way home, it was sheer good luck that
gave me a chance to come down from
St. John with him, and be able to spend
Christmas with both of you, and sce
Tyne off on the Monarch. I'd jolly
like to be going with him.”

“Tyne has done pretty well for him-
self out here, hasn’t he?”’ asked Creigh-
ton, with all the new-world anxiety for
the flesh-pots.

“Jolly well, T can tell you. Has
been up in Cobalt for ever so long
and struck it rich. He is on his
way home now to bring out his father
and mother, if they will come. O, there
you are Tyne! Ready to go?”’ as Tyne’s
well built form came quickly toward
them.

“Have you seen all you wanted? Only
a few people in here tonight; poor beg-
gars, it’s too bad. Dut 1t is a part of the
excellent system of the Government, and
nothing else can be done for them. But
by Jove' I'd hate to have anyone be-
longing to me come out steerage,” said
Tyne as the party turned to leavc the
place.

Something in his voice caught Janet
Tyne’s ear and she looked up eagerly.
But the light was behind him and she
recognized nothing familiar in the great-
coated man before her. The man, how-
ever, stopped in the act of turning away
and looked inquisitively at the forlorn
looking old couple in the distant corner.
Then he stepped a few feet nearer to
them. His friends not noticing what he
did went on ahead.

“Mother!” The word rang out joy-
ously but bewilderingly.

Then followed a quick rush, a smoth-
ered exclamation, and the little woman,
half hysterical but intensely happy, was
gathered in the strong arms of her stal-
wart son. Michael in a dazed manner
patted his boy’s arm.

Hurried questions and  answers
tumbled over one another in rapid suc-
cession, and in a short time all the diffi-
culties were settled. The official apolo-

9
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gized profusely, but took virtuous refuge
in the knowledge of duty well done, and
the fact that mistakes will occur.

“We must now get out of here,” said
Terry, his voice a mixture of several
emotions. Immediately a home-coming
spirit sprang into the air. The tall man
shouldered the bulging carpet-bag, while
Creighton ran for a carriage. There was
a delicious bustle in the actions of every-
one. Terry, one arm around his mother,
the other linked through his father’s
blinked back happy tears and would not
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let the necw-found parents out of his
grasp.

Outside the air was filled with soft
crystals which fell like a blessing on the
little party as they drove through the
streets. All at once the bells of a church
rang out clear and sweet.

Then another and another set of bells
clashed merrily till the air scemed full
of joyous music. It was a typical
Christmas greeting to the newcomers,
and seemed to blot out the past and give
much promise for the future.

Holly Sprays.

Agnes Lockhart Hughes.

All glossy and green,—its leaves steeped in dew, —

A holly tree fair,—in an old garden, grew.

Then, its sprays rudely cut, were wove in a crown, —

And pressed on Christ’s brow,—'till His hlood trickled down.
The tree gazed in anguish—and bent her proud head,—
While the pearls on her leaves,—flashed a garland of red.
But sudden, she heard 'bove the rude rabble’s din, —

The voice of the Master,—the Man without sin;

“Weep not, O! fair holly,—henceforth thou shalt live —

In a garden of pleasure,—with love's gifts to give.”
Then—smiling,—He passed,—and the garden grew bright,—

While the shadows gave place to a gl
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S\o, now through the ages, the seasons’ have seen,—
The spiked holly leaves, keep their emerald-like green ;
And when the gay Autumn, all rainbowed, has fled,—
She gives to the Ice-King, her corals of red,—

To twine with the pearls on the loved mistletoe,

And gladden the Yuletide,—~with joy’s golden-glow.



CHAPTER III.
SANCTUARY.

RS. Mary Anne
Webber had put
her numerous
brood to bed, and

heard her last lodger go
upstairs, and had just set-
tled herself for a mouthful
of bread and cheese and a
glass of stout, when the
front door bell rang.

She grunted, and looked
inquiringly at the clock, as
much as to inquire whether
its honest face could throw
any light upon the untimely
ring.

[t was now twenty minutes to eleven
o’clock,

“The Bobby, maybe that tiresome
Tommy’s left the area window open, as
like as not.” .

She pushed back her chair, and wiping
her mouth, proceeded in leisurely fash-
ion out to the hall, where she produced
a box of matches from her pocket and
lit the gas. All her movements were
leisurely, because she was of ample
figure, and, moreover, did not believe
in hurrying herself. Yet it was aston-
ishing what an amount of actual bodily
exertion that ample figure managed to
get through in a day; the immaculate
state of the house proclaimed that some-
one toiled early and late for the com-
fort of the household. That somebody
was Mary Anne herself. Her face was
very comely and placid, and betrayed

‘no signs of perturbation as she undid
the bolt of the front door.
She kept up the chain, however, and

peered through the narrow opening
with a caution befitting a widow wo-
man who had learned to take care of
herself.

“Who is it at this time ’o nite?”
she inquired, not querulously, but
rather with a kind of patient forbear-
ance. “Everybody’s gone to bed, and
nobody’s goin’ to be took up in this
house tonight, no, not for Halbert
Hedward hisself, so there!”

“Have you a room to let, Mrs. Web-
ber,” a low voice inquired, “I want
a bed for the night, perhaps longer. Open
the door.”

“Not ef I knows it,” replied Mrs.
Webber firmly. “Respectable folks don’t
come to respectable houses at sech a
time o’ nite. There’s a common lodging

house down to College street; that’ll
just suit yer, I guess.”
Mrs. Webber seldom minced her

words, and had a habit of saying pre-
cisely what she meant. The lodger who.
disliked plain speech was at liberty to
shift his camp. She could afford to be
independent, for her house had a high
reputation for cleanliness and honesty,
and first rate cooking. Mary Anne had
found that independence pays.

The stranger without the gates clearc
his throat a little for another attempt.

“T'll pay you well,” he said desper-
ately. “I—I have reasons for wishing
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to come here. If you open the door I'l
be more explicit.”

“Maybe they're after yer, eh?” she
asked facetiously. “You'd better be go-
ing quietly, mister. I keeps a police-
man’s whistle handy to my pocket, and
the beat ain’t far off.”

She would have closed the door, but
the suppliant’s desperate voice once
more intervened.

“Mary Aunne, don’t you know me, you
must let me in. 1t's an old friend of
yours in trouble.”

Something came to Mary Anne, a kind
of intuition, though it could not be said
to be absolute recognition. She undid
the chain, and bade him enter. She eyed
him keenly as he stepped across the
threshold, but still failed to recognize
him. A tall, thin, clean-shaven man,
though with a sort of stoop in his shoul-
ders, and a furtive look in the eyes he-
hind the blue goggles; he was unlike
any man of her acquaintance. Yet there
seemed something hauntingly familiar
about these eyes.

“Don’t know yer, mister,” she said
suspiciously. “But, maybe, now you've
wormed yourself in, you'll say yer nime
and whatcher wants. I'm a lone widder,
and though I ain’t afraid of the likes of
you, I don’t want no truck wiv folks
that ain’t honest and sober, and hard-
workin’, see, them's the werry founda-
tions of forty-siving St. Paul’s crescent.”

The stranger faintly, ironically smiled,
and it seemed as if some vague fear fell
away from him. TFor this woman had
known him on terms of intimacy for
five vears, had been a servant in his
house, carrying his meals and opening
his door, and thouoh he stood of a set
purpose directly undel the light of the
hall lamp, she failed to recognise him.

“Can I come in anywhere, Mary
Anne?” he inquired ; then some famllnr
inflection of his voice went home, and
she gave a little cry as she walked be-
fore him to the sitting-room door.

“Lor-a-mighty, ‘tain’t Mister Reed-
‘am,” she said, beginning to tremble,
though why she could not have told.

“You have said it, Mary Anne,” he
replied, “I am your old master in need
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of help and shelter, and—ahid I had bet-
ter say it out frankly, hiding.”

“Lor-a-mighty!” she repe’tted, and
her placid face grew pale, and her hand
trembled as she steadied herself by the
end of the table to take a better look at
him.

“Lor-a-mighty,” she repeated, “I
shouldn’t a knowed ver. Wotever is it?
Wotever as happened, and where is the
Missus and Marster Leslie?”

He shook his head, and there was such
anguish in his eyes that her kind heart
smote her almost to tears.

“Don’t go fer to tell me anythink, I
amn’t needin’ to know,” she said quickly.
"I never wus one to ast questions or
pry inter nobody’s business. Them as
goes pokin’ their noses into that fire gits
burnt hoftener then they like. Yer
looks desprit. Hexcuse me, sir, but—but
are they hafter yer?”

She made mysterious signs with her
eyes and her fingers, and Reedham mere-
ly nodded in response.

“Listen, Mary Anne, and I will tell
you all you need to kunow. It is busi-
ness trouble, which I cannot explain to
you; you would not understand it. I
have spent money that did not belong to
me, always hoping to get it back, and to
be able to repay, you can follow that?”

“I kin. It's a bad wy, Mister Reed-
ham, fer rich or fer pore, it don’t mat-
ter. It leads ’em all the sime wy.”

“Yes, but one does not always stop
to think of that. There were other rea-
sons why I wanted to get rich quick,
reasons I have never b1eathed to a soul.
One day, perhaps, I may tell you. The
hue and cry will die down soon, I expect.
Every day I have expected to read an
account of myself in the newspapers.
and the general idea will be, that I have
committed suicide as they generally do.”

1 see.”

Mary Annec began to grasp the situ-
ation, and she never took her eyes from
the white, desperate face of the man
standing bv her table pleading for shel-
ter 'md help. She knew that she would
give him both. She had no code of
ethlcs as taught by the schools, but shc
had a orrateful heart, and the years of
her service at Norwood had been ren-
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dered pleasant and easy by the unfail-
ing kindness and consideration of this
man, who had been her master.

“You kin stop, of course. I don’t want
to know any more, please, not ter tell
me another think. I honly want to ast
one question. Is it safe, for yerself,
I means?”

“I think 1t will be safe. You have
known me well, you did not recognise
me, Mary Anne, you look at me now as
if I were a stranger.”

“Yer own wife wouldn't know yer, sir,
[ never seed such a chinge. But fer
how long? What'll be the hend of it,
sir 2"

“The end will justify the means, Mary
Anne. [ have been cast outside the pale;
I will ind my way back again. And
that money will be honestly earned and

refunded, do you understand? If I live,
I will do that.”
She regarded him doubtfully, yet

with a certain admiration. She was only
an ignorant woman, but she knew that
the task of which he spoke with such a
desperate confidence was a superhuman
one. In her reminiscent moments she
was fond of railing against the inexcr-
ableness of London life, and of alluding
to the city itself as a huge monster with-
out bowels of compassion.

She knew little about business, but
her eyes fihed with an immense com-
passion as she looked and listened to
Reedham in that desperate hour of his
downfall and disgrace. Help him she
would, however, to the very best of her
ability, and he read it in her eyes.

“I don’t want much, and for that little
I can pay,” he said feverishly. “Some
small back room which would serve as
a respectable address; silence and peace
to go in and out, hut above all the feel-
ing that you are in the background, a
triend to whom I may speak when life
becomes unendurable, these are the
things I have come to ask, Mary Anne.
It is a great deal, but—but by granting
them you may save a soul.”

“Yer kin ’ave the room, an’ has fer
pay, we shan’t quarrel abart thet. Many’s
the sovring hover an above I got at
Norwood from yerself, an’ from the Mis-
sus. Is she ter know you are ‘ere?”
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“"No, no; nobody must know,” he
answered feverishly. “Henceforth I am
dead, do you understand, dead to the
old life and the old name; I shall be
Thomas Charlton, of St. Paul’s-crescent,
Camden Town. That is all you need
know concerning me.”

“"But the missus?” faltered Mary
Anne, going back in memory to the love
which had been the mainspring of the
Norwood home, illumining life for all its
inmates.

“If my wife believes me dead it is
the best that can happen,” he said gloom-
ily.

Mary Anne shook her head.

“It'll break her heart, sir, maybe haf-
ter things as bin forgot a while you or
I could let her know, quiet like, that
you're ’ere.”

“No, no, that could never happen. 1
must work out my own salvation alone.
If it so be that fortune attends me, and
I am able to reinstate myself before it is
too late, so be it. But I understand that
I have to pay the price.”

“But sir, they’'re mighty clever, them
tecs now. Supposin’ they tracks you
‘ere?”

“They shall not take me alive, but I
think my disguise is complete. I have
been back to our very own premises and
spoken to the porter who has seen me
every day of his life for the last twenty
years, and he did not recognise me. If
my wife should communicate with you in
any way you will promise to hold your
tongue ?”

“[ will, but I ain’t 'eard from the
missus for over a year,” she said regret-
fully. “I’ve bin allus goin’ to run over
to Norwood ov a Sunday, but it ain't
never come hoff, so much the better as
it turns out. Well, will yer ’ave a bit
of bread an’ cheese, sir? It's werry
‘umble fare, an’ the honly bite I gits in
peace an' quiet, hafter theyre hall
a-bed.”

“I am afraid I have disturbed you wo-
fully. No, I will not eat anything. If .
you can show me to the room, a back
room for preference, I'll go to bed. I've
slept on some strange beds the last week,
I tell you. It will seem like paradise
tonight.”
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“There’s the room back o' this, an’
yer'll want the sittin’ room as well. Party
only lef’ it on Monday, goin’ back to
Ameriky.”

Reedham shook his head.

“I could not pay for this meanwhile,
Mary Anne, and I don’t care how small
the room may be. I know it will be
clean and sweet, and will savour of
home.”

He spoke as he felt. The hunted ex-
perience of the past few days had
changed his whole outlook on iife, and
he naturally idealised the homely wo-
man whom in the whole hostile wilder-
ness of London was the only one he
thought he might trust. She, no less
than he, knew how great was the debt
under which he was laid by her readi-
ness to help.

“The room'’s jes ’ere,” she said, step-
ping back to the communicating door.
“It’s the honly one I've got. I'm full
hup now, cep fer this. And I carn't
let ‘’em seperit. 1 kin afford it, sir, to
let yer ’ave ‘em cheap, as cheap as
nuthin’ maybe, till yer gits round the
corner. Yer see me worst battle’s over.
Teddy hes earning his sixteen shillin’ a
week now in Goodhall’s down to College
street, an’ likely to go hon gittin’ better,
for e’s a clever chap wiv ’'is 'ands and
'is 'ead. An’ even little Tommy ’as his
‘arf crown a-week fer goin’ hafter a
milk pram, and Tilda’s to the dress-
makin’, an’ little Annie gits that ’andy
abart the ’ouse, yer can’t think. Oh, me
battle's hover, an’ I kin eve a bite to
spare fer a friend. DBesides,” she added
fiercely, *“Jes’ look around, where did
all this furniter come from? Hevery
stick ov it were presents from you an’
the missus. Where would yer come to,
if not to pore old Mary Anne?”

She wiped her eyes with the corner
of her apron, while she hunted for the
matches to light up the inner room. It
was a small square apartment looking
out upon the long narrow strip of garden
which in summer was an astonishingly
pleasant place, shut in by branching lines
which would have done no discredit to
a country lane. True, the rush and roar
of London, the whistle and din of in-
numerable trains never ceased night nor

L 4

»>

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

day, but these were minor discomforts,
not mentioned or even noticed by the
dwe.lers in St. Paul’s-crescent.

“There yer are, an’ I'll jes’ clear
away,” she said cheerfully. “The bed’s
hall ready an’ as clean as a new pin,”
she added proudly. ‘““T'hat wos wot them
Americans said, it was a treat. Good-
night, sir, when would yer like to be

r»

called in the mornin’.

“Any time, any time, I don’t know
how to thank you, Mary Anne, but T
swear that you will come to no trouble
through it, and that I will repay in fuil
measure pressed down and running over,
what you’ve done for me tonight.”

“Don’t go fer to mention it, sir,” she
replied hurriedly, and made her exit with
considerable haste. In a minute or so
she was back, however, carrying some-
thing white over her arm.

“Beggin” pardin, sir, fer the liberty;
but, seein’ as you ain't brought no
things, would yer mind puttin’ on this
ere night-shirt wot belonged to poor
Webber. It’s bin aired. There’s a ‘ot
water pipe wot goes through the cup-
board where I keeps me linen, an’ wot
a godsend it is to me yer can't think.”

She laid it down softly and withdrew,
for the sight of her new lodger sitting
with his hands before his face seriously
disquieted her, and as she did not hold
with exhibitions of emotion on her own
account, she was glad to escape. She
slept on a chair-bedstead in the kitchen
herselt, partly to be handy in the morn-
ing and partly because danger from mar-
auders usually threatens from the base-
ment, and she liked to keep an eye on
everything. It was very comfortable
there, however, especially of a winter
evening, when the stove burned clear
and bright, and all the work of the day
was cleared ‘away. Arrived in her own
sanctum, Mary Anne stood still in the
middle of the floor, with a troubled, per-
plexed air, .

“Lor’ a-mighty, who'd a thought it”
There’s something mighty queer. I dont
like them eyes o’ his; but he needs 2
friend, an’ that friend’s Mary Anne Web-
ber, for sure.”

Then she laid herself down and slept
the sleep of the physically tired, while
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Ler new lodger paced the floor of his
clean and comfortable room, with the
back window thrown wide open, so that
the fresh air might blow in upon him
with a gentle, kindly touch.

He took counsel with himself until the
grey dawn began to creep over sleeping
London then,
he had set himself 1equ.11'ed physical
energy, which couid only be looked for
if certain laws of nature should be obey-
ed, he closed the window, undressed, and
crept into bed. The clean, cool, white
sheets, washed by Mary Amne’s own
hands, and wonderfuly sweet for Lon-
don sheets, seemed to welcome his tired
limbs; a feeling of safety and security
stole over him, and finally he slept.

Slept so soundly that the din of the
new day, the cheerful “Milk-oh!” of the
earliest vendor, the hoarse roar of the
coalman, and all the stir of the awaken-
ing household failed to arouse him. Pos-
sessed with a sudden fear that her house
might  the silent night watches have
been turned into a place of tragedy, Mary
Anne at last, when the house was quict-
ened of its morning stir, stole up to the

front room, crossed it softly, and opened

the door of the inner room. Hesitating
there, with beating heart, she could hear
his regular breathing, and she took a
step further to look at him. He was
sleeping soundly and peacefully, and the
haggard lines of strain were smoothed
away from his face. But it seemed still
a strange face, and the dark hair was
unfamiliar. Reedham had been noted
for his abundant fair hir, his neat point-
ed beard, and moustache of a goiden
hue, and his transformation was com-
plete.

“His own muvver wouldn't know him,
thet she wouldn't. He'll feel better wen
‘e wakes hup. I won't be in no hurry
to waken ‘im.”

She closed the door and softly with-
drew, and all her housework that morn-
ing was performed mechanically, because
her thoughts were so busy with the fu-
ture and ultlmate fate of her new lodger,
and the tlaoed} of his life. About noon,
listening in the hall, she heard him mov-
ng, and flew to get him a breakfast-tray.
And she had a smlle for him when she

reflecting that the task-
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took it in, a smile which warmed his
empty heart. He had prepared himself
for colder looks as he busied himself
witih his dressing. Sy mpathy warm at
night, is apt to cool in the morning.
But there was no abatement of Mar"
Anne’s kind interest, no chsposmon on
her part to repent of her promise made
the night before. His face brightened
as he read this in her comely face.

“Good mornin’, sir. Yer didn't ‘ear
me hin abart nine o'clock. You've ’ad
a good nite, I kin see, an’ I'm glad of
it.”

"1 have slept eight or nine hours, and
I'm a new man, fit to conquer fate,” he
replied. “Tell me, you don’t repent your
promise to let me stop here as long as
will be safe for you and myself? I pro-
mise vou that I shail go before there is
any chance of your being troubled by
me or my affairs, though it is my hope
that I may be able to remain here undis-
turbed, and until [ have accomplished the
task I have set myself.”

“Sure yer kin stop. I'm not one to
go back on me word, sir,” she assured
him. “Though fer yer own sake an’
the sike of them we carn’t nime, I ’opes
it won't be long.”

He shook his head and she saw the
slow, red mount in his cheek.

“I will go out this morning and try
my luck. There is a sovereign to begin
with, the next one I hope I shall have
earned.” _

Mary Anne shut her lips together with
the nearest approach to a snap.

“T dursn’t tike it, sir, no, not now.
When yer kin tell me there’s a job an’
good pay fer it, it'll be different. Leave
it like that, if yer please, for the sike of
them we dursn’t nime.”

Reedham replaced the sovereign in his
pocket and Mary Anne softly withdrew.
About an hour later when she heard
him in the outer hall preparing to leave
the house she appeared from the under-
ground regions.

“W h'lt time
please.”

He squared his shoulders and looked
at her.

“Look here, Mary Anne, bed and
breakfast meanwhile, and a bite of bread

fer dinner, sir, if yer
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and cheese when I need them, and no
ceremony, tnese are the terms, and I've
left the sovereign ou the mantelpiece.
It pay for the week. By the end of
that time I'll have a job, I hope, or Ill
know the reason why, and meanwhile’s
mum'’s the word.” :

She put her finger on her lips and
nodded sagaciously. When he bade her
good-day she entered the sitting-room
and watched him walk out to the end
of the Crescent. He certainly did not
look like her old master. Ie had dis-
carded the frock coat and silk hat and
now wore a somewhat shabby suit of
dark blue serge and a bowler hat. He
looked like a clerk out of work.

It was the most amazing experience
that had ever come into Mrs. Webber’s
life, and it seemed to quicken her inter-
est in everything. Not the smallest qualm
regarding the moral aspect of the affair
troubled her.

Her old master, from whom she had
received untold kindness, to whose help
she really owed her present position, was
in trouble and had besought her help.
Such as she could give him was most
heartily at his disposal; such were the
ethics of the position supposing they had
been called in question. Mary Anne
therefore passed a most interesting and
singularty short day in contemplation of
the new eclement that had come into her
existence.

Reedham, mnow Thomas Charlton,
walked out inte the Camden-road and
there mounted to the top of a yellow om-
nibus moving city-wards.

1t was a beautiful and sunshiny morn-
ing ; comforted and refreshed by his safe
shelter, good sleep, and wholesome break-
fast, and perhaps most of all by the
sympathy of the only living being to
whom he had spoken more than a few
words during these horrible days, he
was conscious of some slight lifting ot
the terrible gloom in his soul. Some-
one got on the ommibus with him, a man
in clergyman’s dress, with a fine, strong
kind face and a mobile mouth, which
had almost a woman’s sweetness. The
top of the omnibus being nearly full, they
had to share a seat, and the clergyman
bade him a pleasant good morning.
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Reedham at first scarcely responded,
For the moment all men were his ene-
mies, and he feared ulterior motives
where none could possibly exist.

“London is a pleasant place on a morn-
ing like this,” said the clergyman, ap-
parently unconscious of any unrespon-

siveness on the part of his fellow pas-

senger. “And this is quite a pleasant
neighbourhood. The Camden-road on a
morning like this is hard to beat.”

"Going down as a neighbourhood, I
should think?” observed Reedham brus-
quely. “1f one is to judge by the num-
ber of notice boards on the houses.”

“It has gone down of late, but pos-
sibly we may have a renaissance later
on,” observed the clergyman cheertully.
“People come back after they have tried
other parts of London. It has many ad-
vantages and conveniences.”

“You live here, I suppose?” hazarded
Reedham.

“Yes, I am the Vicar of St. Ethel-
dred’s in Seton-square.  If you look
along the first opening to the left you'll
see the square tower of my church.”

They passed it at the moment, and
Reedham nodded as his companion point-
ed out a singularly ugly tower of dull
smoke-bitten brick.

“Ar poor neighbourhood, and my peo-
ple are wholly of the working class, but
[ would not change it. Yes, I could
have moved several times in the last ten
years, but I am still here. Are you a
stranger to London?”

“No, I have lived in it all my life.”

The clergyman regarded his clear-cut
profile with the interest peculiar to the
real and discriminating student of hu-
man nature. He gathered from his
speech and manner that he was an edu-
cated man, and a certain suggestion ot
power was in his face. But he seemcd
to be under a cloud. A quickened 10-
terest in him filled the good man’s sout;
it was his business to heal and help anl
save, and his name was known as a friend
to the troubled far beyond the bounds of
his own parish.

“Ah, then you know something of t}l’l
stress of London life. Yet it has iis
charm. I could not live, I think, out-
side of it now, unless I happened to gct
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into il health. London is no place for
those who are not fully equipped for the
race.”

“You speak truly, sir,” said Reedham,
with some bitterness. ‘“‘And it has been
the ruin of many who imagined them-
selves as you express it, fully equipped.”

The note of personal bitterness rang
insistently through the words, and the
clergyman knew that in thinking that a
troubled soul dwelt in the bosom of the
man by his side, he had made no mis-
take.”

“You have had misfortune, perhaps?”

“Yes, brought about by my own in-
credible folly,” admitted Reedham, more
and more amazed at himself. But there
was really nothing to marvel at in the
sudden craving for human sympathy.
Only the man who has been wholly cut
off from it, even for a period of days,
knows how real is the deprivation. To
Reedham it was a wholly new experi-
ence; he had up till then only tasted the
sweets of life.”

“But misfortunes pass,” said the cler-
gyman quietly. “And to all they have
their uses. I hope I do not intrude if
I express the hope that you see a way
out of your misfortunes.”

“No,” replied Reedham, and a guard-
ed note crept into his voice. “At pre-
sent I see no way out.”

“May I inquire whether you are what
is commonly called out of work, though
1 see that you are a gentleman.”

“Yes, I am out of work.”

“And what is your line of things?”

Reedham hesitated a moment.

“I am a clerk,” he replied at hazard.

A faint disappointment, almost touch-
ed with incredulity, overspread the cler-
gyman’s face.

"It is not a profession affording many
possibilities,” he remarked kindly. “I
hope that you have something in view.”

"XNo, nothing, and I have to get down
here,” he said, as the omnibus drew up
with a jerk at the corner of the Euston-
road.

“A moment, friend,” said the clergy-
man quickly, as he drew out a card from
his pocket and a pencil, with which he
proceeded to write something on the back
of the card.
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“There, that is my name and address,
and on the back you will find the ad-
dress of a gentleman who delights in
helping those who are down. He is an
intimate friend of mine, we met in con-
nection with a case in which we were
both interested, and I have often thanked
God for him since. He will see you if
you present that card. I have his per-
mission to send to him whom I like, and
I feel strangely interested in you. I hope
we shall meet again.”

He offered his hand, and after a mo-
ment’s hesitation Reedham accepted it.

“Perhaps if you knew my history you
would not touch my hand,” he said
thickly. “Good-bye, sir, and thank you.”

He raised his hat and made haste down
the steps of the omnibus to the ground.
Immediately he turned towards Gower-
street, and in a quiet doorway stopped
and looked at the card.

On the one side was written:

“The Rev. Cyrus Fielden, St. Ethel-
dred’s Vicarage, Camden Town.”

On the reverse side a name which
caused Reedham to laugh aloud.

“Archibald Currie, Esq., 98, Hyde-
park-square, and 18, Old Broad-street,
E.C”

The brother of his own partner, James
Currie, though a very different type of
marn.

He thrust the piece of pasteboard into
his vest pocket, and strode on, having
no particular object in view. He had
merely got down to escape the kindly but
embarrassing attentions of the Vicar of
St. Etheldred’s.

But the name on the reverse side of
the card pursued him as he walked.
Something in the mere thought of pre-
senting himself to Archibald Currie, who
had known him quite well m the old
days, which already seemed so far away,
attracted him with a sort of weird fascin-
ation.

He was a very different man from his
brother James, and if by means of his
sympathy and assistance he could climb
back to the paths of self-respect, how
great would be the irony of his triumph!

There was something adventurous in
the mere idea which appealed.

All day long he wandered in the by-

°
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ways of London, pondering on this Four o’clock in the afternoon found
strange chance that had come in his way. him in the very heart of the city stand-
And from the beginning he seemed to ing with his face turned towards Old
know what the end would be. Broad Street.

(To be continued) -

An Allegory.

By Pete

Out of the deep crept a Wavelet, sighing upon the sand,
All for the Love of a Lady out of reach of his tender hand, ,
Lifting himself with passion to break at her dainty feet,
Longing to grasp and keep iier, who was so wondrous sweet.

Soft and clear was the singing that came to his listening ear,
And his Ripples supplied the music to his worshipped Lady dear,
And ever he gathered courage to nearer and nearer creep,
Longing to catch and take her to his Home in the silver deep.

Daily the Wave crept nearer, daily the Ripples sang,

Louder and louder till passion and desperate longing rang,

Through the notes, till at last desire flung off all checking hand,
And he rushed and grasped and bore her away from the selfish land.

Out of the deep crept a Wavelet, sighing upon the sand,

All for the Love of a Lady who would not understand,

Still she lay on the Sea Shore, while he with his Ripples told,

Of the breaking heart he gave her and the wonders the Oceans hold.

But never she stirred and the singing that had wakened his Heart to fire,
Came not, so the Wavelet crept back to the Deep sighing with dead desire,
And the Lady lay on the Sea Shore, quiet and white and cold,

Drowned by the passion that won her, and took her but could not hold.




Marble Gaves in British Golumbia.

Hon. C. A. Mackintosh

HE question has frequently been asked: “What
advantages have the discovery of great caves
vouchsafed mankind?” The enquirer reasons
that, while geologists learnedly discussed the

oorigin of such, thereby adding to the world’s store of
scientific knowledge; while they have been able to
assign one million years as the approximate periol
for producing the wonderful series of chambers in the
Kentucky cavern, still for commercial or industrial
purposes these formations seldom presented features
oof practical value. Be that as it may, every newly
found cave rivets public attention. Years ago, savants
were of the opinion that the.nitrous atmosphere of
the Kentucky Cave possessed curative virtues in cases
-of consumption and asthma; an hotel was built under
one of the domes and scores of patients treated; but
it was soon proved that damp air and changeable
climatic conditions were fatal to the speculative
theories of medical professors. The manufacturer,
merchant and ironmaster may have little use for
these vast subterranean excavations; still they
disclose secrets long hidden within the depths

Charles H. Deutschman, Discoverer cf the Marble Caves.

.
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of the earth, taking the investigator
back to pre-historic times, and im-
pelling the scientist to deal with problems
incapable of solution by a tramp over
prairies or inspection of the highest
peaks. Confined to no country, the dis-
covery of these passages infinitely bene-
fitted the world at large. The Caves of
Franconia, in Germany, Kirkdale, in
Yorkshire, England, South America and
Iceland, all contributed towards revealing
what, up to the time, had remained sealed
mysteries. lFossil remains of the kan-
garoo, found in the ossiferous caves of
Austraiia, proved that the fauna of the
pleistocine period, resembled modern
conditions in a remarkable degree. In
the KNirkdale Caves, remains of hundreds
of hyena were discovered under the cal-
cereous incrustations of the floor, to-
gether with gnawed animal bones, the
prey upon which hyenas existed. Geo-
logists and naturalists, like Buckland and
Iralconer, were thus enabled to extract
valuable data and informtion from these
grotesque finds. The caves in Glamor-
ganshire, Wales, were found crowded
by mammalian remains of an ancient pe-
riod. While by the revelation of cave
sccrets, 1t has been established that out of
thirty-three species of animals the re-
mains of which were discovered in Brit-
ish caves, only one-half now survive in
Europe.

The latest cave, that in British Col-
umbia, was discovered by a hunter, guide
and prospector, named Charles H.
Deutschman, who came from southern
Minnesota to Canada, in 1898 and ex-
plored  Peace River and MacKenzie
Basin, then crossed country to Revei-
stoke, a progressive town on the Colum-
bia River, and a divisional point on the
Canadian transcontinental railway. The
country from Illecillewaet and Glacier
north, has long been famous for big
game, especially grizzly, black and cinna-
mon bear,

Deutschman wasted no time. He
hunted through the wildest parts of the
interior, frequently meeting with acci-
dents but sustaining no serious injuries.
The grizzly is particularly aggressive
when suddenly disturbed, and not unna-
turally, during trips into the fastnesses

WESTWARD HO!
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of the mountains and canyons of this djs-
trict, encounters with these animals were
more numerous than entertaining. Duyr-
ing one expedition, emerging from ,
thickly tangled underbrush, Deutschman
came face to face with a wicked looking
grizzlv. Hunter and hunted were hoth
surprised at this unexpected encounter.
Deutschman’s rifle was at his shoulder

Entrance to Caves.

in a breath of time. Crack! and the first
bullet passed through bruin’s neck and
body, tearing away the upper portion of
his heart. The wounded animal roared
until the echo might have heen heard far
off against peaks and bluffs. Crack! and
a second shot pierced both lungs; then a
third broke a shoulder, the soft nosed
bullet remaining in the opposite portion
of the body. After the second shot the
grizzly became confused, tearing at his
lacerated hide and twisting in every di-
rection. After receiving the third bullet
he ceased roaring, biting at his paws, and
trymg to remain erect; then he stc-
cumbed, much to the hunter’s relief. I-I‘e
then proceeded to ascertain the animal’s
length, which proved to be eight feet five
inches.

Shortly after, in the vicinity of Whist-
ler’s Falls, another grizzly dropped be:
fore Deutschman’s markmanship, and
like all men skilled in woodcraft, he rci-
soned that there must be a retreat not
far away. Again he saw a third grizzly;
being unprepared he was unable to st
cure its skin. Forcing his way through
devil’s club and a score of wild growths
and fallen timber, Deutschman virtually
stumbled into a cavernous opening. He
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could see the old river bed, examined the
hack channel and now crawled into the
entrance.

Procuring a light, he proceeded
through a natural tunnel and descending
150 feet, reached the first landing. Ad-
vancing another 100 feet he was aston-
ished to find himself in a vast chamber
150 feet wide, the dome appearing as
though rounded and fashioned by skilled
artisans. The scene was at once novel
and impressive, but no symptoms of ani-
mal, game or insect life were noticeable,
although the ceaseless roll and pounding
of the subterranean channels could be

Whistler’s Falls.

heard for a great distance. Naturally
enough, Deutschman endeavoured to ben-
efit by his discovery, but after making
application for the right to control i,
found that many impediments existed,
more particularly a Dominion statute, re-
serving certain properties such as nat-
ural springs, caves, etc., in the interests
of the general pubiic. Deutschman was
well advised and, to make assurance
doubly sure, “located” mineral claims on
the north slope of Cougar Creek, includ-
_ing the cave surface, and controlling the
entrance, the posts being marked “Skoo-
kum” and “Drumlummon.”

The Province of British Columbia is
entitled to the minerals contained in what
is known as the Twenty-Mile Railway
Belt, and as Deutschman’s claims were
recorded and certificates issued, any dis-
agreement between the Dominion and
Provincial Government and the Canadian
Pacific Railway would have led to rather

costly litigation. Happily this did not
occur as a satisfactory understanding
was arrived at,

Soon after the discovery of this cave
a party left Glacier and Revelstoke, pro-
ceeding to the west slope of the Selkirks,
reaching the head waters of Cougar
Creek after a gradual ascent of less than
2,000 feet, and two miles and a half from
Glacier Station, and approached a mas-
sive structizie seemingiy carved by the
hand of man. Deutschman became alert,
holding his rifle in readiness in case of
grizzlies. He said, “We will cross the
natural bridge.” The roar and rumbiing
drowned any ordinary voice, as the visit-
ors neared the bridge under which Cou-
gar Creek flows for 350 feet. It is called
“Gopher Bridge.”

Far up, cascades seemingly emerging
from the rugged bosom of Cougar Moun-
tain, leap wildly over a series of bench
rocks, flowing into the Creek. These cas-
cades are known as “Whistler's Falls”—
the “Whistler” being a species of prairie
“gopher” but really a cross between the
gopher and red squirrel. Crossing the
east end of Gopher Bridge, a succession
of bubbling streams, swelled by the melt-
ing of snow m the mountains, sparkle
like rolls of silver when the sun’s rays
reach them; wave sweeps over wave,
with picturesque effects, completing what
is pronounced to be perfect mountain
scenery. Seeking a point of vantage, a
panorama, solemn, impressive and grand
beyond imagination, bursts upon the
view. Turning towards the northeast
Mount Sir Donald (named after the pre-
sent Lord Strathcona) looms high above
its surrounding rivals. North and east
the Great Glacier appears. DBetween
Mount Sir Donald and Whistler’s Iralls
stands Mount Cougar, while to the west
Illecillewaet  (pronounced  “Ille-silly-
wet”) is seen southwest. From a point
west of the caves, massive ice and snow
laden peaks extend for miles—glimpses
of Ross’ Peak, abrupt pyramids, massive
crags and stately monoliths are notice-
able, until the observer, is appalled by
the wierd grandeur of his surroundings.

At the east end of a second natural
crossing, called Mill Bridge (about 240
feet in length), Cougar Creek drops into
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Sentinel Bluff,

a canyon 170 feet deep, entering the caves
after flowing a further distance of 230
feet. The roar and clattm, the drum-
ming and pounding of waters meeting,
umtuw and rushing pell-mell beneath the
bndcre the muvellous scenery and
w1tha1 the utter stillness, solitude and
speechless grandeur recalls to the on-
looker the poet’s line—

“To look through nature up to Nature's
God !

Sentiment is liable to lose its magnet-
ism when one’s shins are sc1aped by
pointed rocks. his face ruthlessly scratch-
ed by too ready and too numerous bram-
bles. and the victim is aware that much
knee and collar work remains to be ac-
complished : hence the briefest possible
sojourn at Deutschman's nnplovmccl can-
opy saw the party preparing candles and
lamps, tightening belts, adjusting ham-

mers and axes and picks, coiling ropes,
and, after this, proceeding to the cave.
This was one of many trips.

On a former occasion—r9o3, just after
the caves were discovered, Messrs. H.
Douglas, Superintendent of the Ba.nff
National Park; W. S, Ayers, Consulting
Engineer: Mr, 'thelcr W, J. F. Ford,
C. P, R, Resident Local Lndmcer. Mr.
Arthur Johnson of the Revelstoke Her-
ald. and several others had visited the
spot. This trip was less arduous, al-
though streams were rising and many ob-
c.t'lc]cs had to be surmounted, The
chorus of waters sounded in their owi
sphere as the mighty roll of cathedral or-
gans. Down, down down, until 350 fCCl
ha(l been traversed and the *Auditoriun
and Bridal Chamber were reached.  Just
before entering. the party zathered to ob-
t1in a view f10m the summit. There, ris-
me fn above. stocd NMount .\/laﬂfdonflln.
towering over all surrounding peaks, just
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as the great statesman after whom the
monolith was named, loomed over all
other Canadian public men. Entering
the Auditorium visitors are amply re-
warded. This huge chamber is 50 feet
wide, with a depth of 60 feet, and hav-
ing 40 and 5o feet between floor and ceil-
ing. Roofs arched, ceilings exquisitely
polished, walls as smooth as though per-
fected by art—all combine to produce a
panorama of fantastic magnificence. And

Approaching the Caves.

this is but the portal, the ante-room open-
ing into more stupendous excavations.
Passing through a series of narrow cor-
ridors, a vast dome resembling an Italian
temple is reached, measuring fullv 150
to 250 fect in width, the ceiling and floor
being connected by huge white and grey
marble colummns, progeny of water upon
cavern limestone.  As rays of light are
concentrated upon sections of this marvel
of Naturc's handiwork, all could readily
imagine the effect which will be produced
by electrical illumination. The water
power for generating clectricity within a
wide area is estimated to be sufficient to
operate trams from the main line of rail-
way to within a reasonable distance of
the caves. At the present time trails have
been cut, and within a rcasonable time
all the comforts of modern hotel life will
be supplied. Mr. Deutschman at present
acts as general guide and supervisor. He
is still confident that when the cave chan-
nel from Cougar Creek is diverted, out-
lets will he found miles from the present
entrance, for, far away in the bowels of
the subterranean wonder, the ceaseless
pounding of water is distinctly heard,
while without, Bear, Goat and Douglas
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IFalls add to the grandeur of the crystal
flood.

To attempt to classify the various and
varyving geological features, to follow the
course of parallel and oblique galleries,
would demand weeks of indefatigable la-
bor. Suffice to say—the solemnity, the
gloom, the chaos of water, and wonderful
variety of crystals, marble columns, in-
crustations, the endless recesses—jagged
and black mouthed—impart a wierd
grandeur, a fascinating charm to this im-
portant discovery. In the earlier stages,
reporting to the Dominion Government
upon the subject, Mr. W. S. Ayres, the
Departmental Engineer, stated: “The
walls are of solid marble and have been
slowly carved during centuries Dby the
ceaseless rush of torrents of snow water.”
Again, “the whole mountain is honey-
combed; further exploration should re-
veal several even greater chambers and
more colossal caverns.”

Deutschman, who is an old-time pres-
pector, believed that through the agency
of the caves great mineral discoveries
would follow, as all the mountains be-
tween Mount Stephen (named after the
present Lord Mount Stephen) to the
North forks of the Illecillewaet, are heav-
ily mineralized—gold, silver, copper, ga-
lena, zinc and iron being found, some-
times in paying quantities.

Eight thousand feet above an extraor-
dinary growth of a hardy and beautiful
flowering moss was found and a “snap-
shot” taken, the Aower in the photograph
being the natural size. Locally it is
named . “lilac  pink flowering moss.’
Doubtless there are those who will he
able to define its proper botanical classi-
fication.



At the House 'of Dreams.

Agnes Lockhart Hughes.

E sat in a shabby armchair, gazing
through the frosty panes, out to
where the snow lay in glittering
heaps on the wind-swept street;

and he cursed aloud the rattling window
sashes, and the creaking doors. It was
Christmas Eve, and the moon sent silver
shafts over the winter's first gift of
snow, 'till it seemed studded with my-
riads of uncut gems. The blustering
north wind, rushing by, clutched at the
leafless trees, bending and twisting their
creaking limbs, like fraii pipe-stems, in
a giant’s grasp. The Frost King stalked
abroad, and pale stars gleamed coldly
down on the snow-clad earth.

“A beastly night, chilling one to the
marrow,” muttered Tom Andrews, as a
falling icicle struck a sharp rap at his
window pane, Then suddenly, merry
voices laughing and singing, reached his
ear. .\ gay party were carrying sprays
of hollv, and gariands of evergreens to
a nearhv church. As they stumbled
through the snowdriits, their laughter
grew louder, and. Tom withdrew from
his seat at the window.

“Silly idiots—every one of them,
Laughing indeed, after the hardships of
the panic, from which we have not vet
recovered. With such a wretched out-
look, too, for the coming vear. Trade
at a standstill—stocks low—and money
tight :—laugh vou idiots laugh. Ah, 1
hate the world with its senseless merry
making, when we have such cause to
weep. I'd like to know who invented
the silly custom of all this row at
Christmas, with its absurd custom of
giving ; giving indeed.” Then Tom shook,
as though with ague. “There, I might
have known I am getting a cold, that’s
about all this season brings me—laugh is
it? laugh?’—and a sneeze interrupted
his further utterance. The merry voices
gradually grew fainter, and Tom fell in-

to a doze beside the hearth on which
a few red embers, were quickly turning
to silvery ashes. '

The wind with a shriek, threw open
the door, and as Tom was about to utter
an 1mprecation, across the threshold

tropped men and maidens followed by

older dandies and damsels, in costume of
byegone days before the reign of the
despot, Goid. The satin knee-breeches,
plumed hat, embroidered doublet, per-
uke, fob, pompadour and buckled shoes—
all were there as though a merry carni-
val were at its height. Out from the
motley crowd stepped an old man in
powdered wig, and leaning on a gold-
headed cane. “Look at me Tom, have
vou forgotten your old Dad? See your
ancestors, from a century back, have
come to visit you. A jolly Christmas,
lad, cheer up, all the world rejoices,—
vou too should be giad.” '

Tom was too dumbfounded for utter-
ance. One of the guests stuck his light-
ed torch in a sconce; another piled high
the logs in the grate, and set them blaz-
ing; while the general chatter and
laughter filled the air with merriment.
Tom could not utter a word, but stood
trembling. Several of the merry-makers
gathered around the table, and in a few
minutes transformed the bare surface to
a board with tempting viands and
edibles, In the centre glittered a great
bowl, in which the fragrant punch was
steaming.

Clicking his high heels on the bare
floor, Tom’s great grandfather approach-
ed him and said: “Good luck—and good
cheer—for even in the days of old when
life was full of despair, with sleepless
nights and anxious days, the star of hope
never wavered but made gay our Christ-
mastide.”

Tom’s grandfather, puffing a long clay
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pipe, then related stories of days, when
camp fires flickered n the 1101(1 night,
and the watchful Indians crept upon
them unawares. He told a sad tale of
tvrannic reign, when the conscience of
rovalty slq)t, and carnage, devasted the
land—of the bravery of men in the face
of danger, and the noble heroism of wo-
men: \vhnc through it all, thanks were
offered for the meagre mercies of Hea-
ven, bestowed upon them.”

stroking Tom’s hair, his mother spoke :
“Ah, son! Little vou know of the days
when women'’s eves were brimming with
tears, and their  hearts  were lacerated
with woe!  When Columbia wept over
her countless dead; and the Civil War
left famine and misery in its wake. But
Tom. dear, the Prince who came to
earth on Christinas morn, filled our weep-
ing cyes with love’s light, and our
hearts with a deep peace. Would you
be less brave than the women of your
mother’s time ?

“Be not a churl, lad,” spoke Tom’s aunt,
" the midst of peace, plenty, and
health, vou sit grumbling, instead of be-
ing thankful dlld joviul \\1th the merry-
makers.  Ior shame, Tom Andrews, for
shame.”

“Shame, shame,”
“shame, shame,” shricked the sobbing
wind, and *shame, shame,” hissed tlm
logs, spluttering on the hearth,

Tom’s head fell forward on his breast;
then his mother, with her arms about
her son's neck, said: “Hush, he sorrows
of his selfishness, and repents his repin-
mg.

“Come lad, drink with us,” said his
father, ““a truce to discontent, and may
this draught drown it forevermore.

Each merry guest held a brimming
glass, and all stood watching Tom, who
groaned and attempted to rise.

“Give us a toast. a toast!”
“company in chorus.

Then Tom stood in their

cried the

midst and

cchoed the chorus;

405

“Down
may the

raising a steaming glass said:
with the demon discontent,
Prince of Peace, send us joy.”

Every Hagon was quickly drained;
then, as if by magic the gay carnival
crowd melted away,—the punch bowl dis-
appeared, and the bare table top gieam-
ed like a ghost in the Hickering firelight,
for the torches were extinguished. It
was midnight, and a deep silence reigned
in the room. The last live ember in the
grate fell with a hiss,—and Tom started
up. rubbing his eves; then, across the
snow pealed the Christmas chimes, and
from the village church rang the chorus:

“Gloria in Excelsis Deo.”

The crimson rose of dawn, had rolled
away the silvery shadows, and the scin-
tihating snowdrifts were shot with scar-
let gleams, when the villagers on their
way to early morning service, passed the
cottage of Tom Andrews. Hitherto his
liouse had been a place to be passed by
hurriedly, but now people lingered, for
there in the window contentedly smoking
his pipe. and smiling screnely stood none
other than Tom Andrews. "A passer-by
waved hnim a message, and was surprised
to receive a cordial return. Then, irom
the group came a child, and opening the
creaking gate she knocked timidly at
the door.

Quickly Tom threw wide the door.

"A Merry Christmas, Mister Man,”
she lisped.

Snatching her to his heart Tom kissed
the sunny un‘]s, and answered: “God
bless vour little heart, the same to vou,
and many of them.”

And thus may this Christmas forever
disperse

All the gloom from vour brow that is
meant by a hearse

And may joy fill vour soul wherever you
go

Is the greeting and
Westward IIo'

toast of good
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Far up in the wild and wintry hills

%en woods.

bro
Where the mounded drifts lie soft and deep in the noiseless solitudes,

In the heart of the cliff

The hut of the lonely woodcutter stands,

A few rough beams that show

A blunted peak and a low black line

From the glittering waste of snow.
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Then after Pierre and Telesphore
have danced “Le Caribou,”

Some hardy trapper tells a tale of tue
dreaded Loup Garou,

Or phantom bark in moonlit heavens,
. with prow turned to the East,
Brmging the Western vcyageurs to

join the Christmas feast.
kS * ES # ES
And thus with song and story, with
) laugh and jest and shout,
We heed not dropping mercury nor
storms that rage without,
But pile the huge logs higher till the
chimney roars with glee,

And banish spectral visions with La
Chanson Ncrmandie.

TEAENEN




A CHRISTMAS LULLABY 409

-

A CHRISTMAS | B bnls

F i
2
: —— ——) : ~ Avrthur Weir v W A
1 H T_ HH i)
\ \
|
| i
,ll . l‘ \
=
L ¢ /. e
R ’
¢ 2
/ 7 }\'/ -
1 /’, :
— ‘; '
/ A
- . /

\\
\
\!

Sleep, softly sleep, my pretty one;
I hear the neighing of the steeds,

Good Santa Claus has just begun
His round of kindly deeds.
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e = — Sorrow turns her darken’d pages—
2t — == reads again each tear-mark’d rune.
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— Yet shall Memory wave her sceptre—

be dull sweet
In the Yule-log’

us see the long ago;

Stay the dancers’

' show them once more as they were;
Holly-berries pale your redness; @ Love recall each form and feature;

mistletoe;

s failing embers let While we hear the joy-bells ri
.Sing the carol glad and free;

fill each sad and vacant chair;
ngings

. feet a moment, hush  Join once more the feast well-ordered,
awhile the merry tune, joyous as it us?gg.t‘g"be.
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Good Christmas Bells, I pray you
Ring him back to me,

For I am in the village,
And he is on the sea.
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The surf beyond the harbour
Is girt with hungry foam;
Good Christmas Bells, I pray you
Ring my sailor home!




Out of the Night.

Douglas Leader Durkin.

TOWARD nightfall in the late
- Russian autumn, an aged man
was seen to make his way on
foot and alone in the direction

of the city of Moscow. The nights had
become cold,—so cold that one was re-
minded uncomfortably of the near ap-
proach of winter. Rain had fallen con-
tinuously for the greater part of two
days, and this aged wayfarer plodded
along slowly enough over the deeply-
rutted roads in his feeble efforts to reach
the city before night should set in. The
half-irozen rain was driven with merci-
less violence against his uncovered head
and ill-clad body, and his long beard
hung heavy with the clinging sleet.
Stumbling along, aided by his long staff,
he seemed to pay little heed to the wind
or the rain but fixed his eyes steadily
before him in the direction of the city.
From his evident fatigue he had been
afoot for some time, perhaps for some
days; and now as he approached his
destination there appeared in his face
a suggestion of the same eagerness that
glows in the eyes of the beast of bur-
den, half dead from thirst, as it ap-
proaches the shaded pool. Indeed he
seemed buoyed up entirely by this eag-
erness, and as he moved along with
dogged perseverance, even this failed to
keep his spirits high; and his step be-
came slower and slower. As yet he
could not see the city on account of the
gathering darkness ard the violent storm,
but he seeined to know that it was at
hand and he thrust his head forward as
if to pierce the darkness with his gaze.
Whether from sheer exhaustion or from
the shock he had experienced in the
thrill of joy with which he viewed this,
the end of his journey, it would be dif-
ficult to divine, but scarcely had he come
to a pause in his weary trudging, when
his strength seemed suddenly to fail him

and he dropped heavily upon his knees
m the middle of the highway. For a
moment he knelt, silent and motionless,
his eyes still fixed stolidly towards the
city. Then lowering his head till his
dripping beard lay close to his breast,
he turned his face slowly in the direc-
tion from which the storm was coming
and looked mto the dark impenetrable
skies. All at once the eagerness, the
spirit, the buoyancy—all that Dbespoke
hopefulness vanished like the flickering
gleam of a candle held before a gust of
wind on a dark night. Yet not a word
escaped his lips. It was as if the thing
upon which he had set his heart had
suddenly withdrawn itself from his reach
and he accepted the inevitable with all
the grim composure of a man whose
life has known little but defeat.

He would probably have remained in
that position for hours, indeed he might
have completely succumbed to the ex-
posure and excessive fatigue had he not
been aroused suddenly by the approach
of someone on the road behind him. The
next moment mud and water splashed
upon him as a horse came quickly to
a standstill within a few feet, and a
gruff voice cried: ' ‘

“What the devil get out, there}’

Not a move or sound was given 1
response to this rude warning by the
kneeling figure. The rider urged h;s
horse forward and leaning from his
saddle, rapped the heavy end of his
riding whip upon the head of the
traveller.

“Out of the way, you old brute, or
I'll ride over you.”

Still no reply.

Without further warning he plunged
forward over the old man who fell at
full length, face downward, upon the
road. - Apparently uninjured, howevcr:
and as if roused from his lethargy by
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his narrow escape, he arose with a spring
and once more grasping his staff, hob-
bled with renewed vigor in pursuit of
his assailant, who soon vanished from
sight and hearing into the dark night.

1t was after midnight when he arrived
in the city and passed down street after
street, unobserved by the few who
chanced to be out at that late hour. His
step was slow and heavy, but he moved
with an apparent disregard for his fa-
tigue. Once he paused, opened slowly
the door of a lodging-house and looked
in.  An old woman, whose voice pro-
claimed her a hag, screamed furiously
at him and slapped the door in his face.
He turned away slowly with the same
submissive silence that had character-
ized his every action. He moved a little
farther down the street and paused again
before a dimly lighted window. Snow
had begun to fall with the cold rain
and the streets were wet and slippery.
He strove to rise, but could do no more
than sit up. His strength had complete-
Iv gone. A drowsy numbness seemed to
pass through him like a chill, and then
he felt warm again. The dripping snow
fell upon his uncovered head, and he
bowed his face slowly in his hands and
slept.

II.
‘The lodging-house before which the
footworn  vagrant had incidentally

paused, had been the scene of many a
lawless hour. AMen of wealth, men of
rank even, who wished to pass a night
unobserved in loose pleasures, had for
some vears made this their rendezvous.
The keeper, who happened to be blind
in one eye, seemed to see less than half
of what went on beneath his roof; and
what he did see was treated with cool
disregard. He was unmarried, but had
for some years supported an old woman
as his mistress. She had a history that
nonc but herself seemed to know and
few cared to learn. Though a virago
by nature, she had the faculty of talking
in the most wheedling tones when occas-
ion required, and smiled viciously iat
times, even when a smile seemed most
out of place. The frequenters of the
place spoke of her only as “the hag,”
and invariably addressed her as
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“mother.”  Though mistress to the
keeper, he was by no means her master.

On this night little pleasure was found
in loitering about the cold streets. Con-
sequently, a number of men and women
had sought sheiter in the large room of

the old lodging-house. As it grew later,

noisy groups passed out one by one, and
before midnight only three persons were
left in the room. A woman and two
men (one a military offcer), were secat-
ed at a table in one corner, talking
quietly. The officer leaned back leis-
urely in his chair and pulled out his
watch. ‘
“Well,” said he, “it’s midnight. Nic-
kolai, according to his promise, should
have been back at least an hour ago.”

“Where did he go?” asked the other.

“Oh, he had some little difficulty with
the tenants on his estate a few miles
out.”

“I'Il wager it's a woman that keeps
him,” broke in the woman. “Those
peasant girls, you know, are in love with
medals and fine clothes.”

“] haven't seen him much with the
girls since he rid himself of his wife,”
returned the officer.

“His wife!” exclaimed the woman,

“What, Nickolai's wife?"

“Of course!” broke in the man.
“Didn’t yvou know Nickolai had a wife?”

“You know,” said the officer quietly,
“he had her exiled less than a month
ago.”

“No, I ncver knew,” replied the wo-
man. “But why did he have her sent
away ?”’

“Perhaps because she wasn't pretty
enough,” said the officer, with a smile.

“More likely because she was too
virtuous,” replied the gentleman, casu-
ally.  “Oh, you fellows can do pretty
nearly what you like! If you were all
like Nickolai———”

“Oh,” interrupted
we're not.”

“No,” retorted the woman, “but not
far from it.”

Just then the door was thrown sud-
denly open, and a man dressed in a
military riding-habit, stepped into the
room. The young officer arose and ad-
vanced to meet him,

the officer, “but
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“Good-night, Nickolai,” he said quiet-

returned the new-
said

*Good-night, Paul,”
comer, and 1oo|\mo across the table,
merrily, “Hello, lllllL airl!”

“Hel.o, Nickolai!” replied the woman.
“You're late on the roads tonight.”

“Yes, a little,” said Nickolai, remov-
ing his gloves. “But yvoure not waiting
for me, are you?" :

“No, I'm not,” she replied,
saw one tonight who was.”

“Yes?” enquiringly.

“That's refreshing news. We don't
have them looking for us very often.
We usually have to look them up when
we want them,” and he smiled signifi-
cantly at the woman. “Well, and “who
was she, pray 7 he asked.

“Oh, no one of any account to you,
Nickolai,” she replied. “She didn't secem
very pleasant, vou know.”

“Who, then?" persisted Nickolai.

“Dark eyes, a rosy cheek, and eighteen
can't you guess?’

“Oh, yes, I know now.
she want?”

“She wanted you, of course,” returned
the woman. ‘'She was crying and said
she had been looking for vou since last
week;”

“Last week, yes

“We just made fun of her,” continued
the woman, smiling. “You sce, we have
known you longer than she has. DBut
she seemed to tal\e to it lather serious-
Iv. vou know.”

“Well, 1 could be sorry if I had time,
but [ can’t help it now, and I've business
with Paul that’ll keep me going for the
next hour. After that. well, I don't
mind if she does come.”

“Ah, Nickolai,” said the woman, with
a cunning look over her shoulder at him
as she went out in company with the
man who had been seated at the table
with her.

“And now,” said Nickolai,
Paul, “let us get to business. It's late.
Just a moment: [ want to see the hag.”

He went-to a door leading from thc
room and cried:

“Ho, mother!”

“Yes!” came a shrill answer from a
distant room.

“but 1

But what did

D”

turning to
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“Come.”  said Nickolai, going bask
azain to the table, and scating hnnsdt
opposite to Paul.

The old woman came in hurr l(,(”\, and
advanced to the table.

“\What is it, dearie ?” she asked.

“Its late,” began Nickolai, “and I
have some business to arrange with Paul.
In the meantime, 've a little errand
for vou.” '

“Yes, dearie.”

"l want vou to find something for
me.

I find it

“Now. listen,” he continued. with a
smile. “The richest Jewess and the fair-
est woman awake, do vou understand?’

“The richest Jewess and the
fairest woman,” repeated the hag, “and
both in one.”

“And both in one.” said Nicko.ai, “and

and not too virtuous, do vou un-
derstand ?” ' '

“And not too virtuous,” repeated the
hag, as she turned and left the room.

I11.

Nickolai turned again to Paul
assumed an air of seriousness.

“"Well.” he began, “I have pressing
business with you, Paul.”

“Had you any trouble with the ten-
ants > asked Paul,

“Oh, no, nothing serious,” he replied.
“On my way back, I rode over a crazy
old devil, and I guess if he had any

brains they are qplllcd in the road by
this.”
l_)

and

aul moved uneasily.

“Well. vour business,
said, rather abruptly.

Nickolai looked about the room care-
fully, and then leaned across the table
towards Paul.

“Y ou see, " he began, lighting a large
pipe. “I've run into a dcucc of a mud-
dle. * Now, as it happens, T need your
hclp to get out of it.”

“My hclp' exclaimed Paul,
prise.

“Yes, your help, and pray do not be
surpnsed I've one or two things tO
tell you that may startle you more.”

He looked ahout the room cautlous]\

“I got rid of the hag for a purpose.”
he bccran again, “I have a story to tell

Nickolai,” he

in sur-
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vou a secret, perhaps. 1t is my se-
cret, and, strangely enough, it is the

hag's secret at the same time. The only
difference is, she thinks she has kept me
from knowmg some things that she
knows, things of some importance
to me.”

Paul looked interested.

“To be over with 1t, I'll begin at the
first and tell it all,” said Nickolai, set-
tling down more comfortably in his
chair. “Something over ffteen years
ago, nearly eighteen, when I think of it,
a man named Mazurink was found guil-
ty of taking a hand in an outbreak in
st. Petershurg. He had really never
taken any part in it, but a young man
who had an cye to business found out
that Mazurink was proprietor of a nice
little estate in the neighbourhood of Mos-
cow. The estate was not large, but it
looked comfortable to our young gen-
tleman, who, by the way, had military
-ambitions, and he played his hand so
well that Mazurink was given fifteen
vears in Siberia.” ¢

Paul sat back slowly and looked at
Nickolai without speaking.

“Then what did our enterprising
voung soldier do?” continued Nickolai.
“Going to Moscow, he learned that Ma-
zurink had left a wife and two chil-
dren, a boy and a giri.  When he found
the woman, she had disposed of both
children, bcmo unable to manage the cs-
tate to her own profit, and was reduced
to poverty and forced to look for work
to keep herself alive. Now our young
gallant, true to his calling, approached
her in a time of nced and found her
quite amiable,—do vou understand? He
reasoned things out coolly to himseli.
One thing was clear—she must live, but
just how to live in Moscow was a little
difficult for a woman to decide in terms
of her own modesty. The consequence
was that money was taken in exchange
for virtue, and the woman was kept
from starvation for a month or so. At
the cnd of that time word was received
that Mazurink was dead.

“The way being thus opened up, noth-
Ing was to hinder the youth in realizing
his ambitions. At his request, the wo-
man produced a false heir in the person
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of a ragged youngster from the street.
lhlouoh lnm the alllblthllb youth gained
contlol of the property and the woman
lived under his support until he became
tired of her and passed her into the
hands of an obscure acquaintance who
has her yet. Then the lucky young
devil married a pretty little maiden more
of his own age and choice.”

Nickolai paused and smiled serenely
as he took the pipe from his mouth
slowly and looked at Paul.

“Now,” he said, “don’t be startled
when [ throw some light upon it all.
The wife of Mazurink has become
the hag.”

Paul started, but an odd smile lighted
the face of the speaker.

“The lucky young devil of a soldier
was vour friend, Nickolai Nataroff,” and

he gave a confident little chuckle. “And
you, Paul Nataroff, are the false heir
whom the hag produced. Your real

name was never known to me, and
doubtless never will be, but you couldn't
wish a better than Nataroff, and I have
been a pretty good old uncle to you

Paul lowemd his eyes and sat in si-
lent meditation while Nickolai continued.

“And now for the muddle out of
which vou are to help me. The hag
seems to have lost all trace of her son.
[ have good reason to think he is dead.
At any rate she no longer makes any
mention of him as she once did. So
vou see there 1s no cause for alarm {rom
that quarter. Not one here knows her
real n may have forgotten it
herself, but we can give her a name eas-
ily enough that will serve for all prac-
tical purposes.

“Another difficulty has arisen, how-
cver. While she seems to have lost track
of her son, she has kept her eyes upon
her daughter who has lately come of
age. Now, the rub comes here. While
I have reaped the profits. the hag has
never really surrendered the proprietor-
ship of the estate, and my game has been
plaved successfully thus far through vir-
tue of the fact that she has been kept in
hiding. Once she becomes known as the
real owner of the estate, I am done for.’

He looked rather serious, and shuf-
fled uncasily in his sea.
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“Previously, she had.no desire to get
Joose. She has been living quite com-
fortably, and that marks the limit of
her wishes in this regard. But things
have changed sucldenl\ of late. Her
daughter has just come of age. Soon
she will marry someone, and the old
woman will supply the data that will
put everything 1 can produce out of
keeping with the truth. Now here is
the precise point at which 1 am going
to call upon you for assistance.”

Paul looked coldly at him
speaking.

"You have spoken quite frequently
with the daughter, the voung lady who
holds so much that is promising for the
fortunate devil who marries her.”

"1 do not know her,” returned Paul.

“With whom were vou walking ves-
terday when I met vou near the new
cathedral 7"

“"Whom, Veda?”

“The same. She is the hag's daughter.
Now here’s the plan. 1 have approached
them with a view to making Veda my
wife. But vou know the (llf'ﬁClllth% are
many. In the first place it is not so
very long.—mnot long enough since [ rid
myself of the wife | did have. Besides
I am a little over age to fulfil the dreams
of one so handsome as our fair one of
the dark eves. Looking it over from
all sides T can hardly hope to find favor
in. their sight. and although the old lady
has plOmlSCd to Lonmdm it carefully,
I'am not expecting much from them. %o
vou see, it scems that 1 am out of the
(uestion as far as making her mv wife is
concerned.  Dut T have another card vet
to play. That little girl is half in love
with vou. You have a strong influence
there. While T cannot win her affculon
you can—yvou've won it already.’

“She speaks to me kindly,” said Paul,
evasively,

“I'll wager her thoughts don't stop
where her words mal\c an cnd,” said
Nickolai, jokingly. “If vou let me tell

vou how, we'll launch ourselves safely
into a nnoht\ nice thing,

w1th I want vou to marry Veda.”
“Marry Veda! That would not be
possible.”
Oh, I

without

“Possible! Pooh! know, [
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know, Paul. I've been a soldier for over
fifteen vears, and I know the trade. Of
course, voure a soldier yourself, and
take nothing like that seriously. We're
ail alike in that regard. Dut let that
be, I want you to make it possible. Be
serious for a while. If 1t doesn't suit
vou, why,.do as l've done,—get out of
it when you're satished with  what
vou've got.”

Paul rosc from
Nickolai.

“1 say it is impossible,” he said cool-
Iv. \ou need not ask me to explain
why!'

J.mpossiblc!" reiterated  Nickolai.
“Do vou forget I have brought vou from
poverty to what vou arc? | have helped
vou, now it's for vou to return the fa-
vor. Remember who vou are, Paul. It
might pay vou better 1f vou do not let
others know it. You were an outcast,
a pick-up. a B

“Stop ! demanded Paul. It makes
no diffecrence  what | was when vou
found me. Now [ am a man and I take
no part in vour dirty schemes. I do
not need vour naine in order to live, and
from this time forward I am sull an out-
cast, a pick-up, and without a name un-
til T find one that is more honorable than
1\'21t21r0ﬂ’ v

“Then vou refuse to hdp me!”

“You insult me to ask.”

“Be careful,” replied Nickolai. threat-
eningly.  ~You might he sorry for it
vou know.”

“I' shall never be sorry for having
done what is honorable,” said Paul, with
an air of digmty.

Further conversation was ptcuntul
by the door being suddenly opened. The
h'\o appeared, and Jed the way before
the tall, beautiful woman with fashing
eves. DPaul turned pale and Nickolai
started perceptibly as they beheld Veda
standing before them.

\1cl\ola1 turned to Paul with a mali-
cious smile.

“You can go to the devil, now,” he
said.  “Your assxstancc will not he re-
quired.”

his seat and faced

Iv.

It was an hour later that Paul p«'l(‘k‘1
restlessly up and down in his room. His |
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hands were clasped behind him and his
head bowed low as he walked, now slow-
Iv, now briskly, from one side of the
room -to the other.
had been one of anxiety and trouble.
Refugees, fHleeing from the outrages and
unmerciful lawlessness of a mob of re-
volutionists, had been coming to the city
during the entire day with fresh tales
of miscery and disaster. Buildings were
burned to the ground, and many occu-
pants of burning homes had lost their
lives in the flames. Helpless children
were thrown from the flames by writh-
-ing. praying mothers, and hurled back
again by frantic, cursing demons in the
{forms of men. As the mob swept for-
ward in its cfforts to carry all before it,
women and children were trampled to

death unnoticed beneath its feet. Old
men, decrepit with age, fatigued and

unable to keep pace with their mad com-
panions, fell to their knees, cursing and
praying in turns, as the blind hoard
swept over them, beating the blood in-
to their eyes, and leaving them writh-
ing and groaning upon the ground. The
wreckage strewn in the wake of such
storms is horrible heyond description.

Such occurrences as these were alone
the cause of sufficient anxiety to i*aul
in his capacity as military officer. DBut
his anxicty was augmented almost be-
vond endurance by thc interview he had
had with Nickolai Nataroff, hitherto sup-
posed to have been his uncle, and its un-
-expected conclusion,

As he paced to and fro, trying in vain
to easc his confused mind. he stopped
suddenly and stood listening as if he
had heard some strange sound. A pro-
longed shout echoed from a distant part
of the city. .He stepped hurriedly to his
window and looked out into the dark
night.  The clouds hanging low above
thc city were steeped in a red glare, the
light from raging fires. Imnmo quick-
Iy from his window, he was about to
rush from his room into the streets when
a quick hurried knock sounded lightly
on his door. He started back with a
strange sense of fear. Something in the
]\nockmcr caused him to move cautious-
ly. Slow]v he approaclied the door and
opened it. A crouching figure stepped

The day throughout

- the tears began to strecam from her
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quickly through the doorway, and ran
about the room whining pltlab]\ Paul
stepped back and ey ed the new-comer
with surprise mingled with a touch of
suspicion. It was the hag.

“Oh, Paul, Paul! Quick, for your
own sake and mine—come here to the
light!”

She stepped quickly to the table that
stood in the full light of an overhang-
ing lamp. Taking from the folds of her
shawl a tightly bound envelope that
seemed fuli of papers, she laid it upon
the table and turned to Paul, who eyed
her keenly and with interest,

“Well, what is it, mother?”
a httle impatiently.

She moved closer to him and clasped
his hand with her thin ﬁnger

“Ah, ves., mother, mother!” she cried,
repeating the eplthet by which Paul, ac-

he asked,

cording to the prevailing custom, had
addressed her. *‘Come here, Paul!” and
she pulled him towards the light. “TLook

imto my eyes now, and call me mother
again. Call me mother, Paul, for [ am
indeed vour mother, and you arc my
son, my true son.”
Paul seemed more bewildered than
ever, and stood without speaking a word.
“Paul, Paul!™ she cried again, and
eyes.
“Look at me, Paul! T am your mother,
vour real mother do you not know
me?  But no. how could you yoil
were so small then. And your father,
Paul —theyv told me he was dead—
but they licd———he is not dead
he hives, Paul, and he i1s here—
he has come back to us. [ have scen
him in the streets tonight.”
IFor an instant Paul wondered if she
were mad.  Then he shuddered to think
that perhaps he himself was mad.

“Do vou not understand me,
she persisted.

Suddenly the storv which Nickolai had
toid him flashed before his mind. He
caught her thin hands in his and looked
at her enquiringly.

“Then I am not Paul Nataroff,” he
said slowly.

“Never!” she cried. “You are Paul
Mazurink, but I sold you, I sold you

Paul?”
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oh, my God, forgive me, forgive
me!” ‘ . .
In an instant the whole situation

flashed before the mind of Paul. Veda
was his sister, and he must find her even
though his life were at stake m the at-
tempt, and save her from the designs of
Nickolai Nataroff. As he turned to go,
he caught the old thin hands once more
to his breast, and looked down at the
upturned face that had so suddenly be-
come filled with a new meaning for him.

“I understand it all now,” he said.
“But now, Veda, my sister, my sister!”

As he hurried from her and was about
to pass into the street, lcaving his mother
to follow him, she pointed hastily to the
papers she had brought which were still
lying upon the table. DBut he was gone

before she could speak a word, and was"

soon out of her reach.

While yet some distance from Nicko-
lai's place of residence, he noticed that
the mob at work in that quarter and be-
gan to fear for the safety of his sister.
Already he found himself jostled about
by the rioters, and at times his advance
was entirely checked by the mad crowd.
Before him the fires burned fercely and
the mob swayed back and forth, an im-
penetrable mass. At last, in spite of all
his struggles, he felt himself forced
slowly back. He fought his way madly
to a row of tall buildings that skirted
the street i which the mob moved, hop-
ing that once on the edge of the mass, he
would be better able to make headwav.

Scarcely had he gained this position
when he thought he heard sonicone call
him. He looked back but could distin-
guish no one he knew among the faces
that glowed fercely in the red light from
the fires. He turned again to thread his
way between the trampling crowd and
the high walls when once again the same
voice called to him. This time it sound-
cd nearer, and looking quickly in the di-
rection from which the voice came, he
caught sight of a woman’s face turned
towards him. There was no mistaking
it; iie could sce it plainly in the red
light.

Throwing himself again into "the
crowd, he gained her side in a few min-
utes, and placing one arm about her,
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he fought his "way back again to the
position he had just gained. Forcing .
her-quickly into a narrow recess in the
wall, he stood before her, and with al]
his strength held back the crowd that
threatened to crush them to death. For
hours he fought, his arms bruised and
biceding, and the perspiration streaming
from his face.

It was early dawn before the riot was
quclled and the streets cleared by mili-
tary force. Not a few had been shot
down by the soldiers, but many more had
fallen and lay where they had been tram-
pled to decath in the streets.

In the grey light of the carly day,
Paul and Veda walked slowly along the
streets and cast glances at the bodies
that iay strewn about. To his surprise,
he learned that she had long since known
the secret that had been disclosed to him
by his mother, they had kept it to-
gether.

"It was near here we separated,” said
Veda, pausing a moment as they walked
along.  “When we were forced apart,
I Tooked back and saw him struck down
suddenly by a peasant with a long beard
and uncovered head.  Both went down
before the rush, and I saw them no
more.”

She moved on a few yards in advance
of Paul, and came to a standstill as she
pressed her hands to her breast.

“Paul!™ she  cried  softly,
hxed upon the ground.

Paul approached the spot where she
stood and glanced down.  Three bodics
lay huddled together in the street. The
white face of Nickolai Nataroff was
turned to the skies and his cyes held a
cold stare. Tying upon his breast, his
hand clutched upon Nickolai’s throat,
was the body of a peasant. He was old,
unkempt and poorly clad. His uncov-
ered head was hruised and bleeding, and
his long heavy beard was wet and
tangled.  Within rcach was a long stall
which had been broken in two, its
service was over. Beside these, hall
kneeling, half sitting, and bowed for-
ward upon the street, was the body of a
woman. No marks of violence were vis-
ible upon her body, but her thin hands
were pressed to her heart, and in her

her gaze
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jace was a look of indescribable pain.

Paul stood ‘motionless and siient as
he gazed upon the group that lay before
him.  Then he looked up sadly at Veda.
I‘or a moment she did not move, and
then she slowly turned her face to him.
Tears were standing in her eves readv
to gush forth. : '

“Our mother and our father, [aul,”

AND

HONOUR 419
she said simply, and threw herself into
his arms. .

“\Veda, my sister!™ he replied tender-
Iv. and kissed her upon the forchead as
he clasped her in his arms.

The day dawned slowly upon the city,
and with it there broke a new life into
two hearts where sorrow and joy were
blended.

Love or Honour?

Nigel Tourneur

ACROIX put down his pen. As
he quickly sorted out his legal
documents, and slipped the re-
quisite ones into his breast pocket,

he listened with growing distrust to the
thundering of Mount IPelee.  ““I'hank
God!” he murmured, “we can leave at
once for Barre-Terre.” The cup of the
volcano, soaring 4,000 feet behind his
plantation, was no longer visible. 1t was
with sinking heart he marked, from the
window near by, the piles of murky va-
pour hiding it. Ominously were the up-
heavals of steam and mud pealing, in
long-drawn, cyclopean mutterings, just
as if Mother Earth was bursting asunder.

Shaking his head when he thought of
the impending dangers, Lacroix stepped
out into the passage, and deep in deliber-
ation went aiong to his wife's bedroom.

Aimee Lacroix was lying down, the
mosquito curtains of the bed tossed aside.
Intently was she staring into the flame of
the candle burning in a tall silver holder
on the adjacent escritoire. Only the negro
maid, busy beside the trunks, turned her
strained face on him as he entered.
Throughout the house, windows were
closed and jalouses drawn flat, yet the
volcanic dust was everywhere penetrat-
ing. Lacroix noticed the thin film of it
covering the polished floor and the rugs,
overspreading the cheval mirrors, clog-
ging the silver water-cooler—soiling the

skirts and lingerie strewn about the hali-
packed trunks. Mlentally he again thank-
ed God that they were to sail from Pierre
that morning for Gaudeloupe.

e kissed his wife on the forehead.

“Well, Aimee! You will be ready to
start in a few minutes? I have business
to do with Pere Gallifet in Pierre, about
the additional advance from the Bank at
Basse-Terre, to aid Jean.”

“You sail without me. I have changed
my mind,” came the instant answer, and
his wife's eyes roved restlessly round the
room, evading lhis astonished look with
an exclamation of anger and dismay, he
dropped into the high-backed chair by
the top of the bed.

Sooner than he could utter a word, sne
ran on with. “Oh, yes, I know what you
will say! ‘Pelee 1s about to break out
again, and will overwhelm the island. It
is really safer we go to Guadeloupe. How
kind of the Governor to grant us the
pass. We must be at Sainte Marie to
cheer Jean; and so on.” Bah, Pelee will
not erupt. The danger is past. This is

positive. No, m’sicur, I do not go to
Guadeloupe. I stay at I'ort de IFrance.”

The lines of Lacroix’s face had deep-
ened as listening to her he thought of her
recalcitrant disposition. It came to him
Aimee had never throughout all their
married life ever seemed to have had any
thought save for her own follies and
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caprices. Yet catching at last her warm
brown cyes in his gaze, he realized with
a sudden leaping of his ncart that de-
spite her passionate and wayward nature,
he still loved her.  Yet, had he ever been
but as a mere cypher in her regard*

A teceling of despair took him. “Ma
cherie, Aimee, this is not the time for
me to linger, trying to persuade you to
come,” sard he in a weary voice. “"\What
induces vou to go so often to lort de
Ifrance, | cannot cven imagine.  (One
might sav, vou have a lover there; but
who so stupid as to imagine that! \What
is there that puts vou against coming
withme?  Not only does our Jean call
for us, but it is for dear lif¢’s sake we
arc lcaving. | tell vou, Pierre and
Precheur, Carbet, nay, the whole island
is doomed,” rising to his feet. “Peclee,
the safety valve has been screwed down
too long. Who remain, remain to their
destruction.”

Impatiently his wife shook the lace
off her wrists.  Said she n uncertain but
defiant tones, “leh, bien! The Governor
is wrong, then? HHe brings his wife with
him, to Pierre!  Msieur, you take your
fcars too much to heart. [ go, but it 1s
to [Fort de Irance, L tell vou,” and the
beautiful woman rosc on her clbow, her
excitable Creole temperament on fire.

Lacroix in his effort to restrain him-
self stepped to the near jalouse, and op-
ened it. Hill and wood, plantatica and
farm, chateau and hut were covered with
the scoriae, [t was smothering the iux-
uriant foliage around the house, and
swathing the trees mn a hideous drab-
gray. Through the thickness the rising
sun glowed red as molten copper. Not a
breatih of wind was in the stifling air. Al-
ways more menacing there loured far-
overhead the gigantic tiers and cones of
dark-red vapours obscuring the moun-
tain's summit.

Yes, the island of \lartinique was
doomed, he again told himself. \What
was prompting Aimee to act so hot-head-
edly, so foolishly, in refusing to accom-
pany him? He knew not. " It seemed to
him, she was infatuated with danger.

“What is Jean to me, that 1 should
worry over him?”’ she continued, irri-
tated at his silence. “I have my friends,
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my engagements, and vou have yours—
just as we always have had. We part
tor a few days, Msieur, without doubt,
an cternity to vou, my devoted hushand.

On vour return, vou will find me at
Madame Lestocques.™
" Madame  Lestocques 7 Lecroix

croked out i a harsh voice, turning
round with a jerk. “I—find—vou, at
Madame Lestocques ?™

“Madame lestocques!” he  stormed,
his anger getting the better of him. **She,
with her cardsharping, and her drinking
and loose conversation: | am to fnd
vou again in her house. And it is fre-
quented by Herve Suftren, that unprin-
cipled half-caste and his fast set. 1'd
sooner find vou dead.  You must think
[ am h

Lut a great rushing sound as of a tre-
mendous  hurricane  suddenly  silenced
him.  Reports like cannonading, volumin-
ous, and far-rolling, crashed in instant
succession.  The house quivered and
heaved and groaned, settling again on
its foundations with a duil thud.

“Tiens, the shocks become heavier. It
is well for us to go our ways, Msieur,”
said Aimee:; and as if to evince her -
tention she arose.

Lacroix stared at her, a puzzled ex-
pression on his face. A victim of the
marriage de convenance, Aimee had had
clected to go her own way in life, in-
dulge her desires, spend her means, and
choose her mtimates, without taking
him into consideration at any time. Deep-
ly occupied in the affairs of their joint
estates, and of a bookish nature, Bellairs
Lacroix had never succeeded in demand-
ing her to hearken to the sacred and in-
nerly voices of married life. Always had
Aimee refused to respond to his spirit of
camaradaric.

LEarnestly and urgently did his excited
voice ring out in the unnatural stillness
evervwhere prevailing.

“Ah, come with me, ma cherie. Come
to Pierre, and stay there, where and with
whom you wish—if you will not go to
Guadeloupe with me. But do not go to
Madame Lestocques at Fort de [France.
Al, who knows if ever again we two will
travel the same road together.”

“And so I say, safety must be had at
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once. You, at Basse-Terre, and I at
l'ort de I'rance. Cepion drives me over,
and stables the horses at Reynolds till all
is safe for him to return,” came the
stubborn answer. Yet to evade his he-
seeching eye, Aimee fell on her knees,
and feverishly recommenced packing.

Wrought beyond self-control in speech,
LLacroix silently left the room.

Aimee sprang to her feet, and fol-
lowed him for a few steps as he quickly
passed down the passage to the outer
court. l'rom her face, fragrant in beauty
as a flower, the obstinacy fled, and indce-
cision and emotion took its place. Mark-
ing he would not turn round, she made
as it to recall him; but with a shrug ot
contempt at herscelf she withdrew into
the room again.

The next moment when another series
of tremendous explosions, resounding
like the first cracks of the Day of Doom,
burst down from AMount Pelec’s seething
top. she shuddered and wondered if God
and cternal punishment really existed!
And for the first time the conjecture came
to her—which man of the two loved her
for better for worse. DBut recollections
of Suftren’s burning words, his vehe-
ment protestations and ardent pursuit of
her scorched her wayward heart.  With
a choking cry she frantically began to
pack anew, snatching the fumy fabrics
from her panic-stricken maid, and crush-
ing them pell-mell into the trunks and
dressing cases,

As Lacroix drove at full speed towards
Pierre, he was betossed with qualms for
the safety of his wife and doubts as to
his conduct in the matter. Yet what ot
Jean, his beloved brother, who in ven-
turing all his money in and giving his
business capacities to the management of
the Martinique estate had established
Bellairs’ fortunes. Fully and sympa-
thetically had he also carried out the
English education of Bellairs as desired
by the dying step-mother. Jean? Jean,
who had hurried to his side when yellow
fever had stricken him down! Jean who
had out of his own small fortune re-
deemed the later mortgages resulting on
Aimee's spendthrift ways! Jean, who
himself was now lying sick unto death
with the rapacious mortgagees foreclos-
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ing on his plantation at Sta. Marie, Gua-
deloupe.

Jean or Aimee—whom
serve?

Her who had of her own accord lived
her life totaliy apart from her husband;
or him who had ever ventured life and
fortunc in his welfare? Ah, if Aimec
would but love him—ior Bellairs could
not blink his eye to the truth—he told
himself everything would be so different.

However, the road to IFort de IFrance,
round the foot of Les Pitons des Carbet,
was certain to be safe, the earthquakes
having been for the most in the locality
of Mount Pelee and towards Carbet and
Pierre.  In the hands of Cepion and the
other two men servants, she would be
wholly out of danger. But, what of her
staving at Madame Lestocques?

Of a sudden, sulphuric fumes spread-
ing down the valley impinged against
Lacroix’s nostrils. At every inhalation it
stung them painfully, and he awoke to

was he to

reaiize the desolation about him. In ap-
prehension l.acroix looked over his
shoulder at L'elee’s summit. A {faint

ruddy glare was suffusing the dusky
centre of the clouds—the reflection of
an awful abyss of fire. A subterraneous
groaning vibrated three times, to die
awayv in waves of fluctuating thunder.
Compressing his lips, Lacroix energeti-
cally lashed his galloping horse. At
sight of some fugitives out of Pierre
running over the fields towards Carbet,
doubts more lacerating than ever assailed
him; was it right of him to leave Aimee
on her own resources?  Under the outly-
ing heights of Mount Pelee, that morn-
ing still nestled the seaport of Pierre,
France's well-known entrepot in the
West Indies. Tts whitewashed houses in-
terspaced with groups of wild tamarind,
cocoa-nut and palm; the white cupola of
the Cathedral; the steeples of the
churches, the red-roofed hospital, and
masts and outlines of the vessels along-
side the wharves; its quaint market-
place: its shady little strects where folk
discussed matters leisurelyv over their ver-
mouths or absinthes or coffee and lique-
urs, where negroes with their pantomimic
gestures and clamant nigger-French
thronged around, and neat negresses
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with powdered heads and white frocks
passcd along, some carrying on their
heads basketfulls of luscious fruits and
other wares; all had hitherto combined to
make up one of the most charming pic-
tures of West Indian life.  But now the
scene was changed.

As Lacroix made for the notary's of-
fice where in Gallifet's absence his head
clerk was to carry out the business, he
noted that no shops, no cafes, were open.
The schools were closed.  Churches stood
open, receiving worsiippers, all too ready
now, to throw themselves on Divine pro-
tection. I'ine dust and cinder from the
mountain cone towering at hand clogged
the tramway lines, and deadened the
sound of his hurrying footsteps. Crowds
of townsfolk and peasants from the coun-
try thronged the streets; many were
wringing their hands and saying aloud
their prayers; others stood staring at
Pelee, fascinated by its gigantic smoke-
cap heaving, soaring, expanding fold on
fold up into the louring heavens. Only
discipline held together the cordon of
troops drawn round Pierre’s landward
boundaries.

His notary’s long outer office, Bellairs
found deserted by its many clerks. But
to his amazement and great joy Gallifet
himself stepped out of his private room,
where two clerks were hastily bundling
together business ledgers and papers.
To Lacroix, the clasp of his thin hand
came like that of rescue. Calm and col-
lected as ever was the little, grey-haired,
sallow-faced notary.

“Voila! You did not expect to see
me?” he exclaimed. *l rode back dur-
ing the night from IFort de France.”

He turned with a quick emphatic ges-
ture to his clerks. “Hurry to the bank
vaults, Pierre, with thesce packets; only
there will they be safe against any cal-
amity. Jerome, run to the Prefecture for
M’sicur Lacroix’s pass to Guadeloupe per
this morning’s packet. IMaste. "Ah, out
of all my staff only these two have re-
mained at their post,” he remarked as the
lads hurried away.

His grave expression deepened. He
put his hand affectionately on Bellairs’
left shoulder.

“Mons fils.  Where is thy wife?”
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His seriousness, his grave demeanor,
much startled the younger man.

“Aimee? 1 left her about to go over
to IFort de I'rance. She——"

"1s she going to Madame Lestocques ?”
interrupted the notary.

“Yes! To that accursed
[ could not dissuade her.”

“And thus it 1s that 1 have returned,”
came the unexpected answer. “"Mon hs,
it is for tiree and thine that | have come
back.” And motioning his stupificd god-
son to hold his peace, he handed to him
a letter. The familiar writing took La-
croix’s eve. A\ sense of doom swept into
him. "This, the gendarmes found on her
messenger—Caton. 1 identified him—
Iving dead on the road a little way out of
IFort de I'rance. Some shocks were felt
about that time so it is thought his horsc
threw him—he was yet warm. The Com-
missaire handed Aimee’s letter to me,
knowing [ act for thee. Instantly I took
horse.”

“To Hee—New York—with Suffren.”

The words dropped from the husband’s
white lips as they were the last words of
one dying. Aimee's note fluttered to the
floor.

“Suffren!  The most debauched of all
the half-castes!™ he uttered in a curious
stiled voice.  “The ignominy and insult
of it scared his heart. " No, she has
never loved me, never been true to me
m her heart. Her acts, her carriage to-
wards me of late, have all told me that:
but I could not belicve any baseness of
her. h

half-caste.

Never has she '

“Mon fils,"cried the old notary, “we
must act instantly,  Even now death
may be about to knock upon our doors.
Hear! the packet’s first bell: she sails
carlier, to escape IPelee’s wrath. Do you
go—or stay, for Aimec’s sake?”

“But Jean! What of Jean? Jean who
has been father, mother, sister and bro-
ther to me?  Jean, lying at death’s door,
and the mortgagees foreclosing!”

“And 1?”"—the notary's voice came
clear and solemn—*“why did I return?
Why did I leave life and my dear ones in
I'ort de I'rance where safety is? DBe-
cause I took it to be my duty towards
thee and Aimec, both of whom I dearly
esteem. ‘And you? You who swore at
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ti.c marriage altar to honour, protect and
succouir her—you abandon her in this
very hour of temptation. Leave Jean in

God's loving mercy, mon fils.  Your
dutv, this day, does it not lie at home?”

JLacroix with bent sholuders and white
face was looking scaward. There lay the
way to Guadeloupe and safety.

Frury, anguish, censure, and self-aban-
don passcd over him in conflicting surges.
When the groaning of Mount Pelee,
heaving again to her monstrous turmoil,
came pealing long and low, he thought of
foolish Aimee, all helpless and terrthed-—
a merc tool of man’s iniquity. No, the
evil was not hers, he told himself, hut
Herve Suffren's.

“Non Pere,” he cried, his voice husky
with emotion, “Mon Pere! Ah, God,
keep Jean—I go back to save Aimee.”

“volcanic gases poisoned the air.
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At 7:40 that morning, Lacroix was

swiftly driving out of Pierre, towards
Carbet, where he hoped to intercept his
wife.  Around Pelee’s head enormous
flickers of lurid flame were restlessly
playing on the under side of the colossal
tiers of smoke; hot mud and cinder and
ash were being erupted in denser and
more frequent showers; great gushes of
But La-
croix, more madly flogged his horse, on
towards the awful cataclysm. Before him

there floated the face of his wife. Only
her he saw.
b b sk sk sk
London Times, May 10, 1902.—"The

town clock of PPierre has remained in-
tact, marking 7:50 this morning, as if
to show the precise moment of the far-
spread disaster.”

The Girl He Left Behind Him.

Billee Glynn.

IXL1., 1 declare! Thornton of

all the men in the world! I

wouldn’t have known you from

a hole in the ground if Ben-

ton there hadn't given me the tip. Thun-

der! how yvou've grown—a regular

broncho-buster for size. God's country

has certainly made a man of vou, Jack.”

Thus it was that Graham saluted his

old-time chum as he stepped from the

depot bus at the entrance to his hotel in

the Ontario town where he had been

bred as a bov.,

The two men shook hands warmly.

“You haven't changed much, [red,”

said Thurston, lool\m0 down from his

six-feet-two at his ShOltel companion.

"I could ahmost imagine it was )estuday 7

I left instead of ten vears ago.

“Ten vears!-—so it is! Well they
have surclx made a change in you. Why,
old man. vou're a recruhr—brute.

Thornton langhed. “And a hungry
one just now, Tred ” he rejoined.

“So you must; come inside—I am go-
ing to grub with you myself.”

A quarter of an hour later the two
men were scated at the hotel table, Gra-
ham making reply to Thornton’s queries,
which were of a kaleidoscopic variety.

“And Kate IngersollZ” he suggested
at length, giving vent to the great ques-
tion—"marricd, | supposc.”

Graham smiled. “You scem interest-
e, he said: 1 thought some Dritish
Columbian flower would have supplanted
her in vour affections long ago. I be-
iicve vou came back for a wife, Thorn-
ton,”

“Don’t bhe foolish, Graham; 1is she
married ?"
“No, vour chances are still good.”

Thornton’s face flushed in spite of him-
self, and his cves took a brighter ray.
After all was not Graham’s banter true.
Had he not come back to tell Kate In-
gersoll that he loved her. He had not
known this when he left ten years be-
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fore. But separation had taught him
his true feelings toward her, and he had
written mtmntmo but not expressing his
hopes. Her answer had been that of a
woman; not replying to what he had
not aslxul yet carrying a tone that show-
ed she understood and appreciated. No
further communication had nassed be-
tween them except the unsigned present
which Thornton had sent every Christ-
mas. NMeanwhile with a sublime faith
in the woman and his fate he had work-
ed for the money which a proud man
likes to brino' his bride; and now after
ten vears’ 1'11)01——)et how short seemed
the time—it had come, and Thornton
had returned East with the gift of wealth
to claim the dark-eyed lass of his early
days.

Graham's reply to lns last question
was a grateful relief to the keen anxiety
he had experienced i noticing the many
changes wrought in old environments,
and suddenly realising all that might
have happened to mar his hopes during
the length of his absence. IHis manner
during the rest of the meal was an
abandon of good-will.

He spent a half hour shaking hands
with old friends, and then found him-
self walking up the street with Graham,
who was in the highest of spirits.  Sud-
denly n the midst of reminiscences Gra-
ham paused and plucking his compan-
ion’s arm, pointed to a woman coming
out ol a store.

“There she 1s!”
his breath.

“Who "

“INate Ingersoll.”

Thornton turned. The woman had
stopped in front of the store window
and he had a good view. He stood star-
mg like one struck dumb—tall, thin—
almost angular—a little gray in her dark
hair at the temples; her face wan, list-
less, expressionless, with a dash of color
at the throat—as if denoting a tawdry
desire to cling to a youth that had lono
since vamshccl the dark eyes as slm
turned toward them bleak yet with a
sickly gleam of affectation mingiing in
their hopeless depths —a woman who
had lived and learned in vain. That
could not be Kate, and yet—oh, Hea-

he exclaimed, under
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vens !—how famihar the line of the chin
—of the brow! A quiver came into his
lips, and half reeling he clutched Gra-
ham by the arm and hurriedly drew him
on; then with a supreme effort at seli-
control plunged into a conversation
which gave his companion no opportun-
ity for questions.

Pale and heavy-eyed Thornton stood
on the depot platiorm waiting for the
train. How he longed for it to come—
to take him forever from this place that
was the grave of all his hopes, of all his
creams! What a night of misery he
iad passed!—a night in which the face
i the woman he had seen—wasted, col-
otless, insipid—haggish almost—Dhburned
itseii into his brain like a phantom of
while the other—the cherished
naage of his love, his Kate, the girl
of ten years ago—faded into hopeless
oblivion, leaving his life a bleak waste
07 despair.  but it was ail over now—
as much as it ever could be. Ah, there
was the train! How glad he was to
Jeave!  Just one last look, and then for
the grand frecdom of the great West—
away trom this blighting Eastern atmos-
pliere in which hearts and faces grew
old.

How soggilv apathetic lay the town
i the sickly glare of the morning sun! .
The church spires might have been mon-
umental nsignia testifving to a sluggish.
mortbund  humanity of dormant circu-
lation.  But the train had come to a
pausc—now ahoard for God’s own coun-
try!  Standing on the vestibule of his
coach he suddenly spied up the strect a
man running. The man waved his hand
to him: it was Graham—running to
catch him! Dut it .was too late: the
cars jarred under the first efforts of the
engine. He was glad; he hated Graham
——hated him since he had pointed out the
face of that woman—for the slyv amuse-
ment he had scemed to take out of his
misery, though after the first revulsion
he had made every effort to conceal it.
Thank Heaven, the train was now mov-
ing! But who was that? A woman
had got off the back coach and was
coming along the platform toward him.
a small valise swinging in her hand.
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she was a picture of blithe loveliness,
of womanly youth. Something in her
sprightly, girlish carriage, the poise of
her head, her features, caught Thorn-
ton's eve. e looked at her closer—his
mouth opened—he dashed his hand
across his eves as if to clear their sight.
The train was gaining speed—now he
was passing her. Clambering to the
lower step he stooped over and peered
into her face; the next moment he was
oft the train and had clutched her by the
arn. ’
“In the name of God, who are you?”
The suddenness of the demand, the
cager, passionate  face of the man,
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caused the girl after the first instant of
surprise to smile.

. “Miss Ingersoll,” she replied frankly.

“Kate——"

- "Yes—and you"—a light was grow-
g in her eyes, a color in her cheeks—
(-J’a_cl<_____).'

“Thornton.”

Graham came up while they were stiii
shaking hands. In reply to Thornton's
look demanding an explanation he
laughed.

“Just one of my jokes, Jack.,” he said.
“I did not think you would take it so
seriously.”

Along the Saskatchewan.

D. D. Ross.

HE summers day was nearmg

a close; and as our guide leaned

forward to carefuily scan a small

sod hut that had come to view

on swinging around a curve in the bani

of the sleepy Saskatchewan, his face took

on a hard forced smnile.

preau the rebel,” he said, addressing my

companion. “kHe fought with Reil in the

scventies and afterwards had to flee to
save his neck.” ‘

As we neared the bank a sharp eddy
carried us out to centre again and before
we could control our “Peterbro” were
carricd several hundred yards past the
Landing. As the boat drew back again
our presence had been noticed from a
small window in the rear of the hut and
accordingly the inmates came rushing to
the water’s edge. It was a fearful mo-
ment for us: but our guide thorougaly
cnjoved the situation. With fear and
trembling I ventured to address our new
visitors and was agrecably surprised to
find that they spoke fair English.

It was an admirable spot to spend
one’s days nestled down between large
encircling hills, and watered by a tiny

"lt's old Du-

rivalet that gurgled and rumbled through
the centre of this small level valley on
its way to the mighty river.

On the neighbouring hill-tops  stood
marks and signs of a savage war-like
race who had comie and gone like a mid-
night vision leaving only faint memories
of their brave and heroic deeds. The
large, long mounds overlooking the
peaceful piain below held the bones of
many a forgotten warrior, while fancy
carved arrows; and crudely modelled
spears showed that a stage of semi-civil-
ization had existed among them.

Things are different now. The Red-
man has fallen to a low ebb; his once
noble traits are undermined by the white
man’s vices and we find him untutored
and unskilled. Our guide, a tall, swarthy
half-breed, carrying many of the super-
stitions- of the old Cree tribe in whose
camp he had been cradled and in whose
gods he feared, was an expert oarsman.
After pulling the boat alongside a crude-
ly constructed wharf he bade us land,
and as we did so he fastened the canoe
to a stout cottonwood that grew at the
water’s edge.
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Our hunger had been increased by the
long voyage and the scarcity of prairie
chicken on which we had relied for our
supply of meat. It was late in the after-
noon and after preparing a hasty meal
of what few edibles we still possessed,
loaded our guns and bhegan to ascend the
hill.

The plains above were rough and un-
dulating, covered " with thick stunted
shrubbery and just the ideal place for
plenty of chicken. Dupreau, who had ac-
compaunied us, led the way which wound
and twisted round knoll and bush until
we came to the level above. We fol-
lowed closcly behind, no sound save the
noise of our feet breaking the deadly
stillness of the plain.

“There! there!™ said Dupreau, point-
ing his finger at a large hawk soaring
lazily in the air somc distance ahcad.
“You'll find chicken somewhere near
there. That old hawk knows his busi-
ness.”  We stole stealthly along towards
the spot and in a few minutes saw a
large flock run into the thicket ahead of
us. My heart leapt with joy while my
teeth watered for a piece of fresh meat.
Soon our guns echoed and re-echoed
along the distant hills. Again and again
we loaded and fired, and as we turned
to bag our spoil felt that some unseen
hand had directed the hawk to mark the
spot for us. ;

When we were ready to return to the
boat we noticed that both our guide and
Dupreau had removed their hats and
were standing with bowed heads. At
first they made no answer to our inter-
rogations; but on being pressed pointed
towards a slight rise in the ground.
“There lies our chief and his Medicine
Man,” said Dupreau. *“T was with him
when he died, and he made me promise
to meet him in the happy ‘hunting
ground.””  We, too. uncovered our
heads out of respect for them. and as we
stood looking at the mound that held
the bones a faint, dull sound floated
through the air, drawing our attention
towards a large ravine which stretched
several miles eastward. In a moment
our guide and Dupreau were gone; and
as we watched their flecing forms disap-
pear in the twilight we could not help
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but admire the true Indian trait of these
men as they answered to the first sound
of the “Tom-Tom.” Nearer and nearer
it came until the entire band were in full
view.

It was a most imposing sight to sec
these men necaring the grave of their be-
loved chieftain.  With bent heads and
steady tread they reverently approached
the little mound: and after encircling
it twice in deadly silence retired some
little distance and pitched camp for the
night.

My companion and I had fallen back
at their approach and watched with
eager eves the savage yet human traits
of these Redmen.

Ail night long around a blazing camp-
fire the mourners sang, danced and
prayed—the “Tom-Tom™ keeping up one
continuous noise. Hour after hour the
wild, uncarthly vells and hidcous moan-
ing continued as squaw after squaw came
forward passing her left hand through
the leaping flames and then retiring again
to her seat on the ground. The night
had settled down clear and cold and as
we raised our benumbed bodies from the
damp ground turned towards the river
in search of our canoe. Barely had we
reached the top of the adjoming hill
when a dead silence in the camp drew
our attention and on turping saw an
aged squaw wrinkled and worn standing
before the flames as they leapt high into
the midnight air. Then a tall. swarthy
Indian came forward to her side and bade
her pass her hand through the angry fire,
but she refused. Again he bade her, but
again she refused. For a moment there
was a deadly silence and then turning
he left her side and went out into the
darkness. Soon he returned with five
small pieces of twigs which he had cut
from a necar-by shrub, and then calling
upon the evil spirit to rid them of this
terrible witch he dropped one by one into
the fire before him.  As the fourth stick
fell he bade her once more pass her
hand through the Aames but again she
refused. Then with a wild, blood-curd-
ling whoop he threw the fifth high above
his head. As it fell into the flames the
remaining Indians, as if by magic. sprang
to their fect and with a most unearthly
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vell which fairly rent the air, fell upon
the poor, helpless woman, tearing her
limb from limb. Like wild and mad-
dened beasts they danced around their
prey and as piece by piece of her hody
was thrown into the fire they called up-
on their gods in wild confusion and ap-
parent delirium.  Sickened by this un-
expected spectacle we turned our faces
and made our way to the water's edge.
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As the first rays of the morning sun
made their appearance over the eastern
horizon our guide and Dupreau returned.
The wild incantations mingled with the
ever dreaded fear of witchery had car-

ried the Indians far bevond themsclves,
and to gratify the savage thirst for blood
a poor, helpless squaw had been made
the victim of their crazed delusions.

Exploring the Chehacamus.

Frank Burnett,

HIZ Chehacamus (meaning in the
Squamish Indian dialect a “fish
trap™) is a typical British Col-
umbian River. Rising in a

chain  of lakes which owe their
existence to the surrounding glaciers
and  being ahout two days’ journey
from the head of Howe Sound, with
a volume steadily increasing through the
reception of numerous mountain tor-
rents originating in the distant snow-

capped peaks, it pursucs a wild and tu-
multuous coursce through gloomy gorge
and darker canvon, over spray clad cata-
ract and foaming rapid with an occas-
ional intervening reach of quiet and pla-
cid waters, the summer’ haunt and
breeding resort of the wild goose, duck
and solitary Dittern, constituting the
grandest and most sublime scenery the
mind of man can imagine, and the whole
eventually debounching through several
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ever changing channels into the Squam-
ish some tweive miles from the empty-
ing of that river into the sea.

The lakes at the source of the river
are a veritable paradise to the disciple
of Isaak Walton, being with respect to
fishing on account of their comparative
inaccessibility, practically virgin waters,
and one is, therefore, well repaid for the
discomforts and labor in reaching them.

From Galbraith’s at the mouth of the
Squamish, where the necessary mounts
can be procurcd, to the junction of the
river with the Chehacamus ten miles up,
is a good wagon road. Here the pack
trail commences and follows the stream
for about five miles, crossing some high
rock slides and then over. fairly level
ground through a primeval forest of
giant cedars, fir, spruce and hemlock, to
where the river emerges from Bear Can-
von cut through the mountain of that
name and where it is joined by a large
tributary necessitating the carrying of
the trail to Daisy Lake, twelve miles
distant, over mountain summits, through
deep valleys skirting quite a considerable
body of water, well named ‘“Desolation
Pool” and across roaring torrents al-
most impassable wiile in several places
it is cut out of the face of the sheer
precipice  overlooking  perpendicularly
the foaming river several hundred fcet
below.

To Daisy Lalke is usually a fair day’s
journey, but the foot of Bear Mountain
was not rcached until late in the after-
noon, so that it was decided to camp
there that night. Next morning bright
and early wc were again “on the wal-
laby” in the best of spirits, which were
considerably dampened by the time
Daisy Lake awas reached that afternoon.
At this point the main river is joined
by Stony Creek a most remarkable tri-
butary which we explored on the re-
turn journey.

A two days’ stay was made here, but
as the fishing was indifferent and feed
scarce for the horses, camp was struck
and the trail to Miller’'s and Summit
Lakes resumed. The former was
reached in the afternoon; the road most
of the way being through belts of the
finest timber and up deep cut valleys
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down which pour torrential streams on
their rocky beds, strewn with huge houl-
ders precipitated from the mountain
sides, over. beautiful cascades and
through deep and silent pools, the haunt

‘of the speckled trout and the lonely king-

fisher.

At the head of the creek into which Mil-
ler's Lake empties are the Chehacamus
Flats, the home of John Miller, rancher,
hunter and trapper, ex-prospector, miner
and tramp, besides being a cook of the
first order ; a most unique character whose
experiences would make a very interest-
ing volume. John was at his door when
we arrived and with the hospitality that
usually is characteristic of such men at
once asked us in to share a meal, which
we gladly accepted, but having some
liquid refreshiment with us we proposed
that it first be sampled, a suggestion that
met with hearty approval and was there-
fore carried unanimously. IHolding the
flask in his hand, he said: “Gentlemen,
I will introduce myself,” which he pro-
cceded to do in the following graphic
and forcible if not highly elegant words:

“I am Miller of Chehacamus I'lats.
I'm wild and wooly and from the west
I'm full of fleas,
I live on the grass and the prickly pears.
I never was curried below the knees.
And I play with the grizzly bears.”

This introduction gave us an inkling
into the kind of genus homo friend John
was, besides being a prelude to many a
pleasant and entertaining hour spent with
him over the camp-fire listening to the
narration of his marvelous career and
many adventures. IFor about five months
in the winter he never sees the face of
a living soul, being absolutely cut off
from civilization, but he contrives to
keep himself profitably engaged by trap-
ping and hunting the martin, lynx, wild
cat and other wild animals.

The lake is about two thousand feet
above sea level of an irregular shape be-
ing a beautiful piece of water some two
miles long, surrounded by lofty moun-
tains of most fantastic shapes, the result
of ages of erosion; their summits
crowned with the everlasting glacier and
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clothed as high as the snow line with
jorests of every hue of green.

[ts pelucid waters are dotted with
small rocky isles upon which wherever
the slightest foothold for a root can be
obtained grow the graceful hemlock and
the stately fir, while down in the cool
depths speckled  beauties  innumerable
are awaiting to delight the heart of the
angler and to obliterate from his mind
all thought of the toil undergone and
difficultics surmounted on the long and
veary trail.

THE CHEHACAMUS
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striking contrast to the large blue crane,
Happing across from island to shore,

while the whole placid-scenc is caimly
surveyed by the lordly bald-headed eagle
perched upon the topmost branch of a
giant fir,

Having put our camp in order on the
banks of the lake we unpacked, then we
put together and launched the collap-
sable canoe, which, without doubt was
the first boat that had ever floated on
its waters.

With the exception of what little ang-

An Evening’s Catch.
ling John had done for his own personal

The great northern Diver receives the
visitor into his haunts with the peculiar
weird and mournful cry, once heard is
never forgotten, which can only be de-
scribed as bcmo one of heart-rending
resentment  at the intrusion of its soh-
tude: while on the decaying bough of
an overhanging tree may be seen the
alert T\mO-ﬁsher ever watchful for any
unsuspicious trout that may, with its
whole attention given to the fluttering
moth, rise to the smface quite obhv1ou<
of its certain doom. The wild duck and
water hen are there floating peacefully
amongst the reeds and water-lilies, a

1cquucmcnts the lake had never been
fished, so upon starting out, a big catch
was naturally C\pected which anticipa-
tion, however, did-not materialize, for
after trving all afternoon. with every
kind of fly, we returned to camp about
five o'clock with only some half dozen
very ordinary sized trout. However,
upon refreshing the inner man, we again
embarked in sanguine mood, eager for
the fray, and the sport ccrl'un]v turned
out as exciting as any fisherman could
desire, for by the time dusk set in, sev-
enty-four beauties were l\mo in the hot-
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tom of the canoe, the spoil of two rods
in a little over a couple of hours. On
four separate occasions three fish were
hooked and landed at one cast, while
two at a time were common, the explan-
ation of this being that frequently as
soon as one had taken the fly and was
being played the others, apparently un-
der the impression that their companion
was enjoying the monopoly of all the
good things floating around, resented
this presumed selfishness, and thereupon
proceeded to promptly participate in the
temptmo 1‘0])ast consisting of the remain-
ing flies and in that way came to an un-
timely end. Next morning twenty-six
was the reward for daylight rising,
when the problem commenced to dawn
upon us if this rate of progress con-
tinued, what would be done with the
catch.

John, however, came to the rescue by
agreeing to trade provisions in the
shape of bread for fish they being valu-
able for bait mn the winter so that no
matter how many were caught after-
wards we always had the satisfaction of
feeling they would not be wasted.

About a mile distant in a northerly
direction on the Divide is Summit Lake
an equally beautiful small body of water,
fed by three mountain streams the smal-
lest of which falling almost perpendicu-
larly mto the lake fonns a very pretty
waterfall. It has two outlets the prin-
cipal one flowing into Millers Lake,
thence by the Chcacamus and Squamish
to Howe Sound the other through Green
Lake and the river of that name into
the Lillooet, the waters of which eventu-
ally by way of Harrison Lake reach the
Fraser. To test the fishing in the Sum-
mit, the canoe had to be ])01taced across
thIOUOh the bush, the connecting creek
being unna\lgal)lc on account oE fallen
tlmbcr, entailing considerable arduous
labor, which, however, we were well re-
paid for by the pleasure of exploring
the bavs and little inlets paddling in the
shade of the glorious mountains which
here and therc rise absolutely vertical in
granite cliffs out of the clear blue waters
of this enchanting lake.

During our whole stav at the lake
the weathm was beautiful and the fish-
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ing so plentiful that nothing was left
to be desired in that respect, it was there-
fore with a feeling of great regret when
the day arrived that we had to break up
camp, say farewell to John and start og
the return journey to civilization with
all 1ts attendant worries and cares. We
did not proceed further than Daisy Lake
on the first stage, our programme being
to leave the horses there and devote the
next couple of days to exploring Stony
Creek on foot. It is a misnomer to ap-
ply the term “Lake” to this body of
water, it being really nothing more than
a shallow slough circular in shape and
from the character of the encircling
rocks possibly the Crater of a long ex-
tinct volcano. Aloreover, its posmon as
laid down in the Government maps 1s
also entirely wrong.  They show the
Chehacamus flowing through Daisy Lake
while as a fact the only connection the
latter had with the river was by a small
creek, there being a stretch of low-lying
timbered land of about a mile in width
intervening, until three years ago, when
an immense landslide took place on the
opposite side of the Chehacamus a little
below the lake backing up the river and
flooding this ridge, thereby adding about
three feet to the depth of the former
and causing its waters to ebb and flow
in accordance with the daily rise and
fall of the river, a peculiarity common
to all snow and glacier fed mountain
streams during the summer months.

Iishing in this lake is very unsatis-
factory on account of the erratic nature
of the trout in respect to feeding. For
days one may cast the fly over its waters
without being rewarded by cven a single
rise, while on occasions they will with-
out any apparent reason bite like de-
mons, in striking contrast to the orderly
and systematic conduct of the Miller and
Summit Lake fish. We tried them both
going in and on the return journey with
the most meagre results while two years
ago on a previous visit, some fine trout
were landed.

Stony Creek is a turbulent tributary
of the Chehacamus constantly causing
trouble through the unfortunate habit i
has of dmnomcr its course at frcquc‘lt
intervals w 1thout any apparent rhyme ©



EXPLORING THE OI—IEI—I::\CAMUS

reason, so that the bridge over-spanning
its bed today, may be high and dry next
spring; this being the more remarkable
considering the character of the bed
which is composed of stones and houlders
mixed with gravel. It emerges from a
straight, narrow, very steep valley run-
ning back mto the mountains on to a
platcau about a mile wide, and emptics
into the river near Daisy Lake, through
which, appearances mdicate that it at one
time Howed and probably will again in
the near future. This plateau is tra-
versed by the trail and is covered sev-
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of its waters, causing an avalanche that
swept everything before it. \arious in-
dications having compelled a scepticism
in our minds in respect to this explana-
tion it was determined to explore the
valley to the head waters of the strcam.
Bright and early, thercfore, we started
off on foot from Daisy Lake with no
encumbrances excepting the camera and
a lunch in our pockets. Ifor six long
weary hours we stepped from stone to
stone, continually in danger of losing
one’s foothold, thereby necessitating a
constant watchfulness most trving to the

NGO~ o

Stony Creek from Its Source.

cral feet deep with rocks of all sizes,
shapes and color, apparently brought
down by the waters of the creek and as
some of these rocks weigh fully a ton
it has continually been a matter of con-
Jecture and much speculation by the few
who use the trail how so insignificant a
strcam could have accomplished such
wonderful results. The theory which
seemed to meet with the greatest cred-
ence was that at the head of the valley
the creek flowed out of a lake, the banks
of which periodically broke away there-
by suddenly releasing the greater portion

eves. [Frequently we were tempted to
abandon the undertaking, but pride came
to our rescue with the result that event-
ually, not only our goal came into view
but also the first clue to the solving of
the myvstery.  While sitting upon a boul-
der taking a much needed rest. Tommy,
with an exclamation of surprise, pointed
to the bare sloping face of a compara-
tively low hill at the head of the valley,
from which numerous puffs of dust were
rising as if it were being heavily hom-
barded. This hill was found on closer
inspection to he composed entirely of
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gravel and boulders, that fully half of
it had already been worn away and that
through the action of the creek on the
gravel at its base these boulders scat-
tered about in profusion above, were con-
tinually being displaced and precipitated
into the stream below. About half

mile bevond this hill the valley ended
in a small cul de sac and out of the rocks
piled high up on its steep sides poured
the waters of the creek in as great a
volume as where it joined the Chehaca-

mus.  As for the wonderful lake, it does
not nor did it ever exist, for the very
simple reason that there is absolutely no
scope at the head of the valley for a
body of water, either large or small,
though it is very probable the creek is
a subtcranean outlet of a lake situated
further back in the mountains. Being
unable to make further exploitations we
turned toward the camp which we reach-
ed about dusk, tired and hungry, but
with the consolation of having satisfac-
torily proved the Lake and Avﬂanche
theory to be unfounded, besides having
the pleasure of feelmo' that we m;tr‘*
justly claim the honom of being the ﬁrst
explorers of the myvsterious Stonv Creek.
The question then arose, by what agen-
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cies were such an enormous mass of
rock debris collected and distributed

throughout the entire valley and plateau,
After a careful  examination  together
with what we had observed and 1211\1110
the different indications mto Lonsmlela-
tion the probable cxplanation is that the
factors responsible for this instead of he-
ing of recent origin, date back to the far
oft ages when in one of the carlier gla-
cial epochs the valley was carved out and
the plateaun formed from the excavated
matcerial, and that subscquently it was
again, during the inter-ghacial period,
filled up and the level of the plateau
raised with sand and gravel intermixed
with a large percentage of rock, result-
ing from a partial decomposition of the
surrounding mountains to the level of
the low hill above mentioned, which lat-
ter is no doubt a mere relic of the an-
cient bed.  Afterwards during the suc-
ceeding fee Age, a glacier flowed down
the vailey, flattening, scratching and
striating those rocks and boulders that
appeared on or were near the surface and
upon this ice strecam were also received
further masses of rock, stones, sand and
carth precipitated from the mountain
sides, forming a moraine. Then when
this later ice mantle which enveloped
nearly the whole of the northern hemis-
phere, had receded, the glacier slowly
but surely melted away, depositing its
burden of debris upon the bed of the val-
lev and leaving the latter exposed to the
destructive action of denudation which
force in the course of the ages that have
clapsed has carried away the lighter ma-
terials, freeing the rocks and boulders,
which have remained where they fell m
precisely the manner that we saw the
remnant of this ancient hed being disin-
tegrated by the creck which with its sub-
terrancan source, though no doubt geo-
logically of a LOI]]])alclthC]y recent dd[L
has been quite a factor as an erosive
agency, besides being instrumental for
the softer class of rocks being mostly
found of a spherical form.

‘The next day saw us again on the
trail bound for the Squamish, which we
reached in due course, well and heart}.
after our three weeks' sojourn in the
wilds of Dritish Columbia.
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Bishop Carmichael.

By William Blakemore.

HAT the memory of the late
Bishop Carmichael is revered
from the Atlantic to the Pacific
may be gathered from the fact

that at the Anglican Church Synod re-
cently held in Victoria a vote of condol-
ence was passcd to his family and a reso-
lution of appreciation of his splendid
services to the church and to humanity
was placed on the minute book of the
Svnod.

Bishop Carmichael was a unique per-
sonality, Of his early life I knew noth-
mg but the oft repeated story of how,
lmvmo graduated with honours at Dub-
I Ulll\'GISll.), he came out to Canada
nearly half a century ago with two other
voung churchmen who, like himself, had
a glorious career in this new Dominion,
(md have left an indelible 1mp1ess on
its religious and moral life. It is singu-
lar to note that all three were Inshmen
and all became Bishops. Bishop Sulli-
van, the elder of the trio, passed away
n 1oronto seven or eight years ago full
of years and honours and deeply mourned
by the whole city. Bishop Dumoulin
still survives and presides over the See
of Niagara.

All

quence,

remarkable for their elo-
Comparing them it may be said
that Bishop Dumoulin was the greater

orator, and Bishop Sullivan the morc
forceful rhetorician, but as a preacher I

were

would award the palm to Bishop Car-
michael.

The first time I heard Bishop Sullivan
was in the Cathedral at Toronto, a man
of fine proportions and majestic mien,
he looked the cleric and strongly re-
minded me of Cardinal Manning.

The first time I heard Bishop Dumou-
lin was in the church of St. James the
Apostle, Montreal. The former part of
the service had been conducted by the
Vencrable Canon Ellegood, the church
was packed and I heard beforehand that
Bishop Dumoulin was a great preacher.
Throughout the preliminary service I
had been trying to get a look at him,
but he was buried in the depths of a large
chair at the top of the Chancel. When
the time came for him to ascend the pul-
pit he did not move and there was a
rather awkward pause; the DBishop had
either dozed or was on a wool-gather-
ing expedition. The Curate walked
briskly down the Chancel, assisted him
to rise, and led him towards the pulpit;
then I was surprised to see a small,
feeble looking man, who walked as if
life were a burden, and ascended the pul-
pit steps with evident difficulty. My ex-
pectations fell to zero, but the next mo-
ment I received a shock for the small
man straightened himself up and tower-
ing over the congregation looked every
mch a man; then in a loud, strong voice,
without the slightest trace of weflkness,
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he Hung out the text like a challenge to
the opposing forces, and thereafter for
nearly an hour held me entranced with
one of the most eloquent and forcible
missionary sermons | had ever heard.

The first time [ heard Bishop Car-
michael was in his own beloved church
of St. George's, Montreal. The occasion
was a memorabhle one and will never be
forgotten by those who were presem.
Queen Victoria had just passed away and
m every Christian pulpit throughout the
world reference was being made to the
sad occurence, but [ have always doubt-
ed if any pulpit paid a nobler or a trucr
tribute than St. George's, Montreal.

Bishop Carmichael loved the Queen
with more than ordinary devotion; she
was not only his 1deal queen hut his ideal
woman, and his voice shook with c¢mo-
tion, and the tears rolled down his
cheeks as he recited her virtues and told
of her noble deeds. It was a solemn
occasion; never in the course of history
has an LEmpire been plunged into such
widespread and profound gricf. Bishoy
Carmichael was not the only one by
many millions who felt that he had lost
a personal friend, but he was one of
the gifted few who from a heart hrim-
ming over with love could find suitable
words to express an Empirce's gricf.

I was so impressed with the sermon
that I made a point of procuring a ver-
batim report and comparing it with many
others which were delivered in lingland
and elsewhere on the same day. 1 also
sent it to a number of my friends in the
Old Country, and the unanimous ver-
dict was that no finer or more fitting tri-
bute had been paid.

[ enjoyed the great privilege of being
numbered among Bishop Carmichaels
hearers at St. George's Church for four
years, and of meeting him in connection
with church work, in every branch of
parochial activity and on the public plat-
form. He was equally lovable in all,
and today I do not know whether he ex-
celled most during those brilliant mo-
ments in  which he expounded divine
truth, or when seated at the fireside he
brought the atmosphere of a perfect

Christian gentleman into the humblest
home.
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There was another phase in Uishop
Carmichael’'s character known only to
those who were intimately associateq
with i, Contrary to the genceral im-
presston his Iriends knew him to e g
very astute and sagacious administrator.
Fle was the last man to fall into any king
ol a trap and many were set for lim, |
do not think that he ever impaired his
public usefulness by a blunder. Lle was
cautious and far-sceing, and many pro-
jects which enthusiasts urged upon him
in vain justiied his refusal by turning
out fatlures.  On the other hand when
he once allied himself with a movement
it was bound to go ahcad, for his im-
pressive personality, transparent sincer-
ity, and unfailing courtesy, made him al-
most invincibte.  In St George's parish
his word was law. and was never ques-
tioned.  in High Church circles he met
with life-long opposition, but n all dis-
putes he carried himself with dignity and
finally won out by the sheer force of his
personality,

lFor some vears he had been in fechle
nealth, and the loss of his wife was a
heavy blow. e rallied with Christian
fortitude, and to the last discharged the
dutics of his position with conspicuous
abifity.  A\s an IZvangelical preacher he
was unrivalled in Eastern Canada, and
personally | do not think he had an equal
m the Dominion,

The congregation of St. George's has
for some years  been  greatly troubled
about the appointment of his successor,
an anxicty which the Bishop himseli ful-
Iv shared.  Of all the men, not a few
of Intcrnational reputation, who have
at different times occupied his pulpit not
onc has reached the standard set by
Bishop Carmichacl himself ; but all who
cherish his memory will delight to know
that in the Reverend Patterson Smytic
a worthy successor has at last been
found. Ile is not the less acceptable to
the members of St. George’s because they
know that he is a man after Bishop Car-
michael's own heart. If he succeeds
carrying on the splendid traditions ot
the Church which is inseparably con-
nected with the memory of his predeces-
sor he will have achicved something little
short of greatness.
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Now Mickey Wigg, he hought a pig
And placed him in a stve
he pig grew big and Mickey Wigg

Determined he should die.

He called his wife, “Haste bring a knife
The wretched pig to slay.”

But piggv tumbled to himself
Got up and ran away.
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O'er hill and plain, the worthy twain
Pursued the fleeing hog.

Pigey grown famt. w ith loud complamt
S()ught refuge in a hog.

Now stretched at case, poor piggy sees
His enemies draw near;

Mick, like a man, led on the van
His wife brought up the rear.

With so much haste the pig they chased
Their senses all forsook them—
Swift though they run they are outdone

For trouble overtook them.

Thev quite forgot that treacherous spot
Where flOO‘S and newts assemble
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Nor check their speed until indeed
They felt the quagmire tremble,

Down, down they sink, and black as ink,
With mud and filth nigh smothered,

On hands and knees by slow degrees
The shore they have recovered.

Once more they stand upon dry land—
Pig his defiance grunted

And for a space stood face to face
The hunters and the hunted.

......
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Now by a stone most deftly thrown
They did once more dislodge him.

Then by a gate Mick lay in wait
Here pig did neatly dodge him.

Back to his stye did piggy hie
There sure enough they found him ,
And brought to bay poor piggy lay,
His foes close in around him.

There was no door and so hefore
The pig stye’s open portal

Mick placed his wife, then raised his knife
To deal a blow that’s mortal.

Restrain your tears, the blow he fears
Was sadly misdirected,
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For with a squeal pig dodged the steel
In manner unexpected.

I’ve told before, the cabin door
Mickey’s good spouse defended

Betwixt her toes pig ‘hrust his nose
The lady was upended.

Piggy rushed out and searched about
Oh where could he find shelter,

The cabin door he now made for
And rushed in helter skelter.

Mick shut the door and now once more

N From vengeance piggy fled,

I'he house was small and last of all
Mick caught him in the bed.

Sometimes on top, sometimes below
Mick and the pig fought gamely

Till on the bed almost half dead
Piggy surrendered tamely.

Mick raised his knife, but then his wifc
Who through the keyhole peeping
Told him to wait nor desecrate

The bed where they’d been sleeping.

I must report his wife was short—
In stature but a midget,

For length of lung and strength of tongue
Few could compete with Bridget.
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As he was bid so Mickey did
For thus his wife had trained him.
Though vengeance cried it was denied
I'or habit still restrained him.

They now decide pig must be tied.
To get a rope runs Driaget,
And now at iast the noose is fast

When pig begins to hdget.

Somewhat revived piggy contrived
By one supreme endeavour

To reach the Hoor and for the door
He made as fresh as cver.

It would not vield, pig shoved and squealed
As loud as he was able,

Hotly pursued but unsubdued
He feaped upon the table.

Nor here he staved, one spring he made
And through the window dashes,
Freedom he gained and nought remained

But broken window sashes.

Now left inside poor Bridget cried

N I'o sce so much destruction,

\(:\t feeling mad she raised hedad
I'he devil of a ruction.

First with a pot she took a shot,
Mick dodged it with agility,

Nor did she stop till with a mop
She'd taught him due civility.

In the wild chase around the place
Chairs, cups and plates were scattered,
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L\'Ol.; even the clock survived the shock,
I'he table, too, was shattered.

Her wrath now spent, poor Mick was sent
A neighbour's gun to borrow,

Swept up the mess and patched her dress
Whilst she bewailed her sorrow.

The gun he sought, now Mick has brought,
The which when duly loaded,

I don’t suppose for scaring crows
A\ better ere exploded.

Should you take aim right at the game
Its sights were so dirccted

That you would miss unless it is
You slew the unexpected.

Sportsmen will not shoot for the pot
They Jove to give their game fair play.
Mick's only fear as he drew near
\Was lest the pig should run away.

He slowly crept to where pig slept
Behind a friendly boulder,

Nor tried a shot until he got
Close up to piggy’s shoulder,

The bullets sped and pig lay dead
No more will he awaken,

TFull soon did Wigg convert the pig
To sausages and bacen.
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T is indeed a pity that Simon Iraser,
in his leisure hours, had not pre-
pared for publication a full and
authentic account of his descent of

the river long since named after him.
Unlike Sir Alexander MacKenzie, who
was undoubtedly the greater man of the
two, he apparently failed to realize that
his contemporarics and posterity would
be interested i his work in New Cale-
donia. Sir Alexander in 1801 gave to
the world a narrative at once intercst-
ing and of the greatest importance his-
torically. "I'he account of that first over-
land journey to the Pacific Ocean, sim-
ply told and not over-classical in point
of style as it 1s, enthrals the recader,
and we are not surprised to learn that
even the great Napoleon in the bitter
hour of his imprisonment on the Island
of St. Helena—in that Last Phase of
which Lord Roseberry writes so bril-
liantly—could not resist its fascination.
Sir Alexander, fortunately for us, was
an ambitious man—Ilaudably so—and he
not only desired to explore unknown re-

cions, but he also, it is obvious, wished
that his work should be recognized. It
is not unlikely that he was fred by the
example of Samuel Llcarne, who, in yet
carlier days, had followed the course of
the Coppermine River to the Arctic
Ocean, publishing later a most interest-
ing account of his journeys in that little
known wiiderness which stretches from
Hudson’s Bayv north-westeriy to the Iro-
zen Sca. But Simon Iraser was essen-
tallv a fur-trader, not a scientific ex-
plorer. anxious above all things to en-
rich the world’s store of knowledge re-
varding unknown lands.

If the leader of the third overland
journey to the shores of the Pacific had
only bequeathed to us a {ull account of
his  explorations and  discoveries, 1t
would be a comparatively easy matter
now to understand and appreciate his
achicvements. Tt is true that he kept &
diary of the daily happenings of that
cventful voyage, but it is feared that the
manuscript pages of it have been lost,
or mislaid for the time heing, and, con-
sequently, the task of the historian 1%
rendered doubly difficult inasmuch as he
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is hound to follow either one or the other
of the published versions of the ex-
plorer’s journal, neither of which is al-
togcther satisfactory.

Not for many years after the death of
simon Iraser did anyone take the trou-
ble to publish an account of his work in
the Far West.  Hubert Howe Dancroft,
so far as we have been able to ascertain,
in his voluminous History of the North-
west Coast, printed at San Francisco in
1884, was the first writer to attempt to
give a particularized report of the ex-
ploration of the Iraser River. TFor
years the story that appeared in the work
mentioned was accepted as authentic,
and those later writers who had Dbe-
come interested in the early history of
British Columbia apparently were con-
tented to follow DBancroft without so
much as questioning or examining the
material upon which that author based
his observations and deductions. As a
matter ol fact, as Bancroft’s account was,
for several years at least, the only print-
cd account, and as it was presumed that
he had obtained the original manuscript,
or an authentic copy of it, there was
little or no occasion to question the hona
fides of the version published by him.

In 1889, however, Senator Masson, in
the first series of his “Les Bourgeois de
la Compagnie du Nord-Ouest,” published
what purported to be Simon Iraser’s
Journal in full. That production was
considered, as indeed it was, an import-
ant contribution to the history of dis-
covery m the west, and latterly it has
been seduously followed by historians.
Appearing as a verbatim re-print of the
explorer’s own diary, it soon superceded
Bancroft’s excerpts and running com-
ments thereon. Naturally enough, those
writers who have given attention to our
carly history in recent years have been
mclined to pin their faith on the docu-
ment edited by Masson.

Now, as a matter of fact, there are
many and great discrepancies between
tl}e Masson and Bancroft versions, which
discrepancies, strange as it may seem,
apparently have altogether escaped the
attention of recent writers. And here it
would be well to explain that these dis-
crepancies also escaped the attention of
the present writer until a short time ago
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when his attention was called to them by
Dr. C. F. Newcombe, of Victoria, an
authority on the early history of the
northern Pacific Slope.

In order that we may appraise at their

- value the narrations, as given by Sen-
ator Masson and Hubert Howe Bancroft
in their respective works, it 15 essential
that they should be submitted to the
closest scrutiny. It is not possible in a
short paper to accord the matter that
detailed treatment which its importance
deserves, but we may well here examine
briefly the two printed accounts of Simon
Fraser's second Journal—that relating to
his exploration of the Iraser River from
FFort George to the mouth of the North
Arm near Point Grey. We shall first
deal with the relation given by Daneroft
in the fifth chapter of his “History of the:
Northwest Coast.”

Whatever shortcomings Bancroft may
have possessed, and we learn from con-
temporary sources that his character, as
far as his literary and historical work
was concerned, was not entirely free
from blemishes, we must in justice credit
him with being an able and painstaking,
if a rather unscrupulous, collector of his-
torical material i the form of manu-
script diaries, journals, and letters. No
one can accuse him of failing to procure
a sufficiency of data, for any one of his
works, though his use of that data may
perhaps sometimes be subjected to fair
adverse criticism.  One only has to ex-
amine the long lists of authorities and
references appended to one and all of
his books to realize that the man spared
no pains in procuring information from
undefiled sources, but that, unfortunate~
ly, is often as much as can be said in
his favour. The truth of the matter is
that Bancroft was a compiler and not, in
the true sense of the word, an historian.
It is Justin Windsor, author of that
ponderous series of volumes entitied
“Narrative and Critical History of Am-
erica,” who somewhat scathingly eriti-
cizes one of Bancroft’s histories in the
following passage, which we quotc from
the preface of the first volume of the
work just alluded to:—“The changed
tone of the new series, its rhetoric, am-
bitious in parts, but mixed with passages
which are often forceful and exact, sug-
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gestive of an ill-assorted conjoint pro-
duction; the interlarding of classic al-
lusions by some retained reviser who
served this purpose for one volume at
least; a certain cheap reasoning and
ranting philosophy, which gives place at
times to conceptions ol grasp; Hippancy
and cgotism, which induce a patronising
air under the guise of a constrained adu-
lation of others; a want of knowledge
on points where the system of indexing
cmployed by his stalf had been deficient,
—these traits served to separate the cri-
ticism of students from the ordinary
laudation of such as were dazed by the
magnitude of the scheme.”

Again, after referring to Dancorft’s
bellicose treatment of his critics, the same
authority remarks:— "lis important
work needs no such adventitious sup-
port; and the occasion for it might have
been avoided by ordinary prudence. The
extent of the library upon which the
work is based, and the full citation oi the
authorities followed 1 his notes, and the
more general enumeration of them in his
prelimimary lists, make the work pre-
eminent for its bibliographical extent,
however msufficient, and at times care-
less, is the bibliographical record.”

The peculiar constitution  of  the
author’s mind is well exemplilied in that
important twenty-sccond chapter of his
“Literary Industrics.”™  There arc few
men who would care to claim the author-
ship of those undignified, uncharitable
and coarse paragraphs.

So much for Bancroit's character as
a litterateur.

We may, then, fairly assume that the
historian whose work we are discussing
gathered his material with great care.
It would be unwise, therelore, to brush
aside his data as unrchable and inauthen-
tic without positive proof that it is so.
It follows that for the time heing we
cannot do otherwise than accept the
documents upon which Bancroit based
his relation of Traser’s exploits. or, in
other words we must reserve our judg-
ment until more light s thrown upon
the whole question by further discoveries.

IFFrom miormation only recently ac-
quired 1t has been ascertained that DBan-
croft never possessed the ariginal Jour-
nal of Simon ['raser, but only a frae-
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ment of a transcript of it, and that ac-
counts for the abrupt termination of (he
narrative published in the “Listory of
the Northwest Coast.”  In order to put
at rest any doubt upon the point, the
writer has obtammed, through the cour-
tesy ol Mr. Irederick J. Teggart, Cur-
ator of the Academy of Pacific Coast
Ihistory, where are gathered all the docu-
ments from the immense private library
of Dr. Bancroft, a copy ol the Journal
usedd by the author in compiling  his
history of the exploration of the Ifraser
River. It commences in the middle of
a sentence, under the date of May 3oth,
1808, and 1t cnds almost as abruptly
under the date of June 10th of the
same vear.  All of which goes to show
that this version is but a fragment of
the original and nothing more.  There
is not a word about the starting ol the
expedition, nor is there any reference to
the return journey.  Naturally, Bancroft
with only this fragment to go upon was
for some time n doubt as to whether or
not the expedition had reached tidal
waters.  Lle at last, it is true, came to
the conclusion that Simon  Iraser had
actually veached the sea, but not on any
evidence found in the Journal of the ex-
plover. It was the statement of John
Stuart, Iraser’s friend and companion,
as recorded by Alexander Caulfield An-
derson - his manuscript notes on thie
Northwest Coast, that forced Dancrolt
to conclude that T'raser had descended
the river as far as the present site of
the City of New \Westminster, if he had
not actually rcached an arm of the sea.

\Where, or how, Dancroft obtained his
copy of I'raser’s Journal it is impossibic
to say at the present moment, nor, we
fear, will this important point be ever
scttled now, as we understand, that no
onc Is i a position to throw any light
upon the subject.

In the version  of the Journal fol-
lowed by the American writer, there are
several references to Sir Alexander Mac-
Kenzie, and one to Captain lewis of
the Columbia River exploring expedi-
tion, and from time to time the courses
foliowed are given —“S7o, I£ 1-2, S 15
I2 1y and Islc on the left, S 55, & 1.
Islands on the right, S 20, E 2 miles.
S 70, 2 1d—in this course is a rapid
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and at the beginning of the course is a
large Island in the 1mddlc of the river,
a whlte cliff on right,” and so on, not
infrequently. In that other version to
which we have previously referred to
we And no such details given.

We must at this point briefly examine
I'raser’s Journal as edited and published
by Senator Masson. In the first place
we notice that the editor has not failed
to exercise the prerogative of his office.
Lt is cvident, almost painfully cvident in
places, that the original Journal has been
edited to such an extent that it is often
hard to realize that Sumon I'raser had
anything to do with the compiling there-
of. When the manuscript letters and
diaries used by Dancroft are compared
with the narrative as published by Mas-
son, it 1s as clear as daylight that the
latter, or the person from whom he ob-
tained his material, must have furbished
and polished the crude statements of
the narrator. The mode of expression
of such original manuscripts as have
been preserved to this day is generally
unpolished, and often ungrammatical to
a degree, but the account in “Les Bour-
geois de la Compagnie du Nord-Ouest”
is well, even cloquently, written. DBut
this is not all. There arc other discre-
pancies which are not so casily explained.
In the document under discussion we
find no references to Sir Alexander Mac-
Nenzie, and the name of Captain Lewis
is not mentioned therein, and there is
not from first to last a single detail given
as to the direction of the river, or as to
the courses followed, a strange omission
indeed if such particulars were given in
the original.  Morcover, not mfuqucntl)
events recorded under one date in the
Bancroft loumal arc recorded under an-
other date in the Masson version. S0
it will be readily understood how diffi-
cult it is to unravel the tangied skein.
The difficulty is not lessened l)\ the fact
that the original material used by Mas-
son cannot now be found, dlthmwh it 1s
hoped that it may be uncarthed shor tly.
Without the original journal it is im-
possible to say how far the cditor, or
cditors, went in altering the text. It
is cvident that the Masson version is
accurate in so far as the particulars of
the voyage are concerncd, because 1n
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the main, in spite of the ]tmtap051t1011
of certain dates, and the difference in the
language employed, the events described
thucm are the same as those portrayed
in the Bancroft version. 1t would be
unwisc thercfore to condemn the for-
mer as worthless.

It may be that John Stuart’s notes
were embodied in the Journal followed
by Bancroit. Stuart, as we know, un-
derstood surveying and he was the only
man in the expedition who could take
astronomical observations. 1t is not un-
likely that the explorer entered Stuart’s
notes m his own Journal in order to
give a Dbetter idea of the direction of
the river. Dut this is only conjecture.
All that can be said in favour of such
a contention is that Fraser, as related
in one of the letters quoted in the first
part of this bricf notice, had faith in his
lieutenant’s literary ability and conse-
quently he sometimes asked him to edit
his journals. If Stuart helped to com-
pile the narrative of the expedition, he
may well have supplemented the notes
of his superior by adding to them some
of his own observations. As we have
said before, however, this is only a sup-
position.

It is understood that Senator Masson
obtained the material upon  which he
based his sketch of the Northwest Com-
pany from his first wife, who was a
granddaughter of the Honourable Sir
Roderic MacKenzie, a first cousin of
Sir - Alexander MacKenzie, the great
traveller. The author himseli refers in
a general way to his data as “documents
que des relations de famille ont mis en
notre possession.”  And this is all the
tight which he throws upon this most
important point.  The Scnator does not
state in his brief memoir on  Simon
Iraser if the Journal of the explorer was
found among  his wife’s  papers, or
whether it came into his hands from
some other source.  This is unfortunate,
as, if he had cnlightened us, it might
be possible to trace the missing docu-
ments and so put an end to all doubt
on the subject. A perusal of the ori-
ginal would at once settle the point as
to whether or not the editor had omitted
anything of importance. Of course, the
document may have been re-written be-
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fore being placed in his hands. In that
event we should not gain very much by
perusing it. It is the original document,
and the original document only, that
can clecar up the mystery.

Strangely cnough, it would appear
that I'raser’s original Journai was up-
wards of twenty-Aive vears in Victoria.
In the carly sixties a son of the explorer
journeved to Cariboo, and, like many
others, he used to spend the winter
months in the capital of the Province.
When in Victoria, he alwavs staved
with Dr. 1. \V. Powell, with whom he
became intimate. Young [raser carricd
with him wherever he went the manu-
script diaries and letters of his father,
of whose exploits he was extremely
proud. One day he remarked to Dr.
Powell that he would like to give him
these precious documents as he was
afraid that he might lose them in his
wanderings.  Dr. Powell accordingly
took charge of the thick bundle of papers
and he held them for many vyears.
Eventually they were returned to the
descendents of the explorer in Eastern

Canada and in this manner the Province
lost invaluable historical material. At
the same time as he presented the diaries
and letters to Dr. Powell, young Ifraser
also gave him the old top hat his father
had worn for many vears, and this relic
may still be seen in Victoria. _

[s 1t possible that when DBancroit
visited Victoria in 1878, while scarching
for material for his historics, obtained
a transcript of a portion of Fraser's
Journal?  Did Scnator Alasson have ac-
cess to the same material after it was
returned to the Iraser family? The
answers to these questions would throw
a food of hght upon this most per-
plexing question.  If it could be proveil
that the material used by the formey
writer was only a portion of the Journal
which came into the possession of Sci-
ator Masson, then it would be clearly
demonstrated that the latter author had
scverly edited his text. On the other
hand, should the Bancroft material dii-
fer as widely from the account actual:y
penned by the hand of Simon Fraser
himself, as it does from the relation pub-
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lished in the first series of “Les DBour-
geois de la Compagnie du Nord Quest,”
then it would appear that Bancroft had
probably obtained a version to which
Stuart’s notes had heen added. We know
that Stuart made notes on the journey
because David Thompson, the official
surveyor, or astronomer as he was called,
of the North-West Company, distinctly
stated that he followed them when com-
piling his great map of the North-West
Territories on which was depicted for the
first time, the course of the [‘raser River.
Indeed it was in this same map that the
name “Fraser River” made its first car-
tographical appearance.

So far as our researches carried us,
all that can bhe said at the present time

is that no one will be in a position to

successfully challenge the authenticity of
either one version or the other, until the
original Journal itself is brought to light.
[n the meantime, we have no other al-
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ternative than to accept the version of
Senator Masson, always bearing in mind
that it is more than likely that the
language employed is not strictly the
language of Simon Fraser, however ac-
curately the happenings of the journey
may be portrayed.

It is to be feared that our readers,
if such there may be, by this time will
be tired of speculation and theory, and
therefore we will proceed to follow our
explorer down the mighty waterway in
early days variously known as the “Great
River,” the “Tacoutch Tesse,” or the
“Jackanet,” but to the present generation
familiar as the I‘raser River, merely
pausing to remark that it is hoped that
the foregoing observations, tiresome as
they may appear to be, may prove in-
teresting, if not helpful, to students of
carlv western history.

(To be continued)
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.)I Ohat the West offer, the Homcfeckcr & In\'wftor

Kelowna--The Gity Desirable.

Walter R. Pooley.

LOVWNA: City of Orchards—
chief city of the Lake. What
recollections  the name of the
place conjures up to those who

know the spot!  What conjectures to
those who oniv know it from hearsay or
reputationt To those who know KNe-
lowna ever so slightly, it requires no ad-
vocate and no  special stirring of the
memory. [t rises spontancous before the
mind as an enchanted land.  The picture
s there of dts admirable situation i the
sheltered bay on Lake Okanagan with
all the charms of propinquity to this
noble sheet of water—the boating, bath-
g and fishing: and the launch racing
on its glassy surface: cruising trips with
fvouring winds ;. and the refreshing lap-
lap ol the  water on summer  nights.
Again memory holds dear the rides and
drives, many and various. through or-
chards fruit Taden with all varicties of
trees from rosy apple Lo luscious peach:

apricots like golden fruit of the Hesper-
tles (hmnu which after colouring up
change a green tree into a laming torch;
ar aceful pears and plums of IO\al pur-
ple—a colour scheme to shame Aladin’s

Cave: then trips along mile upon mile
of level bench lands: roads to chal-
lenge comparison; past pleasant ranch
hnu%cs and pretty dwellings which ev oke

the admiration of every beholder. Every
turn i the road opens up iresh glories
to the view. The lake glistens below,
stretching further off the higher one
drive s—ht middle distance to set off the
encircling hills, sheltering the pleasant
vale an(l hit l()IU’lOllH(l to the majesty
of the Tar off mountains of Hope Range.
And then the Iittle city of Kelowna it-
seli: its busy prosperous citizens: its
well stocked  stores;  street  scenes of
iaden wagons, heavy with fruit and farm
produce. \What a memory! The utili-
tarian, too, remembers the well  built
stone blocks—hreproof and enduring—
pledges of the citizens' confidence in their
city's futurc: and he who has enjoyed
the hospitality of Ieclowna reverts to it
in after days with pleasurable emotions
—not to great and sumptuous repasts
and fetes ()1 fantastic millionaires. hut
to the unaffected, hearty hospitality
which springing itself from the cnjoyv-
ment of life wishes all its friends to bhe
participants in its innocent pleasures and
relaxations ; then to picnics and parties
dances and drives; socials and sports—
Oh the memories how rapturous and
sweet !

To those, however, who do not know
Kelowna a few lines on the city and dis-
trict may be of interest
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The city of Kelowna, itsclf the cen-
tre of the large district comprizing the
Okanagan Mission Valley and its out-
Iving arms. in all ncarly 200,000 acres
in extent, is well situated in regard to
its own particular district. Besides from
its favourable geographical position it 1s
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water svstems of its own particular in-
stalment. The C.PURC provides an ade.
quate dailv service both north and south
by means of the steamships  Okan-
ai;'an and Abcerdeen: and a car-harge
service is now being instituted to meet
the imcreased demands of the fruit out-

Head Gate Central Okanagan Coy’s Irrigation System.

the chief business and trading centre for
all the west side and much of the eastern
frontage of Okanagan Lake. The citv's
assessed value is close on a million dol-
lars. The rate of taxation is low and
the civic indebtedness is slight. The
municipality controls the electric il

put which during the shipping seasois
approximates to about a car a day. .
Notwithstanding the rccent financial
crisis, the building within the city limits
for the present year has exceeded that
of any other place between Winnipeg and
Vancouver. Within the narrow bounds
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ol the fire restriction district alone, the
building permits  total over $100,000.
The stores and retail houses rival those
in many an castern city of vastly bigger
size, both in the quantity of their output
and the quality of their wares. ‘Trade is
cood, and bad debts are Tew.  All trades
and businesses arce well represented and
the city 1s cquipped with an excellent
cottage hospital sct in spacious grounds
which run down to the lake shore and
provide sheltered walks for convales-
cents.  The medical, surgical and dental
iraternitics which are one of civiliza-
tion's indications of comparative opu-
lence, are here strongly in evidence. All
religious  denominations  have  their
churches and chapels with resident min-
isters; while fraternal and Dbenevolent
socicties arce well established in their
many branches.

The Bank of Montreal and the Royal
Bank of Canada represent the chartered
banks in the city, through which most of
the financial business passes. There are
also scveral highly reputed land com-
panies handling large tracts both for
development and sale.

The Kelowna Courier i1s the organ of
the press in the district and keeps every-
body well posted on affairs of local in-
terest.

The Agricultural and Trades Associa-
tion holds an exhibition every Ifall; and
therc is a farmers’ institute—The Iar-
mers’ EExchange—which is a strong go-
ing concern with a large yearly turn-
over; and working on a co-operative
basis, it has done much to further the
welfare of the farming community.

A live Board of Trade looks after the
business interests of the place and voices
the nceds of the people.

A local saw-mill with an annual out-
put of 2,000,000 feet, and two portable
mills with an output of half that amount,
provide the community with lumber, sup-
plementing their local supply with large
shipments of dressed cedar and fir from
the Pacific Coast.

A brickyard and several cement block
works supply building material; and the
local cannery handles as much fruit and
produce as it can get.

Whilst a statement of statistics should
have a place in a complete descriptive
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article, the bald figures pall on the aver-
age rcader who has to wade through
them in a magazine; but to those who
arc mterested in Nelowna's more ma-
terial progress and welfare it may be
stated that all statistics and informa-
tion relative to the place may be obtained
on application to the Sccretary of the
Board of Trade at Kelowna.
Residentially Kelowna presents many
attractions apart from fruit growing.
tobacco planting, general farming and
the allied agricultural industrics. These

Crawford Falls.

attractions may be summed up in the
few words:—Lake, Land, Roads, Cli-
mate.

Its proximity to the lake cnables one
to enjoy first class bathing all through
the summer; unlimited recreation on the
broad surface of the water, and the bene-
ficient effect of the cool evening breeze.
The building lots provide for charming
gardens and grounds around the pretty
residences. There is no hill-climbing.
Long, level roads stretch in every direc-
tion with good sutfaces providing end-
less variety for drives and rides. Away-



450

to the mountains, or along the margin of
the Take or i and out among the orchard
scenes and  thriving farms, or up the
crecks wiich  run through  the valley
where sparking waters flow to irrigate
the land: to the hishing resorts: and o
the dehghtiul glens—to cach and all,
wherever one goes, lead these splendid
highways,

And over all there is the chmate.

When one has realized what a good
chimate it is he does not want to leave
it.  No “banana belt” this: no “warm
all the vear round.”  Clothes  are as
much in demand here as anvwhere clse.
Misleading statements have been made
that there is no winter, no snow or cold
at all, i KNelowna district.  The aver-
age vearly precipitation in rain and snow
combined averages 13.27 over a period
of six yecars, according to government
metereological reports, and  the same
sources give the monthly mean temper-
atures for the same period.  Here arc

two—the coldest and the hottest—

months, namely IFebruary and July:
February ..... .. ... 24.03 IFar,
July oo 63.35 Ivar,
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Thus it may  be seen  that though
Kelowna does not suffer a prairic win-
fer or a tropical summer, vet it has its
due scason Hike most places v the same
degree of latitude. The dry atmosphere
and the large amount of sunshine are
the main causes of the excelient climate,
and they are also the most mportant
factors in the quality, Navour and colour
of the fruit. The absence of blizzards,
of zero cold, and of excessive rainfall
is grateful to all, whether okl or young,
sick or well.  Winter doces not as a rule
close in until the end of November; and
sometimes  ploughing  goes  on - until
Christmas.  Spring  opens  about  the
middie of March, and late frosts do not
trouble the cultivator. Thus a long sca-
son is assured for growing and maturing
fruits and other products; while the
short winter is long cnough to rest and
recuperate the trees for the frutifving
of the following scason.

Fruit growing is the staple industry
of the district: and splenchd returns are
made on the capital invested.  This in-
dustry has been carried on for nearly
twenty vears in the valley as a commer-

We
P'rovinge.
to pull,
and post office on the land.

OWn 3000 acres of
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the chotcest
No mountain sides to climb: no timber 1o clear: no stumps
Awell settled district, level roads, good school, chureh. store

The land is so marvellously productive that the vearly proits from a
to-acre orchard after the sixth year run from $2,000 to $7.000,

Al kinds of Frait grow to perfection.

IRRIGATION MAKES CROP FAILURES IMPOSSIBLE.
A PERFECT CLIMATE.

KELOWNA FRUIT WINS GOLD MEDALS AT ALL EXHIBITIONS.

ALL THE ADVANTAGES OF OLDER SETTLED DISTRICTS.

Write for Illustrated Booklet and other information.

Central Okanagan Land and Orchard Company

KELOWNA, B. C.
COPPPPPOPPTP CIVVVPDPVIVCTCH OS99 6000000 ®

BOBDPVDOPD-PPOOPVPPLPVOODO- VPPV VPOCLP-GPHPOOOISS
KELOWNA, B.C., the Orchard City of the
Famous Okanagan Valley.
IRRIGATED FRUIT LANDS.

Why Not Make Yourself Independent for Life ?
A 10-ACRE LOT FROM US WILL DO IT.

irrigated Fruit Lands in the

000000000 636 CIPOIOCLIO- SIS OPOS
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cial enterprise. In this respect the dis-
trict can compete successfully with the
world.  The hist of its honours won at
exhibitions and conventions hoth in Ca-

nada and Great Dritain far exceeds that
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this vear.  Kelowna in a word left its
rivals far behind.

In conclusion Kcelowna has many at-
tractions and resources beside those al-
ready enumerated: and for those seek-
ing a pleasant and also we mayv sayv a

Kelowna—From the Lake.

of anv other place in Dritish Coumbia.
The last gucrdon in its long category 0i
honours is the gold medal won at the
Provincial IFair hield at New Westminster

profitable place of abode. there is noti-

ing to surpass the citv with its charm-
ing residential homes, its cultivated peo-

pie. its congenial surroundings, and its

<alubrious chimate.
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The Evergreen Fraser Valley.

H. O. Lamb

HE gold miner has done his coun-
try a double service. He has
not only located and exploited
fresh stores of the earth’s most

precious metal, but in so doing he has
often discovered and explored large
arecas of fertile country that have later
hecome the homes of thousands of pros-
perous fruit growers, farmers and gar-
encers.

The Argonauts of ‘49 opened the way
for the wheat farmers of the Sacra-
mento Valley, and the orange growers
of Southern Californmia; and today the
agricultural products of the {fertile val-
ievs bring prosperity, comfort and well
furnished tables to more homes spread
over the length and breadth of a con-
tnent, than all the wealth of the Golden
State mines cver did.  The husbandman
has come to fnd in the fertile soil a
more enduring source of wealth than
cven a gold mine.

I"ifty vears ago a few hardy miners
worked placer mines on the Iraser river.
They had good success. Some few grew
rich, Storics of the new Eldorado
reached the outside world and soon men
from California and Oregon were strug-
gling through the wilds of the deep for-
est to their new fields of adventure—of
hardship and perhaps of wealth. On
their way they passed through the Fra-

ser Vailey. Some sixty miles above New
Westminster they camped in a fair valley
surrounded by lofty mountains and wat-
ered by numerous strecams. The tall
rank grass covering the stretches of level

prairie testified to the fertility of the
soil and suggested  productive farms
casily madec.

Months  later  when  Irigid  winter

stopped work on the placer mines, these
men remembered the green grass of the
sheltered valley and returned to spend
the winter in comfort. In the spring
some returned to the mines but others
remamed and took up farming.  After
the mines plaved out, many other aban-
doned the uncertain game and  went
farming also.  Thus was discovered and
settled the now famous district of Chil-
nwack.,

Scventy miles cast of Vancouver on
the south hank of the Fraser River lies
the valley of Chilliwack, in many respects
the pretticst, most fertile and best de-
veloped district in all the PProvince of
British Columbia.  During the years of
its development it has been handicapped
by incfficient transportation facilities.
There was no railway leading to the
markets except the C. P. R. across the
river. The only direct means of reach-
ing New Westminster market was by
the leisurely river hoats occupying a long
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day’s journey. Chil.liwack’s position was  fAtable farming., namely. good land; it
isolated. Yet in spite of every difficulty had one other requisite, progressive far-

“e v

A Typical Chilliwack Homestead.

prosperity smiled on the people. Chilli-  mers. With land that grows three to
wack had the one first requisite of pro- four tons of prime hay per acre, eighty
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to one hundred and twenty bushels of  came them, is it any wonder Chilliwack
: . ETR 3 S LA . VIt )
oats per acre, immense crops of field —grew and prospered ?

5 ~ _-Q

el

2L 2s.

Beauty Spots Around
Chilliwack.

roots and potatoes, and with

intelligent
farmers who met difficulties

Heretofore Chiliiwack farmers have
and over-

paid almost exclusive attention to mixed
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CHILLIWACK

The Garden of British
C@lg@bia.

Mr. Homeseeker, if you are
undecided where to locate
investigate Chiliwack and
the Fraser River Valley
“Where Everything Grows

and Matur€S and Informalion of 2 & 2

CITY PROPERTY, COUNTRY HOMES,
FRUIT FARMS, DAIRY FARMS,
POULTRY FARMS,
HAY AND STOCK RANCHES,
FARMS FOR MIXED FARMING;

or Farm Land Suitable for Any Purpose.

(30 years’ experience at your command)

——————————————
e ———————————

Cawley & Paisley

REAL ESTATE. FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE
| AUCTIONEERS, APPRAISERS, ETC.

CHILLIWACK
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CHILLIWACK

The Garden of the Ever Green
Fraser Valley.

Chilliwack offers inducements to men in all walks of life. The rich soil
produces immense crops. Good gravel roads lead to all parts of the community;
farmers’ local and long-distance telephone places you in prompt communication
with your merchant and the cities of Vancouver, New Westminster, Victoria,
Nanaimo and Seattle, Public schools and churches at all convenient points.
High school in the city of Chilliwack. Many farmers have city water system
in house and barn,

NO IRRIGATION REQUIRED.

A Chilliwack Farm Scene.

A Gentleman’s Country Home.

(No. 1) 41 acres, one-half mile from City of Chilliwack, all cleared and under
cpltwatlon, no stumps or stones; very rich, fine soil. Good house and barn with
city water and telephone, orchard and garden. Part may be subdivided into

5-acre blocks and sold for $300 to $400 per acre. This is an ideal homestead and
a good investment.

Price—$12,000. Terms can be arranged.
Write for maps and literature.

F. J. HART & CO., Limited

The Fraser Valley Land Specialists.
VANCOUVER, NEW WESTMINSTER AND CHILLIWACK, B.C.
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farming and dairying, and they have
made money at it. Last vear the cream-
cries paid their patrons an average net
price of thirty cents per pound for but-
ter, and all the farmer had to do was
milk his cows and cash his cheques. The
creamery called every morning for the
cream, made the butter, cared for it and
sold it, and every month the farmer re-
ceived a handsome cheque.

Figures are tiresome at best, so I will
give but a few details. The average net
price received by the dairy men of Chil-
liwack has risen from ninetcen cents per
pound in 1905 to thirty cents in 1Yoy,
From butter alone in 1907 the farmers
in Chilliwack reccived $121.003.00, he-
sides a much greater amount from pork,
beef, veal, horses, sheep and poultry.
“Chilliwack™ and “lZdenbank™ butter 13
cagerly sought by the best dealers, and
the onlyv difficulty the creameries mect
is that of supplying the demand.

The farmers of Chilliwack do things
“well. They work their Jand to the hest
advantage, build first class houscs and
barns, ]\ccp only the most profitable stock
and take a plldc in making their dis-
trict the best in the province. For three
successive vears, from 1905 to 1907 in-
clusive, the Chilliwack district display
secured first prize at the Provincial Ex-
hibition in New Westminster in com-
betition with the whole of the Province

This vear no dis-

of British Columbia.
trict exhibit was made and the prize
went to Surrey, aiso in the I'raser valley.

Chilliwack has made a record in dairy
farming and now its progressive people
are out to make a record in another line,

that of fruit growing. Only during the
past few vears has any <|)CC1211 attention
heen paid to fruit culture.  New settlers
from the prairics and farther cast grasp-
cd the opportunity and set to work. The
climate and soil were hoth favourable
and success came from the start. Now
the orchards and gardens of Chilliwack
are supplving luscious fruits for the
markets of the great prairies, the mining
towns of Dritish Columbia, the cities of
Vancouver and \Westminster, while at
this season of the vear the Australian
hoats are carrving Chilliwack apples to
the markets of the antipodes. On the
prairies Chilliwack apples are favourites.
The manager of the grocery department
of the Hudson's DBay stores in the pro-
aressive citv of Iidmonton. told me in
[unc last that his best supply of apples
for keeping and sclling qualities came
from Chilliwack.

Tor those whose place of abode ren-
ders it impossible for them to enjoy the
luxury of fresh Chilliwack fruit, a can-
was started this vear and a full

nery
linc of canned fruits and vegetables
placed on the market.  The cannery has
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increased the local demand for all kinds
of fruit including strawberries, raspber-
rics, currants, plums, cherries. pears,
peaches, pruncs and apples as well as
such vegcetables as peas, beans, carrots,
beets, cauliflower, cabbage and rhubarh.

When the government adopts somic
system by which districts will be judged
and awarded prizes according to the well
kept appearance of the farms, the qual-
ity of stock kept, the vield of crops. the
class of buildings. the condition of the
public roads, tlm high standard of the
public schools and the prevalence of such
modern conveniences as telephones and

WESTWARD HO!
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cquipped with all the modern conveni-
ences (including labour-saving machin-
crv) for Teeding stock and removing re-
fuse, artthcial water systems and [aun-
ties for ventilation.

Chitliwack 1s one of the Tew districts
in the Dominion where the farmers have

city water supplied for domestic and
other purposes. This convenience places
the farmer in a position to cquip his

home with the main comforts enjoyed by
his city cousin.  And the cost is not ex-
cessive, For houschoid purposes only, the
rates arc $1.00 per month, for both house
and barn S1.39 per month,

An Ideal Homesite.

high pressurc water svstems, Chilliwack
will surely win the premier place.
Every one who visits Chilliwack is
impressed with the general air of pros-
perity, thrift and comfort that marks
both the city and the farms.  Driving
along the roads vou pass the broad fc1-
tile hdds upon which graze sleck herds
of cattle, finc bred horscs and flocks of
sheep knce deep in clover. You notice
the excellent class of farm buildings.
Large comfortable houses surrounded bv
spacious, well-kept lawns, fragrant flow-
crs and shade trees rustling.in the sum-
mer breeze. And the bams-—blrr affairs

Almost cvery farmer has a telephone
in his home. A farmers telephone com-
pany was organized this vear and has
now over three hundred “phones in usc:
and the service is so much superior that
many of the merchants in the city have
abandoned the system formerly in con-
trol. A farmer's telephone costs $18.00
per vear and is worth ten times that
amount in time and trouble saved.
The city of Chilliwack is ciimbing to
the 2,000 mark. [t is a solid little city.
full of coterprise and go.  The business
transacted in the citv is of a most satis-
factory character. When the farmers
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L ") The Christmas

Keep N,

Liquids Seegf/f . . Liquids
Steaming Gift without | Tee

Hot a Peer. \/|  Cold

24 Hours 72 Hours

; M’I‘hermos Bote

Most necessary for baby.

Most desirable for the old.
Most appreciated by the traveller, the hunter, the motorist or the man outdoors.

THERMOS BOTTLES WILL KEEP LIQUIDS BOILING HOT WITHOUT
FIRE 24 HOURS, OR ICE COLD WITHOUT ICE, 72 HOURS.

THERMOS has a thousand uses—In sickness and in health—In the home or on the
trail — At the office or factory, hot or cold drinks are always at hand.

Keeps baby’s milk hot and sweet 24 hours.

THERMOS is the wonder of the 20th century.

Your dealer will show you how very simple they are.

NO CHEMICALS — JUST TWO GLASS BOTTLES WITH A VACUUM
BETWEEN.

THERMOS comes in black metal, nickel, silver and covered in finest leathers.
Handsome leather cases can be had to hold combinations of two or more THERMOS

BOTTLES.
If your dealer cannot supply you write us direct.
Free booklet telling all about this marvellous bottle on request.
PINTS, $3.50 QUARTS, $5.50

OVER 700,000 SOLD IN 1907

Canadian Thermos Bottle Company, Limited
7 St. Nicholas St., Montreal.
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Cold Weather
Overcoats

May or may not have wide collars.

For ordinary business wear a § Chesterfield

with velvet collar is comfortable and appro-
priate.

But for stormy and windy days we have a

new model of ulster--combining elegance and
a great deal of comfort.

We are particularly proud of the latter coat Scoteh Tweeds ave

. ) warm and cosy.
for its fitting feature about the neck. Meltons and closor

woven fabrics are

: more dressy  and

The buying of one of these should convince woar well. l’-“w

111 . 4 , selection s Lage

you Of our ablhty to turn out dIStlnCtIVC and the values are
clothes exceptional,

Fither Ulster or
Chesterfield from
IS up.
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335 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C.

Reid & Co., Agents, New Westminster,
e S o S
e ————




POTENTIAL CANADA

461

Torrid
Zone

Built of Steel and guar-

anteed to last a life-time,

Write me for Catalogue, prices, etc.

823 GRANVILLE ST. - -

ARE YOU THINKING OF BUILDING ?

Before deciding on the style of furnace examine the famous

¥ NHOX FURNACY
f,,umu.vowuq"
1oWaA :

F. W. CUNNINGHAM

P.0.B. 25 -

It has given satisfaction

throughout Western Ca-
nada. It consumes less
fuel; never smokes, leaks,
dusts or gives off foul

gasses.

Sole Agent for British Columbia.

VANCOUVER, B.C. -

are prosperous it is only natural that
the city should thrive also. Well
equipped stores supply the nceds of a
wide range of customers. Two banks
carry large accounts with well-to-do
merchants, farmers and fruit growers,
and comfortable, homelike hotels offer
the Dest accommodation to travellers,
tourists and homeseekers. The business
of placing new settlers is also well served
by competent and progressive real estate
firms.

The people of Chilliwack have waited
long and patientiy for better transporta-
tion facilities to Vancouver, but they
have not waited in vain.,  An electric car
Ime traversing the whole of the Ever-
green Iraser \alley from Chilliwack to
Westminster and Vancouver is now un-
der construction.  The first section from
Westminster to Cloverdale will be in op-
cration carly in 1909. The second and
third sections from Cloverdale to Ab-
botsford ana thence to Chilliwack are
now in the hands of contractors and have
reached various stages of completion.
May 24th, 1910, has been announced by

the British Coiumbia Electric Railway
Co., Ltd.. as the date for the opening
of their line through from Vancouver
to Chilliwack.

In addition to enabling the farmers of
Chilliwack to more easily reach the best
markets and obtain hetter prices, the new
line will lead to the sub-division of many
of the large farms into ten, twenty and
thirty-acre Dblocks for fruit growing.
With the coming of the electric cars the
business men of Vancouver and West-
minster will purchase country homestcads
in Chilliwack where their families may
spend the summer, surrounded by the
beauties of nature and away from the
turmoi! of the busy city.

Any review of conditions in Chilliwack
would be incomplete without reference
to the fact that no irrigation is required.
Not only is this district free from this
necessity, but the whole of the Fraser
Valley is favoured with sufficient weil
distributed rainfall to keep crops grow-
ing all summer. The climate generally
is pleasant and conducive to big crops
and good health.  The rainfall is mod-
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Nicola Valley Coal and Coke Company, Limited

We recommend shares in this company as being one of the best investments in British

Columbia today. A home company,

built up

by Western capital. Ifor sharves apply

F.H. LANTZ & CO.

Financial and Mining Brokers

342 HASTINGS STREET WEST -

VANCOUVER, B.C.

erate and there is a freedom irom foy
not cnjoved by districts right on the
coast. The winters arc seldom if ever
severely cold, and stock find a picking
on the pastures even in mid-winter, The
summers are delightful, bright sunshine
without excessive burning heat, occas-
ional welcome showers, but no violent
storms to waste the farmers’ crops.
Readers will Dbe interested to know
what capital is required to secure a home
in Chilliwack.  There are men today
with comfortable homes and productive
farms who started without more than a
capital of brawn and brains. One thou-
sand dollars will be a big help, however,
and will enable a thrifty man to make
a good start.  With $2,000 to $3,000 vou
can secure a partly improved place of

twenty to thirty acres. With $5.000 vou
have the pick of many nice places and
with double that vou can sct vourself
up as a country gentleman and enjoy
most of the good things that come to
anvone in this hife.

To the man grown weary of the cold
of the prairics or of Kastern Canada,
Chilliwack offers a comfortable home, in
the land of mild winters and delightful
summers, where the land 1s of wonderful
fertility. where fruits, Howers and veget-
ables grow in abundance. and where the
advantages and conveniences of  good
roads, telephones, clectric cars, clectric
light, city water, the best of public and
high schools, churches, good neighbours
and an unlimited market for all products
at good prices may be fully enjoved.

PARSONS
FOF

HT-RITE

TAILOR-MADE SUITS and OVERCOATS
MEN’S FURNISHINGS

BANK OF MONTREAL BLOCK

S. A. Parsons

CHILLIWACK, B. C.
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Among the many institutions of Van-
couver, 1J.C., there are none which have
conierred more lasting benehits upon suf-
fering humanity than the Burrard Sani-
tarium, on  Georgia  Street. So  well
known, indeed, has this institution be-
come that it ranks among its patrons
many who have come from as far south
as Acupulco, 1 Mexico, and San IFran-
cisco, and from as far cast in Canada
as Rat Portage and Winnipeg; and fur-
ther, all those who have sought relict
within its walls. have nothing but words
of praise for the institution, and those
associated with it i the treatment given
there, and for the attendance and com-
fort connected with the management.
The location of this institution is one
which it would be difficult to improve
upon. It is situated upon one of the
principle residential streets of tie city.,
a central spot, but withal a quiet onc.
When the building was first erected, it
was the aim and intention of the pro-
moters, to have an institution which
could appcal for patronage on the
ground of its being up to date, home-
like, and comfortable. Well have these
aims Dbeen carried out, for we have no

hesitation in saying, that The Burrard
Sanitarium is as thoroughly modern, in
cvery particular, as any other hospital
in Canada. It was modern, in every de-
tail, when first erccted, and, it has been
kept modern, and up to date, cver since.
Every new appliance which has been
tested and found of use, in the treat-
ment of those ills which flesh is heir to,
s at once obtained, and added to the
equipment of the mstitution. The im-
pression conveved to one on stepping
within the doors of the Samtarium is
that vou arc in a place which is more
like a home than an hospital.  Lvery-
thing bears the stamp of comfort and
cleanliness.  The rooms are tastily furn-
ished, and the wails upon which the eyes
of the patient at all times rest, are neatly
painted and relieved with little scenes,
to solten the ennui, so often associated
with pain and sickness. Special atten-
tion has been paid to furmishing a com-
fortable bed for the patient, and the very
latest pattern, in this respect, is to be
found in cvery room. An efficient staff
of trained nurses are always on duty,
and the guest can at any time of the day
or night call for their attention by means

RS Sprorr
Manager

U@“" A Ten Per

“IWestward Ilo”

Cent. S
forwarding

CANADA'S GREATEST WESTERN SCHOOL
Sprott-Shaw Business Institute

The best and most completely equipped school in Canada.
ALL INSTRUCTION INDIVIDUAL.

New Year’s Term Opens January 4th

SEND FOR PROSPECTUS.

VANCOUVER, B. C.

Discount will
this

J R CUNNINGHAM, I~':'<(‘.
SeeTreas,
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It's a little early yet, but we wane
to mmpress on you that you can shop
with us by mail.

[n Perfumes, Hair Brushes, Safety
Razars, Thermos Bottles, Toilet scts,
and all the different acceptable Xmas
presents a well stocked drug store
carries, we are abundantly provided.
Just drvop wus a linc stating about
what your requirciments are and by
return post we will describe to you
what we have and quote you prices.
What we send you is on approval.
We will refund the money if it doesn’t
suit.

DO IT NOW!

W. M. Harrison
& Co., Ltd.

Mail Order Druggists
VANCOUVER, B. C.

_P.5—Send ior free copy of our
“Iirst Aid™ Manual.
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of an electric button, by the bedside,
The building 1s well laid out and well
ventilated. 1t 1s heated by means of hot
water  pipes  running  throughout the
building.  In addition an open grate fire
ts provided for those who may wish this
addition to their room. Lvery known
clectrical aid in the diagnosis and treat-
ment of disease is at the hand of the
medical attendant, in addition to the Ray,
the I'insen light, and the Leucodescent
light. One ot the features of this “up
to date” 1nstitution is the rooms and
appliances for giving Russian, Turkish,
or clectric light baths, as well as mas-
sage for which, for ladics, a lady gradu-
ate of one of the best London schools is
always in attendance. Dr. Telford, a
graduate of McGill University, is the
head of this institution. He is aided
m the work of the institution, by a ca-
pable medical and nursing staff, whose
record for cfficiency cannot be surpassed.
The Directors of The Burrard Sani-
tarium have evolved a plan by which, for
a moderate annual fee, considering the
benefits to accrue, anyone may obtain
trecatment, as well as medicine, and if
necessary, a stav in the hospital for three
months for any one illness and benefi-
ciaries may., if they so clect, obtain
treatment and medicine at their own
residence.

FOR THE SPORTSMAN.

British- Columbia, the land of sport,
is specially designed by nature to afford
jov and pleasure to the enthusiast, re-
creation to the refugee from the turmoil
of the city, and profitable employment
to many who subsist by sccuring the
bountiful supplies of its rivers, and lakes,
mountains and forests. The spirit ot
sport which this superabundance of nai-
ture creates, engenders a kindred spiritin
the athletic feld for baseball, foothall.
hockey, lacrosse, basketball and an cnd-
Jess varicty of games. The indispen-
sables to all—the enthusiast, the pleasure
secker, hunter and fisherman as well as
the athlete—is equipment—first class. up-
to-date equipment; and it will be grati-
fying to everyone within the category (0
note that J. A. Tlett, Limited, is cstab-
lishing, at 111 Hastings Strect, Van-
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couver, or rather we should say expand-
ing the business heretofore carried on
there into a sporting goods business on
an ambitious scale, and with this end in
view an expert manager for the sporting
couds department has been secured. He
s Mr. C. L. Burtch, a gentleman who
has had long and varied experience with
the business. ke was formerly with
Ashdown's big Winnipeg house and later
has been with another sporting  goods
house of this city.  Mr. Burtch is thor-
oughlyv acquainted with the nceds of the
sporting trade and he will be ably as-
sisted by an expert gunman in AMr. I,
Birkett, formerly of  McLemnan, M-
Feeley Company.  Alr. Birkett is an old
Ing.ish gunsmith of thirty yecars' experi-
ence, and he is owell and favourably
known to the trade in Vancouver. ]

LUnder the new management the sport-
ing goods department of lletts 1s ex-
pected to develop into the leading sport-
mg goods busiess in Vancouver. The
sole agency for Vancouver for the A.
G. Spalding company, the great Ameri-
can sporting goods firm, has been se-
cured and a full line of goods from
this celebrated estabhishment will be car-
ried, so that cvery variety of sport will
be amply cared for by Lletts. There
wiil be & wide variety of high-grade Eng-
lish and \merican guns for the hunters,
hshing tackle of every description for
the angler and cquipment for the enthu-
siast who dabbles i any other line of
sport, he 1t Dbaseball, football, hockey,
boxing, lacrosse, basketball or any onc
ol the many variceties of recreation which
are {ollowed in and around Vancouver.

A WESTERN PRODUCT.

by oo few vears ago the only article
lasting of maple was maple sugar. There
1< now an article on the market that is
o like the real maple sugar that even old
Vermonters are unable to tell the dif-
lerence, In fact, on account of its
bealthiul qualities, being a purely veget-
able product, neither sticky nor sickly, it
1s preferred by many people who for-
merly used the regulation maple sugar.
. Ihis new extract is called Mapleine,
itis a western product and can be uscd
to advantage by the housewife in a va-

Knit to the
Form

“CEEXTEE"” Underclothing al-
ways fits the body perfectly,
and has that “quality” appear-
ance which denotes superiority.

Ordinary underwear is cut
from the fabric in the same
manner as a suit of clothes.

“CEETEZEI” Underclothing is
full fashioned and is knitted
to fit the body. It has selvedge
edges that will not fray, thus
there are no rough seams.

The Gussets under the arm-

pit and the shaping of the
garments make them fit com-
fortably to every curve and
muscle of the body.

“ORETEE” Undexrclothing re-
tains its softness anad elasti-
city no matter how often or
where it is washed, and is
made only from very finest
imported Australian Merino
wool and silk and wool.

We manulacture in all styles
for men, women and children
amd want you to ask your
dealer to show you “CEISTIEIE”
Underclothing. It is fully
suaranteed ny us.

The C. Turnbull Go.

Limited.

Of Galt Established 1859.

S{CEETEL >

'O,QE. W o0~

Ontario

CEETEE

UNDERWEAR
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riety of wayvs. Tor instance, a syrup
like maple can be made by simply dis-
solving granulated sugar in .water and
adding a few drops of Mapleine.

The Crescent Manufacturing Com-

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

pany of Seattle who make Mapleine have
published a booklet called “Mapleine
Dainties.” This will be sent free on re-
quest to anvone who asks for it. It is
full of new ways of making candies,
frostings, cakes, etc.

One Section

of the Typewriting Department of the Sprott-Shaw Business Institute.

Educational Advancement

There never was a time when it more
behooved the vouns man to ask himself
this question: “Am [ ready for advance-
ment 7 Tt all very well to be careless
and of a “happyv-go-lucky™ nature when
you know that in ninctv-nine cases out
of every one hundred, vou will succeed
whether vou make an cfiort to do so or
not. The time. however, for such an
attitude of mind and conduct has come

and gone on this continent, and it is now
neeessary for cach one to he 1)1‘01);11'cd:
and well prepared, to both merit and
take advancement.  Competition is very
keen and only those who are well pre-
pared, are sufficiently cquipped to run
hife’s race.

Not only has this fact made the mod-
crn Business School a necessary institu-
tion in all educational systems, for it has
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done more than any other agency to pre-
pare the voung to fight life’s battles and
to be ready for promotion, but this same
jact makes it a matter of the greatest im-
portance that keen perception and good
judgment should be exercised in mal\mcr
a choice between real business sclmols
and the spurious, which latter by their
false and deceitful advertising and ineffi-
cient methods are responsible for drag-
ging into the mire of disrepute and pub-
lic mistrust an institution the value of
which should be more generally recog-
nized in our social structure.

I'or the past three vears the main cf-
jort of the management of the Sprott-
Shaw Business [nstitute has been to lift
this cloud of suspicion from the name
“Business College,” and to that end 1t
has alwavs Dbeen  scrupulously modest
about making claims as to the excellence
of its courses and equipment, which were
not well within the actual facts. The
manager has rccently made an extended
visit o[ Fastern Canada, and during its
coursce he was so forcibly struck w ith the
difference between the instruction given

AND PROTITS
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in the Sprott-Shaw School and the stan-
dard in operation in the largest schools
in Canada, that the management has de-
cided to throw off the mdsl\ of modesty
and come out plainly with the statement
that in the Sprott-Shaw Business Insti-
tute more thorough, more efﬁgient, and
more advanced courses are given in the
majority of its departments than are even
attempted in any other school in Canada.
‘There is not another school in Canada
which has such a large and highly-
quahified staff compared with its daily
attendance. Ience better personal at-
tention is given than is provided in other
schools. There is only one other school
(and that is three thousand miles cast),
that supplies its students with the same
number of tyvpewriters; and leaving this
school out of consideration, the Sprott-
Shaw gives every student fivice the
amount of time on typewriters that any
other school in Canada does. Hence in
the real sense it teaches Touch Typewrit-
ig.  This is something that its man-
agement denies can be truthfully claimed
by any other school in the West, or by

It is a DAINTY SOAP for DAINTY WOMEN, for those
who wish the BEST; a soap that is

=== A GOMPLEXION BEAUTIFIER

and yet sold at the price of ordinary soap;

DELICATELY AND EXQUISITELY PERFUMED

with pure odor of flowers.

MANUFACTURED BY

The Royal Soap Company, i-td

VANCOUVER, B. C.

O AR R o A AT SR
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Mapleine Cream Candy

A Delicious Confection that can be made at
home in a few moments and one tbat
you know is absolutely pure,
wholesome and delicious.

Three cups of brown sugar, half cup of milk, one tablespoonful

butter and one heaping teaspoonful Mapleine.

Boil milk and butter until it forms a soft ball when
dropped in cold water. Take from add the Mapleine and

Pour in shallow dish and cut to suit.

sugar,
fire,
beat il it sugars.
Il your grocer cannot supply you with Mapleine, send us 50
cents in stamps or postal order and we will mail you a bottle.

CRESCENT MANUFACTURING COMPANY
SEATTLE, WASH.

Dy g e e e mae S T e Y e 11

more than about one per cent of the total
business schools in all Canada. The
management further claims that it trains
its students on the six standard makes ot
typewriting machines on the market at
the present day, and that this is some-
thing which no other school in Canadu
can claim. It gives a choice of cither
Pitman Shorthand or Gregg Shorthand.
‘These are the best representatives of the
two great classes of shorthand—shaded
and hght hne. 1t also gives its students
onc of the hest and most practical courses
in commercial and railroad telegraphy on
the continent.  lts commercial depart-
ment is by all mcans the most practical
and thorough in Canada. In fact, dur-
ing the manager’s extended visit in the
LEast, the main object of which was to
“get pointers” so as to keep the school
well in advance, one thing stood out glar-
mgly prominent, namely, the fact that n-
stead of “getting pointers.” he was in 4
position to “give pointers” in  almost
every case, and therefore, the manage-
ment feel not only justified but 1mpelle(]
to come out holdly with these statements

and claims which they are willing and
anxious to support.

‘To all who arc interested in DBusiness
Schools and Colleges, economy and pru-
dence alike dictate that choice should be
made of the best available for the train-
ing and equipment of the young; and the
Sprott-Shaw  courts investigation and
comparison, and will send on application
a catalogue giving a complete description
of all its courses and departments.

It operates a night school also in which
arc given all the courses of the day ses-
sion, with the addition of languages and
engincering.  All the claims made for
the day school apply equally to the night
school.

After a thorough investigation, it ap-
pears that these claims are amply justi-
ficd, and that such an institution a3
the Sprott-Shaw, which simultaneously
draws students from as far cast as Mani-
toba and as far south as California, is no
small factor in the advancement not only
of Vancouver, but also of the entire
West, and as such deserves great credit
as well as liberal patronage.
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PATENTS

AND TRADE MARKS
Ohtained in all Countries.
ROWILAND BRIIMTAIN.

Registered Patent Attorney and Mechani-

cal Engineer, Call or write for full infor-
mation.  Room 3, Fairfield Block, Granville
street, Vancouver, B.C.

Brown Bros. Co. Ltd.

FLORISTS.

Fruit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and
Flowering Plants.

59 Hastings St. Bast, VANCOUVER, B.C.

We Specialize in Mail Orders

for all Kinds of Stationery, including fine
Kenmare  Linen, HMHiawatha Lawn, ete.,

hooks, pens, ink, picturesque postal C'nds,
magazines, ete,

C. QUIPP, Prop.
NOVA SCOTIA SOUVENIR AND
STATIONERY STCORE.
810 Robson Street - VANCOQUVER. B.C.

Vancouver Bird Store

Specialties: All kinds of Dbirds, Talking
Parrots and German Roller Canaries,
Monkeys, cte. Fine Christmas presents.
Live delivery guaranteed at your nearest
express offlice.

165 Coxdova St. W., Vancouver, B.C.

SPORTS MVIEN!
See Humphrey's stock of reliable fire-
arms. It is new and up-to-date, com-
prising a_ large variety of the leading
makes. If your gun neceds repairing
send it to
J. HUMPHREYS,

Expert Gunsmith
Dealer

in Ammunition, IMishing 7Tackle
and all Sporting Goods.
159 Cordova Street, West,
VANCOUVER, B. C.

“BAGLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS

0 .
ﬂxﬂ;

RUBBER STAMPS «v2 OFFICE SPECIALTIES

PLANNING TO BUILD

Send two 2c¢. stamps, post-
age, for a copy of wy beau-
tifully i'lustrated Looklet,
= ¢ Country and Suburban
| Homes,” full of interest-
ing, valuable and practi-
cal information jor honme
builders.

E. STANLEY MITTON, ARCHITECT, YANCOUVER, 8. C.
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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.

Heaa Oftice and Cold Storage Plant:

152-154 Hastings

1215 T Vancouver, B. C.

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

Trust It To Us===

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

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS
56z Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

Spillman & Co.

WALL PAPERS and DECORATIONS

Painting, Tinting, Hardwood Finishing.
Presco Painting and Interior Decorating,
Paper Hanzing, Xalsomining and
House Painting of every description.

Estimates FPurnished.

928 Granville St., VANCOUVER, B.C.




Shorthand School

Day and evening classes.
Class or private tuition.
Competent teachers.

Shortest  and  quickest  possible
method.

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

Chestertfield School

North Vancouver, B.C.

Residential and Day School for Boys.
’rincipals—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
ficld, covered play-ground.
Prospectus 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, modcxn sanitary
equipments. D)scmlmc mild, but I‘nm
uniting a careful training o[‘ manners
and character, with the bcst intellectual
and physical training.

Curriculum — Primary, Intermedinve
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.

Our Keynote is

PRACTICAL
EXPERIENCE

May we send you our Prospectus?

Calgary Business College

CALGARY, ALTA.

E. G. PARNELL

Western Representative of
The Canadian Office and School
Purniture Co.

Manufacturers—

SCHOOL DESKS

OFFICE DESKS

BANK FPURNITURE

LODGE FURNITURE

OPERA CHAIRS.

Illustrated Catalogue and Price List on

application.

P.0. Box 880. 513 Hamilton St.
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Pitman’s Shorthan

AND

Business College.

The oldest, largest, and best cquipped college on
the Pacific Coast, Al commercinl - subjects
tanght, individual tuition, Special attention given
to backward students,

Fees one month §15.00, three months $40.00, six
mmonths $76.00.  Text books free,

§32-631-636 Seymounr Strect, Vancouvey, B. G
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7] TAIN PUBLICITY FOR LITTLE COST. THE RATES ARE ONLY 25 CENTS A
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RESTAURANTS.

The Granville Cafe—3$5.00 meal tickets for
$4.50. Tour course dinner, 25c¢. Special
breakfast, 15¢c. Neat, clean, homelike, Trays
sent out. 762 Granville St., opposite Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. 1. F. Winters.

MASSAGE

Spepial scalp treatment. Electric and Tur-
kish baths. Agnes AL Barber, 74 Hastings

__St. W, Vancouver, B.C.

Thermal RBaths by Scientific Masseuse. Mag-
netic  Vibratory and Ileetric ‘Treatments.

___.Flat Six, 679 Granville Street, Vancouver.

OLD BOOKS.

I buy 0O1d Books, Magazines, Manuscripts, ete.
Have on hand large selection of reference
hooks and works, WWrite full particulars. E.
][J 8&110\\'&}', 782 Granville St.,, Vancouver,

) FRUIT LANDS.

Don't sell your land or move without getting
particulars of small farms—Surrey Gardens
Iistate on new electric railway, Vancouver-
Chilliwack. Write for them. Surrey Gar-
('II’QHSC Estate, Crown Building, Vancouver,
15, .

YACHT AND LAUNCH FITTING.

The place for your Cushions, Awnings, Spring
Berths, ete, Langridge & Co., 1039 Gran-
ville St. FPhone B 1460, Vancouver, B.C.

WATCH-MAKER.

Repairs of ‘Watches, Jewelry and Optical
goods at lowest prices. All work guaran-

~ Mail orders a
237 Carrall St.,

teed. 1S years in business.
specialty. Albert Ufford,
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,
107 Mastings St., Vancouver, B.C.

_,‘G,R,E,AT_,_, .

s2%, FREE
“How to Learn
D\ fo Mount Birds /72

and Ani-
maly’®

Zi22s",  SPORTSMEN!

e

o
)
S

d- 7P M

i %0 Mount Birds and Animals."
Magazine, BOTH FREE, Write today—do it now.

§ The N. W, SCHOOL OF TAXIDERM
ADNSRSEy Box 115 Omaha, Neb. S

and Animals.
Yishermen!
Jlunters! Naturalists!
The wonderful prolession of Taxideroy,
£ s0 long kept seceret, can now ho easily

A .;Lc.\:'? learned right in your own homcgRasss 5 St., Vancouver, B. C
‘ Y 3§ how to ¥
Y We Teach by Mail 2o

¥\ Birds, Animals, Gamc Hcads, tan skins, &
make rugs, and preservo all trophies. A N
delipghtfuland tascinating art for men and i
Y%3women, Basily and quickly learned during |3
spare time, Decorats home nod den with fine |
troplies, or connmand big income selling B
¥ - mounted specimens and mounting for|
§l others,  Skilled Taxidermists in great demand, Swuceess guar-§
il uteed oy no tuition fee. Endorsed by thousands ot satizfied @
graduates, Write today for our Great krec ook “*How to Learn i
Also our benutiful Taxidermy E

Y, Inc. :}

HIGHIR STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC.

Also elementary classes; careful pre-
paration for all examinations. Rev. A,

Qt, John Mildmay., ML.A., Oxford (late
Principal Vernon College), 1061 Barclay

Studio of Arts and Craits.

Classes in  china decomti.on., metal
work, leather cratft, and stencilling. T'ull
stock of materials kept. Tor terms

apply to—
MRS. ELLIS
1056 Georgia St., VANCOUVER, B.C.
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NORRIS SAFE AND
LOCK CO.

—

Five and Burglar Proot

Hafes

vanlt Doors, Time Locks

Bank and
Safe Deposit Vaults,

Fail and Prison Tork,

316 Cordova Street West,
VANCOUVER, B. C,

Frank G. Benson,

0000 A0 0000000000 D000 000000000000000000

Local Manager,

D00 COCCRCCC 00RO O'CC000)

XMAS
GIFETS

Nothing will please THE MAN more
than one of our splendid G.B. D, B.B. L.
an initial pouch,

or Locwe pipes or or 2

I have the stock to sclect
AMail

cigarctte casc.

from—and can satisfy you in price.

orders promptly attended to.

PADMORIE’S

No. 1—2, THE ARCADE

Vancouver, B. C.

PACIFIC COAST GROWN

Seeds, Trees
Plants

for the farm. garden, lawn
or conscrvatory.
Reliable, approved varieties,

at reasonable prices.
No Borers. No Scale.
fumigation to damage
stock.
No windy agents to annoy
you.
Buy direct and get trees and
sceds that GROW.

Bee Supplies, Spray Pumps,
Spraying Material and
Cut TFlowers.

1908 Cataloguc Freec.

M. J. HENRY

Greenhouse:
3010 Westminster Road,

VANCOUVER, B.C.

No

The Riverman, Stewart W. White..31.25
IIoly Orders, Marie Corelli..... ....$1.2a
The Trail of the Lonesome Pine,
Pno Fox.
Peter, Hopkinson Smith ........ $1.25
Sowin" Sceds in Danny, McClung..$1.00
The Undertow, KNOWIES ....oeene- $1.25
The Liberationist, Bindloss....... $1.25
The Wheel O Tortune, Louis .
Tracy oo veiien cienee eaad 1.25
The Soul of Dominic VVildthorn, o
Hocking ...... ...... . 3125
Lewis Rand, Mary Johnston ..... $1.50
The IFiring Line, R. W. Chambers..$1.29
Jack Spunlocl\ Prodigal, Lorimer..$1.20
The Money Changers, Upton Sln-
clair .. ... Liiiie e deeeens $1.20
The Divas Ruby, . Marion Craw-
ford ......c0v tiiiih ceieians .50
The Man From Rodney’s, Geo. Barr
McCutcheon ... ... ... ... 2
Send for COmplete List.
STATIONERY G
325 HASTINGS ST. 'PHONE 3529
VANCOUVER, B.C.

NURSERIES |

I
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OF
QUALITY
FOR
XMAS
GIFTS
in the
very
latest

styles

Highest
Prices
Paid for
Raw Furs

SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.
E. A, RosERrTS, Manager.

919 Granville St., Vancouver, B. C.

ASK ME

to put an Amberol 1-minute attachment
to your

EDISON PHONOGRAPH
FOR XMAS

Victor, Edison, and Columbia
Talking Machines, Records,
Ete.

GEO. GIBSON
342 Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C.

Your coal bins? Arc they filled,
ready for the winter months?

To be certain of securing a supply
of the hest fuel mined in the pro-
vince, phonc us your order for a
supply of OLD WLELLINGTON
COAL.

Tt is a clean, lumpy coal that burns
freely and makes a hot fire. Rich in
carbon—thercfore cconomical 1n use.

No.2 NUT............... $5.75
LUMP ... e $7.50

S. A. HARRIS & CO.

549 Granville St. Vancouver, B.C.

VANCOUVER PORTLAND
CEMENT CO., LIMITED

Manufacturers of

“Vancouver Brand”
A HIGH GRADE

PORTLAND CEMENT

Guaranteed to pass the specifications
of the American or Canadian Socie-
tics of Civil Engincers, The C. P.
Railway Co., The Dominion Govern-
ment, ctc.

Head Office:
Room 24-26 Board of Trade Building
VICTORIA, B. C.

WRITE US FOR PRICLS

Prompt shipments from the Works
by Water and Rail.
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NO MORE
GREY HAIR

Madame Humphreys has just recelved
a lal,,e 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; TFace Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and building up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles.

Pimples and Dblackheads positively
healed.

Young gentlemen treated as well as
ladies at

The Alexandra

Madam Humphreys

89 Granville St. -

WESTWARD IIO! MAGAZINL
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DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL GREAM

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 heauty, and defiies de-
tection. 1t has stood the test of (0
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, 1 recommend ‘GOURAUD’'S
CREAM’ as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations.”

GOURAUD'S ORITNTAL TOILET

POWDER

For infants and adults., Ixquisitely per-
fumed. IRelieves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and renders an O\collent com-

plexion.
Price 25 cents, by mail.
GOCURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfiuous 1Tair.
Price $1.00, by mail.
FERD. T. HOPXINS, Proyp.,
New York City.

HENDERSCON BROS.,

Wholesale Distributors.
Vancouver and Victoria, B.C.

\\

Beautiful Hair

Should be cvery woman’s pride and
joy, but how many women possess
1t?

To be really beautiful,
hbe soft, silky, glossy,
abundant.

This  long-sought-for and highly
prized condition of the hair can be
brought about casily and quickly by
a llll](: careful attention and the usc of

hair
phant

must
and

P

e

VEGETABLE

Morrow's Vegetable MHair Tnvigor-
ator is first of all a hair beautificr,
so should be used by all, whether you
have hair or scalp troubles or not.
It renders the hair so pliant that it is
easily put into shape in any of the
popular fashions of the day.

Jut, besides this, it is a tonic and
restores hair to its original luster and
color—it stimulates the growth and
keeps it in its original softness and
splendor.

Thin and faded hair is transformed
by its use into heavy, healthy, lux-
uriant growth.

You may prove our claims for all
this by purchasing a single bottle aud
if it fails to give you satisfaction,
your moncy will be rcfundcd.

75 cents bottle.
Delivered out of City, $1.00.
J. W. MORROW,

The Pill Box Drug Store
6oo and 6oz Hastings Street,

VANCOUVER, B.C.

N

)
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DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED BY THE

EVAN'S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

The IEvans Institute has now bheen . Macdonald, ex-Minister of the Interior
established over fourtpen years in Win- i and ex-Premier of Manitoba; Ven.
nipeg and one year in Vancouver, Tt ! .\mhde'lcon Fortin, Holy Trinity, Winni-
has met ‘\\'ll;h entire success, even in . beg;, Rev. Dr. Duval, Moderator, Gen-
cases which had been regarded as ab- : eral Assembly, Presbyterian Church of
solutely hopeless.  The treatment not Canada; ex-Mayor Andrews, Winnipeg;
only entirely dispels the craving buz . ex-Mayor Ryan, Winnipeg; ex-Mayor
creates o positive distaste for stimu- ¢ Jameson, Winnipeg; ex-Mayor Mc-
lants. 1t also restores the nervous sys- Creary, Winnipeg; Dr. C. W. Gordon
tem, induces natural sleep, creates a , (Ralph Connor), Winnipeg; Dr. I". S.
healthy appetite and improves the gen- | Chapman, M.D.,, Winnipeg; Judge Prit-
cral health of the patient. The treat- | chard, Carman, Man.; Prof. J. H. Riad-
ment is gradual, and patients are al- . dell, Winnipeg.
lowed their usual stimulants until 1n .. .
from four to five days, they no longer A prospectus containing full infor-
want them. . mation regarding the treatment will pe

We refer, by permission, to the fol- - mailed privately on application,

Jowing from among the thousands who . The Evans Institute of Vancouver
arc familiar with and approve of the | has now removed to more commodious
Evans treatment: 7The Hon. Hugh Jonn | quarters at

950 PARK DRIVE (Grandview Carline) VANCOUVER, B.C.

| N P

tﬁ)el’

d"ELECTROTYPER,

[ncorporated with the Vancouver Pholo Engraving Co, 653 Granville St., VANCOUVER., °

Absolutely the Last West

If you are looking for a new location why not investigate the merits
of the Queen Charlotte Islands—for mixed farming, coal and metal mining,
lumber and fisheries.  Information and map free by writing.

THE QUEEN CHARLOTTE NEWS
QUEEN CHARLOTTE, B.C.

My Three Vancouver Stores TURKISH BATHS

Carry a full line of Smokers Requisites suitable 635 Granville St.,, Vancouver.
for Christmas Gifts. Manager:—MRS. HULSLE.
C. O. PATTERSON Turkish Baths, Electric Cabins, Mas-
606 HMastings St. W (42 Cordova St. sasc bca',lp,t lfwte: a'\]ﬁ 'a‘ll i lclnd%I or
b T 1 electric treatments. Manicuring. ir-
lhe Astor Hote , opody. Ilesh reduction a specialty.

VANCOUYVELR, B. C. Lady Attendants.
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The Price Is
Going Up

For the rich farming land in the
justly famous

Nechaco
Valley

There’'s no time to waste if you want
to secure some of this wonderfully fer-
tile land at present prices.

Uncultivated, $16 acre.
Cultivated, $30 acre.

With the most liberal contract ana
terms ever offered in the Northwest.
Send name and address at once for
detailed information to
APPLETON INVESTMENT COR., LTD.,
White Bldg., Seattle.
T

(]
Fasrfield Bldg., Vancouver, B.C.

Prince
Rupert

The big real estate boom for 1909
will be at Prince Rupert.

First sales will probably take place
some time in May, 1909.

Maps and general information will
probably be ready in March, 1900.

Write for
March, 1909.

C. D. RAND

VANCOUVER, B, C.

Agent for the Government of British
Columbia for the sale of Prince
Rupert Townsite.

information early in

Reference—Royal Bank.

Telephone 3708

W.J.Cavanagh&Co.

W. J. CAVANAGH, Notary Public.
I. DOUGLAS CAMPBELL.

REAL ESTATE, LOANS
AND INSURANGE

ESTATES MANAGED

General Agents in B. C. for

The Occidental ¥ire Insurance Co’y.
All Policies issued from our office.

407 PENDER ST. YVANCOUVER, B.C.

H. M. HERRIN & CO’Y

STOCK BROKERS

Will buy or sell:—
Goldfield, 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

S

OF CANADA.

Established 1869 .
... Purely Mutual—Purely Canadian.

I will be glad to furnish rates and samples of
policies for inspection, and it would be a bustness
mistake for anyonc contemplating life insurance, to
place his japplication with any company withoul
first consulting me.

VANCOUVER. B. C.

WILLIAM J. TWISS, Manager
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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 - - - - VANCOUVER, B.C.

MONEY JOHN J. BANFELD R stab’d
. REAL ESTATE, °
T® INSURANCE, INVESTMENTT. 1n

LOAN 07 Hastings st. W., Vancouver, B.C.  [&O]
KANAGAN Orchard Lands

are famous the world over for their great productiveness. [ can supply
you anywhere in the Valley. THOS. POUND, Enderby, B. C.

° 51 per cent. Vancouver, B.C, $100 Gold

B d t Ronds, $94 Cash or $95.50 in Ten Monthly
on s on re l Payments. 6 per cent. Union Coal & Ifuel
Co. $100 Gold Bonds, $90 Cash or $91.50 in

Monthly Payments. We are prepared to negotiate loans of $200,000 to $2,000,000 upon
timber, coal, realty, gas, water, electric light and power, transportation, manutacturing.

mercantile, industrial and other legitimate securities. LEWIS N. ROSENBAUM CO.,,
Inc, Investment Bonds. Suite M, 705 First Avenue, Seattle, Washington. W. U. Code.

T S
If You Wish to Buy or Sell Siiares in THE ROYAL COLLIERIES, LIMITED

SEE H. M. DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

501 Pender Street VANCOUVER, B. C.
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| Nicola Valley Coal s

THE BEST DOMESTIC AND STEAM
COAL IN THE WEST.

Agencies at:—

VANCOUVER, ASHCROFT, KAMLOOPS, REVELSTOKE,
VERNON AND OKANAGAN POINTS,
NELSON AND KOOTENAY-POINTS.

Head Offica:—VANCOUVER, B.;C.
Collieries :—MIDDLESBORO, B. C.

Nicola Valley Coal and Coke Co.Ltd

Physicians’ pre-
scriptions and
family formulae
accurately dis-
pensad. Only
graduate drug-
gists in charge.
‘WMail orders re-
ceive prompt at-
tention.

\\\\\\\\

At Christmas Time

You will find our stock of gift
goods particularly pleasing.

As suggestions we might men-
tion: Chocolates, Bon-Bons, Per-
fumes, Brushes, and Manicure
Goods, an infinite variety to choose
from, and the hallmark of quality
on every article.

Leslie G. Henderson

Georgia Pharmacy
Corner Georgia and Granville St.

Mt. Pleasant Pharmacy,
2419 Westminster Avenue,

VANCOUVER, B.C.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

If You Would Get the Best Speed From Your
Boat Install an Easthore 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.

108 WATER ST.. VANCOUVER, B.C.
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HAVE YOU SUFFICIENT FUNDS

to meet a long and protracted illness? Theirtlhtake out an accident and sickness policy
w

; The Burrard Sanitarium

T
The Modern Hospital %

Equipped with the most modern surgical and electrical apparatus known to science.

An Ideal Institution where patients may be treated for all ailments and oper-
ations in a private and home-like way.

Statistics prove the efficiency of its medical and nu1smg staff, with a record
which has been unprecedented in any similar institution in the Dommlon

YOU AND YOUR FAMILY can have protection against accident, sickness or
operations for a year for $25 by taking out a policy with the Samtamum Individual
contracts, $15.

Contract holders are entitled to hospital treatment, including board, nursing,
medical and surgical attendance for three months for any one illness. Also home
treatment, medlcmes, physician’s attendance for any sickness or ailment, and our
physicians may be consulted for any slight 1nd1spos1t10n The price of our family -
contract includes free attendance at the Sanitarium in case of confinement, as well
as hospital and doctor’s attendance, will be guaranteed for the whole famlly for
one year.

1010 Georgia St., Vancouver, B, €.
M

H
%
'
%
|
%
|
%
i

UNIFORMS

Yes, we can safely lay claim to the fact that we are the largest and
have the best equipped establishment in the Canadian West for making

Band, Lodge, Military, Police
and Firemen’s Uniforms.

Write us for designs, samples, prices and measurement charts, and we
will guarantee to supply your needs.

cotland Woollen Mills

! | /HASTINGS STREET, VANCOUVER, B.C.

U Tk Vot it Vaal Vasad mial Tl Tatad DL ol Ty
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A For Young

Useful or ©ld
Gift What Nicer

is Than
Always a
Appreciated Kodak
Write for Catalogue and Prices
KODAK HEADQUARTERS

GOCKBURN'S ART_GALLERY

665 QGranville St.
VANCOUVER, B. C.

“The Home Beautiful”

Yes—we can aid you. Our truly artistic stock of

Electroliers

%

contain the finest examples of the useful and ornamental ever shown in the
West. If you live out of town write us for prices and illustrations.

The Hinton Electric Company, Ltd.

GRANVILLE STREET, VANCOUVER, B.C.
——
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Saw Mill Machinery

MITCHELL MACHINERY COMPANY

E. F. MITCHELL, Manager.
27 Imperial Building, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Any size—Any power—s5M to s00 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 tq your requirements. We
furnish everything in the saw-mill line, and are especially strong on the heavier
natterns. A word from you will brmo our catalogue and other information.
Write now.

WWWWWVMWWWWWWWWW Y

HAIN ES BROS. PIANO

It is now nearly 60 years sinqe the creation of the first Haines Bros. Piano
'in New York by Napoleon J. Haines.

This “Piano Aristocrat” is famous wherever music is cultivated as an art—
the most cclebrated artists of modern times Patti, Nilsson, Kellog, Campanini,
Strakosch, Abbott, Galassi, Brignoli, are a few only of those whose autograph

é letters are among the chenshed possessions of the present Haines Bros.
%

For over 40 years the Haines Bros. Pianos have been sold to the best
families in Canada continuously by one of Canada’s oldest piano builders and
dealers. Lately, however, the customs duty has been so high as to render their
importation almost plolnbltlve To meet this condition the Haines Bros. Co.,

ha.vq now a factory of their own in Canada where the Pianos are made from
original scales, patterns, etc.

For a while these splendid pianos will be sold at New York prices, freights
added. Easy Terms.

the Montelius Piano House Lt

439-441 HASTINGS STREET - - VANCOUVER, B.C.

WWWWW&MWWW
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Ri es Which Are Guaranteeds=== |
Made by Reliable Manufacturers.

) WINCHESTER
Your luck will dep>2nd greatly on what kind of : o Uisos-
shooting srms you carry, '

There is a practical aspect to this question which many overlook—that is going
well prepared. .

Having the proper accoutrements, guns that will shoot strong and true, a
steady nerve, then trust to hunter’s luck for the rest. '

Remington Autoloading Rifle; everywhere popular; its solid breech,
hammerless, take-down features appeal to modern 'sportsmen. 30-30, price $32.50.

Marlin Repeating Rifle—with side ejection action and special smokeless steel
barrels; 30-30, price $21.50. : ' '

Winchester Repeating Rifle—nickel steel round barrel;. 30-W.C.S., price $20.

Winchester Self-loading Rifle—made for the biggest game, having a
tremendous shocking power at long range, price $24.50.

Savage Repeating Rifle—zo0-inch round barrel; six shots; made to shoot
high power smokeless cartridges.

Mail orders receive prompt attention. Expert gun repairing.

J. A. FLETT, Limited

111 HASTINGS ST. VANCOUVER, B. C.

Just the Present

GlobeWernicke
‘“Elastic” Bookcase

with perfect end-locking
device, perfection roller-
bearing dust-proof doors.
A perfect sectional book-
case for home or office.
Just the thing for a

X’'MAS PRESENT.

WLHAT COULD B MORE SENSIBLE THAN TO OFFER A GIFT OF GLOBE-WERNICKE

ELASTIC SECTION AL BOOKCASES, We sell hundreds of these every CHRISTMAS,

Thase who have them add to them. Those who have notinaugurated a plan of keep-

ing and protecting books that will be appreciated by the recipient for all time.
Catalogues on request.

THE WEBSTER-HANNA CO.
426-428-430 Cordova Street West VANCOUVER, B. C.
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/ ~5> FRAGRANT,
—Z /\€*§ Used REFRESHING,

7 /ﬂ the World aver by discriminating
| Tea drinkers —

/

Sold by good/ GROCERS everywhere.

/ /:/ 1M

< John
_ '@\ Robertson & Son
Hesan ol ” — Limi
Do Mg, 2 imited.
0D Sl e .
D 1. S0k Ty Scotch Whisky Distillers
EODIE-SaU'ﬂ-Is-Rr:s% ) .
Tn-Nreinti-50- much Whs undee,
0 Dﬂ{h mem it WaS Scotland.
Al |
Canadian Branches :
MONTREAL
WINNIPEG

VANCOUVER.
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ARE YOU INTERESTED IN PRINCE RUPERT?

Pretty nearly éveryone is these days—and there is a good reason—THE
OPPORTUNITY TO MAKE MONEY. Don’t let this last opportunity SLIP
BY, but write today for our free illustrated booklet.

PRINCE RUPERT SECURITIES, LTD.,

W. M. Law, President.
PRINCE RUPERT - - - - BRITISH COLUMBIA

Frank’s Barber Shop. Gibljf:iNig“:‘W“

Ts the place to visit when in Salmon Arm. CONTRACTORS

TN ’ . .
Ladies’ and Gentlemen’s Face Massage a Estimates furnished on all classes of

specialty. Everything up-to-date. work in the building line. Sash and Doors,
Moulding and Turnings kept on hand at

FRANK P. ROBICHEAD, PROP. lowest prices.

SALMON ARM, B.C. SALMON ARM, B.C.

THE IDLER MAGAZINE

Edited by ROBERT BARR.

NOVEMEER NUMBER, 1908. Fu rn itu re Econ (o) my !

GRAND PRIZE COMPETITION

Prizes to the value of £400.
A bonafide competition. No Limericks,

Ballots, Picture Guessing, Premium F u rn itu re Q ua I ity ! !

Bonds, or anything of that nature. Also
NO ENTRANCE FZIE!

The IDLBR’'S Great Serial, by W. J.
Locke, continues to reveal in Septimus
a most engrossing and unique character.
byAHSétlllggg’ol({)fJaI?cngRl BLATCHFORD, Up-to-date Furniture for Library, Den,

GEORGE ROBEY, unable any longer Living Room, and every room in your
to suppress his poetic instincts, bursts .
into rhyme., home or office.

ROBERT BARR, in the IDLERS’
CLUB, talks about Germany, and war,
and The Swollen Head.

Large assortment always in stock.

These features, with others of equal
interest, go to make the NOVEMBER STYLES TO SUIT
IDLER one of the best ever published. PRICES RIGHT.
IFrom all Booksellers and News Agents
and at Railway Bookstalls.
Single copies as specimens Post Iree Mattresses, Window Shades, Baby ana
on receipt of Ninepence in Stamps. Doll Carriages, Wagons, Picture
PRICE |5C- Framing, etc., etc.
Yearly Subscription, including Post-
age, to all parts, Nine Shillings. W. F. FERR]S
Special rate to Canada, Six Shillings
and Sixpense. Wellington St. - CHILLIWACK, B.C.

THE “IDLER” OFFICE,

33 Henrietta Street, Covent Gaxden,
London, England.

(Local agent for “Westward Ho!”)
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NEW WESTMINSTER is the centre of the agriculture, fishing, and lumber-
ing industries of the Fraser Valley, British Columbia.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the meeting point of two great transcontinental
railways—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-sca and coasting vessels visited the port last year, 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, Guif-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.

WHITE. SHILES & CO. The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
’ AND TRADING CO.

Fire Insurance (Royal City Planing Mills Branch)

Manufacturers of Doors, Windows, Fish and

Real Estate and Financial Agents g;'ujtl Boxes and all Descriptions of Interior
inishings.

Westminster Iron Works |Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

JOHN REID, Proprietor

Manufactuvers of Wrought Iron Gates, Fences, Real EState’ Insurance and
Ornamental Iron Work, Fire Escapes,

and Tron Stivs. Financial Brokers.

OFFICE AND WORKS, 10TH STREET. FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALTY.

P Tt G
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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 of 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 $3,500,000 and personal property
conservatively, at $1,000,000

NEW WESTMINSTER, on account of the steady growth and development
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, IFruit Canneries, as well as a
plant for condensing milk. The city also offers advantageous inducements for
the location of new industries. ELlectric 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 Williom Wolz | P+ B. Brown H. H. Lenni

The Settlers’ Associati
B. C. CIGAR FACTORY & sett ers, Agsociation

MANUFACTURERS OF
High-Grade Havana Cigars

BranDs—*B. C.", ‘‘Old Sports”, “Brilliants”,
“Autos” and “Puck”. Opposite Windsor Hotel.

Real Estate, Financial & Customs Brokerj
Auctioneers
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GOLDEN WEST

/SHOULD RETURN.

f| brivING, CYELING
- TENNIS;GOUF
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Vancouver has no hard winters.

Zero weather is unknown.

Jimos oo Its lawns are always green and
.| flowers bloom in the gardens at

all seasons. The average tem-
perature for 1907 was 49.16 and
for the first three months of

L

spectively.

Write Vancouver Information
Bureau for free literature.

L_oommion_us cove vancoures e\
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<
ENDERBY HAS AS RICH SOIL AND CHEAPER LAND THAN ANY
OTHER SECTION OF THE FERTILE OKANAGAN VALLEY.

Is the oldest town in the Okanagan; has one of the largest saw-mills in the
Province, also an up-to-date 300-bbl. roller flour mill, daily trains, commo-
dious hotels, good stores, bank, four churches, six lodges, graded and high
schools, newspaper, town band, electric light and good water; is located
on a beautiful, navigable river, and backed by low, green hills, ccnsidered
one of the most home-like, attractive towns in tne interior of British
Columbia; population, 600; climate salubrious, winters usually mild.
Magnificent motor-boating to be had on Shuswap river“and lakes, waters
full of fish and mountains full of game, cariboo and grizzly bear within a
day’s journey; plenty of good land in vicinity awaiting development, irriga-
tion not necessary, conditions ideal for fruit, hay, dairy and general farm-
ing. Come and make your home here!

For further information, write the City Clerk, Enderby, B.C, or any
of the undersigned:—

Harvey & Dobson, C. W. Little, A. Fulton, W. T. Holtby,
Wheeler & Evans, J. W. Evans, James Mowat, H. W. Wright,
The Columbia Flouring Mills Co., Ltd.

Bell & Murphy,  Enderby Trading Co., Ltd.

A. E. Taylor, Agent, Bank of Montreal.

zMW-WOOQQQQOOMOOOOO-“OWO G COPVSPICIOSISOSSSO 0000000

:
1 The City of Enderby
:
:

POCP0PCP V0000000000000 000600-0S00SO
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SALMON ARM, B. €.

We Carry
The Stock

and can supply your needs in

SHELF and HEAVY HARDWARE.

Also

BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES,
GUNS, AMMUNITION,
STOVES, TINWARE,

PAINTS, OILS, ETC.

NEELANDS & CO.

SALMON ART1.

My Xmas
Display

FANCY GOODS
SMOKERS’ REQUISITES
CONFECTIONERY
JEWELRY and
CHINA
is unsurpassed in Salmon Arm.

I WANT A SHARE OF
YOUR TRADE.

S. H. LAWRENCE

HOMESEEKERS

When you visit Salmon Arm
and need an outfit | can sup-

ply you.

| carry the largest

and best assorted stock of
General M_erchandise. L & &

S. M. McGUIRE

~ General Merchant.
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ENDERBY HAS AS RICH SOIL AND CHEAPER LAND THAN ANY
OTHER SECTION OF THE FERTILE OKANAGAN VALLEY.

The City of Enderby

Is the oldest town in the Okanagan; has one of the largest saw-mills in the
Province, also an up-to-date 300-bbl. roller flour mill, daily trains, commo-
dious hotels, good stores, bank, four churches, six lodges, graded and high
schools, newspaper, town band, electric light and good water; is located
on a beautiful, navigable river, and backed by low, green hills, ccnsidered
one of the most home-like, attractive towns in tne interior of British
Columbia; population, 600; climate salubrious, winters usually mild.
Magnificent motor-boating to be had on Shuswap river “and lakes, waters
full of fish and mountains full of game, cariboo and grizzly bear within a
day’s journey; plenty of good land in vicinity awaiting development, irriga-
tion not necessary, conditions ideal for fruit, hay, dairy and general farm-
ing. Come and make your home here!
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For further information, write the City Clerk, Enderby, B.C., or any
of the undersigned:—
¢ Harvey & Dobson, C. W. Little, A. Fulton, W. T. Holtby,
¢ Wheeler & Evans, J. W. Evans, James Mowat, H. W. Wright,
: The Columbia Flouring Mills Co., Ltd.
Bell & Murphy, Enderby Trading Co., Ltd.

¢ A. E. Taylor, Agent, Bank of Montreal.
‘ ?
®
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SALMON ARM, B. @€,

We Carry My Xmas
The Stock Display

OF

and can supply your needs in

FANCY GOODS
SHELF and HEAVY HARDWARE. SMOKERS’ REQUISITES
CONFECTIONERY

Al
% JEWELRY and
BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES, CHINA
GUNS, AMMUNITION, is unsurpassed in Salmon Arm.
STOVES, TINWARE,
PAINTS, OILS, ETC. I WANT A SHARE OF
NEELANDS & CO
[
o oN S. H. LAWRENCE

HOMESEEKERS

When you visit Salmon Arm
and need an outfit | can sup-
ply you. | carry the largest
and best assorted stock of
General Merchandise. & & &

S. M. McGUIRE

General Merchant.
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Alpine Club in Canadian Rockics

“The joy of life is steepness overcome, and victories of ascent,
and looking down on all that had looked down on us.”— 7 ennyson.

Magnificent Alpine Scenery. The Grandet Mountain Peaks in the World.

At Banff, Lake Louise, Field, Emerald Lake, Glacier, are splendid Chalets and Hotels. At these
world famed resotts you may ride, hunt, climb, sketch, botanize, bathe in warm mineral springs, or go
boating. Words fail to tell of the beauty of this region which is one of the scenic marvels of the world.

- Reached by the superb trains of the

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

Write for Challenge of the Mountains, ROBERT KERR, Pastenger Traffic Manager, MONTREAL

2.
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FOR GONNOISSEURS

SIMPSON’S BLUE SEAL (“BLUE FUNNEL”) SCOTCH WHISKEY.

e ———— — = — —
SR C L e R S LTI Ty

i
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H. M. ELLIS & CO., LIMITED
Wholesale Distributors Imperial Block, VANCOUVER, B, C.
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’

¢

The ALBERTA and SOUTH SIDE LIVERY STABLES §
¢

arc fully equipped to cater for

HUNTING AND FISHING PARTIES
as well as
TOURISTS, LANDSEEKERS AND COMMERCIAL MEN.
Hacks, Carriages and Saddle Horses ready day or night.

A.J. McDONALD, Proprietor CALGARY, ALTA.
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OTEL. (Golden

PORTLAND

NORTONIA

i Vi g 00 ‘ . ONLY ROOF
NN RERBITI  GARDEN IN
il i PORTLAND If you are interested in the Canadian West,
B The Touristhead- send 10 cents in stamps for three late issues
: quarters _of of Westward Ho!, containing fully illustrated
§, Columbia Valler descriptive articles about dairying, fruit grow-
Engageroomsearly X ..
for tho Alaska- ing, poultry raising and general farming con-
A. S. NORTON. Manager  Yukon Exposition ditions in Manitoba, Saskatchewan, Alberta

and British Columbia.
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Neglected
Opportunities

ot s ]

Of the hundreds of thousands of acres of great virgin forests of softwoods in the
West almost all were either subject to entry or for sale at very low figures ten years
ago. Few realized that choice timber claims—then so easy to acquire—were so soon
to be worth thousands of dollars. A few realizing how rapidly the American forests
were disappearing took advantage of conditions in Washington, Oregon, and British
Columbia to acquire all the timber land possible while it was to be had at such low
figures. As a result they have made immense fortunes—fortunes that will continue
to grow more rapidly in the future than in the past.

Gifford Pinchot, chief forester of the United States, declares that at the present
rate of consumption the timber supply of the United States will be exhausted in
twenty years and that the hardwood supply will be exhausted in from twelve to
. fifteen years.

Did you take advantage of the opportunity to secure some of this timber when it
was %o b? %m;l for only a fraction of its present value, or did you neglect it until it
was too late

At the same time thigs timber was being secured so cheaply much of the best
farming and irrigated land of the state of Washington was also being homesteaded,
or bought at prices so low as to be almost unbelievable now.

These wonderful opportunities were not taken advantage of in a large way until
within the past ten years. The West was sparsely settled and not much developed up
to that time. The first to take advantage of such conditions naturally realized the
greatest profits.

Until recently Americans invested little or mothing in other countries. They have
neglected opportunities in Mexico which surpass anything heretofore existing in the
United States oxr Canada.

This Company has taken advantage of the opportunity to secure one of the finest
and best located hardwood timber tracts in the world. It is in Mexico just across the
Gulf from Douisiana and Texas and is within two miles of ocean transportation.

The varieties of timber comprise mahogany, rosewood, Spanish cedar, lignum
vitae, and other kinds of the most valuable woods known to man.

The tract is a very large one and averages 20,000 feet (board measurement)
per acre.

A limited amount of the capital stock of the Company is offered for sale. All
shares are fully paid, non-assessable, and equally participating.

. l'fhe timber will bring investors returns many times more than the present cost
01 shares.

After the timber is removed the land is unsurpassed for tropical plantation

purposes. Good tropical plantation land brings returns equal to the bhest irrigated
land of this country.

Banana, rubber and sugar-cane plantations yield enormous profits.
This Company’s land is admirably suited for the cultivation of these products and

a great zna.ny more such as oranges, lemons, limes, pine-apples, cocoanuts, indian corn,
cocoa, etc.

It is your opportunity now to participate in this proposition. Are you going to
neglect it? $2000,000,000 of foreign money, two-thirds of which is American capital,
is now being invested in Mexico annually. It has been prophesied that in the next ten
years Mexico will produce more millionaires than any other country in the world.

Do you want to participate in these profits? It is safe to say you will never have
another opportunity offered you that is the equal of this onme.

Drop us a postal for prospectus and let us tell you more of this proposition.

Chacamax Land Development Company

American Bank Building, Seattle, Wash., U. S. A.

References:—National Bank of Commerce, Seattle, Wash., U. S. A.
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As Long as You
Live

SECURED BY SMALL MONTHLY
PAYMENTS
The less money you have, the greater
the need to pnlace it where it will
work hard and fast for you

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

—_—

Do you want an income of from $100.00 to $1,000 a year for life? If so, returr
this coupon promptly. You take absolutely no risk of any kind. If upon exam-
ination you are not thoroughly convinced that this is one of the GREATEST
OPPORTUNITIES of your life to secure a steady, permanent income, as long
as you live, you are under no obligation.

Name ........

Post Office . . . cees R e

B OV e ... ittt et et i it e

Please reserve for me .........................Life-Income Investment Bonds
(value $100.00 each). Send full information. If I am convinced that your en-
terprise is one of the Soundest character, and will prove Enormously profit-
able, I will pay for the same at the rate of $5.00 cash and $5.00 per month
on each $100.00 Bond until fully paid. No more than 100 Bonds reserved for
any one person.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.
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A
CHRISTMAS

GIFT
ACCEPTABLE

TO FATHER
OR MOTHER

An Ostermoor Mattress

Ottawa, March 10th.
AMess, Ostermoor & Co.,

Matt is in a class l11(5 ISlizabeth St., New York, N.Y.
r 1S In C Jear Sirs.—The Ostermoor Patent
The OstermOOI‘ a €ss Klastic Jelt Mattress you sold me
by itself—a prBSBﬂt you can feel proud Of | K1Y YISEARS ago has been in cone
. . stant use in our house ever since,
makmg—the bhest the world can show in and, 1 am glad to say, has given

great satisfaction.

MattreSSGS, regardless of cost. it is not in the least matted down,

but is just as soft, clean and elastic

The soft, hillowy sheets of Ostermoor | )0 new.

We have nothing but praise for the

Felt are made from selected, |0ng staple Mattress, as it retains its elasticity

and smoonthness, and is in every way

new cotton, specially prepared, and made | suverior to any other Mattress we

huve ever used; and I can sincerely
: recommend Ostermoor Mattresses to
non-absorbent and samtary. anyone desiring a comfortable ana
t th durable Mattress that will not be-

i e come dead or lumpy through constant
These sheets of Felt are built up to vome d

required thickness, aqd .enclosed in a Yours truly,
cover of dustproof art ticking.

Gstermoor Mattresses Cost
'ransportation Prepaid:

The Ostermoor Mattress is guaranteed LGN S s $15.00
. 4 ft. 0 in., o 3 1V .
emak- | 3 ¢ 6in. 35 Ibseennnn ool 12.50
not tomat, get lumpy or torequire remak- | s it & . g0 lbs oo
ing for an ordinary lifetime. 2 £6 6 inn, 25 1bS... ... 9.50

All 6 ft. 3 in. long.
In two parts, 50c extra.

AL T M (L] -"“'?“4)\“\\»"‘1‘:“""i\-‘\\ﬁ‘;‘§\\\
£ ‘5‘%@?%%’/}/{%‘5 ISR 3’\\\\\\\\\3\‘\‘\ =
.ﬁ’é [{y/%‘lﬁ ,'i;\
e

KIM"% ¥ g
i

: // ' ”"W‘ l“
A 1/~ 5% ! @//
degiz, il

M )
Ny cTE
N OSTERMNOR((ONOETE

Coki -

s
7/

e o s Vv g > " p— = = =

22
7
7

B s
G s

One dealer in every town sells the Ostermoor Mattress. ings
Write to us for name of your local dealer, and samples of coverings.

% THE ALASKA FEATHER & DOWN CO. LIMITED, MONTREAL
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== FIRST MORTGAGE SECURITIES

cionoei ON IMPROVED PROPERTY. | 70
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Is an investment that is safe when our system is
followed. (This system will be fully explained |
to any person wishing to invest through our [
‘office). The amount of interest we can secure | -/ .

for you varies from 6 to g per cent. per annum i j’ o A

according to the amount loaned, the class of W SAFETY
security and the length of time for which the  ‘preswwsrcnsvog
[P . money is loaned. On first-class business pro- ST NEATF
) CAPITAL ! perty at not over 50 per cent. of valuation and |=liil
5505 000} for periods of from three to ten years, in amounts

L : . of $5,000.00 to $10,000.00, 6 to 8 per cent. per

Lo * annum. On residence mortgages on a 50 per || /= iT
""’"\'*.5 . cent. valuation in amounts of from $500.00 to CHom g
Y% | $10,000.00, 7 to g per cent. per annum in periods || DEPOXT BOX;
VLt ' of from one to five years. Interest in all cases  TEESwmeemmELy
[ \ -+ is paid quarterly. x Sy
I A W Perhaps the most attractive investment avail-

[ ) "{ able to persons having money they wish placed
i PAID _U P i where there is absolutely no risk is in our sys-
iy CAPITAL § tem of guaranteed mortgages. We can place
$120-00QQ money in large or small sums at from 6 to 9
e PEF Cent. per annum on first mortgages, and are
7 . prepared to guarantee the payment of both T

;- interest and principal for 1 per cent. per annum. || OUR

. This should be particularly attractive to Execu- |} FIRZ AND

1'
cpmTrmesAde ]

N ISR ST e T e ey

‘ i tors and Trustees whose first object is safety. | BURGLAR -
e ‘ , FROOT VAU
| BONDS LT SPELLS
P SAFTY FOR
;RESER‘M_ ¢ Are considered the highest class of securities. You...oo.. .
!5160.00023 We haye always on hand City, Municipal or Bkt .{,'.,,-1
~§§mmm,_d:',1_,{,m;1:;‘ Industrial Bonds that can be bought to net the ?',.'\-”/,,
s ] purchaser from 4 to 8 per cent. per annum. S
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