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REPUTATION

Lok for the trm with 2 reputation before vou hay Diamaonds,

Your money saould command the best possthic value it bodh
guatity and wenght

W sree the only Vaneouver firm personadhy buymg Dinmonds
dirvct fram the cutters o Furope. This enables us v chminate
Al the muddiemas profit--(hat means 4 positive »aving 1o you

We show for your inspectinn a magoibcent stoch of Diamonids
selected by cur esperts for thelr remarkable brillianey—due 1o
absolute perfoction in the cutting

Birks are the largest Buyers and Sellers
of Diamonds in Canada.

This eminent position has been acquirad ondy after a business
carcer of thirty vears. The sterling reputation for honest repre-
sention of goods has built this bosiness into ~uch & magnimde
untt! today i s recoprmized as

THE HOUSE OF QUALITY

Our superb guality of fne hlue white Diamonds of the first
water colar are o a distinguished class by themiselves. The
constant demand for these diamonds s ndisputable evidence of
thelr suporiority.

HENRY BIRKS & SONS,
Limited.
DIAMOND MERCHANTS.
Geo. E. Trorey, Man. Director.

VANCOUVER, B. C.
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Drysdale’s Superior

Tailor-Made Suits
At $25.00 to $35.00

We have spring Suits at these prices that would astonish anyone who
had never seen one of these exclusive models. The showing s lacge and
has been selected with as much or ecven more careful consideration than
that given to our expensive lines, for it requires more thought to produce
suits that will look well and wear well at such moderate prices. And we
will have nothing but the best. These Suits are shown in so many different
styles that there is something suitable for everyone. They come in both 'h
plainly tailored and trimmed effects, in Cheviots, Serges, Worsteds and

Broadcloths, and in all the staple and new spring shades.

Exquisite Millinery for Spring

In the matter of style, the most critical expert must pronounce our
exhibit correct, There is such a variation in size, such a variety of trim-
ming that almost any desire you may have for the gquiet, the subdued or
for any model up to the dashing picturesque, may be gratified. Yau will

pronounce our exhibit complete,

“The store whose chief study is the correct apparel for women”

Gordon Drysdale, Ltd.

575 Granville Street VANCOULVER, B, C.
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RBates $2 a day and up.

The
King Edward
Hotel

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

Newly Built and Yurnished,
Rates $2 per day,

= S
Big Game Shooting. nxccuont Py
A Tourist's Paradise,

N

TTIIETL !
T
. m@ LT

oy

PORTLAND
OREGON
g Mobruw Codronr
MODFRATE Prives
OXNLY RUOF
GARDEYSN IXN
PORTLAND
The Fonrist heads
vaarters of
Y Colnnitea Vuliew
Frivaa roomsearfy
for the Alisias

v 4 e
A8, NORTON, Masuwr dukon Lipcetion

ONTONIA HOTEL

Hoel Moun Royel ‘

BANFF, ALTA.

Electric Lighted
Steam Heated

Hot and Cold Water
Private Baths

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

D. McDOUGALL -  Proprietos
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| Hotel Winters

_ Abbott Street, = Vancouver, fi. C.

CAwelepatly Tarnished Faodly and Yeanrict
Hotel tn the beart of the bisduiss seclion,

Rend for tHustpeted booklet,

AMURICAN PLAN, $3.00 UP.
EUROPEAN PLAN, 75c UP,

WINTERSE k STEVENSON
Proprietors.

{OTEL DUNSHUIR )

V‘\,\! 131 VEI S nowvee o
eoastgeditte Honed Ga
nhstesietes] s s >

i Lo Taxhioiahin

Fhvcgtoe abintig g

REITTCUTHES T TR AN

Wiips deos
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Wi ing,
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~ Hotel Dominion

“ls the revognized headguorters in Vane
ctagver, B, for  visitors  from  the
“Prafrie Provinees. On asrbval taks yoy
bagpage to the large Brown Aate Bus
whivh earries you Lo the hotel fooe

Rates—American, $1.50 tu $2.00.
European, 50c and up.

¥, BAYRES, Propristor.
bhott Street - VANCOUVER, B

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. €,

The Leading Tourist and Family Holel

Rates $2.00 and E3.30 par day.
Spacial Feter by the Wesk,

Frew Bus msete all tvaiae snd bowte

fags ey ¥
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Your impressions of Yancouver—the ‘‘Sunset @ity "—will be
made all the more lasting by seeing the @ity and Magniﬂc"e’im'
Stanley Park in one of our comlfortable Hacks, Bronghauﬁjég
Victor as, Surreys or arriages. i

STANLEY PARK STABLES
Alex, Mitchell, Mgr. VANCGOUVER, B,

When in
The Royal City

Stay at

[TER IR YRR RN ANE L AR SRR AT LT ST o8 &
t‘;’;‘q'» LT M DOR IR RS S S M B0 f&'ﬁ:"

& Cafe Unsurpassed Every X mt
. o <= fortie Mena Showy Guesty:
i i L
" ? le Dog Hotel: :
THE WINDSOR HOTEL * Poodle Dog Hotel!
n ;
{Xext (o the Tram Ogice.s ::i EUROPEAN PLAN
P. 0. BILODEAU, Propristor. s
;J;‘: Rooms vin be hiad by the day, week or 1oy
American Plan .....,., .. $1.26 to $2.00 b at reasonatle rates.
EY
European Flan ........... 50¢ to $1.00 e A. COUPEMAN, Proprietor

o e
LS

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C. Vates Steeet, . VICTORIA, B,

2240800, BRISRIRRIENTERIBRI BN LS RT
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HARRISON HOT

Write for illustrated bhooklet and rates.

we

i

— G, E,. XARTNISS, Manager.

Visitors to Chilliwack

Should Make This Hotel Toelr
Headguarters,

: Rates §2.00 to §2.50.
Hot Water Heating,

Fiectrie Tiphte
Bathis, Priviete {us
B R, MOLENNAN, - Propristor

CHILLIWACK, B.Q.

THE GLORIOUS
TROUT AND SALMON

BEAK, SHEEP AND GOAT

CARIBOU,

ALY
B yon wed e o a

fHremel wen o ar P8 2
R ST RTAN SRR %

(EQ, Py
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THE HUME HOTEL

- NELSON, B. C.

KOOTENAY
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TRADE MARK

BEER™

abTHL BRrwm\'
CALGARY.
CANADA. 4§

Rates, $1.00 up

T’.velve Storiesof

olid Comfort”

Building, concrete,
steel and marble,

~ Located, maost fash-

jonable shopping
district.

i lUrooms, 135 baths,

Library and bound
marazines in read-
ing rooms for
fuests,

Mostrefined hostelry
in Seattle.

Absolutely fireproof,

English Gnill.

ADply at The Danmoors.

THE DANMOORB

Dan. J. Moore, Fropristor.

EUROPEAN PLAN
RATES, §1.00 PER DAY AND UP,

Portland’s New Hotel

With Grill.

475 Washington 8t, Cor. Ponrtesnth
PORTLAND, nnuox.

xotcl Koaro—-musop Such. l&d‘
Ore., Open all year. For (nforms!
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Canadians Visiting
Seattle Should Make
Their Headquarters at the

G|
. ; Y i
Cafc ANNEX

W. A. SHAW, Praopristor.

The most modern, up-toedate cafe in
B.C. Everything nes, and all delicacics
to Le secured in North America are

Europsan and American Pans.
Abeolutely Fireproo!.

here awalling your dixestion rivate Located Within Ons Block of Shopping
. District.
pariors Tor all special occasions, Or
chesten at dinner and evenings, Newo.Construocted in 1907,
696 Hastings Htrest, VANCOUVER, B.C. Elagantly FPurnished, Every Motiarn
Convenience.

Adjuining Suites for Partien Tesvslling
Together.

Dining-Ruoin Service Perfect,

Music Every Eveuning.

Ly R o R e A g i
X 2 e R L e e

ARE YOU GOING TO PRINCE RUPERT

Then travel on the

*RUPERT CITY ©

The Jargest and best appojuted steamer 4n the
Ledves Vancouver svery Monday for Drines Iy

PRSI I TR

Wit

or wire reservations. 3
4 , AL ~ - -~ s . g2
MACKENZIE BROS.. Limited :

330 BEYMOUR STREET SWARCDUVER B *§
PO O PSS EUIO AR ST M 8 £8P e TS ST I B IR iy A
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O
SWITZERLANDS

SR e

Near Lake Louise Hotel, in the Canadian Rockies, is this wonderdul Morain Lake.
Words fail to tell of the beauty of this region, which is one of the scenic marvels of
the world.  Here a moft delightfu! vacation may be enjoyed. A panadise for
the mountainesr, geolopfl, natwalit asd mineralogd.

COMFORTABLY REACHED BY THE LUXURIOUS TRAINS OF THE

(CANADIAN DACIFIC PAILWAY

ROBERT KERR peser mreerie svaincer MONTREAL,
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Publishers’

Announcement

will be more particularly devoted to the exploita-
tion of the resources and opportunities of
WESTERN CANADA.

Articles will be published showing present
development, and also future possibilities,

Information of interest to capital and intending
gettlers will be made a special feature.

REAL ESTATE, both town and country, will
receive attention, MINES and MINING, TISH-
ING, LUMBER and AGRICULTURE are to be
featured by expert writers.

Of course, good fiction as well as stories of real
life in the West, will have their place-——but the
principal object of WESTWARD HO! will be
the exploitation of WESTEBN CANADA first,
last and all the time!

Additional capital has been put into the enter-
prise, an entire reorganization of the management
has been effected—and with ‘‘new blood’' and
increased enthusiasm, we beliave that we can
please all our old friends, and gain many new
ones.
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Western Canada Wood Pulp and Paper Co., Ld.

READ OPYICE - VICTORIA, B.C.

ASBETH,

COThe Company have acquired §6,659 acres of pulp lund on Quatsine Suinnd, Vaneouves
sland, together with 20,000 Inch waler record and are now proceeding with the cesetlon
~of & pulp o and paper mill Al Quatsino for the raanufaclure of nuwspapsd aied wrapping
paper.  The erection af the plant s under the persensl supervision of Mr Onas B Pride,

£ Appleton, Wis, one of the most distingulshed samthorities ta the Daitesd Siates on the

ceountry, The plant when thorouihly vomplete will have s capacity of $80 tons of pewe
“whd wrapping pager per week. . From present indications the dirociors are confident that
L they will ‘have the firet unit of the pulp mill with & Capreity of 190 tons uf wossi pulp
per week in operation by December 1st of this year.

wa NOW OFFER FPOR SUBSCRIPTION THE REMAINDER OF THE 30,000 PREFER-
ENCE ERARES 1IN BLOCKS OF 100 SHARES AT $1.00 PER BHARE.

 Paymente--15 par cent. on application: 15 per cent, in 30 days: btslsuce 10 per cant.
per mouth natil fully pajd.

Lo .The Preference shares are entitled to an annual dividersd of 7 per sent. belurs any
dividends sre puid vpon the Ordinary shares. After T per cent, has baeo pald upon the
Ordinary zhares both stocks thereafler purticlpate egually

FROPITS IN PULF AND PAPER MANUZACTURY.

Mo industry, not-even mining {xelf, has ylelded as large und permanent dividemsds
= a8 the manufacture of Wood Pulp and Paper, and there is no reasan why the mill which
we are pOW erecting shouid not pay at least 25 per cent. annual dividends.  Under mueh
less Iavorable conditions, the Eaxtern Canadian and Eaviish mills are paying from 39
o 25 percent. With our natural advantages, we should be able to make a profit of
. approximately $16.00 per ton on News-paper, $18.00 per ton on Wrapping Puper, and
316,00 per ton on Box Board and Pulp Beard The Pacific Coxet millz of the United
States are now making & net profit. after deducting depreciation, operating eapentes,
-bonds, elc. of approximately $15.00 per ton on Wrapping and 31500 per ton on Boax sad
Pulp Boards, cand this after paying from 36.00 to $500 per cord for wood,  With our
magniticent timber Hmits and splendid water power, we should bhe able to manufactups

Cton, AL present, News s jobbing on the Eastern markets at 342,08 to 34500 pec lon, and
the frelght rate to British Columbia {5 317,00 per ton,. News is now seillng in Aussiralis
New Zealand, Chinag and Japan at from 34500 to $60.00 per ton, and we are nble Lo
secure o froight rate to the above polntx al from 3200 1o $800 par ton, In 1905 the
CLadrentide Paper Co. showed o profit of §254,458.  The Kellner-Partington Pulp and Paper
~Co, ahowad A grogs profit last year of 3L282,205, The offfeln] Uniied States Governumesd
Heporl, issved at Washington, D.O., July 25th, 1907, Bulletn 30, showed thet the mills
of the State of Oregon made a profit of ¢ 2-3 per vent, of the vajue of goods aver all
expenses.  The three mills in the State of Califorala showed the value of goods, gver
all expenses. of 18 per cent. The gross profits of the Internationa!l FPuper Joo for the
year ending June 34th, 1808, amounted 1o 31,635,818,

Wil our-close proximity te the Orlental markets, Yhere {2 no renson why we should
ot make, conservatively, 10 per cent. more dividends than the Bastera Canadian or
Amevioan Mills, China, Joapan, Australta and New Zealand alobe lmport over ¥8,000,000.00
worth ©f paper per year. In 1308 Australln lmported over 80,990 tone of News, princt
pally from igustem‘ Canada and Europe Why should we ot thiy greal volttme of pliper
F {3 E:s‘ Eunstern Cansda, BEastern United States, and BEurope, when we are in a position
to control 1t purselves? Every dollar of paper used ia the Orient should be furnished
from Western Canada. With sufficient mills to produce the gonds, what countery In tn o
better position to.control the trade of the Orient than Rettish Cofumbin  Not unly are
‘we able to muanufacture News and Wrapping Paper from $5L00 to $5.00 per ton lowee
than Bastern Cenada and American mills, but We are from 2004 to L093 miles nesrer
1he great Orfental markets, The demand for News and Wrapplng Faper s weadusily
tnereasing, and, within ten years, China, Japasn, Australls and Neg Zealund will be
ebsolutely depéndent upon thic Province for ite supply of pulp and paper. We kaow
the big dividends. that the Paper Mills of the world are payiok, snd with onr lmmease

mber limits, covering 8% sauare miles, which sssuriy 4 permanent supply of wawd i
8 nominal cost, there is no reaspn why we should nol iy sven brver dhvidends e the
Pregent operating mills.

\p‘”f,kddrfn‘; 8}l gubscriptions direct to the tend OMce: 638 VIEW 57, VICTORIA, B.0.

DIRECTORS:
£ HENRY CAPPLETON. Rovat  Eo. W W BOUSTON. member W W floustin
Rinoorr, Hetired.  Pireetne Britieh Oas e AMiCtarin, B
ymdinn Weol Pulp ang Paper Co, LU p 0 SPARKILALL. Sty Aokt MEr

CHAR .V, SPRATT, Presudent Vidtoris Natignal Bank of Jelfo
‘ achinery Depot, Vietoria, B4

TEWTS HALL, Mayer of Vietori, e, FREDEIER APETLTS fresor 30K
MePHEE, (Gen, Merchant, Ceautenay s krsan b A
nd Dumberinn CGRERLY NG TA Favs gl Pras

4. s S
{OLUGRIN, Editor Colonist,” Vieterin, ARenr Feinish Caadion Wt P
: Papey Ve, LA

ST A AT L LSRRI A RS A S B B 8 e

SIS R VT AP L S A R R I R I S R S R P B O I

srection of pulp and paper mills, having Lulll more than Afty of e londing mills of the @

News-paper for conajderably less than $30.00 per ton, and Wrapping Paper at $35.99 per 2
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We are the Largest Dealers in
GENUINE IRISH POPLIN TIES
in Western Canada.

All Shades and Colors, Price 75¢c., $1.00 and $1.25
MAILED FREE

FINCH & FINCH, HREsRE

1107 Government St., Victoria, B. C.

WARNING!

Dub]ln Ireinnd, Dec. 30th, 1908,
Mre. 15 Chapoman,  Vancouver, BC. §18 Hastingz 8t, W,

Dear Sir~—-As we have been given to understand that certain firms ‘tn Victoria
and Vancouver are advertising themselves our agents, we zhall be plad If you will
;lz{nc” that you are our Hole Agents for Britlsh Columbis for our “Royal Irish wmun

.8,
Yours talthtu}ly. ;
RICHARD ATKINSON & CO.

Spring Fashions in Gloves
“ For i
Ladies and Gentlemen

DEXTS 1 snap, green, brown and pesarl, veal Moeha
for men;.,».u,“.......,.‘.”u“...*..,.;.31.75};‘

DENTS “PAvrLisg” the new Washing Fabrie Glove
for men, in nmatural white heaver and gireen
shades ... L. T

DENTS white French Kids with black or whiu‘,
points, ¥ suap fasteners for ladies (you -sive 38e.
on every pair of these gloves you bay) 81,00, 53,50 .

DENTS Riding and Motoring Gauntlets for ladiez;v
and gentlewen, <oft or stiff euffs. ., .. Frous §2.00

The Glove Specialist
613 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C.

Sole Agent in B.C. for R. Atkinson's Royal Iriah P
Ties. ;
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Vital Problems of Canada.

Bram Thompson, M. A.

HE vastness and greatness of a
country are by no means synony-
mous terms or synchronistic
conditions; for while vastness

may be ascribable to extraneous events
and creative powers, the greatness is
attributable entirely to the inherent vir-
tues of the race by whom a country is
inhabited.

Vastness, indeed, may contribute to
greatness or beget weakness according to
the manner in which the opportunities
presented by it are utilized for good or
evil; and the determinate or dynamic
force of the one or the other is supplied
by the organic body of the people them-
selves.

Russia and China are two conspicuous
instances of vastness without greatness.
Space precludes, at present, an interest-
ing sketch of the stagnation of the one,
and the retrogression of the other.
Russia gave herself over to autocracy,
and her people to slavery and serfdom;
while China became enveloped in slum-

ber, and the nox of Chimera and Utopian
dreams. :

Selfishness and sordidness and national
self-complacency converted the one into
a tyrant, and the other into a lethargic
inanity; and these same vices to-day
are producing a new national disorder
called strenuosity—a disease so absorb-
ing that the body, mind and spirit of each
individual infected by it are converted in-
to a triumvirate force to crush out the
ideals of existence, the amenities of life,
and to subordinate everything to Sacra
Fames Auri.

Canada should take warning and not,
at the behest of Gold or Mammon, crush
out of her children the hero-spirit, the
only material with which the greatness
of nations is permanently constructed.

She stands in a unique and unprecé-
dented position. Nothing in ancient or
modern history is to be compared to it;’
and nothing in former or contemporan-
eous times can measure the splendour of
the national epoch she may now unfold.
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How magnificent are her heritages!

A language rich and splendid in which
the sublimest of poets, and the most
resistless of orators, have found adequate
expression for their overflowing souls;
a literature which has not only created
its own ideals but has appropriated to
itself all that is beatific, refined and en-
nobling in that of erudite Greece and
classic Rome; a constitutional system of
Government free, unfettered, almost in-
dependent, for the principle of which she
has had no fight to make, no blood to
shed, no years of paralyzed suspense to
spend before entering into its enjoy-
ment; a vast area laid off in limine by
the hand of Nature and Providence, and
whose resources are, as if impatient at
the dilatory operations of man, obtrud-
ing themselves from beneath the soil into
the very eye of every beholder; all the
philosophic expositions of the human
mind from the time when Socrates, Plato
and Aristotle dazzled the ancient world
with their almost superhuman penetra-
tion into its mysterious recesses, have
been collected and sifted, the dross re-
moved, and the pure elements not only
retained but recast, remoulded and burn-
ished anew by the no less profound and
erudite men who have shed glory upon
the Anglo-Saxon name and made clearer
the way for that great elevation of man’s
moral character which in spite of pur-
blindness and pessimism is now rapidly
progressing.

All these are bestowed with the boun-
tiful pride of a parent setting-off his
favourite child upon the way of life.
And there is more: This parent has said
“Whosoever shall touch thee, or menace
thee, so as to divert thee from laying the
massive foundations of the greatness
thou art destined to attain shall touch or
menance me; my arm shall be above thee
and about thee: and the forces both by
Land and Sea that are at my command,
are thine to ensure thy safety and free-
dom until that day when thou shalt be
able to declare: ‘I have attained the
full vigour of Nationhood; I am able to
stand alone, and to vanquish the secret
or truculent foe.””

With such a patrimony and with such
auspicious canaraderie, can Canada fail
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to make her greatness commensurate
with her vastness? Only by perfidy to
herself—only by selfishness and sordid-
ness.

As the greatest of foes is not he who
declares himself openly and from with-
out, but he who insinuates monstrous
wrongs and hellish projects from the
very bosom of friendship into the ear of
unsuspecting credulity, so the nation-de-
grading vices of selfishness and sordid-
ness have their national Iago.

Canada stands aghast, if not positively
angry, at the bare suggestion of any fate
overtaking her, such as has extinguished
or torporized other Nations and Empires
in the past; but she must recognize that
immunity from dangers which over-
whelmed others, can only be secured by
the operation of some force or quality
that those others either did not possess
or allowed to dwindle into desuetude.

The extinct or emasculated empires
did not pass away or decline through
want of vigour and energy. Their ma-
terial and intellectual records tell us that
they had calculated with much certainty
and enthusiasm on their continuance to
the end of time. Roman Laws and In-
stitutions are studied to-day as models
which, if not exactly adaptable to our
own peculiar exigencies, are undoubtedly
the germinal source froin which our own
have grown; and Roman Literature has
contributed more to our language than
all the dialects of the Angles, the Saxons
and the Britons combined. But as soon
as mercenariness—the lust of public
plunder—in her leaders, and the apathy
to, or tolerance of, that lust by her
people, appeared, the knell of Rome was
sounded; and her massive institutions,
and subtle and scientific codes of Law
toppled in a general confusion and ruin.
Seifishness and sordidness had achieved
for an envious world, all that the world
seemed unable to accomplish for itself—
the destruction of the Roman Empire.

Selfishness and sordidness exist to-day
as they did in the days of Rome.

It is in no spirit of rancour that we
touch this sore in Canadian National
Life; and we do it only that it may be
scientifically treated, and so radically re-
moved that it may never again display
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those pestilent humors which provoke the
loathing of all beholders.

We speak quite outside the narrow re-
gion of party politics, and from the view-
point only of patriotic supporters of the
eternal principles of Truth and Honour.

The Charges that have been made, and
the Commissions of investigation that
have been appointed, time after time, by
different parties and governments, are in
themselves, and quite irrespective of their
results, evidence of a state of public
morality which winks at the grafter’s
vice until it becomes flagitious, and which
only begins to erect itself into an atti-
tude of righteous indignation when it be-
holds two antagonists lashing each other
with furious charges and counter-
charges, with retorts and revilements, not
for the sake of public virtue, not to con-
vict the one or exculpate the other, but
to retain or regain the power to do the
infamous things that each reprodabtes in
the other.

These foils and fences—these personal
contests for a public position that enables
the possessor to plunder the people—are
the most outrageous reflection on the
political morality of the Nation that it is
possible to conceive; and the base re-
flection is made more lurid by the system
of tracing the crime.

Commissions of enquiry adopt the as-
tute procedure of Courts of Law. Guilty
men have escaped the gallows through
the technical finesse that excludes private
opinion and moral conviction; and many
a jury have signed “not guilty” when
they had no manner of doubt that the
criminal was escaping by a technicality.
But surely the malversation of public
money and the spoliation of public re-
sources are a moral charge and not a
legal one—not a legal one at all events
until it assumes the form of an Impeach
ment punishable, not with ejection from
office, but with decapitation. As long as
it is being morally investigated, moral
evidence should be one of its determining
factors; and the legal system ought to
be abolished and something established
in its stead analagous to the ancient sys-

tem of compurgation by which the onus .

lay on the accused of vindicating himself
from even an imputation.
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We must,  somehow, unmask the vil-
lainy that now cowers, now vaunts, be-
hind the visor of lega! chicanery; and in
order to do this we leave both the accuser
and the accused and appeal direct to the
Sovereign People. It is for them we are
in travail. It is their name that is
tarnished in the eyes of the world; and
if they will but arouse themselves and
say: ‘“This infamy shall not be done in
our name and in our nation, nor shall
the possibility for it under any sham or
subterfuge henceforth be permitted,”
then the vultures will disappear and the
nation will be saved from an awful doom.

The exemplification in the people of
such a spirit as this involves the annihi-
lation of that intent self-concentration
which now prevails amongst individuals
and classes of men. Many, very many,
ni tliese have had wealth thrust upon
them, yet they care nothing for the coun-
eously, except in so far as it is capable
of yielding more.
far as it is capable of yielding more.

They will not use their wealth to es-
tablish or promote a new industry or
enterprise. With their money in their
pocket, or loaned out at 6 per cent. to
poor strugglers for the ownership of a
house or farm, they wait until a new
project aided by capital borrowed from
the Foreigner has passed through its
struggling period and is in the form of
a dividend-paying concern, and then they
will purchase it and forthwith proceed
to paralyze its beneficient effect on out-
siders—on the Nation—Dby monopolizing
it amongst themselves. Narrow and sel-
fish and sordid they are beyond descrip-
tion. Not a foot will they move, nor a
hand uplift, to advance a public project
or conserve a public right unless the
money-guerdon for their act is dangled
before their eyes. .

O Patriotism! art thou dead? No,
thank God, only selfified. Shrivelled thou
art, having shifted thy habitation from
the sublime soul of true manhood to the
narrow purse of miserdom. Burst the
strings of thy damnable environment and
come forth; and then, and not till then,
shall thy country be what her vastness
entitles her to be—great and glorious.’

Canada has a position, an outlook and
an imperative call to duty to-day.
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As her first act of duty, let her arise
and whip the rascals from east to west
who in the name of her youth dare to
plunder her people’s resources. Let there
go down with the same stroke the villain
and his sponsor, as well as the blatant
accuser who condemns only because he
cannot perform what he ostentatiously
reviles. They are all of the same ilk, and
all equally reprobate.

Purged of their impious insincerity, to
the Councils of the Nation will go men
who now cannot face their contaminat-
ing corruption. They will bring with
them the spirit of the people; and purity
will prevail.

The position and outlook then will be-
come delightfully clear, as if a mist that
destroyed the perspective and obscured
the nearest object had suddenly passed
~away. '

The true march of the Nation—her
transition from mere vastness to great-
ness—uwill then have begun.

Men will unfold the coils of selfish-
ness; their hoarded capital will be un-
loaded into the coffers of national and
industrial enterprises; their foreign se-
curities will be exchanged for those of
their own country; and great public and
private undertakings will be carried
through with Canadian wealth instead of
passing, as they do now, into the hands
of foreign capitalists who gather in their
millions at the expense of the Canadian
people.

And then for her National Life. It
also must be great and noble, and willing
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to assume the obligations that greatness
entails. '

The treaty-making power 1s the sum-
mit of Nationhood, and there is no
higher or worthier National Ambition.
“Treaties” is the name diplomacy has
invented for contracts between Sovereign
Nations; but just as the contracts of
individuals require the sanction of the
Law, so Treaties necessitate the sanction
of a Naval Power ; and until Canada pos-
sesses this Power, either by constructing
a Navy of her own or imperializes Great
Britain’s Naval Forces, by contributing
to their maintenance, the correlative
power of making Treaties would not
only be dangerous but an empty bauble,
and quite as grotesque as Burke's fa-
mous “Preambulary Tax”.

The way to Treaty Rights is not now
obscured, but in reaching them we must
take care that impetuosity does not land
us in a whirlwind.

That Canada will attain her 1deal
greatness we have no manner of doubt.
Nay, we are fervent believers that with
the grafter and peculator eradicated, with
the sense of personal participation in her
future infused into every citizen, with
selfishness dethroned and patriotism sitt-
ing in her rightful seat, with Truth and
Honor the arbiters of her destiny, Canads
will not only become great among the
Nations but be the central point—the
centripetal and centrifugal force—of the
British Empire tiself.

We can say no more:
her no greater glory.

We can wish




Nine Tides of Sron-Na-Boghar.

N. Tourneur

~

Y ‘S TAY at home, my lad, stay at

home. Better lay amang the

saft warm sheets, this nicht,

than the ground weed round
the Scaur Rocks,” mumbled the White
Witch of Drumore.

I looked earnestly at her as she bent
over the peat and driftwood crackling
.on the open hearth. Against the blaze
the stunted figure of her was silhouetted
like a hunchback’s. Dusting the top of
the meal ark, I sat down on it alongside
her.

“What will happen, mistress?” I
asked. “As you know, I am going out
on the night tide, over the Bay to the
Isle of Whitern. Is there bad weather
brewing ?” .

“Stay at hame, my lad, stay at hame.”

“That I cannot do, mistress, without
causing vexation to others, near and dear
to me,” I replied. “Is there any danger
then ?”

“Mair than you, or I, or most of us
want. Gin ye go, it is a farther cry
that’s yours than owre the Bay. Rest
ye ashore, my gentleman, till morning.”

Vainly I pressed her for an explana-
tion. Silently she continued to stir her
porridge, her dull eyes now and again
resting on me.

“Well Mistress, your porridge is
done, and you’re going to have your
supper ; I'll be off,” I said, nettled at her
obstinate silence. “Is it a burst of wind
you mean? Crossing the Bay, tonight,
is as safe as walking down the village
street here! The breeze has westered,
and is falling too. Tuts, mistress, I
thought you could tell something !”

She reared up her meagre figure. “Ay,
I can tell ye mair nor that. Three sailor
laddies have I weaned in my days o’
mitherhood. Nane o’ them would listen
to my tellings, and woe’s me, the kirk-

yaird doesn’ hap their bodies. The Nine
Tides aye took them.”

“The Nine Tides! What Tides are
they > I've seen two tides instead of one,
mistress, but never heard of nine.”

“The Nine Tides o’ Shron-Na-Boghar,
as the Mull o’ Galloawa’ was ca’d in the
auld times,” she replied. ‘“This I ken,
sir, and ken weel—before the chap o’
midnicht the Nine Tides will be calling,
calling, on you. And ye’ll see the Span-
ish ship they beguiled. The Hand o’
God keep ye.”

“Sir, I ken it,”” she added fiercely.
“My three weans they cry it in my ear.
Guid sir, I am not mad.”

I stepped out of the cottage and looked
about. The sun was now sunk, leaving
the west bathed in gold. The little
fleecy clouds, amethyst and gold, seemed
almost stationary. On the other side of
Luce Bay, I could see Craignarget Hill,
sixteen miles away,—a long ridge of soft
blue against the azure of the evening
sky. According to the weather-vane on
the old flour-mill opposite, the wind was
blowing from the south-west—steadily it
seemed to me. With a laugh at the
White Witch’s fears, I said good-night
to her, and took my way to the harbor.

Never better weather for crossing the
Bay to the Isle, thought I; and whistling
for my seaman, I gaily reached the sea-
ward quay.

As we slid past Cairgarrock Bay,
making southward, to gain the flow that
runs strong in that direction towards the
Isle, eighteen miles away, I let my eyes
rove up the long bay behind us. TIts
smooth surface shimmered with the fad-
ing gold of the August sunset, which here
and there was interlaced with branching
stretches of faint green and silver, shot
ocasionally with varying blue where
undercurrents disturbed the reflections.
There was no sound save the gurgling of
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the bow wave curling past the stem and
body of the boat as we headed slowly
southward. At long intervals a surge
broke precipitately on the stony beach
away to starboard, its silver notes
echoed tremwously over the reaches ot
calm sea.

“Kirke, the White Witch, as you folk
call Mistress McFaddyen, was "against
our coming,” said I to my “crew.”

The quiet went from his bronzed face;
an uneasy look flashed over it. He
shoved his quid into his left cheek, gave
an uncertain look at Drumore, now van-
ishing into the distance, and scratched
his head in perplexity. “What for is
she agin’ it, sir ?”

“Tides! Nine Tides,” I ejaculated
Jaconicly, “and a blow from west’ard.”

He stared about him, wet his finger
to feel the breeze, then shook his head.

“The glass, high; the wind just saft
enough, the sky clear; she maun be
wrang, she maun be wrang. No, sir,
the witches 'l be quiet this nicht.”

“Witches!” I exclaimed.

“Ay, sir, witches. The nine auld jades
that begat these same Nine Tides—that
run high when it blaws hard—for the
drooning o’ Saint Medan when she was
coming back from Mourne in Ireland wi’
a witch-finder—Saint Patrick by name—
to destroy familiars and a’ them out o’
the land. It fell aboot, though, the twa
saints drooned the jades themselves!”

I burst out laughing at his solemn face
and matter-of-fact. Said I on getting
my breath, “Why, 1 thought you folks
only had white witches, like Mistress
McFaddyen. She does not harm?”

“A gey queer lot, here, once-a-day,
sir.  Oh, ay, guid Mistress McFaddyen
kens a lot; she kens a lot.” °*

An hour later, on the breeze dying
away, I chuckled in derision at the
White Witch. Peace of mind was mine.
Contentedly I pulled at my pipe, know-
ing we could safely make the Isle, four-
teen miles away, on the flow and pulling
for about an hour. But tragedy was
swiftly heading down on us.

Kirke peered about, now seaward to-
wards the Irish Channel, now at the
Mull of Galloway, low and vague in the
night and best indicated by the triplicate
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fAash from its light. As I watched him,
the darkness between us deepened sud-
denly. A strong puff of wind gushed
past. '

“Here’s wind, sir,” cried the boatman,
sniffing in the salty air. “An’ it’s comin’
from west’ard, too!”

In the ensuing stillness I heard the
roar of surf breaking round the Scaur
Rocks. In some trepidation I peered
away where they stood, in the southwest
one and a half miles to leeward.

The boat heaved uneasily on the grow-
ing swell that as time went on increased
in weight although the calm still held.
The weak light from the little binnacle
set into the sternsheets caught my knee
right, and in the thickening air shone out
in a little white wedge-shaped stream, to-
fall hazily on the lugsail and jib
halyards. Not a star was now to be
seen. The darkness was become an
ever-receding, ever-encroaching woof,
stiffing and appalling.  Through it
Hlashed, wavering and feeble, the Mull
of Galloway light.

“This is a sudden change, Kirke,” I
exclaimed. ~

“I'm fearing it'll be worse afore it’s
better, sir,” he answered; “I misdoubt
that ground-swell. Maybe, afore morn-
ing, you and me Il be thinking the White
Witch the wisest of us all.”

A flurry of wind shook the sail, flap-
ping it against the mast. The boat ran
up the unseen breast of a great swell,
then dropped with dizzying swoop into
the deep hollow beneath. Frantically
Kirke was tugging at the mainsail
halyards: “Hard a port, hard a port!”
he yelled.

With a wild screech the first of the
squalls burst down. The small craft,
pressed by the big jib, shoved her nose
nto it. Slowly she climbed the shadowy
ridge of water. In the curve of the on-
coming surge the mainsail lost the wind,
and with it clapping like thunder we
managed to top the heavy sea.

“In jib and mains’l. She’ll drive
under wi’ them on,” Kirke yelled in my
ear. “Set storm trys’l. In the peak, in
the peak, you'll find it.”

I crawled forward, and loosening the
mainsail tackle, snugged down the lug
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by sheer main force along the gunwale;
then hand over fist hauled in the jib, and
at great peril, owing to the tumbling sea-
way, got the trysail set. Under it alone,
the boat tore madly through the swirling
waters.

A warning cry from Kirke startled
me, but one glance ahead was enough,
and flinging myself down I gripped the
thwart, thinking our end was coming.
With a cunning shove of the rudder the
boat breasted the immense mass of roar-
ing, frothing water, but the crest of it,
breaking before the small craft swung
over, swept in upon the bows. Snatch-
ing the baler from under the thwart, I
began frantically throwing the water out
of her. By now I was grown apprehen-
sive, too, of the Scaurs, and strained my
eyes over the inky seas; but the velocity
of the squall blinded me.

“Where away are we?” I shouted.

“Sou’-sou’-west. Inside o’ = the
Scaurs,” the boatman bellowed back.
“Weather the seas on no other tack.
God help us.”

But the next minute or two the squall
had passed, screaming down-wind, and
taking the pitch darkness with it. A
strange misty greyness spread through
the air,

“Stand by for the change,” Kirke
cried. “Slack ’way sheets for’ad.”

I did so, and sat quick and ready, the
halyards in either hand. To my amaze-
ment a tall ship forged out of the night
to windward, and stood down off our
weather bow. Past us she drove up the
bay, her tattered main topsail, square
foresail and half-brailed jibs full-bellied
in the wind. Tossing and scattering the
seas with her bluff, high-pitched stern,
she almost instantly was lost in the fur-
ther smother of night and the spinddrift.

“What the deuce is that?’ I roared,
turning to Kirke. He was staring before
him like a man demented. When he
swayed into the light from the binnacle,
I saw fear stamped on his face. Scram-
bling aft, I seized the rudder in time to
evade the next roller which was about
to sink us.

Violently I shook
wrong ?”’ 1 roared.

him. “What's
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“We're lost, we're lost,” was his
husky cry. *“Oh God, we're lost.”

“What?” I flashed out in a panic, look-
ing to see if the boat had sprung a leak.

“The ship—the Spanish ship, the
Tides beguiled lang syne.” And Mis-
tress McFaddyen’s augury surged into
my recollection.

I jabbed Kirke in the side, but he only
cowered the more—his face hidden be-
tween his hands. Putting up the helm,
I hauled on the lee sheet of the story
trysail. The boat paid off handsomsiy
before the wind, and none too soon for
our safety.

The waters about us were now heav-
ing in confused runs. Little swirls
broke against gunwale and bow. Heavy
tufts of spray leapt up, to fall with a dull
thud into the bilge water. I could malke
out a great stretch of yeasty seas, shoot-
ing up into the air like tongues, to fall
back crashing. Clearly we were now in
the meeting of the nine currents that run
past the *Mull of Galloway into the
gut between Luce Bay and Burrow
Head. The small craft could not live in
it for a minute.

“Stir about, Kirke, stir about,” I cried
in his ear; “be a man.” But the next
instant I had leapt to my feet.

Down on the gusty blasts came the
clamor of wild voices—the / voices of
drowning women.

Swaying to the jumping of the boat,
[ scanned the waters just as if I ex-
pected to see some sinking vessel. Again
the agonized voices rang out—sharper
and more imperative. What could it be
but the strange Calling of the Nine
Tides as they swirled against each other.

Kirke sprang up. “Do ye no’ hear
them calling on us?” he shrieked, mad-
ness gleaming in his eyes. “Do ye no’
hear the Cries?”

With an impetuous thrust he reft the
rudder from my hold, and shoving it
down brought the boat round, the trysail
cracking like small cannon. But the boat
lurched to leeward  as the swell fell
abruptly from under, and he fell forward
on his side. I sprang on him, and in a
trice had him bound fast hand and foot
with his mackerel lines; then left him
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lying between the thwarts cursing and
blaspheming me, the bilge water swish-
ing about him, ‘

Putting the craft before the wind, I
hoisted a strip of close-reefed mainsail,
and setting my course west-south-west,
steered for home. A little before sunrise,
when the dark sky above the Machars
to the eastward was changing into light
purple and scarlet and blue, I sighted
Drumore, and the first of the fishermen
going out to haul their crab and lobster
pots. Eager questions broke from them,
for never again had Drumore thought to
see us alive, so violent had been the
squalls. A glimpse of Kirke silenced
them.

“Ay, ay,” quavered Old Murdoch Mc-
Douall, as he helped his stalwart sons to
lift him out of the hoat and up the quay

steps, "ye've heard the Nine Tides call-
ing, and cam back alive to dry land.
Few have done that. Thank ve God,
young sir!”

He and his sons carried Kirke home.
I turned up the steep little village street,
and tapped on the White Witch’s door,
and walked in on her as she was blowing
on her peat embers to rekindle her fire.

She nodded in triumph. “And so,”
cried she in her shaky old voice, “ye’ve
heard the Callin’ o’ the Nine Tides of
*Sron-Na-Boghar, and seen the Ship
forbye. Maybe ye’ll think better o’ this
auld Scots spey-wife, noo, than that a’
she tells ye be lies.”

Old name for the Mull of Galloway,
Wigtonshire, Scotland: wmeaning ‘The
Hill of the Wild Goats/

God’s Dwelling Place.

George E. Winkler

Some seem to think that God abides
Beyond the farthest, faintest star,

And with His ether-piercing eye
Looks down upon us from afar.

Some think He lives in boundless space—
Illimitably high and wide—

And none may say 'twas hereor there,
The Deity did once reside.

To me He ever seems to dwell

Where Beauty most enthralls the Soul,
And teaches in the Silences

From out the Vast Created Whole.

He’s speaking in the dewy rose,

The gleaming stars, the mountain rills:
And in the pale-grey mists that creep

At eventide across the hills,

He speaks in yonder snowy peak,
So changeless, solitary, high;
And in the melancholy pines
That reach toward the wintry sky:

So when I hear my brother’s God

Was seen or heard there Yesterday,
I will not haste to mark the place,

For lo! He’s here with me Today.



The Worth of Remembrance.

Isobel Macdonald

tea. What's keeping you so

long.” It was a querulous

voice and the old lady got up
from her chair in front of the fire and
moved to the window, drawing her shawl
closer around her as she looked out at
the rain. She did not remain long stand-
ing for it made her dizzy to look down
from their four story window to the
street below, where a milkman was jang-
ling his cans and a drenched organ-
grinder was just pulling his hurdie-
gurdie round the corner.

“I wish Ella had never brought me
here. Why couldn’t we have stayed at
Cairnook?” she muttered as she slowly
paced the room, now and then looking
impatiently toward the closed door of the
bedroom.

“Ella, it's half past five and the fire’s
going down.”

“Yes, mother, in just a few minutes,”
came the gentle answer from the other
apartment, ’

Prospective of a near visit to Cair-
nook Manse for which she had just re-
ceived an invitation by the afternoon
post, Ella Maitland was seated on the
bed with her sadly impoverished ward-
robe spread out before her for inspection.
She was a frail looking little woman
with not much of either youth or beauty
to her credit, but a sweet and winning
expression when she smiled and grey
eyes shaded by rich dark eyebrows
which redeemed her otherwise plain
features.

Miss Maitland had reached that stage
of life when it is not charitable to ven-
ture a guess at a woman’s age, and only
the unkind and malicious members of
her own sex would do so. She was one
of those so often effaced in the world,
whose characters are not sufficiently pro-
nounced to force themselves upon other

bh COME away, Ella, ‘and make the

people’s notice and demand their sym-
pathy. It matters not that they live out
a fragrant existence in some obscure
corner of life’s arena the world does not
recognize it, and those they bless are
oiten unappreciative.

Having repienished the fire in the little
sitting room and seen that her mother
was comfortably settled in the big arm-
chair she proceeded to lay the cloth for
tea. :

"I can tell you this Ella, you and I
might be leading a very different life to-
day if you had only possessed a grain of
common sense,” the old lady remarked
watching her daughter reflectively as she
set down the cups at the head of the
table, “but you always were going about
with your head in the air—just like your
father. If William had only been think-
ing about what he was doing instead of
dreaming all the time we would not have
lost that money.”

Miss Maitland knew when her mother
was in a cantankerous mood and tried
to get her veered off a subject so painful
to herself. Above all things she hated
to have her father’s name brought into

such discussions. Why should her
mother not have more reverence for
those that were dead and gone? True,

he had not been so practical a man as he
might have been—he had ruined their
hopes and left them in poverty, but like
many another he had been led away by
the mirage of sudden wealth. Had he
not felt sure that the copper mines would
be a success, and was not all the risk
taken for the sake of his wife ana
daughter?

Miss Maitland remained in the kitchen
so long as she could make that an ex-
cuse to escape from her mother’s tongue,
but further accusations were showered
upon her as soon as she returned with
the tea-pot and buttered toast.
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“Couldn’t you have married that man
like any other sensible woman? And
he asked you twice—how many men do
that?”

“Mother, it can’t be helped now,” the
daughter answered with impatience.

“Oh, yes, that’s what you always say,
Ella. -I'd like to know what is going to
become of you when I am dead and the
pension stops. You never think of that.
It’s I that has all the worry—and to have
to live on the fourth flat of a tenement
at my time of life!” Here the old lady
gave one of those little snorts that pro-
claimed her rightful station in life. “If
a daughter would only consider it a duty
to herself and her parents to get married
when shé has the chance. When a
widow is left destitute it 1s because cir-
cumstances have overcome her, but why
should a woman who has squandered her
oportunities in life deserve support from
charity funds in her old age?”

Miss Maitland watched her mother’s
aged and trembling hands as she steadied
her cup of tea. Her mother had a way
of striking the truth and driving it home
with painful accuracy.

“Mother, you know I didn’t love Gil-
more,”

“Stuff and nonsense woman !—senti-
ment at your time of life!” the old lady’s
voice rang out bitterly.

“But, mother, I had a right to both
youth and sentiment ten years ago,” the
daughter replied, stung to self-defence
by her mother’s harshness.

“Yes, and much you made of it—that’s
what I say; and it was not for want of
advice. The good Lord can never

accuse me of not doing my duty to my
children.”

“Well, mother, I wish those who did
follow your counsel had, in some meas-
ure, repaid you for it.”

It was hard to parry words with her
mother but, when driven to it, there was
one thrust which always silenced Mrs.
Maitland. From her heart Ella felt truly
sorry for the old lady, the more so as she
realized now that by a little sacrifice
she would have been in a position to do
much for her parents she had not been
able to in their old age. And in the com-
fortable surroundings of her own home
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and duty to a good husband would that
old wound have healed ; instead of form-
ing a canker in her heart that was to ruin
her whole life? So thinks many a
‘woman who realizes too late that her life
turns on a pivot, imperceptible to other
people, but which has strengthened with
time till it has become the very centre of
her being.

Late that night Miss Maitland laid
aside the blouse she had been stitching
and glanced up at the clock with a sigh—
she had been so absorbed with her own
thoughts as not to have noticed the time
pass. Stepping softly across to her
mother’s bedroom door she stopped and
listened. Having assured herself that
the old lady was asleep she opened the
door and gently crossed the floor on
tip-toe, feeling her way across the dark-
ened room till her fingers found the
drawer of a desk that stood in the farther
corner. Taking out a small box she
stole out of the room again, softly shut-
ting the door behind her. A tiny key
atached to her watch chain unlocked this
case from which she extracted a small
bundle of letters tied together with a blue
string. Was it a school girl’s fancy, one
might ask. “Blue is for true,” we used
to say.

Tenderly she opened each yellow
envelope and read the letters through till
she had come to the last. The others
were long and she had skimmed them
over, but this had only one page written
on in a man’s bold handwriting, and the
little woman with her head bowed be-
neath the gaslight pored over it as if
each word pained or puzzled her. Once
her lips quivered faintly and from
beneath the drooping eyelids two tears
rolled down and fell on the faded lines.
This had been a hidden sorrow in her
life. Not even her mother has suspected
her secret engagement to a school-boy

‘companion many years ago. M. one but

Lucille, her bosom friend, had known of
it—and Lucille had married him!

Here was a double trial for Miss Mait-
land. They had both deceived her, yet.
she could not believe it to be a pre-
meditated cruelty or bring herself to
think ill of either of them. George had
been her true lover in a soldier’s uniform



THE WORTH OF REMEMBRANCE

when she had seen him last—Lucille had
embraced her with tear stained cheeks
and protestations of life-long friendship
when she bade her good-bye, on her way
to India. Three months later had come
an invitation to her wedding, preceded
by George’s brief note requesting a re-
lease from his old love. He had not
even waited further reply, though like
the brave girl she was there could be
only one answer to give.

Had he been sorry for the lonely
orphaned girl when she went out to that
far-away land to live among strangers?
Had Lucille been tempted by the pros-
pect of a comfortable home and a stolen
husband—or had her matchmaking uncle,
Colonel Winthrope, arranged it? Above
all, how did they feel toward her now?
Was it remorse of conscience that had
made them break off all communications,
or had they in the happiness of their
home and family forgotten her? These
and many other questions vexed Miss
Maitland’s tender soul.

II.

"I have a choice of occupation for my
visitors this morning.” Mrs. More
entered the diningroom in her breezy
fashion. She had a smile which Bert
Harding said reminded him of Pear’s
soap.
~ "My dear, are you aware that break-
tast has been on the table for twenty
minutes?” her hushand remonstrated.

“Well, Mr. More, that is why I mar-
ried you—a minister has no morning
trains to catch. Guests,” she remarked
with a mock curtesy to the other ladies,
“don’'t count—they take what they get
and say ‘thank you.””

“Amy always is so sweetly domineer-
ing, but we usually find her plans just
capital,” Mrs. Dare responded, dropping
into her place at table.

“May I remind my dear little hostes:
of my previous engagement,” Miss
Maitland smilingly apologized.

“There now, isn’t that an old maid all
over,” the little widow laughed across
the table. “Always declining new ofters
on acount of some previous engagenicint
—and ten chances to one the former is
most impracticable. But let’s hear about
it before we decide.”

. heart, which is
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“Yes dear, what is it?” her hostess
solicited.

“Why, Betty has made me promise to
pick snowdrops with her this morning,
in the Ferndell woods—she wants them
for the village children’s tea tonight.
May we go, Mrs. More?”

“Oh, certainly, my dear ; Betty will be
delighted—only, we have not had per-
mission yet from the new tenant—though
I suppose it is all right. They say he is
a most disagreeable rnan—scarcely ever
speaks to anyone. Never goes to church
o: anything of that sort. Of course,
these are only reports but we are natur-
ally shy of approaching him. My dear,
would you have the courage to speak up,
if you should meet him on the grounds,
and tell him that we always had the
flowers, and that Mr. More will call very
soon?”’

“Oh, Amy, how brave you would be
yourself,” Mrs. Dare interposed. “If
you don’t want your head snapped off,
Miss Maitland, I gues you had better
skiddoo when you sece him approaching.
Why he’s a perfect wretch—murdered
his wife—at least she died of a broken
practically the same
thing. There is an invalid little girl,
and they say he never looks at her.”

“How shockingly cruel!” Miss Mait-
land exclaimed.

“And if the fiend should set his dogs

on you just scream loud enough for me

to hear. I have never had the chance
of rescuing a lady in distress and I want
to act the noble hero before I die,” the
minister laughingly put in.

With a few more injunctions and
merry jokes thrown after them, Miss
Maitland and Betty set off with their
basket for the flowers, after breakfast.

Right across the road from the Manse
was a gate in the stone wall which let
them into Ferndell gardens. Betty
skipped on in front waving her basket
at the old gardener who straightened his
rheumatic back to look up and smile as
she passed. They proceeded through an
iron gate and down a flight of steps
which led them into a secluded pathway.
Along this they wandered for some dis-
tance till an opening in the bushes
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brought them to a small stream with
planks across.

“Oh, Miss Maitland, look quick!” the
little girl exclaimed as if the vision
would remain before her eyes, “aren’t
they too lovely ?”

Miss Maitland echoed her apprecia-
tion of the scene before as she looked
across at the opposite hank carpeted with
dainty white flowers. They crossed the
improvised bridge which afforded none
too sure a footing and commenced to
pluck the pretty white rosettes which
studded the ground, Betty giving vent to
frequent screams of delight.

Through the trees Miss Maitland had
a glimpse of Ferndell House with its
turreted roof and arched doorway and
the big tennis lawn in front. It brought
back to her, with an added sense of the
present hopeless monotony of her life,
the memory of those golden days she
had spent with George Stanley before he
left for India, when both their hearts
seemed so full of life and love and joy.
George had once said he would come
back from the East with wealth enough
to give her a home like Ferndell and she
had chided him for the ambitious
thought, though in her heart it pleased
her and with a girlish fancy had pic-
tured herself the mistress of the beautiful
mansion. What secret wand had Fate
waved over her to change her life's

course in this ruthless manner, she
asked herself.

“Betty, what do you say to our cutting
across the meadow and going pass that
house on our way back?’ It was a
strange whim and she blushed at her own
absurd sentiment, half afraid that even
the child might laugh.

“Oh, Miss Maitland, I'd be too
scared,” Betty looked up in wide eyed
astonishment, “don’t you know the Man
of Borneo might catch us?”’

“Nonsense, child—no one would hurt
you, and who is the Man of Borneo?
There is a delicate little girl living there.
Wouldn’t you like to see her?”

“Well, I s’pose it’s ’cause the Man of
Borneo isn’t good to her,” the child

answered with a precocious look in her
big, brown eyes.
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The trees above their heads formed the
rendezvous of fluttering, noisy roocks.
There was a sudden commotion among
the garrulous creatures which caused
them to take flight from tree to tree.
Suddenly the report of a gun rang out
and flocks of them rose and fluttered
over head. Then the bushes parted and
a man’s figure appeared stealthily
creeping up. The little girl noticed him
and her frightened exclamation drew
Miss Maitland’s attention.

“It's the Man of Borneo,” the child
cried, running away.

“Who? Where?” Miss Maitland
queried, looking after her, but in vain.
The child had disappeared down a path
that led farther into the woods, and Miss
Maitland, forgetting her basket, followed
her. Fright is infectious, and it was
more than solicitude for the child’s
safety that hurried her on. She called
after Betty but only the echo of her own
voice came back. What if the child

should get lost, she asked herself, with
some anxiety,

~Once she stopped to listen. The
bushes obstructed her view but she
could hear the man’s footsteps crossing
the planks over the brook. It made her
heart beat nervously and she hurried on.
In through the woods, picking her way
beneath the bough of the trees she fol-
lowed Betty till she caught up on the
child, and taking her hand led her back
to the path they had left. Once more
they stopped to listen—again they heard
that footstep. Betty had got over her
fright now but Miss Maitland’s heart
still throbbed with nervous apprehen-
sion. She felt that the man was follow-
ing them, and that footstep haunted her.
It seemed to re-echo in her mind as if it
bore some vague significance for her
alone. Was it the shadowy depths
around them or her own nervousness?
Whatever it was she wanted to escape
from it. Once out in the open and the
feeling would vanish, she thought.

So they hurried on, following the tiny
path that wound in and out through
labyrinths of rhododendron bushes till
an opening in the shrubbery suddenly
brought them in full ivew of Ferndell.
The murmur of voices attracted their
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atention and Miss Maitland, on looking
round perceived the object of her sym-
pathy, the little fair-haired girl reclin-
ing under a tree with a book in her hand
with the elderly woman beside her. Miss
Maitland stepped forward and ;apolo-
gized for the intrusion.

“I am only a visitor here, but 1 used
to know your beautiful home years ago
and imagined that my brightest dreams
would be realized if only I could live
here.”

“Do you know I have often thought
that I could love Ferndell like that too,
if papa were happy,” the child remarked
as she invited them to be seated.

“My father lived in the Manse over
there, and when I was your age I used to
wander through those woods and over
the meadow till I knew every nook where
the anaemonies grew and the rabbits
burrowed in the winter time. I could
show you, oh, so many pretty spots,”
Miss Maitland continued, indicating
them with a dreamy, wistful look in her
tender, grey eyes.

“And how sad that you never came to
live here when you loved it so much.
But you must stay with me this morning,
Miss Maitland, and you, dear Betty. I
will send Martha in for some lunch, and
we will eat it out here under this darling
hig tree, and then you must take me with
you and show me some of these lovely
places you talk of and perhaps we shall
meet papa. He has gone out shooting
this morning. He leaves me so much
alone and we never see anybody.” There
was a pensive sadness in the little girl’s
tace that made her look older than her
years. Even Betty noticed the yearning
in her eyes and impulsively the child
ran and threw her arms around her. “Is
your papa the Man of Borneo?” Betty’s
big eyes looked up with a frankly ques-
toning gaze. ““Cause he’s wicked, but
I love you and you shan't ever be alone
again.”

A hot flush spread over the little girl’s
face.

“My Papa does love me, Betty dear.
It is only since we came here that he has
been so strange and doesn’t like to see
people. One day I found him standing
over there looking at that old beech tree.
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I went over and asked him if he were
looking for bird’s nests, but he couldn't
speak to me. I never saw papa cry be-
fore, but he has been, oh, so sad since we
came here. When he had gone I went
over myself and looked at the tree, but i
could see nothing peculiar about it—then
it struck me that those beautiful old
beech trees are all curiously alike on
either side of the avenue. But I used to
go to that special one and look and look
till one day I saw, in a little spot where.
the bark had been worn away, two
people’s initials carved. They were very
indistinct, but you could just make out
the first letters—G. and E.”

That beech tree? What was the child
babbling about? Miss Maitland’s eager,
earnest gaze seemed to drink in her
every word and gesture, to pierce her
very soul and body as if looking for
something hidden therein. Did she
dream or was that curve of the chin and
flicker of the eye-lid his, and had she not
looked into those velvety blue eyes before
with love and confidence? Or was it her
own ridiculous fancy? Why should not
scores of other lovers have met beneath
the paternal shade of that same old
beech?

“Tell me, child—your name—it is not
—Lucille?” Her pleading eyes lookea
into the little girl’s with a deep, burning
light in them. The child trembled be-
neath her ardent gaze and the hot clasp
on her thin little hands.

“No,” she murmured in a frightened
tone, “it was my mother’s name, but
mine is Ella.”

“Ella, has my dream come true—is it
you? And do you care that we called
her for you?”

A man’s hand fell gently on her shoul-
der, sending an electric quiver through
her. Kneeling before the little girl she
lifted her white face with parted lips and
eyes seeming to deny their vision. It
was he—or was it only an apparation?

“George!”

“They told me—the village people—
that you were gone from here long ago
—married,.they thought.”

“No, George, there has been no
change but misfortune in my life. I
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have not lived—I have existed, since—
since the old days.”
“Ella, have you forgiven—the past—

* or do ypu care still? It is a long story—

look a ‘)t(y hair, my face, dear—it was

o

(\A.

lO‘

T was a hideous, 11ver-shaped scar;

about an inch in diameter and
shaped like a heart. It occupied a
most  conspicuous  position—the

centre of Aunt Mary’s pale forehead.

how Aunt Mary came by it; and
although she was perfectly aware of this
fact not a word as to its origin had ever
escaped her lips. We should still have
been in ignorance as to the circumstance
had it not been for Ignace, our Polish
cousin.

Ignace came to spend the summer
holidays with us. He had never met
Aunt Mary before, and knew nothing of
the scar on her forehead until he saw it.

“How ever did Aunt Mary come by
that dreadful mark ?” was the first ques-
tion he asked of us.

“We don’t know,”
Alice.

“And she won’t tell us,”
sister Kate, vexedly.

I said nothing, but watched Ignace,
whose face was a study. A determined
light had come into his eyes. His lips
were set, and I felt sure that he was
meditating on a battle of some kind. The
battle began that very day, although we
did not 1\110w this until a week after.

“Girls,” said Ignace, one evening
when we were resting on the lawn,

“would you realy like to know how Aunt
Mary came by that awful scar?”

“Indeed, we should!” we exclaimed in

concert.

“Well, she’s going to tell us all about
it tomonow moran'

replied my sister

pouted my
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not the withering sun of the tropics that
did that—I have been buried in a pre-
mature grave. Do you think, my dar-
ling—we could blot out the years that

are gone ?”’ (

AN (\f\ i
7/ .

“Never!” I quavered, incredulously.

“Did she say so?’ queried Alice,
eagerly.

“No, not exactly,” replied Ignace.

*I'hen how do you know ?”’

“You are all aware that Aunt Mary
spends an hour in the Ilibrary every
morning after breakfast?”

“Yes"}

“Be there yourselves at ten o'clock
tomorrow morning and I believe your
curiosity will be satisfied. I'll open the
library door precisely at ten o’clock and
you must be ready to enter at once.”

We girls looked at each other, mysti-
fied and rather inclined to be sceptical.
We were all in the hall next morning,
however, a minute or two before ten.
The hall clock chimed the hour; the
library door opened and Ignace appeared
His face was as pale as marble. He
held up a finger for silence. We filed
past him, noiselessly, into the library.

“Oh! Aunt Mary’s ill"’ I gasped,
catching sight of a limp figure propped
up in the large easy chair.

“Hush!” whlspered Ignace.
not 1ill.”

“Then yow've hypnotised her,” I ven-
tured, “and it’s cruel.”

“Not at all,” parried Ignace. “I be-
lieve Aunt Mary will thank me for doing
so. It will do her good to unburden her
mind. Now, you must keep perfectly
quiet if this experiment is to be suc-
cessful. You can all help, too, if you
will, fixing your gaze intently on Aunt
Marys face and concentratmg all your
thoughts on the thing we are aiming at.”

“She’s
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We did as we were told. We were
afraid to do anything else.

Ignace approached Aunt Mary and
stood directly in front of her. His face
_assumed the same expression I had
noticed on it a week before. He raised
his hands and made slow and regular
motions with them. The scar became
more livid and seemed actually to stand
away from the chalk-like forehead.
Aunt Mary’s face began to twitch. She
opened her eyes and the expression in
them frightened me. She began to speak
and the mysterious quality of her voice
awed me. By listening intently we were
able to understand every word she said.

"It happened just twenty years ago,”
began Aunt Mary, “yet the remembrance
of it still makes me shudder.

“You must not think that because I am
still Miss Foster I never had an offer of
marriage. I was engaged to Will Car-
rington when this dreadful thing hap-
pened.

“Will was a splendid specimen of man-
hood—at least I though so. He was of
medium height and broad-shouldered;
his hair was dark and just the least bit
curly ; his eyes were blue and were never
afraid of looking straight into your own.
His picture is in this locket. I’ll let you
see it some day. Will certainly was
handsome, but he was quick tempered
and of a very jealous disposition.

- "I was something of a flirt, I admit,
but I loved Will dearly for all that. Will
seemed, however, to be very often doubt-
;ul of my love and showed signs of
jealousy if the least attention was paid
by me to any other man. I was very
fond of teasing Will and took advant-
age of this trait in his character to do so.

“Herbert Graham, a young bank
clerk, was Will’s professed rival. I
didn’t care a button for Graham, but
Will thought I did. I humored Graham
Just to tease my sweetheart.

“Will Carrington was a Cicil Engineer
by profesion. A wooden bridge was
being constructed across an arm of the
river and Will was superintending the
work.

“It was a beautiful spring day, and I
was out for an afternoon walk. I de-
cided to go down and see how Will and
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the bridge were getting along and direct-
ed my steps towards the river. I had not
gone many paces, when, quite by acci-
dent, Herbert Graham met me.

“‘I'll escort you down to the bridge,
Miss Foster, he said; ‘that is, if you’ll
allow me. It'll be a fine joke on Carring-
ton.’ :

“l thought it would, too, fool that I
was, so we started off. [ tried to look
my prettiest and sweetest, and Graham
was all attention, alive to my slightest
wish or remark.

“We reached the river bank shortly,
found the bridge nearing completion and
walked jauntily over the finished portion
to where the work was going on. An
extra large pile-driver was being used.
It required a very heavy weight to drive
the piles into the solid bed of the river.
The large mass of iron which does this
work must have weighed two tons. Up
and up it went as we got nearer, and
down it came with a clatter and crash;
splinters flying hither and thither as it
struck the top of the pile with a dread-
ful thud.

“‘A man would feel pretty flat if that
thing came down on him, wouldn’t he,’
remarked Graham.

‘“‘Indeed, he would,” I replied; and we
stood there laughing and talking non-
sense as the work went on.

“Will Carrington was standing with his
back towards us and had not noticed our
approach. We were talking loudly on
account of the noise made by the hoisting
engine. QOur voices attracted Will’s
attention. He turned suddenly towards
us and I saw his countenance change,
poor fellow, when he took in the situa-
tion.

“T have never been able to understand
my actions on that day. Not content
with what' I had already done, I drew
closer to Graham, put my arm caress-
ingly through his and smiled sweetly at
him. Then I turned to see what effect
this was having on Will.

“I had not long to wait. Will was
standing quite close to the pile that was
being driven into place and his appear-
ance alarmed me. His face had becouie
as pale as death and there was a look of
fierce determination upon it—a dreadful
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look which haunted me for vears after-
wards.

“Slowly the two-ton weight reached

the top of the ladder from which it would
preseintly be released for another
plunge. Will Carrington watched it
until it reached the top. Then he sud-
denly sprang forward and placed his
head on the pile that was being driven
home. At the same moment the huge
weight came thundering down to do its
dreadful work.

“I screamed. What else could I do!
It all took place so quickly there was
scarcely time for thought and none for
action.

“I was aware of a horrible, crunching
sound and felt a stinging sensation on
my forehead. I saw something roll on to
the deck of the piledriver and then I
fainted.

“When [ recovered my senses I was
lying in bed with my head bandaged up.
A portion of Will’s skull had struck me
violently on the forehead. It made a
nasty flesh wound. This healed quickly
enough, but in doing so it left an ugly,
tell-tale mark; a mark which I fully de-
serve ; the—mark—of—Cain.”

Aunt Mary finished her story remorse-
fully.

Ignace continued the mysterious
motions for a few seconds longer and
lowered his hands. Then Aunt Mary’s
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face began to assume its normal ex-
pression. She started and looked about
her in alarm. :

“Why! I've been dreaming!”’ she ex-
claimed. “I dreamt that I told you all
about this dreadful scar.”

“So you did, auntie, sc you did,” we
declared, sympathetically.

Aunt Mary covered her forehead with
her hands and began to cry. We put our
arms about her, consolingly.

“Don’t cry, auntie,” I pleaded, though
my own eyes were full of tears. “I, for
one, can say that your story has done me
a great deal of good. Ill never tease
Tom again,”

“And I’'m sure you’ll feel much more
contented yourself for having told us,”
suggested Alice.

“Perhaps I will,” replied Aunt Mary.

Ignace had retired to a corner of the
room during this conversation. He came
forward when it was ended and laid a
hand caressingly on Aunt Mary’s shoul-
der. “And I shouldn’t wonder,” he said,
cheerfully, “if that scar disappears en-
tirely, after a week or two.”

Aunt Mary looked up, querulously,
and, to our astonishment, the scar was
much paler in color than we had ever
seen it before.

“Yes,” continued Ignace, confidently,

“in ten days’ time there will scarcely
be a trace of it.”

Hawking Song.

Herbert W, Lees

I don my gauntlet and take my frame
And far afield I wend
Where my hawk may strike a quarry of game
And the greenwood stand my friend:
For tho’ unhooded he clutches me close
This tiercel, this “Love Declined” :
So I whistle him off and away he goes—
I whistle him down the wind.

No drinking of ale will mend my chance
Nor dancing bring me ease;

But ever and oft there are wars in France
So T'll ship me overseas:

Though the maid be fair and as sweet’s th’ rose

-~ Yet I be not to her mind

So I whistle “Love” off and away he goes—

I whistle him down the wind.



Old Wood to Burn.

Margaret Erskine

£ O LD wood to burn, old wood to
burn. Ugh! Just listen to
the wind, I wish that we had
some old wood to burn.”
“Don’t worry about a trifle like that,
Janet ; that last gust nearly blew me off
my chair, another one like it will blow
the house about our ears, and then we
will have all the old wood that we want to
burn.” '

“Yes, and nothing to burn it in. Did
you ever see in the whole course of your
life, Tabs, such delapidated furniture, or
such a ramshackle, on it’s last legs house
as this? Now think hard before you
answer.”

“No,” answered Tabitha, “I never did,
and as you happen to be the nearest,
Janet, you might put another peach bas-
ket on the fire, a whole one, mind, thanks
to the wind, we will soon have all the
wood we want, so I feel that we can
afford to be extravagent in the matter

of peach baskets, and —Oh! my glory!
what’s that ?”

. “E—I—think it must be a door bang-
ing,” answered Janet, “in fact, 'm—I'm
—sure it is a door.”

. ‘fSo am I, Janet, but it is not banging,
it 1s being banged on. There it goes

again; I wish Martha would go to the
door and see who it is.”

“Who, Tabs? You don’t mean to say
that you think it is a ‘who,’ out there, a
night like this? Oh, why did dad go to
town a day like this? Couldn’t he see
that there was going to be a storm, and

people coming knocking at the door to
murder——"

“Janet, stop!” Tabitha flew at her sis-
ter and shook her till her teeth rattled.

“I am going to the kitchen to sit with

Martha, I won’t stav here, where all sort
of dreadful things are happening—Oh!
oh!oh!” she shrieked, “Look! Janet!”

. him away in a frightened manner.

Janet turned and looked in the direc-
tion of the door; her knees gave way
under her, and she dropped so suddenly
into a chair, that it in turn gave way
under her, and they both came to the
floor with a crash.

“Oh, I say, I hope you are not hurt?”
And the man, who had been standing in
the door, ran forward, but Janet waved
He
turned to ‘Tabitha, who was clinging to
the mantlepiece for support, “I say,” he
repeated, “I didn’t mean to frighten any-
one, but it was so infer so awfully
cold out there, and I couldn’t make any-
one hear, so I just opened the door. I
am really quite harmless.”

Tabitha looked at his handsome face,
and doubted the last assertion. “My
name’s John Taylor,” he added.

At the sound of his name, Janet looked
up suddenly, and then turned her head
and gazed into the fire; there was a
minute or two’s silence, “I—I— " his
teeth chattered so he could hardly get the
words out, Tabitha looked at him and
saw that his lips were quite blue with
the cold.

“Gracious!” she exclaimed, “you must
be nearly frozen. Janet run and ask
Martha for some whiskey and hot water,
while I stoke up.”

Janet scrambled to her feet and de-
parted in search of the whiskey, which
their self-invited guest accepted with
alacrity when it came, and the three were
soon sitting over the fire, on which
Tabitha had recklessly cast three peach
baskets, “one for each,” she said, just
as if they had known each other all their
lives. '

“This is great,” said John Taylor,
spreading out his hands to the Dblaze.
“You have no idea what it’s like outside,
the breath freezes before it leaves your
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mouth, and hangs in little icicles in the
air to mark your path.”

“Whatever induced you to go out a
night like this ?” asked Tabitha curiously.

“It was quite fine when I left'town and
it wasn’t blowing so hard when I left the
station, the snow was so blinding that [
must have missed the way that the man
told me my friends lived.”

“Oh, have you friends here?” asked
Janet.

“Not exactly friends,” answered John
in a hesitating manner, growing red, “I
had to look up some—that is, I had to
make a—came on business, you know.”
Janet and Tabitha exchanged looks.
“You don’t know,” he went on, "how
glad 1 was to see a light, I began to
fear that I would be frozen to death
before morning came, I never expected to
see a glorious fire like this again.”

“Oh, peach baskets make a fine fire,
while they last,” said Tabitha; “only,”
she added gloomily, “they don’t last
long.”

- “Well, why don’t you burn something
else instead, coal or wood? Wood makes
a fine fire ; haven’t you any wood ?”

“Lots of it,” answered Tabitha; “or
we will have soon. There did you feel
the house rock that time? Well, just
have patience a minute or two, and then
we will have all the wood we want, only
as Janet wisely remarked, just before, or
rather on the eve of your arrival, that
under those circumstances, we would
have nothing to burn it in.”

John Taylor looked at the girls, and
then glanced furtively around the room,
and said nothing. ,

“I do wish,” said Janct, “that Martha
would Dbring the tea, in the meantime,
that leg ncarest to you, and the arm
furthest from you might go on the fire,
please Mr. Taylor,” and Janet pointed
to the broken chair: “and, thank good-
ness, [ hear the rattle of cups, Martha,”
she went on, to an elderly woman wio
entered the room with a tea tray+in her
hands, “this is Mr. Taylor, who got lost
in the storm, you might bring him a cup
and plate, and some extra toast, please, I
expect that he is as hungry as we are.”

Martha executed an old fashioned
curtsey, gave a sharp glance at the voung
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man, and went in search of the missing
articles.

“Now I wonders,” she muttered over
her own tea, “if he’s the one, he’s a likely
looking one, and there beant no reason
whys one of them shouldn’t take a fancy
to him. I'll look in my cup and see.”
Martha turned her cup over into the
saucer, turned it gravely round three
times, and then taking it up peered into
it.

“A stranger,” she muttered, “and a
wedding, I sees a crowd.” She went to
the parlor door and called: “Miss
Tabitha, will you come here a minute?”

Tabitha got up from the table and
walked out mto the hall. “Yes, Martha,
what is it?”

For answer Martha drew her into the
kitchen, and /pointed to her tea cup,
“Hims the one,” she said, nodding
mysteriously in the direction of the
parlor. '

“He?” asked Tabitha, “What he? And
what one?” ’

“The one,” answered NMartha solemnly,
“Now, mark my words, Miss Tabitha,
I turned my cup and it said a stranger,

y cup at g
and a wedding. Ain’t he a stranger?

“He 1s,” answered Tabitha, with equal

solemnity, “but how did you find that
out, Martha?”

“Then,” went on Martha coaxingly,
“either you or Miss Janet will do it,
won’t you now, dearie?”

“We will,” answered Tabitha.

“What did Martha want?” asked Janet
when Tabitha joined them again.

“She merely wanted to show me a
stranger that was coming knocking on
our door, and I was explaining to her
that he had already come, and some other
thing is in her tea cup.”

“Tea cup,” cried John, “does she tell
fortunes in tea cups: I wonder if she
would tell mine ?”
~ “Better not ask her,” replied Tabitha,
“she might predict that the house would
come tumbling about your ears, and bury
you in the ruins, stick to the evil you
know of, and please put that back on the
fire.” :

Promptly at ten o’clock Martha
appeared, lamp in hand at the parlor
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door, to show Mr. Taylor the way to his |

room.

“Good night, Mr. Taylor, and good
luck,” said Tabitha, "I hope you won't be
quite frozen, however, the seat of the
chair and two of the peach baskets are
your share of the spoils, you may take
them with you, and should any of tne
woodwork in your room give way
during the nlght don’t hesxtate to cast it
into the flames.”

“Heigho,” she yawned, stretching her
arms above her head, as John followed
Martha up the stairs, “how tired I am.
If you think for one moment, Janet, that
I am going to sleep up in those arctic
regions tonight, you are mistaken, I will
make you a present of the whole chilly
bed, as long as those three legs and one
arm remain, I remam. Just wait a
minute 7
- She ran out of the room before Janet
had time to say a word, and in a minute
returned with two dressing gowns and
some blankets trailing behind her.

"1 brought vyour gown, too, as I
tound that the furniture was holding a
dance tonight, and I was afraid that you
mnght interrupt the party if you went
up.

“How thoughtful of you,” answered
Janet, and then both the girls laughed.

“Tabs,” said Janet, when they had
got mto their dressing gowns and were
lving wrapped up in their blankets in
front of the fire, “He’s the man; Aunt
Annie’s, you know.”

Tabitha nodded. “I
brought him in this direction,
lanct

“Fate,” answered Tabitha, *and
Martha’s tea cup, she saw it.all there,
stranger, orange blosoms, everything.
My! How Aunt Annie would be rubbing
her hands if she only knew.”

wonder what
” went on
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“Thank goodness, thele isn't any
telephone where she is,” answered Janet,
“and I won't, so there, no, not for fifty
wills, and a hundred A.unt Annies, 1

“won't be left like a parcel of old clothes

to anyone. You can have him.”
“But the money doesn’t go with me.”

"Oh Dbother the money ” began
Janet, then, “Oh! my goodness, what is
that ?”

Both girls had sprung to their feet at
the sound of the crash overhead. “It’s
your John’s bed,” said Tabitha solemnly,
“but I hope he won't cast it to the flames,
we may need it again.”

“I wonder if he is hurt,” said Janet.

“Hurt! Not he,” cried Tabitha gaily,
“he is swearing up there as cheerful as
a cricket.”

“I don’t know about that, Tabs, it was
a pretty loud crash; wed better calI
Martha and have her see.’

Martha was called and sent up to
their guest’s room to find out the extent
of his injuries, and returned with the
report that it was nothing but a sprained
ankle, which he had bound up in wet
towels.

“*Nothing,”
Tabitha!”
head.

As soon as it was quite light Tabitha
wrapped herself up well and went in
search of the doctor, and Mr. Lane re-
turning from town four hours later was
not over pleased to find that he had to
plav host to an uninvited, unexpected
guest, for a month or so, even though
he was the John Taylor.

Martha, on the other hand, was de-
lighted, especially as during the summer,
there was a wedding and orange Dblos-
som, and Janet and John Taylor played
the principal parts in it.

gasped Janet ; oh,-
But Tabitha only shook her




The Foxglove’s Story.

E. Archer

little way off from the mossy path,
there stood a tall, purple foxglove.
There was something striking
about it. It was so very tall and lonely.
All around were ferns and moss, and
even bluebells, but there were no other
foxgloves. You felt at once how differ-
ent the place would look without it. In
fact it would not be the same place at all.
It was here the princess and the poet
used to meet, while the wood was
guarded by her naughty ladies-in-wait-
ing and her saucy pages, who were all
very young and took great delight in the
office. The princess was very young too,
and as full of whims and fancies as a
princess could possibly be, and her latest
fancy had been all for poetry and the
poet. Positively she would speak to no
‘one else!
It was quite shocking, and was becom-
ing a court scandal.

Of course this could have but one end.
The poet was banished from court on
pain of death. And how delightful that
was! Now he was realy poor and might
be thought to deserve death if found
loitering about the wood, for his disguise
was of the flimsiest. And it was at this
identical period that the princess started
a perfect passion for wild flowers and
ferns and mosses, and spent so much of
her time collecting them in the wood.
No one was surprised. “It was only a.
fresh whim,” they said.

o0 the princess and the poet wandered
about the sweet tangled pathways, hand
in hand, and gathered wild flowers and
talked poetry.

But it was the poet who knew where
the sweetest flowers grew, and the red-
dest wild strawberries. And it was he
who showed the princess the little shal-
low pool where the spring rose, and
where the forget-me-nots grew so thickly

IN a lonely part of the wood, just a

that they were like a blue rain to a basin
full of clearest water. He knew where
the shy king-fisher would cross the
stream like a blue flash, and farther on
where the water ran secretly under a
dark thicket of bushes, and sobbed like a
human voice,

And he would tell beautiful stories
about it all, so that the princess began
to think she had never seen the woods
before.

But they always came back to the fox-
glove’s bank to rest. It was like their
home. Once the princess had stretched
out her hand to gather the flower, but
the poet had held her back.

“No, no,” he had said. “Do not kill
our faithful sentined, lest every thing
should instantly vanish.”

The princess had laughed at this. Yes,
it was a wonderful time! The princess
seemed to live in fairy-land, but the poet
lived only in the princess, for he abso-
lutely worshipped her.

It is true he did not know much about
her, but he wrapped her up in all his
most beautiful dreams, so that he really
did not know where the princess began
and his dreams left off, and that often
leads to great confusion.

Now, one day a new foreign prince
came to the court. He was very strong
and handsome, a wonderful fencer and
rider, and a lover of all sport, but he
hated poetry or anything at all fanciful.

The poet smiled when he heard of it.

“How my princess will detest him!”
he thought—"she whose very breath is
beauty, and whose every word is music.”

You see he was very much in love
indeed. '

But the days went by, and the weeks
went by, and the princess came no more

to meet the poet by the side of the fox-
glove,
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Oh, the long summer days of wait-
ing—waiting !

There he would sit with a strained
white face, and wide eyes, and parted
lips, listening for the light step on the
path, looking for the fact that would
bloom out of the iresh green like a wild
rose. :
Sometimes he started up with a cry of
Joy. . .

“She is coming,” he said.

But it was only a passing bird, or a
fittle light breeze stirring the leaves.

Then he would sit down again, and
cover his face with his hands, and some-
times there were tears trickling through
his thin fingres.

The only thing he took any notice of
was the tall foxglove. He seemed to
took on it as a kind of friend, and would
even talk to it.

“Are you waiting for her, too?” he
would say. “Shall we both stand here
for ever—waiting, waiting, till the end
of the world?”

But the foxglove could not answer the
poet.

At last he could bear it no longer, so
he disguised himself as a beggar, and
went into the town to collect the news.

Here he heard to his amazement that
the princess had started a new whim.
She was tired of wild flowers, and had
taken a great dislike to poetry, and now
she cared only for riding and the chase.

The poet staggered against the wall
when he heard this astonishing piece of
news. IHe was faint, too, for want of
food. Could it be true? Surely it could
not be true! '

At that moment, as if in answer to his
cry, there came the sharp click of horses’
feet, and a gay court party of horsemen
came down the narrow street, with the
foreign prince and the princess at the
head of them. They were going a-hawk-
ing. The little princess was laughing.
She had cheeks like pink roses, and rode
her spirited horse superbly. It was a joy
to look at her. The poet could not even
feel angry.

“Everything she does is beautiful,”
he said, “but I shall never do anything
beautiful again. Well, it'’s all over! It
was in her I blossomed, in her I lived.
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I can never live again.” He was almost
without money too.

“I will hire myself
laborer,” he said bitterly.
the court poet.

"I will sleep for the last time by the
side of the foxglove,” he said, “and then
I will go to some far country.”

At one time he had thought of sleep-
ing the long sleep on the mossy bank,
but something in him seemed to fight
against that.

“One may as well see the end of it
all,” he said wearily. So he went back
to the foxglove.

“You are all alone, too,” he said to
the flower. And he flung himself down
with his face to the moss, and wept
passionately. He really was very boyish!

The sun began to go down, and the
wood was glowing with a strange dusky
beauty, but beauty was nothing to him
now. He had one hand round the stem
of the foxglove. How he shook and
swayed with his grief!

The sun went down. The wood be-
came black as ink, with here and there
just a little patch of clear green sky.
And now that faded, too, and the sky
could hardly be seen; but there was one
star right over the poet’s head. And
sweet it looked, and kind and steadfast!
But the poet could not see the star for
SOrrow.

After a time he slept, for he was worn
out. The wood was as still as death now.
He had moved in his sleep. There he
lay with his white face turned up to the
star, and the foxglove stood at his head,
like a tall sentinel. And he dreamt all
night, a long beautiful drcam. DBut in
the morning he had forgotten all about
it.

out as a field
He had been

He woke at dawn. How pale and wan
and chili it was! He sat up and shiv-
ered. Then he remembered, and the
coldness was in his heart too. The sight
of the foxglove seemed to remind him
of something.

“I must have been dreaming,” he said
wearily. “Dreaming about a—No, that
was not it—was it a foxglove? No—I
thought I was ”

Then it all faded away like a thin
mist.
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“What does it matter ?” he said; “what
does anything matter now "

Yet before he went he remembered the
toxglove.

“Good-bye, old friend,” he said. And
he knelt on one knee and just touched
the flower with his lips, for he was a
fantastic fellow.

Did the foxglove really bend over so
slightly towards him, or was it only
the dawn, stirring the wood with a faint
breeze?

He went in a slow dazed way down
the mossy path—he who had always held
his head so proudly and walked with
such a jovous step. He stooped now,
and dragged his feet along. He looked
almost old. Soon he was out of sight.

The foxglove was all alone again.

x ox %

Many years after, one midsummer
day, the poet came again through the
wood.

The little princess was now married,
but not to the foreign prince, as every-
one had expected, but to a neighbouring
king. She now affected great dignity
and was seldom seen abroad, having
been taken with a perfect passion for
tapestry and embroidery, and she looked
very quaint and charming, working
among her maidens.

The poet had altered too! There was
no look of pain in his face now, but
there was no look of joy either. He was
comtortably dressed and seemed to have
made a living  somehow, but he had
never written poetry again. He had
worked hard by, and had come to look
at the spot in the wood, where he had
once lived so passionatelv: but he had
passed it long ago.

“It is verv strange.” he said, 1 never
had any trouble to find it.”

It was not at all strange, because he
had always looked for the foxglove.

And the foxglove was dead. But he
had forgotten the foxglove.

After much searching, and walking to
and fro, he at last came to the place.

“I think it must have been here.” he
said, “but it looks quite different. Sure-
ly there was a—yes—a foxglove—a re-
member now. A tall purple foxglove.”
And then he stretched himself on the
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moss, and buried his face in it, for he
was hot and tired.

The sun began to go down, and the
wood was all glowing with a strange
dusky beauty. But he did not notice it.
He seemed to be holding something in
his hand—something that was not there.

The sun went down. The wood be-
came black as ink, with here and there
just little patches of clear green sky.
Now that faded too, and you could hard-
ly see the sky, but there was one star
right over the poet’s head. And sweet
it looked and kind, and steadfast. But
the poet never looked at the stars now.

After a time he slept, for he was very
tired. The wood was as still as death.
He had moved in his sleep, and now lay
with his face turned up to the star.

And he dreamt all night, a long beau-
tiful dream.

He woke at dawn, but he looked
changed somehow. He stretched himself
lazily, and smiled, and seemed to be
looking for something at his side.

“It is very strange,” he said. “I must
have been dreaming. I could have de-
clared that a tall purple foxglove stood

all night at my head, and told me—told
me ”

Then he sat up suddenly and felt in
his pockets. He took out the stump of
a pencil and some odd pieces of paper,
and began to write very fast, and as
he wrote he smiled. His face altered
more and more. An almost boyish joy
seemed to be coming into it.

“But this is beautiful,”’ he said.
there were tears in his eyes.

At last he had used up every scrap
of paper, and he started running through
the wood, talking to himself all the way.

The sun was up in the heavens now.
It would be a glorious day. His step
had grown light as of old, and his face
was full of joy. When he came to a
boulder or low bush, he leapt over it
in the most amazing manner. Only once
he stopped, but that was because he
struck his head against a lime bough.
It made him look up into the delicious
tender green. It was full of blossom
and scent, and the song of bees.

And
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“Yes, yes,” he cried, "I will take you
all with me. All of you. All of you.”
Then he ran on.

And the brook ran beside him sing-
ing, and the birds sang over his head,
and blossoming brambles clung to his
feet.

“Take us with vou.
you,” they cried.

Even the trees bent their broad boughs
to bless him, and all the wood was

Take us with
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stirred with a faint murmur like music.
It was as though they knew he passed.

So he passed out of sight.

He wrote a beautiful story, and he
became the world’s poet, which is better
than being a court poet. No. I cannot
tell yvou the story. lt was so very long
ago.

Jut T think it was the foxglove’s story
after all.

Stevenson’s Philosophy.

Robert Allison Hood

discoursing from a text in the
Proverbs say that every business
man should carry a pocket edition

of them and read it in the cars or on
the boat while going back and forward
to his place of business; for the man
that would follow its teachings, he de-
clared, would be sure of business suc-
cess. While heartily endorsing the rev-
erend gentleman’s recommendation, I
would like to draw the attention of those
who are not already acquainted with it
to a more modern book which I believe
would prove just as great a boon to the
man in the street if he would thus make
it his daily companion, I mean “The
Pocket R.L.S.”—a little book of favorite
passages culled from the works of
Robert Louis Stevenson. Not necessar-
ily would it prove a guide to business
success—perhaps, rather the contrary,
indeed—but I am sure that it would be
a help to successful living. To quote
one of its passages, “It is not by any
means certain that a man’s business is
the most important thing he has to do”;
and if not, it is well worth considering
and finding out what is. This little
volume, I believe, can help us to do so.
As Emerson says, “it is the sign of a
great nature that it opens up a fore-
ground and invites us onward,” and this
is surely so with Stevenson. His works,

I ONCE heard a prominent preacher

too, are all the more instructive that he
believed the province of literature is to
amuse rather than to instruct; for the
natural man 1is instinctively antagonized
by any conscious effort to direct him in
the way that he should go. IHe resents
the implied superiority of the man who
would set up to be his mentor.
Stevenson, however, by his manner,
does away with this antagonism, for he
addresses his readers, not in the tone of
a superior being laying down rules for
them to follow, but as an equal, discuss-
ing, as if in friendly chat, the problems
that he has met with and his impres-
sions with regard to them. It is not
the preacher from the pulpit or the
teacher from the desk that is speaking,
but the fellow-mortal, comparing notes
around the fireside. “Literature,” he
says, “in many of its branches is no
other than the shadow of good talk”;
and with him, the shadow comes very
close to the reality for he has all the
naturalness and spontaneity of talk.
Perhaps one of the most helpful of
the teachings that come to us from this
little book is that of individual independ-
ence both of thought and of action. Fol-
low the dictates of your own conscience
whatever the verdict of the world may
be. What is respectable is not neces-
sarily right and if a man is ruled by the
voice of the crowd rather than his own
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soul he may pass for a success among
his fellows, but he has sold his birth-
right all the same. “He may be a do-
cile citizen,” Stevenson says; ‘“he will
never be a man. It is ours, on the other
hand, to disregard this babble and chat-
tering of other men better and worse
than we are and to walk straight before
us by what light we have. They may be
right; but so before heaven are we. It
is good, I believe, to be respectable, but
much nobler to respect one’s self and
utter the voice of God.”

These are the clarion notes of no un-
certain sound with which he voices the
freedom of the individual, words that
cannot fail to awaken, even in the weak-
ling’s breast, a thrill of exaltation.

To the Marthas of the world, those
that are burdened with much serving, he
has a message too, that might help them
to take their responsibilities more lightly.
“The services of no single individual are
indispensable,” he says; “Atlas was just
a gentleman with a protracted night-
mare.” What a pin-prick a sentence like
this is for those well-meaning, bladder-
like people who go about puffed up with
their own philanthropic exertions, full of
the merit of their toil, and determined
that the world shall know of it. It is the
happy people that are the true mission-
aries, he would say, the people who
radiate sunshine, wherever they go as
a rose imparts its fragrance. “Gentle-
ness and cheerfulness, these come before
all morality; they are the perfect duties
—If your morals make you dreary, de-
pend on it they are wrong. I do not say
give them up, for they may be all you
have; but conceal them like a vice lest
they should spoil the lives of better and
simpler people.”

He believes in no hard and fast rule
of right and wrong, “We shall always
shock each other both in life and art,” he
says; “we can not get the sun in our pic-
tures nor the abstract light (if there be
such a thing) into our books enough if
in the one, there glimmer some hint of
the great light that blinds us from
hegven; enough if in the other, there
shine even upon foul details, a spirit of
magnanimity.” This is from the artist’s
standpoint, perhaps rather than from
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that of the British matron, that bug-
aboo of our literary men; but after all,
it is not the most correct one, is it not
the Christlike as opposed to the Phar-
asaic?

There is no room for cant in the gos-
pel of Stevenson. The dictum, “Be
good and you will be prosperous” as set
forth by those who would advocate good-
ness for “the cakes and ale” that follow
from its exercise, his common-sense
scores as a fallacy and he has no hesita-
tion in condemning those who promul-
gate it. “There is a certain class,” he
says, “professors of that low morality so
greatly more distressing than the better
sort of vice to whom you must never re-
present an act that was virtuous in it-
self as attended by any other conse-
quence than a large family and fortune.”
At the same time, he would probably
not agree with Mark Twain’s, “Be good
and you will be lonesome,” for the cath-
olicity of his ideas gave him the ability
to see the good side of every one. Thus
he has even put in a plea to justify the
habitual idler: “If a person cannot be
happy without remaining idle, idle he
should remain. It is a revolutionary pre-
cept; but, thanks to hunger and the
workshop, one not easily to be abused.”
Thus, this modern Epicure would seem to
make happiness the chief, at least, if not
the whole end of man. The same note
recurs again and again, “There is no
duty we so much underrate as the duty
of being happy.” “A happy man or
woman is a better thing to find than a
five pound note;” and for the fellow who
lets his industry spoil his temper, he has
nothing but the most biting sarcasm.
“He sows hurry and reaps indigestion,”
he says: “he puts a vast deal of activity
out to interest and receives a large
measurc of nervous derangement in re-
turn—I do not care how much or how
well he works, this fellow is an evil fea-
ture in other peoples’ lives.” We get
something of the same idea too, most
beautifully expressed in that excellent

little poem of his, which he entitles “The
Celestial Surgeon” :

“If T have faltered more or less

In my great task of happiness ;
If T have moved among my race
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And shown no glorious morning face,
Lord, Thy most pointed pleasure take
And stab my spirit broad awake.”

When we think of the writer’'s own
life shadowed so long by disease and
pain, yet brimming over with kindliness
and good cheer to his fellows, when we
see him exiled on a lone isle in the far
Pacific, yet still bearing up bravely and
beloved even by the natives for his kind-
liness and winning personality, we can
recognize how consistent was his own
life to this his favorite tenet. It was
not by any means a new doctrine. His
fellow countryman, Burns, to whom he
gladly avows apostleship, in “A Song
of the Road,” has exquisitely proclaimed
the same truth:

“To make a happy fireside clime
For weans and wife,

That’s the true pathos and sublime
O’ human life.”

But alas, how far short fell the later
poet’s performance from the earlier
ones.

A great part of the charm that men
find ‘in the work of Stevenson consists
in this faculty of imparting happiness
which not only extended itself in his life-
time to all around him, but also lives in
his works as well, so that his readers too
are made partakers in the exuberance of
his cheerfulness. No shadow of sickness
or suffering was ever permitted to
darken the outlook of his writings. “The
shades of the prison-house” that Words-
worth talks about never closed in on his
perpetual boyhood, for his soul never
outgrew the glamor of youth. Thus,
when we would pass from the harassing
realities of our treadmill existence, with
him we may ascend to that cloudy land
of the ideal where old age never comes.
We come under the spell of the en-
chanter and eyes that before were pur-
blind are opened to a world all colewr
de rose, ears that before were dull are
now awakened to hidden harmonies of
which they never yet dreamt. It is to
taste the elixer of youth.

He is the priest of nature. She is the
only study that he finds inexhaustible.
“It is not like the works of Carlisle,” he
says, “which can be read to an end.
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Even in a corner of it—the weather and
the seasons keep so deftly changing that
although we walk there for a lifetim-
there will be always something to startle
and delight us.” Pan, he declares, is the
only god of all the classic mythology that
has survived, but to the devout alone is
he in evidence. “In every wood, if you
go with a spirit properly prepared, you
shall hear the note of his pipe.”

Truly he himself heard it often
enough for he had a spirit that was in
harmony with it. Yet his delight in
nature is not at all that of the sentimen-
talist. He loved and admired it in its
relation to humanity, as the scenic en-
vironment set for the great play of
human destinies; but he loved Mankind
more. For the misanthrope who draws
himself apart from his fellows to iive
the hermit’s life close to nature he has a
mild contempt mixed with pity. Witness
his masterly essay on Thoreau, a man.
whose writings charmed and yet aniag-
onised him and called from him at times
the most sarcastic comment: “I suspect
he loved books and nature as well and
near as warmly as he loved his felow-
creatures—a melancholy, lean degenera-
tion of the human character,” he says of
him. .

Such a sentence sums up in a nutshell
the secondary place that nature took to
his fellows in Stevenson’s interest. Yet
he had perhaps as close a sympathy and
communion with Nature as Thoreau had,
had slept “sous la belle etoile.” Listen
how gracefully he describes it in his
“Travels with a Donkey” :

“The bed was made, the room was fit,
By punctual eve the stars were lit;
The air was still, the water ran;

No need there was for maid or man,
When we put up, my ass and I,
At God’s green Caravanserai.”

Here the fancy is a very pretty one
and is fairly representative of the
writer’s attitude towards nature. It is
her romantic and not her scientific side
that appeals to him. “Science,” he says,
“writes of the world as if with the cold
finger of a starfish; it is all true; but
what is it when compared to the reality
of which it discourses? Where hearts
beat high in April and death strikes, and

O
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hills totter in the earthquake—and Ro-
mance herself has made her dwelling
among men ?”’

Life, then, it's phases and its problems
is his never-palling study; and the jus-
tice of his comments on it come home to
most men’s experience and touch res-
ponsive chords. As he himself has said:
“Ar knowledge that another has felt as
we have felt, and seen things, even as
they are little things, not much otherwise
than we have seen them, will continue
to the end to he one of life’s choicest
pleasures; and this pleasure we taste
repeatedly in this little book. Childhood,
youth, or old age, with the viewpoint of
ali alike he seems to be familiar. The
purity and pathos of childhood, the im-
pulsiveness and restlessness of youth, the
conservation and canniness of old age,
he touches all with the same deft truth-
fulness. A few bold strokes of the pencil
and the picture stands before us clear-
cut and candid, too like to he gainsaid,
and we wonder at the insight of the
artist. For instance, what could be more
graphic and yet more terse than this,
“Age asks with timidity to be spared in-
tolerable pain; youth taking fortune by
the beard, demands joy like a right.”

Again he says, “We advance in years
somewhat in the manner of an invading
army in a barren land; the age that we
have reached, as the phrase goes, we but

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

hold with an outpost, and stiil keep open
our communications with the extreme
rear and first beginnings of our march
—and Grandfather William can retire
upon occasion into the green enchanted
forest of his boyhood.”

Thus, each stage of life, he finds has
its compensation; “and the capacity to
enjoy Shakespeare may balance a lost
appetite for playing at soldiers.”

The code of Ethics that Stevenson
would advocate is a simple one but re-
plete with sound, practical, common-
sense. Cheerfulness, as said before, is
his cardinal virtue, with honesty a close
second. We have but to read one or two
of his prayers to appreciate the true
religiousness of his nature. Gentleness,
courage, long-suffering and humility,
these are the things he prays for: “The
day returns and brings us the petty
round of irritating concerns and duties.
Help us to play the man, help us to per-
form them with laughter and kind faces,
let cheerfulness abound with industry.”
Here we have the keynote of his creed.
And while, like most of us, he was often
perplexed by the mysteries of life, its
inconsistencies, its pain, its injustices
and its awful weight of sin, yet his faith
in Divine mercy remained constant.

Thus he says: “He who shall pass judg-
ment on the records of our life is the
same that formed us in frailty.”
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CHAPTER VL

A BUSY EVENING.

_ HO is that man?” inquired Lid-
' gate bluntly.
The unusual question na-

turally surprised them, but
Mr. Currie replied frankiy enough.

“One of my clerks, of whom I wished
to know a little more than can be learned
in business hours. His name in Charl-
ton.”

“Charlton!”" repeated Lidgate musing-
ly. *I thought I knew him, I must have
made a mistake. Pray excuse the ques-
tion.”

“Why, certainly, and how are you af-
ter your Awmerican trip, Mr. Lidgate?
You look very fit.”

“I am all right, thank you.”

"I hope you enjoyed it?”

“Yes, I think I did, but I am not a
keen traveller. I am afraid London has
got me hody and soul, I am restless away
from her, and she quickly lures me back.”

The eider man shook his head.

“That I can’t understand. Has my
brother mentioned that [ have serious
thoughts of retiring one of these days?”

“Don’t, Mr. Currie. Recall to your
remembrance all the men you have
known who have quitted active life at
your age, and the results. I think that
you will find that these results have been
almost without exception disastrous.
Slacken off a bit by all means, and take
this young lady to see a bit of the world,
but don’t retire.”

“Do you hear that rank heresy, Kate?”
inquired Mr. Currie with a smile, which
had a certain amount of triumph in it.
“Yes, she is the culprit.”

“Women usually are,”
gate with an answering smile.

answered Lid-
“And

very often they merely prepare a rod for
their own backs.”

O, you wicked man!” cried Kather-
me, shaking her finger at him. *‘Just
when 1 had got Uncle Archie nearly per-
suaded you come in with your horrid
warnings! Don’t you see how he is
pining for the country and fresh air and
quiet occupations ?”’

Lidgate laughed outright.

“I don't see anything of the kind, I
am glad to say, Miss Wrede. | gaze up-
on a remarkably hale and handsome man,
with more energy in his little finger than
most men, and myself, perhaps,” he add-
ed with a touch of gay banter, “have
in my whole anatomy.”

“That may be true of you; I cculd
very well Dbelieve it,” she replied de-
murely. “But by admitting it you dam-
age your case. Ile ought not to be so
full of energy. If he could rest more
and take it easy the necessity would not
be so urgent. But, as you know, he
simply lives every moment of his days
with his whole might.”

“The only way to live, believe me,
Kate. A short life and a full if not a
merry one, is surely the most satisfying
for every man.”

“And he fills up the very scanty leisure
he permits himself with doing things for
other people. Even you, Mr. Lidgate,
would be astonished at the sum of them.”

“Perhaps not; I hear of them too of-
ten,” he answered. “And I am afraid
you will look askance at me because I
have come to ask him to do one more.”

“You may regard it as done,” she said
with an affectionate glance at her guard-
ian. “Well, if you will excuse me, I
shall go to the library; I have two notes

to write. I shall see you before you go,
Mr, Lidgate.”
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Lidgate’s eyes followed her to the
door.

“A most beautiful creature,” he said
with a faint, involuntary sigh, which
seemed to embody regret over his lost
youth.

“She is indced, and all heart. The
combination is rare; so often the becau-
tiful casket is empty of soul. 1 bless God
for having sent her to me at a time
when I must nccessarily have begun to
feel more acutely that sense of personal
loneliness which is the cross of the soli-
tary man. You ought to marry, Lidgate,
before it is too late. \Why have you
never married?”’

He leaned back in his chair as he put
the question with that kindly solicitude
which so oftea compelled confidence, and
which cculd never be in any circum-
stances offensive.

Lidgate’s face Hushed a little.

“Well, sir, since you have asked the
question, 1 will be frank. The only wo-
man I have ever cared about married an-
other man.”

“Ah,” said Archibald Currie with an
understanding nod. “Pray excuse me,
I did not pause to remember that perhaps
I might be probing an old wound. 1 am
very sorry, but doubtless vou have had
your compensations?”

“No,” said Lidgate with a sudden
fierceness, **1 have not had any compen-
sations. And of late [ have had to
stand by and see her suffer acutely, and
know mysclf powerless to help precluded,
ndeed, by my position from offering anv
help.” '

“A trying experience; very trying. I
had no idea of this, Mr. Lidgate; I offer
you my sincere svmpathy., You bear it
like a man.”

“I doubt it very much,” said Lidgate
gloomily. “May 1 now tell you what
1 have come about " '

“Surely, and as Katherine said, if to
help vou, or any protege of vours is in
my power, vou may look upon it as
done.”

“It is about John Reedham’s boy I
have come. He wants to be taken bv
the hand: I would like to do it myself
to take him in at London Wall, but yoti
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can appreciate the difficulties in the
way.”

“Ah, surely of course I can,” replied
Archibald Currie, as the vision of his
brother’s stern face rose up before him,
“What age is the lad? DBless me, I had
forgotten about him. 1 have often
spoken to my ward about his mother, but
I might have done something for the boy
before this.”

“He has not required it. Up till June
of this year he was at school in Surrey
with some friends of his mother, the
school he has been at for the last four
years. He was very loth to go back, the
voungster had the chivalrous desire to
help his mother, and it was only when
it was pointed out that another year at
school would better equip him for his
purpose that he consented to remain.
When he came home at midsummer,
three weeks before the usual time on
account of an epidemic that had broken
out in the school, I was in America.
There was no one to hold him back.
The young rascal went out on his own,
so to speak, and took a bookkeeper’s
place in a petty tradesman’s shop out
Clapton way.”

“1 like that, it showed a manly spirit,”
said Archibald Currie with a well-pleased
look on his face.

“It was not a suitable place for the
boy, however, and he has never been
happy there. Last night I saw him, and
he had been paid off.”

“Ah, poor lad, then he is in immediate
need of a situation?”

“Yes. He is almost fifteen, I believe,
but he is very well grown for his age;
a fine, intelligent, handsome boy, though
he has inherited his father’s impulsive
temperament and quick temper.”

“These may help him, if they are pro-
perly guided,” said the old man musing-
ly. “They go hand in hand usually
with other and more valuable qualities.
It was a tragedy that! Poor Reedham!
Have you any theory about him ?”

“My theory can be put into few
words. T believe him to be dead.”

“B.ut how? when? where?” inquired
Currie, struck by the confidence with
which the words were spoken.

Reedham shook his head.
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“These questions of course, I can't
answeir, but I have the conviction.
There are many suicides in London in
the course of a year that are never iden-
tificd, and some even that never come to
light at all.”

“It sounds ghastly.
wite bearing up?”

“Not well; she has had a hard year.
If you can do anything for the boy
you will lighten her burden, Mr. Currie.
If you should take him to Old Broad
street 1 should be imost grateful. I
hardly like to suggest it, but if it is the
custom of your office to take premiums
I should be only too glad to pay, because
I can’t take him as [ should like to do
at our own place.”

“Tut, tut. I am the head of my con-
cern. I can do as I like, and Reedham’s
boy shall come most certainly. I'll hand
him over to Charlton, and tell him to
keep a special eye on him.”

“Thank you very much. I felt sure
you would be willing to do something,”
said Lidgate, in tones of relief.

“The longer time goes on the more
inexplicable appears Reedham’s defalca-
tions,” said Archibald Currie, musingly.
“Have you any theory about that, then?”

Lidgate hesitated a moment.

“At first 1 was dumbfounded, and
naturally leaped to the conclusion that
he had been living a double life. But I
have parted with that belief. I think
there are two explanations which, when
put together, may suffice. Reedham had
several impecunious relatives, one of
them most disreputable, and who was
a constant drain upon him. Part of his
defalcation may have gone to cover some
disgrace into which this person got him-
self. That is the only surmise, suggested
by various things Mrs. Reedham has
said to me from time to time. The other
is the extraordinary jealousy and an-
tagonism that existed between him and
your brother James.”

The old man knit his brows, and nod-
ded understandingly.

“I do not know Reedham well ; in fact,
I don’t think I have met him more than
half a dozen times, and then it was in
the most casual way. But putting two
and two together, the thing becomes

How is his poor
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plainer. I can easily understand how my
brother would act upon a warm, im-
pulsive temperament. Between our-
selves, Lidgate, I have felt it myself, and
we could never have been in business to-
gether.”

Lidgate continued, finding his task of
explanation much easier than he had ex-
pected.

“"Reedham was very jealous of his
position in the firm, and he constantly
made  hmmself wretched imagining
slights werc being put upon him, espec-
tally by Mr. Currie. Then he thought
that Mrs. Currie and her daughters
were offensively patronising to his wife.
The very idea of it maddened him. My
own belief, in view of all these side-
lights, which have become clearer with
lapse of time, inclines me to think that
Reedham was ambitious to make a
clever coup-d’etat on his own account,
to force recognition, as it were, from
the senior partners. When he discovered
that disaster had ensued, he could not
face it, of course.” ' -

“Ay, ay; a most feasible explanation.
I believe it is the true one,” said Archi-
bald Currie, musingly. “Poor, poor
chap. It was not worth it. He was
happy in his home; he had enough for
his needs, and what else mattered? He
had lost his sense of proportion. Ay, ay;
what a number of catastrophes there are
in life which the exercise of a little com-
mon sense could avert.”

“You are right, sir; but I must not
keep you longer. Then I may tell Mrs.
Reedham to send the boy to you?”

“If you will leave me her address I
will write myself tonight. I am glad
you came to me. The boy is evidently
worth saving, and I am only too pleased
to be able thus indirectly to he of service
to his mother.”

Lidgate took a card from his case,
wrote Mrs, Reedham’s address on it, and
almost immediately took his leave,.

Archibald Currie sat still, pondering
in his mind the thing he had heard. His
face was wearing its most preoccupied
expression. When his ward returned to
the room she glanced at him anxiously.
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“That man hasn’t worried you, Uncle
Archie? He looked so preternaturally
grave, I was afraid of it.”

“Oh, no; he was merely talking about
the Reedhams.”

“And will you take the boy?”
asked interestedly.

“Most certainly. I can hand him over
to Charlton. He has a sympathetic na-
ture, and, like those who have suffered,
he can feel for the troubles of others.”

“I could not make him out exactly to-
night, Uncle Archibald.”

“I should like to hear what you think
of him; indeed, that is why I asked him
to dinner. I feel disposed to trust him
a good deal, and T would not wish to
make any mistake.”

“Oh, I think him trustworthy enough.
A man with a past, I should say. There
is something furtive and shadowy about
his eyes.”

“But it might quite well be a blame-
less past, child. There are men in this
city thousands of men. who never have
a chance. Charlton strikes me as being
that kind of man.”

“Quite posible. He 1is, undoubtedly
clever. He interested me very much.
He is like someone I have seen, but clean
shaven faces are deceiving. They are so
much alike.”

“1 am surprised to hear you say that.
Now Lidgate is clean shaven, but you
would not say there was the smallest re-
semblance betwen him and Charlton.”

“Oh, no, nor any comparison. Lidgate
is a fossil, one of those dried up young
men, who have never lived.”

Archibald Currie leaned back in his
chair and silently laughed.

“You are very hard on men, child, I
wonder where you will find one to suit
you.”

“I don’t want one, thank you, Uncle
Archie. So long as I have you, matri-
mony doesn’t attract me. It's limitations
are too obvious.”

At that moment the butler knocked and
entered the room.

“Mr. Stephen Currie, sir. Could he
spcak to you for a few moments? I
have put him in the library.”

“All right.”

she
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When the door closed they looked
at one another, and Archibald Currie
laughed again rather softly, as if some
joke occurred to him.

“Perhaps matrimony will be forced on
you, dear child, sooner than you think.”

She pursed up her pretty mouth into
a grimace.

“Not by Stephen Currie, thank you
very much. If he has come to talk about
me you may nip him in the bud.”

“But Katherine, Stephen is a very
estimable young fellow, and he will he
very well off.”

“I wouldn’t marry him, Uncle Archie,
if he were a millionaire twice over.”

“*Shall I tell him that?”

“I don’t suppose he has come to talk
about me. He ought to have more sense,
for I have done everything to show him
I don’t want to have anything of that
kind to say to him. And his assumption
of proprietorship is intolerable. That is
why I wouldn’t go to the garden party
this year, and why I refuse every in-
vitation I dare refuse to Fair Lawn.”

When he made no reply she came to
the side of his chair and looked anxiously
into his face.

“Uncle Archie, don't for Heaven’s
sake tell me it is the dream of your life
that I should marry Stephen Currie!
I am quite sure if you say that it will
be the end of all things for me.”

“I have no such dream, child. Marry
whom you please, only don’t be in a
hurry, and remember that the day I have
to part with you will be the darkest day
the old man has ever seen.”

Her eyes filled, she bent down and
dropped a kiss on his cheek, and he rose
to leave the room quite conscious of his
own emotion.

He proceeded in a very leisurely
fashion to the library, and as he entered
it the clock struck ten, which caused
Stephen Currie to apologise for the late-
ness of his call.

“I was dining with a chap at the end
of your Square, and I wanted to see you
privately for a few moments, so I took
the opportunity of leaving early. I hope

vou don’t mind me coming at this hour,
uncle ?”
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"Oh, no, though we are rather early
birds. How are you, Stephen?” said the
old man cordially. “All well at home,
I hope?”

“Oh, all right, thank you. Well, I
needn’t beat about the bush. I've been
trying to get my courage up to sticking
point for ever so long. It’s about Kath-
erine 1 want to speak. Of course you
know that—that I've had hopes in that
direction for a long time, ever since she
first came from Bruges, in fact, I
thought her then the most absolutely
charming person I had ever met.”

“I've got my own thoughts about it, of
course, but you haven't come here very
much lately, and I thought you’d cooled
off a bit, Stephen,” said the old man with
a good-humored smile.

“Ah, but that’s entirely Katherine's
fault. She—she behaves abominably to
me, Uncle Archie, snubbing me at every
turn. But it doesn’t make any difference.
It makes me keener if anything. You see
that’s where she differs from most other
girls. They're all so ready to be made
love to, but she’s stand-offish.”

“She wouldn’t be with a person she
cared about, lad. Perhaps it will be bet-
ter for you to take it like that.”

“But why shouldn’t she care? There’s
nothing wrong with me. I can give her
a good position. I’ll be a partner next
year. They’ve never filled up Reedham’s
place, and Sir Philip as good as said it
would be mine after January. There's
absolutely no reason why she shouldn't
have me, and I'm sure, Uncie Archie,
if you'd put in a good word for me it
would go a long way.”

Archibald Currier shook his head.

“I am afraid that the love affair that
depends upon another man’s good word
1s not in a healthy condition. The usual
order of things is that the old man is
only consulted after everything is settled.
Understand that I have no personal
objection to you, Stephen, indeed I could
not possibly have, and if Katherine cared
for you it would make me very happy
to see you man and wife.”

“Then I have your permission to speak
to her seriously? I have often broached
the subject, though not with much suc-
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cess.  Dut it will be different now I have
something definite to offer her.”

Archibald Currie looked doubtful.

“Katherine does not care for the
things most girls prize. I am sure she
would not at all mind being married to
a poor man. And she has an astonish~
ing faculty of being able to make the best
of everything.”

“She wouldn’t be a successful poor
man's wife,” said Stephen emphatically.
“She is the sort of woman who needs ex-
pensive clothes and who knows how to
wear them.”

“That is where you are mistaken,
Stephen. She does not spend the half of
her allowance on herself. She knows
how to wear clothes, that is all the differ-
ence,” said the older man good-
humoredly.

“Ah, well, so much the better if she
can achieve that result on little money.
The finished product is always perfect.
But we are away from the main issue,
Uncle Archiebald. When am I most
likely to find her at home? I have often
called, and have never been so lucky as
to find her, and she goes so little to Fair
Lawn I have precious few opportunities
especialy lately; I really can’t go on like
this. It’s making me ill, and I can’t
attend to business. My father told me
this morning I had better get it settled.”

“Is your father (uite pleased with your
choice then?”

“Well, not as pleased as he might have
been. Katherine doesn’t conciliate them
much, you know, and they thing she
mimics them. What would please the
governor would be to see me make up to
Sarah Bracebridge, but I have told him
my mind is made up, and he understands
that a man must have his own way about
this, the most important act of his life.
He’s kept me in leading strings pretty
well up till now, but I think he sees that
it won't do any longer. Anyway, he
hasn’t made any insuperable objections
to Katherine as a daughter-in-law.”

Archibald Currie smiled drily.

“Katherine won’t shine in an atmos-
phere of sufferance, I warn you, Stephen.
She needs warmth and appreciation.”

“Oh, well, she’ll get plenty of it from
me, and, of course, we won’t settle in



186

Hampstead. 1 have a leaning to the
country myself, and I saw a little place
at Mitcham that would suit us down to
the ground. But first I've got to get
Katherin’es consent. Could I see her
tomorrow afternoon on my way home
from business. 1'd leave early on pur-
pose, and if you’d put in a word for me
meanwhile, I'd be grateful.”

“I don’t think I can promise you that,
lad. Katherine would resent it, I am
sure, and as I said, a love affair that
wants bolstering is in a bad way. Better
trust to chance. I can come home to an
carly tea, if that'll do you any good.
Katherine won’t go out if I get home
early.”

“Very well; perhaps I'll write to her
tonight after I get home. It all depends
on how I feel. You see Katherine’s so
different from all other women, you
never know where you have her, but I'm
awfully fond of her, and if she won’t
have me I really don’t know what'll be
the upshot, shouldn’t be surprised if I
went to the dogs altogether.”

He wore such a woe-begone expres-
sion, and spoke with such sincerity, that
Archibald Currie, albeit he was not
specially fond of his brother’s son, felt
a passing pang of pity for him. For
he was perfectly assured that Katherine
would not listen to him for a moment.

“I mustn’t keep you up, then, Uncle
Archibald. I'm glad you know how the
land lies, and that at least you’re not
hostile to me. Give Katherine my love,
and if you can see your way to put in
a good word for me I'll not forget it.
And I'll call and take my chance to-
morow afternoon if I don’t write in the
interval. Good night, Uncle Archibald.”

“Good night, lad, I wish you well, but
I don’t think you ought to build your
hopes too high. Katherine is not think-
ing of matrimony, meanwhile, at least,
and I'm afraid her answer will be ‘No.’

“Well, if she has no thoughts of matri-
mony, at least I've the chance of being
the first to suggest them to her,” said
Stephen with one of his shrewd gleams.
“It’s a great relief to me that you're not
hostile, anyway. The governor said

you'd sure to oppose it; that you had
ambitions for Katherine.”
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“They exist only in his imagination.
My only desire is to see the child happy,”
replied Archibald Currie, as he opened
the door to show his nephew out.

Katherine was waiting for him with a
little mischievous smile on her face,
which augured ill for poor Stephen’s
suit.

“T’ve been sitting here with cold thrills
running up and down my back, so don’t
pretend that you haven’t been talking
about me.”

“I don’t want to pretend. We have
been talking about you. Stephen is very
much in earnest, my dear, and you will
have to be in earnest, too, and answer
him definitely.”

“Why, I have never been indefinite,
quite the reverse. He knows perfectly
well I never permit him to make love to
me, and that I have avoided him almost
entirely. I never answer the letters he
writes asking me to go to concerts and
things, and I always try to be out when
there is any possibility of his calling.
What more definite does any man want ?”

“It would be enough for the average
man, I admit, but you will have to put
it in black and white to Stephen. He is
coming to ask you tomorrow to marry

him, having previously obtained my con-
sent in the orthodox fashion.”

“You gave your consent, Uncle Archi-
bald, but you don'’t expect me to marry
him!” she exclaimed with a little stamp
of her foot. “You know I have never
hidden from you how I feel about the
Fair Lawn people. They are not my

kind, and I would honestly die rather
than marry him.”

“Then be quite frank. Give him his
dismissal explicitly, but don’t hurt his
feelings. He is quite sincere, my dear,
and I was surprised at the depth of feel-
ing he exhibited.”

“I can’t let him come. There would
be a ghastly scene, for, of course, he
would keep on arguing, even after I had
spoken with the utmost definiteness.
They’re all like that at Fair Lawn. They
wrangle over the smallest detail. I've
heard them. May I write to him tonight,
dear, and tell him you have warned me
that he is coming, and that it is quite
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useless, that I am much obliged, but I
will never marry him?”

“As you like. Perhaps it would be

better. I will go upstairs now, my dear.
I’'ve had an uncommonly long day, and
three callers in one evening is a little
unusual.”
- “Three exciting and exacting callers,
too, all wanting something out of you!
That comes of being a philanthropic
angel, dearest. Now nobody ever wants
to ask anything of Uncle James Currie.
He is left severely alone.”

He smiled indulgently upon her, bade
her good night, and left her to write the
momentous letter. She addressed it to
the office at London Wall, and marked it
“Private,” thinking with fine considera-
tion that it might be better for him to
read it at his private desk in the City
than under the curious eyes at the family
breakfast table. They all knew her hand-
writing and as a family prided them-
selves on having no secrets from one
another, that is to say, there was no
privacy of thought or action allowed in
the family circle. Everything was dis-
cussed and dissected and settled in con-
clave, which they considered indicative
of their united family front.

Archibald Currie did not sleep well.
His mind was too full of the individual
and differing experiences of the evening.
He thought longest and most contin-
uously about the Reedhams and the story
Lidgate had told him, and remembered
with regret that he had not written the
note to Mrs. Reedham. The conversa-
tion with Katherine had driven it from
his mind.

He stopped the brougham at the first
post-office and wired to Mrs. Reedham
to send the boy to him at Old Broad
street in the course of the morning, and
after he had been over the more import-
ant correspondence he sent for Charlton
to come to his private room.

The signs of growing favor in the
master to the new clerk had, of course,
been noted by the other members of the
staff, but so far they did not resent it,
partly because their trust in the justice
and generosity of their master had
already been proven, and most of them
felt that their own positions were
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assured. Moreover, Charlton was en-
tirely inoffensive. He spoke so little,
indeed, that it was not easy for him to
give offence.

There was one man, however, who re-
sented him and all his ways. He was the
only unsatisfactory member of the Old
Broad street staff, a man named Richard
Turner, and but for the fact that he had a
wife and large family dependent on him,
Archibald Currie would not have kept
him so long. There was an antipathy
between them, the natural antipathy that
would arise betwen an honest, straight-
forward man and a shifty, unreliable one.
It was to Turner's department that
Charlton had come, and that worthy, see-
ing him growing in favor at court, as
he expressed it, began to cherish a slow
and deepening resentment. The deter-
mination to get even with him grew in
proportion as he imagined himself deeply
wronged. The head of the firm, un-
aware of these undercurrents, and early
drawn to his new employee, who on more
than one occasion had exhibited unusual
powers of acumen, continued to follow
his policy of recognition and encourage-
ment which usually marks the master’s
sympathies and catholic outlook. e de-
termined to place Leslie Reedham under
Charlton’s immediate eye, and in order
to enlist ‘his sympathies, to tell him
some, at least, of the circumstances.

“Good morning, Charlton. Yes, the
letters were right, quite right, and 1 see
where your suggestion was valuable. Sit
down a moment. I want to speak to you
about another matter. There is a lad
coming here this morning, he may be
here at any moment, whom I wish to
place under your care. I don’t know if
you remember the case of Mr. John
Reedham, who was a partner in Low-
ther, Curie, and Co.’s. He got off the
straight, somehow, and there was a
serious defalcation. He disappeared.
This is his boy. He must be helped.
He ought to have brains; his father was
a clever man, though I fear unscrup-
ulous. You follow me?”

He turned to look at Charlton, but at
that moment an interruption came to the
door, mercifully for the man he addres-
sed.



188

“Yes,” Badderley, you may show Les-
lie Reedham in in five minutes’ time.”

CHAPTER VIL
PAYING THE PRICE.

The lad entered a little shyly and
shamefacedly, his cheeks flushed, his eyes
bright with excitement. Archibald Cur-
rie turned to him with a kindly smile.
Charlton gazed out of the window, with
his face turned resolutely away. It is
certain that had Currie seen his expres-
sion at the moment this story must have
had a different ending.

“Good morning, my lad,” said Mr.
Currie, extending a kindly hand. *I
hope you are well, Leslie Reedham. How
is your mother?”

“Quite well, thank you, sir,” replied
Lesiic promptly. He.was shy, and the
ring of his clear young voice sounded
almost sweetly through the quiet room.
The agony in the soul of the man called
Charlton was beyond all telling. Surely
in that awful moment he expiated in
full the misery he had wrought! The
boy merely bestowed a casual glance on
him as he entercd, his whole interest
being centred m Archibald Currie, the
arbiter of his destiny. And the lad's sore
heart was mightily comforted by his kind
face and reassuring, almost fatherly,
manner.

"I am glad to hear that. So vou are
anxious to begin a business life, ¢h, my
boy 7"

“"Well, 1 will give you a chance. Mr.
Charlton here will find out what vou
are good for. I have not very much to
say to you. It can be put in a nutshell.
Pay close attention to what you are told.
Be obedient, punctual, conscientious.
Use the brains God has given you, and
don’t be a faint copy of someone else.
The only things worth imitating in this

world are the good qualities, Reedham
Remember that.”

“Yes, sir; I'll try.”

“Well, you can come tomorrow. Nine
o'clock, 1sn't it, Mr. Charlton® If our

voung friend comes at nine he will bc
n wood time for the work of the day.’
Char]ton stood up, and faced them.
His face showed grev and ghastly in the
clear light. Curnc was conscious of
some subtlc change in the man, and the
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sense of spiritual suffering seemed to fiil
the room. His intuition, always keen and
sympathetic, suggested that the sight of
the boy had perhaps struck some painful
chord. But Charlton had not, so far,
entrusted him with any portion of his
private life, and he could not intrude.

The boy gazed now at the face of
Charlton with deepening interest, real-
ising that in this man’s hands his future
destiny might really lie.

The face, with the light of the morn-
ing upon it, wore a puzzled look, his
big, eager eyes, so like his mother’s, were
wide with questioning. Charlton essayed
to speak, but his voice seemed to choke
and die away in his throat. A second
more of that agonising strain, and there
must have been a revelation made. Cur-
rie, however, intervened.

“If you like, you can take the boy to
Mr. Willett’s room, and put a few ques-
tions to him, Mr. Charlton. It will save
time in the morning. Remember, lad,
that an hour in the morning is the core
and kernel of the successful day,” he
added, rolling another business axiom
out with his pleasant smile. “Remember
me to your mother, and tell her we shall
hope to report progress as we go along.”

The boy tried to murmur his thanks.
Charlton turned to the door, and opened
it, passing so close to the lad that his
coat brushed his shoulder.

What an ordeal that was for the man
with whom fatherhood had been a pas-
sion. was a passion now! Something
swept over him—the mad desire to
brave all and crush the boy in his arms,
and dare fate to do its worst.

“How kind he is,” murmured Leslie’s
voice at his elbow, as they stepped out
ito the passage. “Don’t you think he is
kind? I was quaking when I came. I
couldn’t really eat any breakfast this
morning before I came out. But I
needn’t have minded.”

“He's the best of men, the very best,”
murmured Charlton, as his shakmo hand
went forth to open another door in the
long passage. It was a room that had
belonoed to one of the old partners of
the firm now dead, and was still called
Mr. Willett’s room. No one had occu-
pied it since he left it, and it was found
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most useful for people waiting in, or for
interviews not suitable for the private
room of Mr, Currie. Charlton let the
boy pass in, and closed the door when
he had entered himself. The yearning in
his eyes might have betrayed him, and
for a second or two it was touch and go.

The boy unsuspecting and unconscious
as youth is, and should be, began at last
to feel that there was something odd
about the man, and looked at him more
attentively. Charlton unable to stand
the vision of these clear eyes went to the
window on pretence of drawing down
the blinds for the sun.

“You spoke of your mother a mo-
ment ago. IHow is she? Tell me about
her.”

“Oh, she is quite well, there isn’t any-
thing much to tell. She is never very
well now, so often tired and anxious. Of
course, we've had great trouble, 1 dare-
say Mr. Currie may have told you.”

“No, what is it?” asked Charlton as
if moved to torture himself.

"My father has left us, he was obliged
to do it. Oh, no, there was nothing so
very wrong, nothing he will not be able
to clear up by and bye. But it is the

waiting that is so hard for us.”

"You—you—believe that he will clear
up things? You do not seem to blame
him,”

"I don’t, perhaps 1 don’t understand
about it altogether, but whoever says my
father would deliberately do wrong, or
rob other people, is a liar. You see we
lived with him, and we knew.”

“Yes, yes, that is beautiful and—and
unexpected. Does your mother feel like
that, too, about it?”

“Yes, only she does not say much, and
don’t you think women are never so cer-
tain? People who talk to them make
them think other things.”

This bit of shrewd observation sank
into Charlton’s soul.

“So you think your mother has gone
back a little ?”

“I ought not to say that. But I know
what I think myself about my father.
He was the best father in the world,
there will never be anybody like him. I
was glad Mr. Currie did not say anything
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against him, I really could not have stood
it, you know.”

“Oh, you couldn’t?”

To and fro the room walked Charlton,
only permitting himself occasional
glances at the bright, open eager face.
What puzzled and amazed him was the
utter lack of recognition in his own boy,
who had so often laid on his breast, with
whom he had had the most perfect com-
radeship, whom he had kissed night and
morning, often stealing up to look at him
in his sleep. Surely some dire change
must have been wrought in him that it
could he possible.

Of late, looking at his own image in
the glass, he had been conscious of a
change, his face becoming thinner, more
set, the face of a man who had paid the
price. He was thankful for it, and yet
fiercely resented it. He felt that he
wished to go on playing with fire.

“What do you think I shall get to do,
sir?” I want to understand business, to
be a successful man, to help my mother,
and grow up so that my father will never
be ashamed of me. I will work very
hard, sir, if you give me a chance.”

“You shall have your chance my boy.
Perhaps you had better go now,” said
Charlton thickly. “We shall go fully into
things tomorrow. Meanwhile, please tell
your mother I will do my utmost for
you, that everything that I can do to
help you will be done.”

“Yes, sir, thank vou. It is very kind,
indced. I don’t know how to thank you,
but I will work, sir.” ‘

There was a wistful look in the sweet
frank eyes, a kind of pitiful note in the
clear fresh young voice which almost
unmanned Charlton.

He offered a trembling hand.

“Yes, yes, it’s all right. Good-bye,
lad. You and I may be great friends
yet, I once knew a boy like you; we
were great friends. I have missed him
more than I can say.”

“You have no children, sir?”

“No. Good-bye, don’t forget to tell
your mother that I will help you here.”

He opened the door and dismissed him
with an abruptness which contrasted odd-
Iv with the unusual kindness of his pre-
vious demeanour,
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Leslie Reedham descended the office
steps with that puzzled look in his eyes.
But quickly it passed, and he made haste
to Clapton whistling off and on, to get
rid of some of the superfluous elation at
the sudden and happy change in his pros-
pects.

Left to himself, Charlion turned the
key in the door, and, sitting «dnwn, cov-
ercd his face with his hands.

“My God,” he said brokenly, “how
shall I be able to go through with it.
How long before I betray myself. How
is it he didn't know?”

Yet with all the strain of the terrible
situation there was a secret joy in his
soul. Fe would have his boy near him,
could touch him, speak to him, help him
on. So would the hunger of his heart
be partly satished. He passed out of
the inner room at length, recalled sud-
denly and sharply to a sense of waiting
and neglected duty. As he passed by
Turner’s desk that individual scowled at
him over his heavy brows, and gave his
shoulders a little shrug. Not a move in
the office routine passed unnoticed by
Richard Turner, and he resented with
his whole soul every indication of the
good understanding existing between his
master and the interloper, as he termed
Charlton in his mind.

Turner lived near Kennington Oval,
but that evening for purposes of his own
he made a long detour, following Charl-
ton to Camden Town in order to dis-
cover if possible what manner of life the
interloper pursued out of business hours.
e traced him to St. DPaul's-crescent,
even saw him go into the house of Mary
Anne Webber, and retired satisfied.

He had a friend in Keatish Town
whom he would ecmploy to discover some-
thing regarding the private life of
Charlton, and woe betide him if any-
thing was found there to his discredit.

Tt was a job after Turner’s own mind.
his fat. vacuous face was a cloak to a
very black heart, capable of anv treach-
cry.  Nothing but the long forhearance
of Archibald Curric accounted for the
present security of s position.  He was
one of the undesirables who sooner or
later come to gricf. and often involve a
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great many innocent persons in their

downfall.

Mary Anne Webber was deeply inter-
csted in her lodger, but privately deeply
concerned regarding the whole unhappy
story. A whole year had gone since the
man whom she was now accustomed to
call Chariton had sought the shelter of
her house. He had proved himself a
model lodger, giving little trouble and
paying with clockwork regularity, sel-
dom going out after he returned from
business, and appearing to spend his
whole leisure over books and writing ma-
terials. In his happier days Charlton had
made a little hobby of writing, and had
been successful in having sketches ac-
cepted by different papers and maga-
zines; now in his stranded condition he
set himself to it in earnest as a means
of furthering his ends. To make money
by the sweat of his brow and brains was
his whole desire, and he would leave no
stone unturned to achieve that end. It
troubled Mary Anne’s active, bustling
mind to contemplate a man content to
spend his time thus, and to be cut off as
he was, wholly from all that makes life
worth living. They seldom talked of old
times, or even alluded to the background
of her lodger’s life. He had given her
a great trust, had left himself absolutely
in her hands, and she would not betray
that trust. But there were times when
the unreality of it all seemed to haunt
her, and when she could scarcely believe

that John Reedham and Thomas Charl-
ton were one.

She was only an ignorant woman, but
her heart was in the right place, and a
certain shrewd intelligence caused her to
come to right conclusions outside of all
logic. She felt. rather than knew, that
Reedham had made a mistake, was mak-
mg one now, which would recoil on his
own head, perhaps in consequences too

far-reaching and terrible to be faced.

These thoughts often troubled her, as
she pursued the daily round of her com-

monplace tasks, but she did not venture
to voice them to him.

They did not have much speech to-
gether: sometimes, indeed. she felt her-
self curiously on the outside, and she
had certainly no idea what a bulwark and
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buttress her presence and kindly attitude
were to the solitary man who had thrown
himself upon her mercy in his extremity.,

One day she gave voice to some of her
iears to the Vicar, when he paid a pastoral
call. He had discovered by accident that
the man to whom he had oftered a cup ot
cold water on the top of an ommibus was
now resident in the house of one of his
parishioners, and he had twice paid a call
upon him there. But though Chailton
had been perfectly courteous, Fielden
felt himself left on the outside, and wise-
ly decided not to force the acquaintance,
but to wait until it should ripen of its
own accord. He had been curiously
drawn to the man, and was always inter-
ested in him, and glad to think of him in
such good care as Mary Anne Webbet’s,

“Oh, Mr. Charlton, ’e’s quite well in
hisself, sir,” said Mary Anne when he
inquired one day regarding Charlton’s
welfare, “But ’tain’t a life for any man,
wot ‘e lives. I don’t see myself how it’s
goi’n to go on. I do wish as you'd get
him to come out of hisself. 'E ain’t well,
no, ‘e ain’t, how could anybody be well
settin’ hup ’arf the nite like ’e does.”

“I suppose you don’t know anything
about his people?” said the Vicar inter-
estedly.

Mary Anne reddened, and put up her
apron under pretence of wiping a smut
from her nose.

“’E don’t talk much to me, sir, ‘e don't.
'E’s bin in trouble, anybody kin see that.
But people ’ave the rite to keep their
troubles to theirselves if they wants to,
ch, sir?”

“Surely, but every human soul needs
svmpathy, Mrs. Webber.”

“Well, they do, an’ they don’t, so to
speak. There's times when we feel like
burstin’ to speak and other times when
wild ’osses wouldn’t drag it from hus.
T guess that's ’ow Mr. Charlton’s fcel-
ing now. Anvhow I'm sorry fer ‘im, for
a more inoffensive and sweet-tempered
gentleman never took any woman’s fust
floor.”

“I am sure of that, I'll drop in one
cvening uite casually and have a chat.
Meanwhile I am pleased to hear all is
well with you. I often say to my wife
that it is as good as a breath of the sea

191

to have a word with you. You make
the Dbest of everything and never a
grumble! That's the true spirit in which
to meet life. It breaks down the hills of
difficulty, doesn’t it?”

Mary Annc’s face beamed at this un-
expected tribute from the Vicar whom
she adored, and her heart and step were
light for the rest of the day.

Her lodger came home earlier than
usual, and when she took in his dinner,
a task she never relegated to anyone else,
she noticed how unusually haggard and
pale he looked.

“Lor! you ain’t well, sir,” she exclaim-
ed, as she set down the tray.

“1'm all right,” he replied with a faint
attempt at a smile, “I’ve had a trying
day at the office.”

“'Ave yer, sir? [ knows what them
tryin’ days is, don't I just? Yer gits up
of a mornin’ sure things ain’t goin’ ter
go rite, there’s somethink hinside wot
tells yer. Never mind, sir, the dy’s done,
an’ thet’s every pore creatur’s comfort
in this weary world, that there ain’t never
a day but comes to a hend.”

She placed the covered dish before
him with a sympathetic nod. Her kind
face, her ready and good-natured sym-
pathy were once more as wine to his
riven heart.

“Mary Anne, I'm bound to tell you.
I can’t get out of it, and if I don't I
shan't be able to get through.”

“I know,” said Mary Anne, lowering
her voice mysteriously. ‘“‘Leastwys I kin
guess. They've begun to think who you
recly are.”

“Not so bad, though it may very well
be the beginning of things. I had a new
boy put under me today to train in the
way he should go, whom do you think?
My own son.”

“Oh, Lor, no, yer don’t sy so! Yer
own pretty Leslie, and did the pore little
dear run strite inter yer arms an’ cry ’is
"eart hout ?”’

“No, he didn’t recognise me at all.”

“An’ yer never said a word ?”’

Mary Anne’s excitement and interest
rose every moment. It was more melo-
dramatic than the penny novelettes with
which she beguiled her scanty leisure
downstairs.
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“No, I did not betray myself, and U've
got to keep it up, keep all that up, Mary
Anne, and crush down all 1 feel, day
in and day out, perhaps for the rest of
my natural life.” '

“Mr. Reedham, sir, beggin’ yer par-
din’, but jes for onst let me sy the reel
nime. It'll ’elp wot I'm abart ter sy.
Yer carn’t do it, sir, no yer carn’t. Flesh
and blood carn’t be crushed like that.
Don’t yer go fer to try. It'll kill yer
sure.”

“But what am I to do, Mary Anne?
If I own up now, it’s all up with me.”

“Is it, sir? 'Ow long do they keep up
spite like ?”

He could have smiled at the directness
of her speech.

“I am not heyond the pale of the law
yet, Mary Anne, believe me, and atter
all I've gone through, it seems needless
and hard to give up now, just when suc-
cess, the success 1 have dreamed of, is
beginiing to loom within my reach.”

Mary Anne continued to shake her
head.

“I ain’t clever, and I never 'ad no ead
fer business, pore Webber used to sy
thet, but there’s things that God Al-
mighty teaches even pore wimmen, sir.
An" I carn’t think this yer is rite, or
thet it will ever come to any good. O,
do think over it, an’ quit! Go abroad
even, anythink would be better than
wot's going on now.”

But the very warning and objection
urged upon Charlton seemed only to im-
part added strength to his own resolve.
There are natures so constructed, that
the most strenuous opposition acts only
as a further incentive. Charlton had re-
lieved him mind, and the future began
already to be robbed of its new terror.
Nay, even the hidden sweetness lurking
in the appalling danger allured him.
Mary Anne, entirely forgetful of her
place, pushed his plate a little nearer,
and bent her kind, anxious eves on his
face. '

“Yer carn't do it, sir, belicve me. Yer
pore ’eart will be tore all to pieces, an’
anythow the day will come wen every-
think will come hout. Do think it over.
there’s a dear.”
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She withdrew, shaking her head omin-
ously, seriously disturbed in mind con-
cerning her lodger and the strange com-
plications in life.

“'Ere, you, Hannie, tike this letter to
the Vicarage an’ see thet it goes inter
Mr. Fielden’s own 'ands,” she said, after
she had laboured with a pencil and paper
for a few toilsome moments. She did
not write much, simply a few words beg-
ging the vicar if he had an hour to spare
to call up and see her lodger, who seemed
in trouble. Then having shifted the re-
sponsihility she felt better. She couid
not, of course, be sure that Charlton
would unburden his soul to the vicar,
the chances were probably against it, but
he could not fail to be strengthened and
helped by his company. Happily the
vicar was at home, and by no means
averse to the idea of a chat with the man
who continued to interest him, though he
had not of late seen much of him.

Charlton was smoking a pipe by the
hearth when he was shown in, and he
rose to receive him with a cordiality
which showed that he was not an un-
welcome visitor.,

“I have often thought of dropping in
lately, Mr. Charlton, you have been on
my mind somewhat. But just at the
beginning of the winter there seems to
be a multiplicity of things cailing my at-
tention. The winter’s work for one thing
has to be got into shape. I hope you are
very well ?”

“So. so, Mr. Tielden: pray sit down.
Do vou smoke?”

"l can take a cigarette to keep you
company, though it is not my habit,” he
said, stretching out his hand for the case
which lay on the corner of the table.
X3 T .

Well, how are you getting on at New
Broad-street

“Very well.”

“You like Mr. Currie?”

"1 do. The man who could nut ad
mire and reverence that fine spirit has
something scriously the matter with him-
self,” he answered on the spur of the
moment: and then his face flushed a
little at the anomaly suggested by his
words. ’
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1 thought you would like him, and get
on well with him. He has treated you
generously, then?”

“Most generously; in fact, T am
sometimes ashamed at the largeness of
the trust he has bestowed upon me.”

“But it is the way to make men,” said
the Vicar musingly. “I have to deal
with a good many derelicts in my com-
mon experience, and I have proved that
trust is the master key.”

Charlton was silent a moment, not
knowing how to answer. He might have
resented the analogy. Iielden observed
that he did not, and perhaps drew his
own conclusions therefrom,

“What department of the business are
you in? Has he promoted you?”

“l am at present his confidentiai
clerk,” replied Charlton. “I have had
some -experience in business, as I think
I told you that morning we met on the
omnibus, and he has discovered where
my chief capacity lies. He has a new
scheme for the furtherance of his busi-
ness in the colonial branch of it. It is
possible he mav send me abroad later in
the year.”

“You would not object to that?”

“No, I should welcome 1it,” replied
Charlton. “Not so much for the splendid
opportunity it offers, for—for trying to
justify the confidence Mr. Currie has
placed in me, but because I shall, for
personal reasons, be glad to get out of
London.”

“It would be a permanent appoint-
ment, then. at least for a period of
vears?”

“No, I think not; rather a visit of in-
vestigation and report. Mr. Currie has
long been dissatisfied with the manage-
ment of the branch abroad, and, but for
his age and the fact that he does not
wish to leave his ward, he would go out
to South Africa himself.”

“Ah, T see,” said the Vicar, still study-
ing Charlton’s face intently, while seem-
ing merely to be casually interested. He
felt that this was the best attitude to
adopt towards this strange man, who had
a whole hisory in his face.
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“Mr, Fielden, an interesting question
in what, I suppose, might be called eth-
ical psychology came under my notice
lately. May I offer it for your solution?”

“Certainly ; it is a part of life that has
a natural attraction for me. If I could
get rid of it I might get through a good
deal more than I do,” he added good-
humouredly.

“Well, supposing that a man had got
off the straight, and that there seemed
nothing for him but absolute ruin, but
managed to reinstate himself by sinking
his own identity ?”

“Becoming a new man, so far as the
former conditions of his life were con-
cerned, you mean?”’

“I don’t mean that he was converted,
exactly. As a matter of fact, he wasn’t.
He was lucky in evading the conse-
quences of his own folly, and the chance
offered for him to build up a new career.
Would you say he was justified in taking
it?”

“Certainly, providing his action did not
involve others, or suggest disaster in
other quarters. Could you be a little
more explicit?”’

“It is not easy. He took another
name, and began to work up slowly to-
wards the things men prize, and which
he had prized and lost. Would you say
he was wrong?”

“Was it right that he should have
suffered for his first failure? I mean,
did his conduct entail suffering or de-
privation on others?”

“Not in the sense you mean. It was
a (uestion of money, which came out of
the pockets of rich people.”

“It makes a difference to the resuit,
but does not, of course, affect the main
issue, the man’s own sin. And what was
his idea in making a bold bid for rein-
statement? Was it purely a selfish one?”

“T think not. His idea was to atone,
to pay the money back, to make full re-
paration wherever possible, and to have
achieved it by his own effort.”

The vicar nodded, took two puffs at
his cigarette, and looked Charlton
straight in the face.

~ (To be continued.)



THE EMPIRE OF WOMAN.

Valerie Vectis

Harping on Happiness,

on the happy strings of life, because

without it the grandest chords we

strike must ever lack the tone-color
that radiates around the most perfect
harmonies of the soul.

Coleridge has written, “The happiness
of life is made up of minute fractions,
the little, soon-forgotten charities of a
kiss, a smile, a kind look, a heart felt
compliment in the disguise of a playful
raillery, and the countles other ‘infinit-
esimals of pleasant thought and feeling.”

To be happy, is after all only to be
normal; it is a theory of my own that
we were all meant to be happy. I know
we hear a lot about this “vale of tears,”
and some pcople look out on life as
though it were indeed deluged with un-
utterable woe; but for those who seek
there is much joy and happiness hidden
in every station that stands by the way in
the journey through the unknown terri-
tory of each day.

Happiness, like many other things,
is comparative; and though the basic
principle remains always the same, it
may be measured in a hundred different
ways. “No man is happy who does not
think himself happy,” says an old phil-
osopher, and in that sentence we can
surely find one golden key that will win
an entrance into Happy-land. Think
happiness—think it all the time; and it
will astonish you how the vale of tears
will blossom into the valley of flowers.
‘The value of a rightly directed thought
is beyond our comprehension ; but we can
feel its beneficent influence in our lives
if we only unstintedly utilise, and care-
fully guard this mysterious emissary of

IT is a great thing to be able to harp

the soul, whose potentialities touch the
fringe of the Infinite.

Now that little sentence sounds rather
like a condensed sermon, but I did not
mean it so. Sermons arc not my forte.
But sermons or not, I do believe in
happiness, and in searching among the
highways and byways of life for the good
and heautiful, instead of grovelling in the
gutters for the sordid and hideous.

One great cause for complaint seems to
be that our own particular sphere in life
1s not what we would have chosen if the
choice had been given us; and in fact, a
general readjustment of the universe
would please us mightily. At least we
think so, and long for the wizard’s wand
that at a touch could change our cir-
cumstances and our énvironment to suit
our fancy. Robbie Burns sings:

“Think ye, are we less blest than they,
Wha scarcely tent us in their way,
As hardly worth the while?”

Are we less blest than our neighbors?
Not a bit of it! OQur lots in life are
more equal than they seem at the first
glimpse. Peep and see! Look around
you, not with a mere cursory glance, but
with that-deeper insight that pierces to
the heart of things and learns by just
looking. Be glad that you are just your-
self, and try to be happy in the sheer
joy of living. Oh! I know it is not
always easy; it is the hardest thing in
the world sometimes just to smile; but
then women are made of stuff that does
not shrink at trifles. It is because of the
weeping rain, and the darkened sky that
we need to cherish every stray gleam of
sunshine that comes our way. As sun-
shine is necessary to the life of the
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flower, so happiness is necessary to our
highest mental development, and it de-
pends largely upon ourselves how near
we approach to our own ideal of per-
fection. '

WHERE SHALL WE FIND IT?

The search for happiness is endless,
because everybody has their own idea
of where it is to be found. Some try to
discover it in the golden glamor of
wealth, some 1in the laurel wreath of
worldly fame, some in the gratification of
great ambitions and so on. But think
you the elusive sprite is found in any
of these? She may shcew her tantalizing-
ly lovely face for a momeant, but only to
escape with a mocking laugh as we think
at last to clutch her to our hearts. We
must follow another road if we would
find the place where she abideth. Away
over the lofty mountains of our in-
satiable ambitions, through the tangled
undergrowth of the valley of our desires,
unheeding the beckoning, yellow tingers
of the goddess of gold, past the iris-
tinted smoke that arises from the sacrifi-
cial altar of fame—on—on—through
labyrinthine ways of Pleasure and Pain,
of Success and Failure—till completing
the circle we come back to the sanctuary
of our own mind. There, if we give
Contentment the throne, happiness will
draw near, «a Dblessed handmaiden, to
minister to the vital needs of the every-

day of life.

* Happiness is the sunshine of the soul,
and the real sunshine of the soul is not
superficial, but as deep and fathomless
as the ocean, and as eternal as the ever-
lasting hills. To live in the sunshine
of the soul is to find happiness in the
truest sense, and to take joy with us all
the way.

CHEERY PHILOSOPHY

A cheery philosophy of life is worth
cultivating, try it and see. Laugh, and
make the world laugh with you! I was
reading the other day the latest cure for
human ills was the laughing cure. The
treatment appears to consist of sitting
round in a room and simply laughing at
each other for an hour at a time. It is
guaranteed as a sure remedy for indiges-

195

tion and kindred woes ; and methinks the
same treatment might prove beneficial
in mental as well as physical distur-
bances. A cheery laugh or a Dbright
smile at the right time is like the soft
answer of the Scriptures—it is a splendid
weapon for turning away wrath.

Smile, and as you go along be glad
that the flowers bloom, and the birds
sing, and the sun shines; be glad even
when the rain falls, because the flowers
need it and it may mean life and refresh-
ment to some drooping, thirsty soul.

Be happy in spite of things, as well as
because of things, and lo, the secret- will
be a secret no longer, but the wonderful
revelation of what is after all the one
thing that is really worth while!

What a waggish world it is,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

Full of that, and full of this,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

What a lot of joy we miss,

What a lot of fun and bliss,

If we frown instead of kiss;
Tra-la-la-la-la!

All the time goes merrily,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

When we take things cheerily,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

For the world is very fair,

There's a lot of sunshine there,

Quite enough for all to share;
Tra-la-la-la-la!

Never mind if things go wrong,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

They’ll come right again ¢’er long,
Tra-la-la-la-la!

Fretting won’t improve their state,

Sighing won’t make crooked straight,

Best thing is to smile and wait;
Tra-la-la-la-la!

Bear my little lay in mind;
Tra-la-la-la-la!

"Tis the better way you’ll find,
Tra-la-la-la-l1a!

All the time it will beguile,

Just to take life with a smile,

And be happy all the while;
Tra-la-la-la-la!
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Thoughts of Great Thinkers.

WIHAT SOME MEN HAVE

WOMEN.,

THOUGHT OF

Nature sent women into the world
with this bridal dower of love, not, as
men often think, that they altogether and
entirely love them from the crown of
their head to the sole of their feet, but
for this reason, that they might be, what
their destination 1s, mothers, and love
children, to whom sacrifices must ever
be offered and from whom none are to be
obtained.—Richter.

Woman, once made equal to man, be-
comes his superior~—Socrates.

This 1 set down as a positive truth.
A woman with fair opportunities, and
without an absolute hump, may marry
whom she likes. Only let us be thankful
that the darlings are like the beasts of
the field, and don’t know their own
power.—Thackeray.

Women govern us: let us render them
perfect: the more they are enlightened,
so much the more shall we be. On the
cultivation of the mind of women de-
pends the wisdom of men. It is by

women that nature writes on the hearts
of men.—Sheridan.

Make the doors upon a woman's wit,
and it will out at the casement ; shut that,
and it will out at the kev-hole; stop that,
and 1t wil: fly with the smoke out at the
chimmey.—Shakespeare.

Women will find their place, and it will
neither be that in which they have been
held, nor that to which some of them
aspire. Nature's old Salic law will not
be repealed, and no change of dynasty
will be effected.—Professor Huxley.

All the reasonings of men are not
worth one sentiment of women.—
Voltaire.

And say, without our Hopes, without
our Fears,

Without the home that plighted Love

endears,

Without the Smile from partial Beauty
won,

Oh! what were Man?—a World without
a Sun.

—Campbell.

At the Shrine of Euphroysyne.

BETWEEN TWOQO EVILS.

Flossie is six years oid. “Mamma,”
she said one day, "if T get married will
I have a husband like pa?” “Yes,” re-
plied her mother with an amused smile.
“And if T don't get married will T have
to be an old maid like Aunt Kate?”
“Yes, dearie™! T say. Mamma, it’s a
hard world for us women, isn't it?"

DIDN'T SEE HIM STEAL.

Josh was brought before a. county
squire for stealing a hog, and three wit-
nesses swore that thev saw him steal

it. A wag having volunteered as coun-
sel for Josh, and knowing the scope of
the squire’s brain, arose and addressed
him as follows: “May it please your
honor, T can establish this man’s honesty
bevond the shadow of a doubt; for I
have twelve witnesses ready to swear
that they did not see him steal it.” The
squire rested his head for a moment up-
on his hands as though in deep thought,
and then with great dignity arose, and
brushing back his hair said: “If there
are twelve who did not see him steal it,

and only three who did, I discharge the
prisoner. Clear the room.”



A Western Paradise.

H. R. MacMillan

UCH has been the power of wheat,
and such the influence of the
broad plains, that we are prone
to think of sunny Alberta as one

grand golden field, devoid of any relief
save that afforded by rough coulees and
deep cut rivers. And this in spite of
Banff. It may therefore come as some-
what of a surprise to many to know that
west of the drv, short-grass plain and
the irrigation belt where prairie Alberta
rises to meet Alpine Montana and Brit-
ish Columbia on their own footing high
in the Rockies a new summer resort is
developing, which may some day rival
Banff in popularity. It is that combina-
tion of mountains, lakes, rivers, canyons,
and foothills in the Kootenay Lakes
Forest Reserve which is so popular with

the citizens of the prairie towns.

The town of Cardston is at present the
nearest railroad point to the Kootenay
Lakes. This will be regarded an asset
by the many who count no day lost which
1s spent driving along a good trail
through the foothill country. And the
trail from Cardston to the lakes is in-
teresting as well as good, running, as it
does, along the great Blood Indian re-
serve, the largest Indian reserve in Cana-
da, crossing the deep gorge of the historic
Belly River, and finally winding over the
rounded hills of the famous Cecchrane
Ranch—a ranch of 66,000 acres which
Senator Cochrane bought in the early
days for $1.00 per acre, upon which he
ran 10,000 head of cattle, and which his
heirs recently sold to the Mormon church
en bloc for $396,000. The old Cochrane
Ranch comprises all the land between
the Bellv and the Kootenay Rivers, and
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Camp at Mouth of Oil Creek.

the Father of Waters, the Saskatchewan
and the Missouri, which rise so close
together, on either side of the Milk
River ridge, and find so different resting
places, in Hudson’s Bay and the Gulf
of Mexico.

The Rockies here are actually made up
of two ranges, generally parallel, with
main axes, northwest and southeast, the
easternmost of which is the Lewis Range,
extending but a short distance into Can-
ada. The western, or Livingston Range,
it is which runs farther northward to
form the divide between British Colum-
bia and Alberta. It is this range which
at a point eleven miles south of the in-
ternational boundary rises to form the
culminating peak of the continental
divide, discharging the Saskatchewan to
the northeast, the Missouri to the south-
east and the Columbia to the west.

The ranges themselves are the rem-
nants of a yet more ancient, great pla-
teau region of upraised rock, long since
broken down by erosive forces, chief
amongst which were glaciers. Upon
this plateau are now the higher peaks,

Blakiston, Cleveland, the Citadels, huge
pyramids and blocks wtih cliffs and pre-
cipices hundreds and sometimes thous-
ands of feet sheer above the plunging,
roaring stream of the deep cleft valleys,
or, south of the international boundary,
ending in great crevasses at the heads
of the glaciers.

On their blank, Eastern face
these mountains are cut by long, deep,
\"-shaped canvons, which have Dbeen

gouged out in days of stupendous na-
tural forces by the irresistible glaciers
which once flowed slowly downward
from the snow and ice-clad plateaus,
forming the divide between the Atlantic
and Pacific Oceans.

Hustling along the gravel-bedded can-

vons are roaring streams, which rise in
the eternal snows, flow into placid lakes,
and break forth again unto the prairie.
Between the streams long finger-like
ridges rise to considerable heights, the
pine-clad lower slopes rising steeper and
steeper until a talus region of chapparal-
covered rock is reached which brings up

steep
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short under heetle-bromed precipitous
cliffs.

The canyons at their heads terminate
in great basins or ampitheatres, resting
cliff upon cliff in stairwayvs of tremend-
ous proportions until the realms of per-
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easily reached from the Canadian peaks.

To the Westward the mountains break
precipitously and from the foot of the
steep long timber covered slopes reach
out to the Flathcad River, a tributary
of the Columbia.

A Pleasing Mountain Scene.

petual snow and ice are veached. There
are unfortunately no great ice fields north
of the Canadian boundary though many
exist just over the line in Montana,
which can be plainly seen and fairly

The Kootenay Lakes themselves, ex-
tending through a glacier-carved, moun-
tain-walled valley, from the heart of the
Rockies to the rolling prairies beyond
are bodies of water of singlar beauty.
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The chain of lakes is about fourteen
miles long, eleven of which lie north
of the Canadian boundary. It is con-
tracted twice by glacial piled rock and
debris so as to form three lakes, the
southernmost of which, the most beau-
tiful, is entirely surrounded by high
forest-clad mountain ranges, which rise
so precipitously as to leave no shore ex-
cept the stream-built gravel and bouider
deltas at the mouths of the larger
streams.

To the East of the lake the Sheep
Range forms the divide between the
Kootenay and the Belly Rivers. Sofa
Mountain, the greatest of the peaks north
of the Canadian boundary and Cleveland
the most prominent just south of the
houndary are worthy of any mountain
climbers” ambition and efforts. Mct.
Cleveland, the summit of the range, rises
to a height of 10,438 feet, yet it does
not excel in natural 4ttractions Sofa
Mountain.

The Sheep Range is broken on the east
and west by many canyons, chief of
which are the North Fork of the Belly
River, Crooked Creek, Canyon Creek,
and Hell Roaring Canyon, in all of which
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streams gather in the ampitheatre can-
yon heads, rush down the steep slopes
until caught up in lakes, and finally de-
scend 1 a series of cascades and tumb-
ling fails over the rocky ledges.

‘The valley of the Belly River itself,
over a mile wide at the river level, cut
off from the prairie on the cast by the
massive, pme-clad Mill Ridge, shut in
on the west by bare mountain masses,
and disappearing to the south in the un-
explored mountain fastnesses of Mon-
tana, amidst serrated, snow-banked
peaks, dark forested mountain sides and
glistening glaciers, the whole valley is
one of the quietest, most charming scenic
spots in Alberta.

West of the Kootenay Lakes, the
mountains, though higher are more easily
reached and vanquished. Black Bear
mountain, the most eastward, and there-
fore the least so far as height is con-
cerned, i1s a great wind-swept ridge, al-
most surrounded by Blakiston Brook
and Oil Creek. From the summit of
Black Bear are seen to the west—west is
here the main trend of the mountains—
the long, almost straight valley of Oil
Creek, terminating in huge dark crim-

The Livingston Range.
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son shale mountains, and separated by
Mt. Blakiston from the valley of Blakis-
ton Brook, where lies the old overland
Kootenai Trail. Nestling” back in the
vallevs are several little lakes, blue, un-
ruffled, forever kept from overflowing by
the sheer walls of their shores, even
should the brooks now emptying them
be cut off by some mighty cataclysm.
There are yet lakes to be discovered and
named by explorers. On Qil Creek are
two beautiful lakes, the larger just reach-
ing the International boundary, and near
the Kootenay Lakes, in the same creek
are the Cameron or Kootenay Falls,

Farther north and west are a maze of
unnamed peaks and a tangle of deep cleft
valleys focussing about the only emin-
ences which are honored with names in
this less travelled region, Mt. Anderson
and Newman's Peak.

As 15 to be expected in a locality so
rugged, and aside from the main chan-
nels of travel game is plentiful. In the
lower valleys and on the timbered slopes
deer are numerous, both the blacktail
and the white tail. Occasional elk and
moose have been known to wander over
the grasses from the British Columbia
and Montana sides, where they are more
numerous. But it is to the more wary,
more coveted species that the Kootenay
lays especial claim. Sheep there are in
plenty. On the Sheep Range, where
high in the open talus slopes, or lower
in the scrubby timber they find the feed
and cover they desire, as many as twenty-

five have been counted in one day by one
person. On the ledges of the same range,
as well as on other summits goats may
always be found. Over the whole area,
from the high, bushy, rocky slides to the
huckleberry thickets of the river valleys
the grizzly roams, and seldom does he
travel where he does not find the scorned
footprints of his lesser black brother.
There are also occasional tracks of the
sleek, invisible, mountain lion. The
splendid cover afforded by timber and
brush from the mountains to the foot-
hills favors the breeding of all the game
birds native to the region, the ptarmigan,
blue grouse, spruce hen, partridge, and
farther on the prairie, the chicken. On
the lakes, and in the rivers are great

flocks of coots, and several varieties of
ducks.

The Kootenay Lakes abound in bull
trout or chan, some of which have been
lately hooked to a weight of twenty-three
pounds. There is also good fishing in
the mountain streams. Of late years
the voracity of the trout has been so
abused by the visiting fishermen, that
without especial protection by the fishery

department, the streams will soon be
whipped clean.

The rocks of the whole region are of
sedimentary origin, limestone, sandstone
and shale, and are particularly interesting
to students of geology as examples of the
formation and life histories of mountains
of these materials. There are many
splendid examples of folding and twist-
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ing of strata, and many well defined
faults exposed. Although the country
has been very closely prospected for cop-
per, coal and oil, no paying property has
yet been discovered. Some near-oil-
wells are in existence at present upon
which a great deal of labor and money
was expended. In one instance a town
was built, Oil City, which to this day re-
tains its only odor. City lots were sur-
veyed and sold to innocent absentees at
fancy prices, derricks built, oil tanks and
a distillery constructed, but at present all
is deserted, the houses left untenanted
save for the and squirrel, the streets
untrod save by the coyote and the ma-
chinery abandoned to the tender mercies
of the junkman. Most interesting are the
original and only revenue producing oil
wells, ditches dug across the foot of the
mountains to intercept the seepage from
the dipping strata. These were the work
of old “Bill” Aldrich, now an inhabitant
of Cardston, the only man to profit from
oil in the Kootenays. He gathered his
product by soaking it up on a gunnv
sack and squeezing it out into a pail
This he sold to ranchers for lubricating
purposes.

Visitors will find that the greatest
benefit accruing from the labors of the
prospector is the presence of a fine wagon
road to the summit of Oil Creek. Con-
nected with this is a wagon road up the
Belly River, from which a pack trail
leads over Ahern Glacier to Kalisfell,
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Montana. This trip should not be at-
tempted save by experienced travellers,
as on the glacier several horses have
been lost, crashing to death from the ice
over the cliffs below. Peak trails also
lead up the Little Belly River and the
North Fork of the Belly River, which
are well known to the ranchers of the
neighborhood.  Another ‘pack trail of
interest is one which leads up the Koo-
tenay Lakes to the valley beyond. It is
travelled frequently, there being a log-
ging operation at the head of the lake
in Montana, the logs from which are
floated down the Kootenay and manu-
factured in Alberta. The original pass
over the mountains, and that used by the
Indians and subsequently the Geological
survey in their explorations is that men-
tioned above as following Blakiston
Brook to the summit, thence the valley
of the Flathead River south to Montana.
For those who care not for trails, but de-
sire travel of a more rugged sort, there
are many uncharted valleys and many
virgin peaks.

It is improbable that any of the passes
will ever be utilised for railroad construc-
tion, but it is inevitable that railroads
will approach the region and that it will
be made more accessible. Until then 1t
cannot fail to be popular with those who
are not to be bluffed by a drive of thirty
miles, and with those who really seek .
the tonic of stiff exercise and good sport
out of doors.
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The Prairies of Saskatchewan

Blanche E. Holt Murison

O pen could adequately depict the
conflicting emotions that fll the
mind, as one stands for the first
time alone in the deep distances

and vast empty spaces of these great
prairies of the North West. The prairie
has a fascination of its own, but this
fascination must be seen and felt to be
really understood.

IFor hundreds of years, they were the
happy hunting-ground and undisputed
territory of the Indian, who with war-
painted face waged a deadly feud against
neighboring tribes, or in more peacefu!
times hunted the bhear and buffalo, the
woll and jumping deer. Now the Indian
is rarely scen outside of the government
reserves, and cven the tr 1bc> to the far
North have been brought under treaty.

Instead of the Indian in war-paint and
feathers, mounted on his hardy little
cayuse, and eager for the scalp of his
enemy, we find Lhc white man holding a
hand plow, to which is harnessed a
yoke of stupid, patlcnt oxen ; or if he has
been for some vears in the country, we
may find him mounted on a gang plow,
drawn by four tricky- tempucd blOllChOb
Pie-a-Pot and his braves are no more.

and the peaceful agriculturist reigns in
his stead.

The lordly buffalo, that at one time
nugrated in his tens of thousands from

one part of the prairie to another, is now
neariy extinct; although today you can
follow the trail he made perhaps fifty
vears ago, for many miles across the
country. It is just a long, narrow line,
for the buffalo always travelled in single
file, and often it would take days for a
herd to pass a given point. All over the
prairie are to be found huge buftalo wal-
lows, where these great beasts sportively
rolled on the ground, or basked in the
warm sunshine. Now all that remains of
these monarchs of the prairie, are tons
and tons of white bleached bones and
skulls scattered over the land. I have
seen huge white skulls used as flower-
pots and garden decorations, and picked
the mignonette and sweet peas im-
pudently growing from the place where

the buffalo’s brains once had a resting
place.

Another small denizen of the prairie
that has not become extinct, in spite of
the energetic efforts of the homesteader
to put hlm out of existence, is the gophel
The gopher is a species of ground squir-
rel and one of the most mqmsmve small
animals alive. As he hears you approach-
ing. he will sit up on his haunches per-
fectly stiff and straight looking for all
the world like a tent peg: but nothing
can move quicker than that same oopher
if he thinks there is danger about. The
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lazv old badger frequently burrows into
the gopher’s hole, and making a meal of
the inmates takes wup his own abode
there.

Where the prairie is densely wooded,
and among the sand huls by the banks
of the great Saskatchewan, moose and
jumping-deer, the wolf and bear are
still to be found. In the shooting season,
the sportsman has a glorious time; every
slough abounds in wild duck, and there
is an abundance of prairie chicken, wild
geese and turkey.

In the swift flowing river fish are
plentiful, and in the North Saskatchewan
the royal sturgeon may be had in great
numbers. 1 have seen the eyes of an
enthusiastic follower of Izaak Walton
sparkle, as he told of the struggle to land
a one hundred and twenty-five pounder.
Among the sand hills too, grow many
wild berries of varied and delicious
flavors; Dblueberries, wild raspberries,
cranberries, saskatoons, choke-cherries,
etc., which the women folk of the
“homesteader” make good use of it.

With the seasons, the aspect of the
prairie changes with panoramic effect.
In the Spring, the white pall of Winter
is lifted to disclose a tangled carpet of
vellow grass that covers the land; except
where the thrifty settler plows, discs,
and harrows his many broad acres, and
sows the seed that holds for him the
promise of harvest. As Summer ad-
vances, thousands of acres of waving
green stalks appear, and the virgin
prairie is ablaze with color.

One author has written: “Lvery rosc
1 an autograph from the hand of the
Almighty God on the world about us”:
then indeed, the name of the Creator 1s
written large across the prairie. The
delicately beautiful and daintily sweet
prairie rose is to be found everywhere,
peeping just above the ground and filling
the air with its exquisite fragrance.
Sunflowers, daisies that grow in clusters,
Stars of Bethlehem, and gorgeous tiger
lilies, all carpet the prairie with splendid
magnificence.

Summer passes almost imperceptibly
into Autumn, which is the most beautiful
time of the vear in the North West.
Cool breezes gently blow across the

Velvet Cream

Art
Calendars
FREE

We have some of the daintiest, pret-
tiest Art Calendars you ever saw. Six
sheets and every sheet a4 work of art.

We arve giving them away to every
lady who will come in and leave her

name and addyress.

They are worth 50 cents but they
are yours for the asking.

Take a look in ouwr window,

Remember they won’t last long.

W. M. Harrison
& Co., Ltd.

QUALITY DRUGGISTS

VANCOUVER, B. C.

We will mail one to our out-of-town
customers on receipt of request.
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prairie, and the leaves of every little
bluff don their gala attire, and sport
themselves bravely in the sunshime.
Harvest crowns the year, and as the
winds sweep through the ripened grain,
rippling the waves of swaying stems as
far as the eye can reach, it makes onc
think of some great golden ocean. A
golden ocean it is indeed, over which
many men sail to prosperity, and many
to fortune.

Nature has worked well, and having
yielded her wealth and ample store into
the hands of the reaper, she falls gently
and peacefully into the long sleep of
winter. Tenderly, unseen spirits of the
air draw a pure, white shroud over her
face, and we see her no more, until the
voice of Spring bids her awaken, and
“the germs which perished to the eye
within the cold breast of the earth,
spring up with joy in the bright realms
of day.”

One fact that impresses one al-
most immediately about the prairie, is
the great silence and wonderful stiliness
of things. The grandeur of the vastness

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

is lost in the greater wonder of this
mysterious awe-inspiring silence. It
makes one feel as though one had
strayed into some primeval world, or
had been thrust out of LEden to wander
in desolate places, by an outraged and
offended Deity.

Another sight that is worth going far
to see, is a prairie sunset. God’s crest
upon his azure shield. A prairie sunset
is a perfectly glorious revelation, as
vaired as it is grand. The reflected

glories of a city of light could not out-
rival the translucent splendor of the
Western horizon on an Autumn evening.
Gorgeous golden lights appear to slowly
merge into rainbow-hued tints of amber
and amethyst, majenta and purple;
while higher on the slope, the rays of the
rising moon fringe the outer edge of this
sea of glory with blue and silver.
Weirdly shaped shadows sail majestically
across this ocean of splendor, and a
vagrant fancy transfigures them into the
galleons of some great spirit fleet enter-
ing into their Valhalla. ‘

ROYAL GROWN WITCH HAZEL TOILET SOAP

It is a DAINTY SOAP for DAINTY WOMEN, for those
who wish the BEST; a soap that is

&=~ A COMPLEXION 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.
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Slowly the Western glories pass and out over a tired world, and sleep, that
fade; tl}e.angels of .the night unfurl their “gentle foster nurse of Nature,” wraps
sable pinions, the lights of heaven shine the dying day in a sweet repose.

Love’s Golden Hout.

I often wonder where you are,
Friend of the long ago;
Till thought becomes a prayer for you,
Because—I loved you so:
Perhaps my heart, beyond my will, y
As angels love, may love you still.
Dear, is there ought of blame in this,
To hold within my heart your kiss?

Sometimes a vagrant fancy comes

And whispers low, that you

Live o’er with me that little hour

We both of us once knew:

When soul met soul as hand clasped hand,

Just by Love’s boundless borderland.
Dear, had we taken one step more,
Had we been nearer than before?

I like to think that, maybe life

Held greater things for each;

Far deeper depths for us to sound,

Far higher heights to reach:

And when the lesson is complete,

Some other day again we’ll meet.
Dear, but remember, sun or shower,
Love gave to us one golden hour.
One golden hour to taste of bliss,
Thank God for this—thank God for

this!

D S S
Canada’s Greatest Western School
Sprott-Shaw Business Institute

VANCOUVER, B. C.
will henceforth be known as

VANCOUVER BUSINESS INSTITUTE

The youngest Business School in B. C., yel has twice the attendance of any other,
MERIT the reason for our GROWTH
. Write for catalogue,
R.J.SPROTT, B. A., W. H. SHAW, Esq, " J.R. CUNNINGHAM, Esq.,
Manager President Sec,-Treas
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A GENEROUS RESPITE.

A schoolmistress in a country town
who had long been annoyed by the per-
versities of a male pupil of nineteen, one
day kept him in and began to flog “im.
He, however, disarmed her, and returned
several kisses for cach blow. The
schoolmistress unable to forgive this
breach of discipline looked him sternly
in the face, shaking her forefinger at
him in a menacing manner, and said
solemnly, “William, I will give you just
fifteen minutes to stop this, and then I
shall punish you again.”

A NEBULOUS THEORY.

The following story is told by a navel
officer as happening on one of his cruises,
when his sailors saw a comet. They
were somewhat surprised and alarmed
at its appearance, and the crew met and
appointed a committee to wait upon the
commander for his opinion. They ap-
proached him and said: “We want to
ask your opinion, your honor.” “Well,
my boys, what about?” “We want to
ask you about that thing up there.”

WESTWARD HO!
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“Well, what do you think yourselves
about it?” “We have talked it over,
your honor, and we think it is a star
sprung a leak.”

A NATIONAL SEED HOUSE.

With the awakening of spring the de-
mand for seed and flower catalogues
commences and one of the handsomest
catalogues received by Westward Ho! is
that issued by Wm. Rennie Co., Ltd,
one of the largest houses in Canada, and
having branches in the leading cities from
Toronto to Vancouver. The book is

neatly bound in lithographed covers, in
colors and illustrated by some 250 en-
gravings devoted to grain, vegetables and
flowers and showing cuts of splendid
crops of some special varieties taken
from Nature. It contains also a lot of
valuable information and tells just what
to plant in the garden or farm. Every
reader of this magazine should secure a
copy of “Rennie’s 1909 Seed Annual,”
which will be sent free, on application
at any of the branches.

DO SPIO S0 090,00 90,05.00, 050600 05 04, 65 659,095 694590 56,00 099,

°0
31
3
$

*, 0, 500, .09, o9, o9, o 90,00,00 00 40,
P22 282 S R A R Rt L R R A RS 3 A A R 38X 2R 22 4 £ 22248 ’&:32"‘".' SIAOIHAOLOROPAOIINOL0+020803080 24 80 LY

. THE MONARCH RANGE
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*3

33 5t
O s
;; As you all know is the pride of Hun- ;z
1t dreds of families in British Columbia ¢
b33 and it is known by them to be the best g3
3t Range manufactured. 24
53 %
3 THE MONARCH is manufactured out Z
34 of Malleable Iron and Russian Sheet 33
z'f Steel, and therefore is unbreakable. 3
> X4
33 The Oven of the Monarch is riveted i’z
b1 together with Norway Irom Rivets, $t
34 therefore is air-tight—beware of the $¢
§§ Range bolted together and the seams 33
;‘t filled with Stove Putty, as both will ¥
S work loose and fall out and your Range &
§§ is ruined. §.§
§§ Send for Catalogue, “Hints to Range fi
e Buyers,” and also find out our proposi- 3.,
b tion. 33
52 3%
33 Sold only and guaranteed by 3
i S
2 3
i Hodgson & Stearman §
i : = HARDWARE MERCHANTS, §.§
i I P sl 546 GRANVILLE STREET - - §§
T ey z 9
3t - - VANCOUVER, B.C. 3}



“BAGLEY makes good RUBBER STANPS

HOMER STREET, - Vancouver, B.C.

Trust It To Us---

~We'll clean your fine waists, gowns
or suits. as only experts c¢an do it
Our improved French method does
‘not harm’ the most delicate fabrics,
v Jace or - embroidery.  Waists  and
Gowny dyed.

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS
s62 Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

WE are fully equipped for big

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

Vancouver-Prince Rupert
g Meat Co., Ltd.

: ~Hend Office and Cold Storge Plant

213 mtixs  Vancouver, B. C.

Wallpaper. Painting.
Go.to Crosa & Huéstis for fine Wall

ypars, Burlaps or Artistle Wall Covers
e,

L Estimates furnizhed for painting, kal-
- somiing, and decorating.,  Hest ratesisty
alvays used, ay we imporl our owWnh
s, olls, and varnlshes from Eagland,

Cross & Huestis

7 Komer Bt Opyp. “Woridr Bidg
VANCOUVER, BC,
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B, €, DETEETIVE SERVIECE
amentives §or vy ery coawe af
Civil, Criminal snd Commercial
Ipvertigatiops.

BB BANOR., Bupt,
Head Oice: 307 and 208 Croewsn Ridg,

VARCOUVYER, B.O.

* Bloncdbawsds Brpt

*

Brown Bros. Co. Ltd.

FLORISTS

Frult Troes, Shruts, Bulls sad
Flawering Planis
Wit Pore 999 ¢ atabgruy Ux fras

59 Hastings 3¢, E., Vancaner, 8.C.

PATENTS

ANTI THADE MARKS
Obtatned In sl Countriee
HOWLAXNDG HRITTAIN
Registered Fatent Attorney snd Mechanis
cal Engineer, Call or write Yor full infoce
mativr, Room 3 Falefletd Hivek, Qranviile
Sireet, Vancouver, 340

X
o ERe ¢{~:d1,
SV
” o P
A R ¥ o Al
oo 4

Thn Hoise of Hihowats Sas rotnblis kol ba
the yoar 5% O Cenis b nars ev R
for bty sl thever,

TORONTO , MONTREAL,
WINNIPEG, VANCOUVER.

Ex P
ANDTIVLYD
CaRTALODUE

reage .

VANCOUVER STORE
122 MASTINGS ST W,
BPOBOX 12T
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Sutton’s
Seeds

BEND FOR DERCRIPTIVE CATSLOGUE

THE BRACKMAN-KER
MILLING CO., LTD.

ROLE AGENTS
136 HASTINGS 8T, WEST,
YANCOUVER, B.C.

HENRYS

For the Spring Trade :

Tested Stock-

SEEDS for Farm, Garden or Con-
servatory—frow the best growers in
England, France, Holland, United
States and Canada,

Fruit and Ornamental Trees,
Small Fruits, home grown.

Fertilizers,

Bee Supphvs, Spraying Ma.
terials, Cut Flowers.,

10 page Catalogue Free,

M. J. HENRY

Offica, Greenhouses
and Necdhouse,

301¢ Westminster Road,
VANCOUVER, B.C.

CEETEE

UNDERWEAR
KNITTED (NOT CUT) TO FIT §

THE FORM.ADAPTS ITSELFTO
EVERY MOVENENT OF THE BODY

ade in Carads by

The C.TUHNBULL Co.
GALT LIMITED .

FRUIT CULTURE =
GA.RDENING-'

Valuable suggestions are to ' be
from our books -
Betton's Garden Management ... ,S 0.
The American Fruit Culturist—

J. J. ThOoMas ..,.eevacnnsrnrs
Prineciples of Fruit Gardenm;- '

L. FL Balley ceevveseenmmsuyee 3500
The Nursery Book-—-

L. alley ..................u.a
The Pruning Book—-

L. H. Balley -»‘«.qua»»-.nvw‘;u‘&
GardenHM%er’xg-—- ; '
Principles of Vegetable Gnrdeninz-—-'

H. 18F cevinrssivnvvasnsen

Soila, Their Properties and Manage-

ment—C. W. Burkett ., ..”...3
Roses and Their Culture—

W. D. ar..........”....n&
Practical Flower Gardemnz—- T

Kh & Castle R R Bt ot
Pmctlca! Vexetnble Gardening—

Wright & Castle CrrEa i AN Y
Practical Potato Growing-—

Wright & Castle ... .0veeins
Multum-in-Parvo Ga.rdenin;-—- ,

8, Wood .....0h00e 'ounoaorﬁ

THOMSON
e STATIONERY

325 HASTINGS ST,
“VANCOUVER, B.0.
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Shorthand School

“Day and evening classes.

 Class or private tuition.
‘Competent teachers.
Shortest . and

quickest  possible

CE, F. LINDNER, Principal,

833 Hastings 8t. W., Vancouver, B.C.

Chesterfield School

North Vancouver, B.C.

Residentin

s Doy Sehonl for Boys,
Principals

A, H. Bcriven, Esg, BA,,
R. H. Buaies, Esq., B.A.

Boys prepares “ ot Umiversiies
and Commerce iy depart
ment.  Manuud Ly i nastics,
Military Dl Five ue athiletig
feld, covered plaveuround

Prospectus and terms on spphication,

‘and - Academio gradeyw,
. Music and_Art Studies,

“practical
. tuched to the establishment,

ST. ANN'S ACADEMY

'408 Dunsmuir St., Vancouver, u.c.

Boarding and day achool, conductsa

by the Sisters of St. Ann, offering suit-
- able accommodations,
cequipments.

modern aanjtary
Diacipiine mild, but firm,

uniting - x-careful training of manners

. and character, with the best intellectual
and physical training.

Curriculum « Primary, Intermediols

together  with
A complete and
Commerciai Course s also at-

. "For further partleulars. apply to
= SISTER SUPERIOR.

Qur Xesyunote l»

PRACTICAL
EXPERIENCE

May we soend you our Frospecius?

Calgary Business College

CALGARY. ALTA.

WMIGEER STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC,

Also - elementary classes; careful pre-

atlon for all examinatlons Rev, A
tooJohn cMidmay, M.A., Oxford {iate
Principal Vernon College), 1081 Barclay

’St.. Yancouver, B, C.

Studio of Arts and Crafis,

Clagses in. ¢hina decoration, mend

vk, leather eraft, and steaciiling. Fuil
stock of - materinls kept. For torms
wpxy to-» ;

RBLLIS
VAMCOUYTER, /B0

<K

PITMAN'’S

Shorthand and
Business College

The oldedt, fargrad need ey o
tho Pacitic Cwast, LRH
smnght, bdividand tutt e
to hackward students

seecpreest onlbege nn
wighier i

#ve ek

Poes pne month $ls o hrer manilie 38088, #ix
wonlhe $73,00, Text bowhs fevs

Woete fir prospectses,

RO 80, Sg st Strest, VANCOUN B8R, $.6.

wens frer Lo any adferve

AR SR ETRAsh At -
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NO MORE
GREY HAIR

Madame Humphreys has just recelved
a large consignment of Mary T. Gold-
man's Hair Restorer, without exception
the best article of its kind on the
market today. Just as geod for gentle-

men as ladies; easy to uxe. does notl
rub off,
Beautiful Marcel Wave, 50c¢; Sham-

poo. %5¢c and 50c; Face Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and building up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles.

Pimples and blackheads
healed.

posttively

Young gentlemen treated as well as
iadies at

The Alexandra

Madam Humphreys

£

589 Granville 8% -

o

VANCOUVER, B.C.

APAN

OUR
FURS
ARE THE
FINEST
IN THE
PACIFIC
WEST

Highest
Prices
Paid for
Raw Furs

SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.
E. A. RoserTs, Manage~ :
819 Granville St., Vancouver, B,

DR. T. PELIX GOURAUD'S

ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifies as well as Beautifies the Skin,
No other cosmetie will do it

Removes Tan. Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches. Rash and Skin Diseases, and
evory blemish on beauty, and defifes de-
tectipn, It has sipod the test of 60
years; nuo other hag, and is so harm-
jesa~—-we taste it to be sure {4 i3 pro-
perly made, Accept no counterfeit of
similar name, The distinguished Dr. L,
A. Bayre said to a lady of the haut-ton
{a putient): “As you ladies will use
them, 1 recommend ‘GOURAUD'S
CREAM’ as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations.”

GUOURAUD'S ORIENTAL TOILET
POWDER

For Infantx and adults. Exquisitely per-
fumed. Relleves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and retders an excellant coms-
plexion,

Price 25 cents, by mail,
GOURAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair,

Price $1.00, by mall.

PERD. T. XOPXINS, Frop.
¥ew York City.
HENXDERSON BROS.,
Wholesals Distributors.
Vanconver and Victoria, B.C.

MaiLOrprs FILIED
BY RETURY MaN

R
AR

Gimour's EFsmily:
Bemedies

Cough Emulslon.
50¢c; Headache and
Neuralgla
2%5¢; Corn Cure 250,
Toothache Drops,
25c,  Malled post-
age free.

LESLIE
G. KENDERSON,

Cor, Geor and
Granville Sts., And
2415 Wantminster.
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ORRIS SAFE AND
 LOCK CO.

[RCRS——

re and Burglar pProot

3

£1 % 0 2 X2 T 18 ST 3T 2 AR AP ]

*

i

: H
aley

_Lanlt Boors, Time Locks, 1§
Bank and 2

Safe Beposit Vaulrs, e

Y

- 3ail and Prison TQork. @

316 Cordova Street West, »
VANCOUVER, B. C, .

‘.6s;wn.n. - Local Mannger
EHBETOIE OTOIE 7 T IODDOOE

ta la Quina du Perou

> Pays daily dividends
i health, strength and
vigor, bv increasing
appetite, helping  di-
gestion, and  mibliv
toning the entire
system

A healthy Stimulant
An Invigorating Lirink
A Delightful Appetiver

Big Bottle
Al Druppists
Everywhere

|
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PADMORE’S
CIOAR
STORE

Tobacco Jars, Clear Cases
and some Good Case
Pipes at Reduced
brices.

Ko, 13, THE ARCADE

Vancouver B, C,

e, o s s v o o——

PThis peevutly divravenal jok
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comptants aml the egsl fra.
fernity, sded b weean fuw—»wi A
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garastes Bosdveictdy aeid
presal,
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RO HOLLIDAY, AU
HARINE PRODUCER GAS P

The fuel Bill of
Four-Cycre Motors

reverse gears, whistle
fits, and electric equip

Palmer Bros.

28 PowetL S
VANCOUVER

V. M. Dafow ‘Westorn Casagian  Repréventative.
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No Need to Send East
For an Engine

You can save money by buying from us.

We manufacture our engines from the castings
up and absolutely guarantee them. You lake no
risks. We make from 3 to 40 H. P.

EASTHOPE BROS.

Manufacturers of Marine Gascline Engines.
Builders Cowmplete Launches.

Oftice and Factory: 1705 GEORGIA HTREET, - - VARCOUVER, B.C.

WHY

fool with sheap ;),wnhu wz,.\ bpes when ox Dew
more shdlns sl provare a gorsd e ¥

THE ADAMS

ix o pand wmehine flod \sli‘ dur i werk prep
erby ader all wenthen T S RIRIEEN

Woe ot vt investaidsm

A pomtal card sl By v oy cgading

Wiite fop i1

Double Cylinder.

The Adams Launch and Engine
Mfg. Company

Yancouver. B. C.
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41 CALIBRE REPEATER RIFLE--
Special Price $6

We have just received a limited number of army rifies; the product of one o
3t the best Arsenals in Eurcpe. These rifies were made under the direct superviston
31 of the SBwiss government. S
i The stock is of a besutiful walpuy with steel butt-plate; barrel is of the highest
18 army steel. The rifie is fitted with swivels for mling straps. The magasing holds
»4 twelve ocartridges with an sxtra one iz the chamber—making thirtesu {n all.

o0 ur e ot
IO

-

3 THE RIFLE POR BIG GAME, W
. A cleaning-rod and box of amamunition will be supplied with each rifle. Ammunis
33 tlon can be had st any sporting poods store.

;g ;rg;;.- rifies are¢ bighly recominended. They originally cost the Bwisx gove:

2 men L
i They ars not old or obselete and have Lad very little use and best of ‘cars.

it The Bwiss government has decided to issne rifiss with & longer range thaxn this
> particular type of rifte, A :
e We give ihis rifie to you with a guarautes that they ars in perfect vondition
3z snd that they will give good service for many years, They wonld sell, in the ordinary
o way in this country, at from £25 to 835 and are so simyple in counstruction aw te
s warrant os in uying that they will practically last = lifetimae. gy
EMEMBER THE PRICE OF THIS RIPLE I8 86, :

t Unless you order promptly we do not promige delivery, inasmuch as we Lave only - §I
't a limitsd number, Hend us & money order or cash with your letter. S

# J. A FLETT, LTD,, 111 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C

oo
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Marine Motors:
Mean to You
More ¥peed, More Control
Higher Fficlency,

Giveater Econaiay.
Mare Satlsfaction,

Twd and Four Cycle Types 1
with Make and Break or J
Spark lgnition : v

Manufsctuied by
HUTCHISON BROS. & CO,
LIMITED
ENGINEERS AND FOUND
VICTORIA, B.C.

LANGLEY & WILLIAMS, Pender St

Vancouver Agents,
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iy 24*38 P, 6-cylinder, two-eycle, combination two and theee post
i able engine for speed boat.

Qur ooy models of

APPROACH PERFECTION AS NEAR AS
IS POSSIBLE WITH HUMAN SKILL
AND BEST MATERIALS

Al eylinders are ground like glass by latest process,
All bearings are babbitted and renewabie
All have doudle and positive system of lubeization
“'We furnish either Jump, or Make and Bronk ignivon
We use the famous Schebler carburrerter,
We make a special simple slow specd. moderan price sngmme for Sadoag b
We install the engines if wanted——and look sitvr them
‘We guarantee every engine and OUR poarardse & worth
Ask for Catalog or sec our display,

CANADIAN FAIRBANKS CO.,

101-3 WATER STREET. VANCOUVER, B.C.
ONTREAL, TORONTO, ST. JOHN, WINNIPEG, CALGARY.

AR AT A R AL A A B O R e 30



DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED BY THE *

EVAN'S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

The Evans Tuxtitute has now been
established over fourteen years in Win.
nipeg and one year in Vancouver. It
has met with entire success, even in
cares which had been regarded azs ab-
solutely hopeless. The treatment not
only entirely dispels the eraving busg
creates a sitive distaste for stimu-
lants. 1t alag restores the nervous sys-
tem, induces natural sleep, creates a
healthy appctite and improves the gen-
eral health o! the patient. The treat-
ment Is gradual, and patients are al-
lowed their usual stimulants until tn
from four to #five days, they no longer
want them.

We refer, by permission, to the fol-
lowing from among the thousands whu
are familiar with and approve of the
Evans treatment: The Hon, Hugh Jonn

950 PARX DRIVE

{Grandview Cariine)

Macdonald, ex-Minister of the Interior
and - ax-Premier of Manitoba; Ven.
Archdeacen Fortin, Holy Trinity, Winnl-
peg; Rev. Dr. Duval, Moderator, Gene

eral. Assembly, Presbyterian Church of

Canada; ex-Mayor Andrews, Winnipeg;
ex-Mayor Ryan, Winnipeg; ex-M
Jameson, Winnlpeg: ex-Mayor
Craary, Winnipeg: Dr.
(Ralph Connor), Winnipeg: Dr. F. 8
Chapman, M.D., Winnipeg: Judge Prite.
chard, Carman, Man.: Prof. J. Rig-
dell, Winntpeg.

A prospectus contalning full  infors
mation regarding the treatment will be
malled privately on application. ;

The Xvana Institute of Yancouver
has now removed to more commodious
quarters at

VANCOUVER, B.C.

PHONE

=
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» PO I e S :
i §
i h “N ba :
¢t The CW Ar D i
32
i /
g Will last in your home a lifetime. Ths manufacturers WARRANT THEM for
&3
5 TEN YEARS
32
32 They have more GENUINE and HONEST endorsements from prominent Musicsl
;g Institutions and musical people, thanm any other Canadian Piane.
;.i They are so01d in 8. C. by
-
§ Vancouver's Largest Piano Store
3 v
;{ which Is sald by Eastern Manufacturers to be better equipped, and to oarry
i:g larger stock, than any other music comncern west of Montreal.
1 At our stores customers nave a chicce.
b
i '
§ . . 5
: the Montelius Piano House v
§§ 439-441 HASTINGS STREET
R A T T e R R R R
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taeif the frst vear.
LS interested write for particulars.
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; " RRASER VALLEY FRUIT RARMS
Improved and unlmproved frofl and dalry. facme In rentre of progperous. seftie

ment. Sofl {8 & vich loam-=fres from stumps and stobes
Bimnall cash payinent,

Jo W HAND, 31 Homaer 31, Vancsuser, B, .
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e RESTAUBANTS.
‘he. Granvills Cafe--35.00 meal ticketa for
$4.50, Four course dinner, 2Be,  Special
breakfast, 16¢. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sant out. 182 Cranville St, cpposite Opers
‘House, Vancouver, B.C, W. F. Winters.

BRITISK COLUMRIA TXMRER

We are exciusive dealers in Britlah Columbls
Timber Lands. No betier time fo buy thss
nowr, for lnvestment or immediate jogging
Write us for any stzed tract, E, ) Cisadler,
407 Hantings St Vancouver, B.C

BRITISE COLUMBIA LANDS,
r{ nandsomely {llustrated catalogue of
pult and  farm lands.  Every man inter-
ssted in a milder climate should write for
Hart & Co. Lid. Established
Vanéouver, B.C.

: : OLD BOOXS.

Buy O}a Books, Magazines, Manuscripts, etc.

Have on hand . large melection of reference
ks and works. Writs full particulars. B

i guxoway, 783 Granville Bt, Vancouver,

BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES.

If you are interested in the Canading West,
send 10 cents in stampy for three lale tseaes
of Westward He', containing fuily tlustratiod
descriptive ariteies abaut deirying. frult grows
ing, poultry ratsisg awmd geners! farming <on-
dittons Faskslobewan, Alberts
and Beilish Coluwmtia

in Mawitoba,

T his is to Certify :

On ‘Janusry. 14th, 1308, ene of our
Borses, dled of rupture of blood vessel.
That we nave this duy received from
the British American Live Btock Aawo-
ciation, Ttd., thefr chegue for 3150.00.
the full amount of our cladm. Thig
ptness speaks for [11.733 8

Yours very truly,

{8igned
z.og:uno.z: GROCERY COMPANY, LU

; . W, Welsh, Aan. Director.
ted at Vancouver, B.C., thin Zstn day

of Janusry, 1909, R

An Assured fscome Represcols
Future Happiness,

2.3
e /ﬁﬁ/f{( li
/{ OF CANADA.

v B uad sl
6 ghaw yoe

iw\wﬁtl'm%tr; it Peagects the b
Provulesfor the Pl & fleetal
fall information Rl
WILLIAM J. TWISS, Managaer
VANCOL YEIL B!




INVESTMENTSSECURITIES !

> LANDS BONDs, STOCKS, ETC. 600\

THE SOUTH-WEST ALBERTA LAND CO., lelted

(INCORPORATED IN PROVINCE OF ALBERTA),

fnivests funds on first morigages on Albertan Wheat Farms at Eight to Ten per Cent.
per annum, The Large margins and the upward trend of values make these lands the
best secured investments at the highest fnterest Yor both home and British Capital.

ARTHUR C. KEMMIS, PINCHER CREEK, ALBERTA, CAN.

Refer to UNION BANK OF CaANADA solicitor for 8. W, A!beru Laud Co , Ind,

HAROLD MAYNE DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

STOCKS, LOANS AND INSURANCE

103 Crown Building 615 Pender St., VANCOUVER, B, C. |
money JOHN J. BANFIELD EST'D

TO REAL ESTATE, IN
LOAN INSURANCE, INVFSTMENTS. 1891

607 Hastings St. W., Yancouver, B.C.

Yorkshire Guarantee &

Securities Corporation,
Limited, of Huddersfield, Engl and

CAPITAL -« <  $3,500000.

MORTGAGES ON REAL PROPERTY
MUNICIPAL BONDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
ESTATES MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS,

Vacant and Improved Propenies for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouver,
Victoria, and New Westminster

Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

General Agents in B. C. fo
YORKSHIRE FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, LIMITED.
F YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $xo.ooo,ooo).

R. KERR HOULGATE MANAGER
440 SEYMOUR STREET - - - VANCOUVER. B.C.
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‘A Choice The Grand Trunk
Investment Pacific R. R

: 12 P( I (: e I l t Wit anon b thrasgh e

|| Nechaco Valley

DIVIDENDS LAST YEAR, i
i ; - XTal o
The stork of the ‘OUR LHA\LE
PRUDENTIAL INVESTMENT Ty el Ul daoned vl boow e g

COMFANY, LIMITED. WILL NOT LAST LONG

Is now offered to the public on essy
terms of payment.

wd yown ape guatniteed 2 per coat on the

gubscribed Capital ......... ¥155,000.00 WEmeiment.
Paia-uyp C‘m:sul O 64,000,00 Cruttivatead sl $5 gor were,
Resarve and Surplas .. ... $ 324667 Unenttivaton Laish 216 i o ee,

THOS. T. LANGLOIS,
Prosident and Manager,

JAS. RAMSAY, Appleton Investment Cbrpw Ltd.
Y¥ice-President.

Ofce: Cor. Pender and Homer Streets,
YANCOUVER, B.C.
Write for literature,

FAIRPIELD BLDG., VANCOUVER, B.C.
or
WHITE BLDG, BEATTLE,

'y
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% WERNICKE 2
e & ] hod
ELASTIC” BOOK-CASE %
e A
oy *»
e . . . . . h 4
34; Fauipped with Globe Wernivke mectiounl Book. i
s N oy 3
;‘f; cases is a splendid sdibnion veoany home. There :;i
%& is searcely a proeblom fu 1o fursishieg ol b o
! ) Z
z Hibrary that cannot be suerestints and artsueally 2
N »
ol

) , "
solved by peeng those oosoy are ruvele an 9

¥
¥;

a variety of wzes ot st dfferest boeks and §

e

: 3:; alser By o number of finshos %
b e
Eg ; Ve hove  dargy stark oo Boll Voe end Pl 8
fr A system of unitss tenor Teop Offtcs Desks, Oifce Chars, Filing Unbmets, :;
“ 2 one unit-— ete. i
5?, more books, more units,
- and get them as wanted, b2

B i ] Provincial Agems 2
b Write for catalogue 103, , o g W%
*a showing designs of UNDERWOOD VISIBLE TYPEWHRITER, ¢
:% Lihraries, . ?;2
i The Webster Hanna Co. &

o

: 416, 428, 430 Cordovs Sg, W, Yancouver B.C. ‘é
. 2 . X e 33 o ke 5 o
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Are You Looking for a Business Opening or a
Safe Investment ?

THE BULKLEY VALLEY, B. C.

with its vast area of rich agricultural lands, coal fields, and adjacent
mountain runges, rich with preclous metals, such as goid, silver,
copper, lead, etc., offers most unusual opportunities for those looks
ing for favorable business openings and investments.

With the certain construction of the MAIN LINE of the
GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC RAILWAY through this valley, it is
bound to become one of the richest agricultural and mining dis-
tricts in the world, and Its development, now that ample transpor«
tation facilities are assured for the near future, will be marvels
lously rapid.

IF YOU ARE INTERESTED IN THIS NEW COUNTRY, send
me a postal with your name and address, and | witl sead you full
particulars concerning BULKLEY VALLEY LANDS and

TELK WA

The Commercial Centre of the Bulkley Valley.

This town is located in the very heart of the BULKLEY VAL-
LEY, at the conliuence of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers. “It1s
now the distributing point for the Bulkley and Telkwa Valleys and
fs destined to be one of the most important citles in Northern
British Columbla.

To those desiring ta purchase property in TELK WA with the
Intention of entering business and living there, special induces
ments wiill be offered.

J. L. FOREPAUGH, Agentf‘

Jones Block, 407 Hastings St., Yancouver, B. C.

#
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Nicola Valley Coal

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

The New Flavor

“MAPLEIN]

Makes the most delicious table svrup with a flavor
similar to and better than Maple— delicate and
terwpting.,  Like lemon and vanilla it tlavers pud.

b

L4

dings, cakes, sauces, icings, ludges, ice cream, ete,

Grocers sell Mapleine. If not, send us 3ac. for a two
ounce hottle and our recipe book “Mapleine Darnties.””
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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 clectric railways connecting with

Vancouver, Eburne, Steveston, Cloverdale and Chilliwack are so laid out as to -

converge at New Westminster, adding considerably to the commercial pmspanty :
of the city.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the only fresh water port on the British Pacifics
Over 1,200 deep-sea 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, Gulf-Car-Ferry and the C. P. N. Co’s steamers and
passenger vessels, and tugs of other companies make the “Royal City” ﬁ{é&
home port. ’

The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
WHITE, SHILES & CO. AND TRADING CO
Fire Insurance (Roya! City Pisalng Mills Brai : X
Manufactarers of Doors, Windows,

Real Estate and Financlal Agents Erult Boxes and all Descriptions ol%h“ iof

Westminster Iron Works
JOHUN REID, Proprietor
Manufacturers of Wrought Iron Gutes, Fences,

ontal I Work, Fire Escapes, i
Ornamental fron Work, Firc Escapes Financial Brokers.

OFFICE AND WORKS, 1sTH STREET.

PARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIAL
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THE ROYAL CITY

NEW WESTMINSTER is the Government seat for the Deminian Pablic
‘Works, jail and asylum as well as the Fisheries, Land and Timber sgencies,
“while the city i5 also the headquarters of the Provindial Governmirnl Agent
: NEW WESTMINSTER is pre-eminently the hoeme of industores—for Iron
Works, Feed Mills, Fruit and Fish Canueries, Cigar Factorvies, Glasy Works,
Tumber Mills, Tanneries, Ship Yards and Can Factories,
"NEW WESTMINSTER boasts ot 14 Churches, 2 Colleges, 4 Banks, 3
‘Hospitals, as well as High and Graded Schools and a Public Libracy. There
. are-two papers published daily in the cty.
' “The assessed value of realty is estimated at 35,500,000 and personl property
‘conservatively, at $1,000,000
NEW WESTMINSTER, on account of the steady growth and development
of the resources ol the surrounding territory offers desirahle openings in many
manufacturing, wholesale, retail and professional lines, among which wmighe be
mentioned Wholesale Grocery, Woollen Mills, Furniture Factrries, Porats,
Starch and Beet-Sugar Works, a Hemp Factory, Fruit Cannevies. as well as a
plant for condensing milk. The city also offers advantageous inducements for
the location of new industries. Electric power and light are cheap and the
supply is practically unlimited. For further information write to any New
Westminster advertiser on these two pages who will cheerfully supply same.

P B, Brown 3. . Lanni
HALE BROS. & CO., LTD. The Settlers’ Association
; SPECIALIZE IN of B. C.
S‘ACRE FRU[T PLOTS Real Estaie, Fln::g'anlnzr:nstoma Broken
Box'tso New Westminster, B, C, Oppasite Windsor Hotel

PRODUDPTA OF THE FRABEH VALLEY
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The Alberta Canadian

INCORPORATED WITH A CAPITAL STOCK OF $2,000,000. = i
DIVIDED INTQ 2,000,000 SHARES OF A PAR VALUE OF $1.00 EACH,

DIRECTORS: ;
ALVO v. ALVENSLEBEN (of Alvo v. Alvensieben Limited).........Presiden
SILAS M. SHIPLEY .....coiovunvunnns R it er e e e rananes Secretary
WILLIAM HEMRICH .......covneue. e et ceeaenaaaas .. Treasurer
H L WILLIAMS i iiiiininas ke ane e, General Manager

W. A. D. PASSMORE.

The Alberta Canadian Oil Company controls 1120 acres. This land is situated
23% miles northwest of Edmonton and is adjoining the American Canadian Oil
Company’s holdings. "

This latter company has at present reached a depth of 1300 feet, enteriog:
the cretaceous formation at 1100 feet. They closed their works several weeks
ago on account of the extreme cold weather and are going to begin operations.

»

again early next spring.

Everybody who has followed carefully the work as carried on by the Ameri
can Canadian Oil Company is aware that the outlook for this particular compan
is at the present time 3 great deal better than it has ever been before, and conse
quently people who have had such inside information have bought up a great
many of the American Canadian Oil Shares on the open market; in consequence
of this the shares of the latter company are now held very closely. '

The best proof which the writer of this may advance as to the ve ,1fbtig1}
outlook for the American Canadian Oil Company is the fact that the Canadia
Northern Railway have sent an outfit costing them approximately $56 o0
Edmonton, where it is at present stored, waiting until the spring before con
mencing operations on the land which the latter company has acquired, ant
which is in close proximity to the land held by the American Canadian O
Company, as well as that held by the Alberta Canadian Oil Company.

. This railroad has had, previous to these movements, one of their expert!
in Edmonton, who has followed closely the work as carried on by the America
Canadian Oil Company, o

. As the above-mentioned shipment of machinery by the said railway cor
ation has been subsequent to the visit of their oil expert we may safely ‘assy
that the report of said expert was favorable,

It is further of significance that the President of the American Canadian Oi
Company is 2 man who has had twenty years' experience in Texas and Californis
that he has a record of putting down the first submarine oil well at Sumnier!
California, and that he has further opened up several oil fields in these st
which are still doing splendid business. We know for a fact that this gentle
has invested over $20,000 in hard cash by securing leases of lands which
close proximity to the holdings of the aforesaid oil companies’ holdings.
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o We believe that by next summer the country northwest of Edmenton will see
“the greatest oil boom ever experienced hy any vountre S ohe Smeowas Oy
dian Oil Company's lands are ndjoining the lands of the new € anpas - wnrk
‘done by this concern as well as the indications whirh were fon ;
‘are of the greatest interest to the new Company and o we Sho
we are, therefore, giving you a full sccount of these nelievomons
follows:

The Company first struck gas at 330 feet and aunthee heave w31 270 feot,

besides going through a bed of asphaltum 6 feetin depthe fhe T §ogrna
was 50 heavy that it enabled this Company to seeure a go< {ronci Ui
of Edmonton and Strathcona for 30 vears. Then at o Jepth o Pt

feer they entered the cretaceons formation.

- They firmly belicve they will find oil the moment they huse one
said cretaceous formation, and anybody who knows anvibing shont the soge
oil fields in Texas will know that the indications encaamiored 10 ihis conntry,
northwest of Edotonton, are absolntely identically the same and shoubd thersfore
bring us to the same result, namely, oil.

Y. In order to disperse any doubts which may be in the mind of anvhedy us (o
~the absolute bona fide motives of the Directors of Alberta Canadian O Company,
we make it herewith public that the stock which has heen given in paynvest for
obg-acres of the Alberta Canadian vl Company lands has been placed in euoveiw
with the Trustees of this Company. with an agreement sotting fortk thar thi
stock can only be released after the Alberta Canadian Oil Company bty sodd all
of its treasury stock or found oil.

This ™ will, therefore, make it absolutely impossible for anybady 1o take
sdvantage of the new company's work or advertising to sell thew own stock
and therefore hurt the prospects of the new company—or, i plain wards, th i
ot a2 promotion scheme,

- We have been on the ground ourselves and will he glad 1o go further ints
details with anybody who will call at our office for sueh purpase

Before closing this ad we want it clearly understood by everybody. that
‘althougl we are extremely sanguine about the suecessiol cuteame of this oo
pany we -cannot, and will not, guarantee ol We can only goaraniee thet the
‘statements made above are absolotely correet, and that they foate  the
existence of oil. A risk is abwoys cennected with these vodestakonge and we
want you to be fully aware of this fact before you invest your money,

One Dollar shares, fully paid and non-assessable, are ot presem
10¢ per share, This offer is made by the company, giving the purchs BT
-on the par value of the shiare alone, not to speak of the value thoy v will
have the moment this company strikes oil, and b owhick event the st shslid
be well worth $3 per share and over. In order to show to the pulibe that we
are not using big hgurcs for the purpose of inducing some namformed peupie
1o interest themselves, we point out the fact that $1 shures of successiul sl
companies in Texas have been bid np as high as $100 per

v Ve Liave ng
‘doubt that inside of threc months we will have sald every single shure of the
4 first block offered at 10¢ per share, and we invite you to investigate further aln
- this ‘matter by writing to our office,

A. v. ALVENSLEBEN,

LIMITED

500 Hastings St. West Vancouver, B. C.

RELIABLE AGENTS WANTED.
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A YEAR

As Long as You
Live

SECURED BY SMALL MONTRLY
PATMENTS
The less monmon bave, the greater
the need to ¢ it whers {

work hard and fast for you

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

Do you wWant an income of from $100.00 to #500 a year for life, if s0, refurn
this coupon promptly. You take absolutely no risk of any kind. If upon sxam-
fnation you are not thoroughly convinewd that this is one of the GREATEST
OPPORTUNITIES of your life to secure & steady, permanent income, a3 1o
as you ilive, you are under no obigation, Uur fiest someannual dividend

w
wary 15 1909, minounung 1o 21 per cent. per ankpum,  As the business grows the diy
inorease,

Name ...... B P

PR T P R S A A R EEE TR TP I

Post OMCEO .. oovnnicnicvrrnans

Province N R L T

Please reserve for me ... veevosreess . ifo-Income Investment RBaondg
{vajue $100.00 each). Send tull information, If ] am convinced that your eun-
terprise i3 ane of the Soundest character, and will prove Encrmaonsly  profi

able, 1 will pay for the same st the rate of $5.00 cash and $5.00 per month

on each $100.00 Bond until fully paid. No more than 10 Bonds reserved for
apy oneg person.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPAT

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON. -

P T R R L e R R N A PR R
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- TEXICO—

A LAND OF OPPORTUNITY

- Boﬂ':yygn know that in Mexico there is now invested American capital
- estimated at from $700,000,000 to more than §1,000,000,000.

variously

- When you consider that the total assessed valuation of ALL REAL ESTATE
_INCLUDING IMPROVEMENTS in the State of Washington for the year 1908

as $553,154.821, you can probably better appreciate what an enoomous amount of
American capital has already been invested in that country.

- Thirty-five years ago neither life nor property were considered secure in Mexico.
Now both are as secure there as they are in the United States, and the Mexican
government unquestionably offers greater inducements for capital than probably any
yther government in the world

. Few countries can_equal Mexico in natutal wealth and resources. The unstable
government which existed so long retarded development and in many instances
wholly prevented it. The government is now as stable as our own and as a result
those awake to a realization of what that means in a country for which Nature has
done g0 much are losing no time in securing property there. Among the numbers
are found The American Smelting and Refining Co., The Standard Ol Co., E. H.
Harriman, John V. Farwell, David R. Francis, Arthur E. Stilwell, Senstor W. A. |
Clark, Potter Palmer, Jr., and hundreds of others equally prominent and well known,

_/More than 8100000000 worth of Mexican sugar is annually consumed in the

United States.  The United States also imports from Mexico in large guantities

ban &Ms, i;ocoanuts, sisal, herap, rubber, chicle, vanilla and many other products
& S0

From the upper reaches of the Usumacinta river and its tributaries comes the
finest mahogany in the world—known as Laguna and Frontera mahogany.

It is here that this company has secured and owns
91,616 ACRES OF TIMBER LAND.

7 The timber on this tract will average about 30,000 feet per acre. Ahour half
of it is mahogany. The balance of a number of varicties, all valuabie and soms
rorth even more than mahogany

" This timber Is only two miles from a navigable river, which flows inte the Guif
of ‘Mexico. Easy transportation and a cheap freight rate to New York s thus

-~ The Jand is exceedingly fertile. None of it is subject 1o overflow, and it is
either hilly nor mountainous, but slightly rolling—thus affording excellent drainage.

- Itis unsurpassed for the culture of bananas, sugar cane and many other valuable
roducts.

. A'large amount of money is necessary to build a logging railroad, install modern

ging machinery, and for other expenditures necessary to successiully explow this
operty. Until the company ig fully finanged you have a chance 10 sharve in this
oposition with us

Your name and address on a post card will secure particolars, Wrue todey.

Chacamax Land Development Company

American Bank Bullding, Seattls, Wash, ¥. 8. 4.
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$505.000

PAID UP™
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$120.000]
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Safety Deposit Vaults

There is no good crying over spilt milk. It is
little use locking the stable after the horse is
stolen. An vunce of prevention is worth a pound
of cure.

Our burglar and fireproof vauilts are the place
to keep your personal valuables, will, deeds,
wmortgages, life and fire insurance policies, agree-
ments and other important documents. A safety
deposit box with sufficient accommodation for all
reasonable requirements costs from $5.00 to $10.00
per year rent. It is almost as important that all
your important documents should be in one place
and accessible us that they should be secure.
You combine both conditions by renting a deposit
vault box.

Five Insurance

There is little need of urging the necessity of
protectian against fire in this country of wooden
buildings. What condition would you find your-
self in in case you were burned ocut tomorrow?
Ask yourself the question and answer it fairly.
It is 2 matter of the greatest importance to you.

We insure buildings of all kinds, contents of
buildings, plate glass, also revenue {from build-
ings. Our companies are unguestionable so far
as security is concerned. You get the protection
you pay for. 1 you are putting on further insur-
ance, or have your buildings or their contents
unprotected call or drop us a line and we will
be pleased to explain our position on the insur-
ance  question, and to quote you the most
favorable rates,

o

‘DOMINION TRUST COMP/

HEAD OFFICE HASTINGS ST.W,VANCOUVER.B.C.

BRAYCH OFFICF Y BT ITAMNVISTER PO
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stermoor Mattresses

“Are such stuff as dreams are made on”
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THIS LABEL, PRINTED IN RED AND BLACK,
IS SEWN INTO THE END BAND OF EVERY
GENUINE OSTERMOOR MATTRESS., LOOK
FOR IT BEFORE BUYING. IT MEANS LIFETIME
“OSTERMOOR " SATISFACTION TO YOU.

WE HAVE AN OSTERMOORAGENTIN EVERY
LIVE WESTERN TOWN. WRITE TO US FOR
DESCRIPTIVE BOOKLET AND NAME OF YOUR H
LOCAL OSTERMOOR DEALER.
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THE ALASKA FEATHER & DOWN CO., Limited

MONTREAL
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WESTERN REPREBENTATIVE .
A. W. JOHNSON, 1042 Davie Street, VANCOUVER, B, C.
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“The purest form E
in which tobacco .

can be smoked.”
Sarncet |




