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“A Thing of Beauty is a Joy forever.”

O1 cut glasxs there are all sorts and varieties, and 1t requires expericnee
or direct comparison o diseriminate between them, The one standard
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Henry Birks &
Sons, Ltd.

Diamond Merchants,

Manufacturing Gold and

Silversmiths

GEO. E. TROREY,

Managing Director. Vancouver, Bo Co

“\\

Y




UWestward Ho! Adagazine

Table of Contents: ©October—I1908,

DL ORIAL vttt ittt ittt ettt e e e e e e 181
THE DALTON CASE ..........c.vvvvviuiinennnnenn. .. Arthur Davies 183
Detective Story (Illustrated). C !
OUT IN THIE WEST ...t Margaret Srskine 202
Verse.
THE ALPINE CLUB OF CANADA . . e i i s S. H. Mitchell 203
Illustrated Article from photos by Byron IHarmon.
BENE.-\Z‘I-ISt’glI-iE OLD POKE BONNET.......... Agnes Lockhai't Hughes 210
Ny
SIMON FRASER .......uitiitiinniianiiierinnnaeaannnn. IE. 0. Scholefield 217
. Article.
AN OLD FRIEND ...ttt ittt ittt ettt ninnennes L, W. Wise 231
Verse. .
THE OPENING OF THE B. C. SEASON .. .civvvvinnn. Bonnycastle Dale 232
Illustrated Nature Study.
BLACK HAWIK HANK ...ttt teintreeeronanonnnnes Ruth LEverett 236
Story.
THE TRUTH OF PRETENCE .......00iieeirernnoanns M. Percival Judge 241
Story.
PRINCE RUPIE R T ..t ittt terteronnerssnsssrsosass Rosalind W. Young 243
Illustrated Article, with projected plan of City.
THE MEAgtURE O HIS LOVE ... iiiiereennnarens Isabel B. Macdonald 248
ory.
MURAL DECORATION ... .vciiretinrntronnrosaonscas C. W. Gray, A.R.C.A, 254
Illustrated Article.
THE MORALE OF CLOTHES ...ttt itetncersaannns Madame &' Alberta 257
YACHTS THAT PASS. .. ittt iiteriiersiasnnas Agnes Lockhart Hughes 260
Verse.
COLOMBO, THE GATEWAY OF INDIA.............. Charles H. Gibbons 261
Illustrated Article. .
THE WAY OUT ittt tiiteterertatsasssssansossssarssaoas J. H. Grant 267
Story.
MEN I HAVE MET—B. T. A. Bell..........ccoiieee. William Blakemore 270
A 350,000 LAUGH ...cvivivirinnrtonreoertioasotsossesnnonens Billee Glynn 272
Story.
REVELSTOKE, B.C. .1t iiiiiiitiarescoenonnsaiss H. Cunningham Morris 275

Illustrated Article.

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY

The "(llue’stwarb Ho! Publishing Company, Limited

536 HASTINGS ST., VANCOUVER, B. C.

Subscription 10 Cents Per Copy; in Canada and Great Britain $1,00 a
Year; in United States $1.50.
PERCY F. GODENRATH, President.
WILLIAM BLAKEMORE, CHARLES McMILLAN,

Editor-in-Chief. . Secrctary and Treasurer.

-



ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINIL

- Vg IR ABAR TR Aeds b

Tt is with considerable plecasure 1 am able to

70" november announce the securing of the serial rights of

‘;THE EXPIATION OF JOHN REEDHAM,” a

touching and powerful story of human life and emotion, by Annie S. Swan,
the opening chapters of which will appear in the November issue.

E S K¢ k
When the “Kailyard” school of novelist was unknown, Annie S. Swan
was rcaching the hearts of fiction-readers everywhere by her simple stories
of home life and human love, and now, when the
“Kailyard” seems to be ravaged by blight, this
CI)Q Huthor compassionate author holds on her way, attumng
with fine feeling and sympathetic touch the discords
and difficulties of the world. “The Expiation of John Reedham” may very
well be calculated to rank with her hrst great successes, “Aldersyde,”
“Carlowie,” or “Maitland of Laurieston.” In this story a man's life is
indced cast in strange places, but the author never
forsakes him. MHis grief 1s made much more pro-
fitable than ever his joy could have been, and the
peculiar qualities of self-denial and seif-effacement
which are so bravely exercised bespeak a romance
of deep human pathos.
* * *

John Reedham misappropriates trust funds to a
large extent, but his defalcations are known only
to his friend and partner, George Denholm, who
gives him eighteen hours to clear out. Reedham’s
wife and little son leave their comfortable home,
_ and the author describes fully their brave attempt
Annie S. Swan to carn a living in London. Denholm had for-
merly been in love with Reedham’s wife, and after
five years, having allayed her scruples, he persuades her to marry him.
Meanwhile Reedham, having quite disguised himself, has never left
London at all.  He has been working with his whole energy to redeem
his past, and success attends him. The man who
befriends him has a ward whom he would like
Che swrv Reedham to marry. Tt is a difficult time for Reed-
ham, for meantime he sees his own wife married
to Denholm.  He has a tremendous struggle with himself, but he decides
to hold his pcace. Reedham’'s success increases. He enters Parliament
and makes his mark. But his identity has been discovered by one man
and he disappears once more. Shortly afterwards Denholm receijves an
astounding communication from him, setting forth the whole story and
stating that by that time he would be dead. He is not dead, however,

and success again attends his efforts in another land,

ww
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While Westward FHo! maintains the quality it has been obliged to curtail
slightly its Fiction this month owing to the quantity of articles upon other
themes highly instructive and interesting to the

P"b“s»el’s readers. But these articles many of them dealing
Gpiwme with our Wonder Land read more like trans-
scripts of IFairy Tales than prose compositions.

They are themselves romantic, though they bristle
with facts of transcendent interest.

WHEN THE EAGLE FLIES SEAWARD.

This is one of numerous Naval Stories by Patrick Vaux who gives rapid

sketches of the arts and intrigues of Naval war which are fascinating in a

remarkable degree. One is apt to forget the

Tia‘on glories and prowess of the Sea; the courage,

valour and devotion of those who ride the Main,

and these stories are a fine counteractant of that tendency: and as onc
day Canada will be a mighty Naval Power we are all interested.

SHE TESTED HIM.

Quick as thought Mrs. J. H. Skinner transports us into a dowmestic scene
beginning in piquant fun, developing into serious antipathy, and having «
fine culmination which goes to the heart.

LOVE OR HONOUR.

By Nigel Tourneur, is one of those tragic pieces of the trials and tempta-
tions of love. Here Love and Honour which are generally coadjutors, are
in juxtaposition, and make rival claims upon the spirit of sacrifice. Honour
prevails; but what of love? Read and sece.

FOX AND HOUND, by L. Harward.
A GUILTY CONSCIENCE, by H. A. Black.

These are charming pieces of rural romance and depict the traits developed
in early settlers of every country. They display, however, very dissimilar
phases of life; and the latter lays its scene in Alberta. Both arc pithy
and piquant, and vastly interesting.

AFLOAT AND AFIELD.

By Bonnycastle Dale, is a nature study while following the Game Birds,
and Games Fishes and the small Furbearers with Camera, Rod and Gun.
The article ts beautifully illustrated, and even

i exceeds in pitch and interest and descriptive power

spgl;:g’ tras‘imes many contributions that we have had the plcasure
ane of receiving from the author’s versatile pen.

MOTORING IN SOUTH AFRICA.

By Captain G. Godson-Godson, which was announced for this issue, will
appear in the next. It traverses the sights and scenes of the South African
War, i1s well illustrated, and stirs many memories.
MARBLE CAVES OF BRITISH COLUMBIA.

The Hon. C. H. Mackintosh formerly Lieutenant-Governor of the Northwest
Territories, gives us a splendidly combined archaeological and nature study
in a picturesque description of the Marble Caves near Revelstoke, where
with the aid of his magnificent illustrations he brings us up the Couger
Creek, along the Gopher Bridge to the Whistler’s Falls, where the sublime
grandeur turns the beholder to a poet.
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ALONG THE COAST OF THE NORTH WEST.

This is a very interesting article, beautifully illustrated, describing an
Ocean trip from Vancouver to the extreme Canadian limits, by J. H. Grant.
It ought to be rcad by everyone wanting to know of the rugged grandeur
of our coast line as seen from the Pacific.

SIMON FRASER.

This is the second part of Mr. £, O. S. Scholefield’s memoir of the man
whose life and discoveries have been so momentous

Diversified to .CZIllil(]?l.. .Mr. 'S?holeheld is pre'-ennnently
: equipped for the task he sets himself and our
Rrticles readers will be thrilled and delighted as well as in-

structed by the narrative, the first part of which appears this present month.
AT THE SHACK.

Percy Flage, under this title, has again shown his unamenability to the I
conventional; for in this instance he wanders far from The Shack and
transfers us ‘nolens volens’ to the scenes and the characters made memor-

able by Dickens—or that made Dickens famous—Which?

COUNTRY AND SUBURBAN HOMES.

Stanley Mitton excels his usual brilliancy, and among shafts of fun and
flights of fancy he manages to give us many admirable lessons.

MODELS I HAVE KNOWN.

Claude M. Gray, A.R.C.A,, whose article this month on Mural Decoration
is so excellent, gives us an illustrated sketch of a typical artist’s model.

The department of “Progress and Profits” admits of much diversity. Its
range is almost unlimited; but certainly our readers next month have a
treat which they must relish from:—
The President, The Board of Trade, High River, Alta.
Pro%)r::fs“and Rev. A. T. Robinson, M. A. - Summerland, B.C. .
Lyle J. Abbott - - - Omaha, Nebraska.
The Secretary, The Board of Trade, Calgary, Alta.
These contributors being intimately versed in the subjects of which they
treat give us brilliant descriptions and apt illustrations. Besides the

knowledge which they impart, they evoke many speculative conceptions as
to the DESTINY OF OUR WONDER LAND.

These are not all the contents; for there are Poetry, character articles and
other indispensible features of the modern magazine.

oy F Bt 7

~_ ‘

—

President.
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$5.25 PER ACRE

Farming lands in one of the richest vailsys of British
Columbia, along the line of the Grand Trunk Pacific Rail-
road, the new transcontinental railroad of Western Canada,
and 250 miles from the Pacific ocean. This railroad will be
completed during 1911, when through trains will be running
from the Atlantic to the Pacific.

Withjn tx_)velve months construction crews of the road will
be working in this valley.

This land is well watered, has plenty of rainfall and no

irrigation is necessary. It is specially adapted for mixed

. farming. - The soil is a deep and rich silt. Alkali is unknown.

It produces, wheat, oats, barley and all cereals; forage

grasses, such as timothy and red top; heavy crops of potatoes
and garden products of all kinds."

Wild fruit, such as strawberries, raspberries, cherries and
many other berries grow wild in great abundance.

This valley is ideal for stock raising and dairying, as the
climate is so moderate that cattle do not have to be stabled
during the winter.

“I have made a thorough investigation of this land, and it
is one of the most ideal for mixed farming to be had. It is
safe to say that when this road is completed, which will be in
1911, this land will sell for $20.00 to $25.00 per acre. The
climate is ideal in which to live, there being no disagreeable
features.”

This land is selling for $5.25 per acre, on the following
terms:

$1.50 per acre as first payment,

$2.00 per acre in three montbs,
The balance $1.75 in six months.

The smallest tract to be sold to one person is 160 acres.
There is only a limited amount of this land and it is being
taken up rapidly.

The title to this land is gilt edged; it comes direct from
the government.

Do not write for further information unless you are
interested.

In making application for a tract of this land, send your
full name, occupation and permanent address, with the first
payment, to

KAY McKAY

719 Johnston Bldg. SEATTLE, WASH.
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otel Mount Royal

BANFF, ALTA.

Electric Lighted
Steam Heated

Hot and Cold Water
Private Baths

Centre of th;: National Park.
Rates $2.50 per day and up.

D. McDOUGALL - Proprietor

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. C,

The Leading Tourist and Family Hotel

Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day.
Special Rates by the Weelk.

Free Bus meets all trains and boats.

GrorGr E, Parky. Manager.

Strand
Cafe

W. A. SHAW, Proprietor.

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

626 Hastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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HOTEL WINTERS

Abbott St., Vancouver, B. C.

NEW, SPLENDIDLY AFPPOINTED,
LIBERALLY MANAGED.
EVERY QUALITY THAT COUNTS IN
AN IDEAL HOTEL.
PERFECT EQUIPMENT MADE STILL
MORE ATTRACTIVE BY
PERFECT SERVICE.
AMETRICAN PLAN, $2.00 UP.
BEUROPEAN PLAN, 75¢ UP.
WINTERS & STEVENSON
Proprietors.

When in
The Royal City

Stay at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL

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

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

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

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

THE DANMOORE

Dan. J. Moore, Proprietor.

EUROPEAN PLAN
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY AND UP.

Portland’s New Hotel

With Grill.

475 Washington St., Cor. Fourteenth
PORTLAND, OREGON.

Hotel Moore-—Clatsop Beach, Seaside,
Ore. Open all year. TFor information
apply at The Danmoore.

1 “Twelve Stories of

Selid Comfort”’

3. i Building, concrete,
steel and marble.

Located, most fash-
ionable shopping
district.

#%d Library and bound

¥ magazines in read-
ing rooms for
guests.

| Most refined hostelry
. in Seattle.

—o— Absolutely fireproof.
Rates, 51.00 up English Grill.
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WHEN iN

BALTIMORE

STOP AT THE

120 ROOMS
ELEGANTLY
FPURNISHED

UNEXCELLED
CUISINE

ROOMS
WITH BATH
AND EN SUITE.

CENTRALLY LOCATED.
OPPOSITE CAMDEN STATION.
MAIN DEPOT B. & 0. R. R.

Rates $1.00 Per Day and Upwards.
SEND FOR BOOKLET.

HOTEL JOYCE
Baltimore, Md.

HOTEL RICHMOND

17th and H Streets
WASHINGTON, D. C.-
OPEN ALL THE YEAR
100 Rooms, 50 Private Baths, American
Plan. $3.00 Per Day, Upwards;
With Bath, $1.00 Additional.
EBuropean Plan, $1.50 Per Day, Upwards;
With Bath, $1.00 Additional.

27
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A High-class Hotel, conducted for your
comfort. Directly on car line. TUnion
Station, 15 minutes. Capitol, 15 minutes.
Shops and Theatres, 5 minutes. Two
blocks to White House and IExecutive
Buildings. Opposite Metropolitan Club.

CLIFFORD M. LEWIS, Proprietor.

MALTiING CoO.

Liv,

ALGARY..
CANADA.
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For illustrated literature and rates address—

G. E. HARTNESS, Manager.

The Poodle Dog
Hotel and Urill

Victoria’s popular Family and Tourist

Hotel. Excellent Cuisine. Centrally
Located. Luropean Plan.

W. S. D. SMITH, Proprietor.
YATES STREET - <VICTORIA, B.C.

“Nothing Finer the World Over.)
HOTEL PONTCHARTRAIN
Cadillac Square, corner : HN
Woodward Av,'enue Ue{"ﬂ“, Mlﬂhlgall
ABSOLUTELY FIREPROORF

Combines more up-to-date features than
any other hotel in the country.

e ik

’ B et
AN T e ST ¥
“eRRILL
ACcv.nx

Conducted on Buropean Plan.
Unsurpassed Cuisine—IZxcellent Service.
RATES: $2.00 Per Day and Upwards.

PONTCHARTRAIN HOTEL C0., Proprictors
George H. woolcy, w. J. chittenden, Jr., Mgrs,

.
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Cascade Beer

“The Beer Without
a Peer.”

Yancouver Breweries, Limited

VANCOUVER, B. C.

.00“-“000000000“0000-“000“’
PO VOV OVRIN TR I 2 2 22 2 s s sl g

COPPPP0 0 0000000000000 0690000006900 G6S

$

Phones 697 and 2813 Trucks, Dray anp Express

- Yancouver Cartage Co., Ltd.

F. A. CLELAND, Manager.

Storage, Piano and Furniture Removing Our Specialty.

Office : 544 Seymour St.

Vancouver, B. C.

LANDSEEKERS TOURISTS AND COMMERCIAL MEN WHEN IN
CALGARY, PATRONIZE

The Alberta and The South Side
Livery Stables.

Shooting and Fishing Parties Specially Catered For.

Hacks and Saddle Horses. Rates Reasonable.

A. J. McDONALD, Proprietor.
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Mexico—

“The World’s Treasure House.”

Do you realize the growing importance of Mexico as a field for investments?
During the past thirty years the United States’ trade with Mexico has increased
eleven-fold.

The following extract from an editorial in a recent issue of The Saturday
Evening Post shows the present importance of that country from a commercial
standpoint.

“The United States’ trade with Mexico is as great as with
China and Japan combined; sixty per cent. as great as with
Canada; very nearly as great as with France; five times as
great as with Spain. Excepting England, Germany and France,
there is no European country with which we have as large a
trade as with Mexico.”

Mexico has often been called “The World’s Treasure House” on account of
its natural resocurces. It has many rich mines, much of the most valuable timber
in the world, and in the southern portion are found a soil and climate unsurpaésed
in any country for productiveness.

The world is now aroused to these great opportunities to such an extent that
$200,000,000 of foreign capital (two-thirds of which is American) is now pouring
into Mexico annually.

We call your attention to one of these opportunities which we believe to be
the best ever offered for either large or small investments.

Briefly our proposition is this:
Our company has 1,000 million feet of standing mahogany in Mexico.

The market price of mahogany logs in New York City is $155.00 per
thousand feet.

We can cut and ship it there for $25.00 per thousand feet.

There are 45,000 shares of “Chacamax” of $100.00 each. In other words each

$100.00 share represents over 22,000 feet of mahogany on which we expect to
realize $3,410.00 profit. )

This is only half of the story.

Upon receipt of postal giving your name and address we will mail you
“Descriptive Folder” which tells the rest.

Chacamax Land Development Company

1204-6 American Bank Building, Seattle, Wash.

References:—National Bank of Commerce of Seattle.
Other references furnished upon request.

i
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As Long as You
Live

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

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

—_—

Do you want an income of from $100.00 to $1,000 a year for life? If so, returr
this coupon promptly. You take absolutely no risk of any kind. If upon exam-
ination you are not thoroughly convinced that this is one of the GREATEST
OPPORTUNITIES of your life to secure a steady, vermanent income, as long
as you live, you are under no obligation.

Name .........coiiiiiiiiininnencnaereennans
B ST A o S PR
b 20 03 2« Y - N

Please reserve for me .......cccvvveneve.o.... L ife-Income Investment Bonds
(value $i00.00 each). Send full information. 1f I am convinced that your cn-
terprise is one of the Soundest character, and will prove Enormously proflt-
able, T will pay for the same at the rate of $5.00 cash and $5.00 per month
on each $100.00 Bond until fully paid. No more than 100 Bonds reserved for
any one person,

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.
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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. & L.
railway now under construction will shortly become a feeder to the city’s trade
and industry. A mnetwork of inter-urban electric railways connecting with
Vancouver, Eburne, Steveston, Cloverdale and Chilliwack are so laid out as to
converge at New Westminster, adding considerably to the commercial prosperity
of the city.

NEW WESTMINSTER is the only fresh water port on the British Pacific.
Over 1,200 deep-sea and coasting vessels visited the port last year, and the
Dominion Government has just decided upon plans for a deep water channel to
enable the largest ocean going steamers to navigate the river at all stages of the
tide. The G. N. railway, Guif-Car-Ferry and the C. P. N. Co.’s steamers and

passenger vessels, and tugs of other companies make the “Royal City” their
home port.

. The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
WHITE, SHILES & CO. AND TRADING CO.

Fire Insurance (Royal City Planing Mills Branch)

. . Manufacturers of Doors, Windows, Fish and
Real Estate and Financial Agents | Fruit Boxes and all Descriptions of Interior

Finishings.

Westminster Iron Works | Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

JOHN REID, Proprietor

I\{angfacl:m'erls ?fl \-\’1'(1l\lglllt.]1ion Gates, Fences, Real EState’ Insurance and
rnamental lro “ork, Itire Kscapes : :
and i)ron OSllzLirsl.lb HSCAPes, Fmancml Brokers.

OFFICE AND WORKS, 10TH STREET. FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALTY.

AT B R TR AR M o L R S TN
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THE ROYAL CITY

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

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

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

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

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

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

' The Settlers’ Associati
B. C. CIGAR FACTORY ¢ o? % C.GOCla ion

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

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

PRODUCTS OF THE FRASER VALLEY
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REVELSTOKE, B. C.

IMPERIAL BANK OF CANADA

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED - - - $10,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP - - - - - 4,990,000
REST - - - - - 4,990,000

SPECIAL ATTENTION PAID TO SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS.

A. B. McCLENEGHAN,
REVELSTOKE BRANCH. - MANAGER.

McRAE MERCANTILE CO.

REVELSTOKE’'S LEADING STORE

Complete line of Men’s Furnishings, Trunks,
Valises, etc. Everything new and
up-to-date.

K. G. McRAE
I " MACKENZIE AVENUE. Proprietor.

Hotel Revelstoke

Remodeled, cverything new
and up-to-date.

,S‘peci.al attention given to
Tourists and Mountaincers.

RATES $3 PER DAY AND UP

A. J. McDONELL,
Proprictor.

McKINNON'S CIGAR STORE

REVELSTOKE’S PRINCIPAL CIGAR STORE AND BILLIARD ROOM.
EVERTHING NEW AND UP-TO-DATE.
IMPORTED CIGARS, TOBACCOS AND CIGARETTES.
SPECIAL ATTENTION GIVEN TO TOURIST TRADE.

H. F. McKINNON,

FIRST STREET. PROPRIETOR.
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I GOLDEN, B. C.
Fmperial Bank of Canada

CAPITAL AUTHORIZED - - $10,000,000
CAPITAL PAID UP . - - $4,990,000
REST - - $4,900,000

BRANCHES IN B. C.

Arrowhead, Cranbrook, Golden, Michel, Nelson, Revelstoke,
Vancouver, Victoria.

Savings Department at all branches. Interest allowed on deposits from
date of deposit and credited quarterly.

Special attention to out of town customers.
Correspondence solicited.
H. T. JAFFRAY, Manager Golden Branch.

Str. Ptarmigan Leaves Golden Friday Morning,
At Daylight, Returning Every Sunday Evening.

The Upper Columbia Transportation Company
F. P. ARMSTRONG, Manager.

H ONE HUNDRED MILES OF THE FINEST RIVER AND MOUNTAIN
SCENERY IN BRITISH COLUMBIA.

THE ONLY ROUTE INTO THE FAMOUS WINDERMERE
COUNTRY.

BAKER AND
HOP L o CSNFISCTH@NER

Fruits and Vegetables,, Chinese and Japanese Crockery, Fans, etc.

RESTAURANT

Mecals on short order plan at all hours.

Prices to suit all pockets.

If you arc hungry when you arrive in Golden come and sce us.
Don’t forget the place.

Estimates Given on Hot Air, ot Water
and Steam Heating.

IEstimates 'G-iven for all Xinds of
Painting or Decorating.

Golden Sash and Door Factory
and Machine Shop

JAS. HENDERSON, Proprietor.

Store and Church IMittings, Store Fronts,
Stairs. Plans Prepared.

Windows, Mouldings, Turnings, Braekets,
Doors, Blinds, Ete.
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The Burrard Sanitarium
The Modern Hospital.

Equipped with the most modern surgical and electrical apparatus
known to science. An Ideal Institution where patients may be treated for
all ailments and operations in a private and home-like way.

Statistics prove the efficiency of its medical and nursing staff, with a
record which has been unprecedented in any similar institution 1 the
Dominion.

YOU AND YOUR FAMILY can have protection against accident,
sickness or operations for i year for $25 by taking out a contract with the
¢ Sanitarium. Individual contracts, $i15.
<&

Contract holders are entitled to hospital treatment, including board,
nursing, medical and surgical attendance for three months for any one
illness. Also home treatment, medicines, physician’s attendance for any
sickness or ailment, and our physicians may be consulted for any slight
mdisposition. The price of our family contract includes free attendance
at the Sanitarium in case of confinement, as well as hospital and doctor's
attendance, will be guaranteed for the whole family for one year.

Purchase a contract TODAY, thus saving heavy doctor’s bills and
big medical and surgical fees.

GEORGIA STREET - Phone 1881 - VANCOUVER, B.C.

000000000690 900 9ESCCOOCGG- G0 OGOO®

QOO PPPO- 006000090 CP900P42 0P G0 000960000

FORGET IT!

That is, your unsuccessful attempt trying to get satisfaction out of a poor

furnace, but
REMEMBER

the Torrid Zone Furnace once installed will be lasting and we guarantee
COST OF RUNNING,

EASE OF MANAGEMENT,
AMOUNT OF HEAT,
CLEANLINESS OF HOT AIR

to your entire satisfaction.

SEND FOR CATALOGUE.

F W. CUNNINGHAM

823 -GranvizLe 8T. - - VANCOUVER,B.C. - - P.O.B.25
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Canada is m the midst
of a great electoral cam-
paign; the two political
parties are hotiy struggling for supre-
macy, smaller parties representative of
minor issues are lost sight of in the
struggle.  In the last issue it is a ques-
tion of whether Sir Wilfrid Laurier or
Mr. R. L. Borden shall assume control
of the Government of the Dominion.
With the political aspect Westward Ho'!
has nothing to do. Upon some of the
principles involved it is well that all pub-
lic organs should express an opinion. [t
is gratifying to be abie to note that both
leaders have declared themselves in fa-
vour of a clean campaign and of the rais-
ing of the standard in respect of politi-
cal methods. The Reverend Mr. Chown
put forward a challenge on these lincs
which was responded to by both leaders,
and 1f thev could only vouch for the loy-
alty of their followers Canada would
establish a record in the matter of a
creditable electoral fight. Whether such
a desirable result will be obtained de-
pends very largely upon the courage and
incorruptibility of the men who have
charge of the campaign, but in any cvent
it may be taken for granted that Cana-
dian sentiment has been aroused in fa-
vour of an abandonment of the corrupt
methods which have characterized pre-

The, Elections.
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vious elections, and there are not want-
ing evidences that the electorate will be
less amenable to such influences than on
any previous occasion. Another exceed-
ngly gratifving feature is that the
leaders of both political partics are men
of the highest personal character, pos-
sessing in the fullest possible sense the
confidence, and even the affection, of the
people. Sir Wilfrid Laurier is a deeply
interesting figure : a great Lnglish writer
declares that he reminds him of “an old
knight of high degree, typical of Medic-
val times,” and Canada has come to re-
gard him as one of her noble sons “Sans.
peur et sans reproche.” The lLibeeals
are well aware that Sir Wilirid is their
greatest asset, which accounts for the
strength and determination of their ap-
peal to the electorate on the ground !
his personality, as it also accounts fo.
their request that he be allowed to finish
his work. Mr. R. .. Borden is a man
of an entirely different type.  About him
there is nothing poetic, romantic or im-
aginative. In apcarance as in character
he represents the prosiac level-headed
practical man of affairs. There are thou--
sands like him in Canada where there is.
but onc Sir Wilfrid. He might even he
regarded as mediocre in some respects,
but he has qualities of a very high ordecr-
and is developing so rapidly that he may
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end up by becoming a power. In many
respects he resembles Sir John Thomp-
son, of whom no one thought and few
had heard until in answer to his country's
call, he stepped from obscurity into the
highest position in the state. Mr. Bor-
den possesses the same transparent homn-
esty of purpose, simplicity of nature,
directness of thought, and determination
to do right which characterized Sir John.
Few men have ever led an inconsider-
able minority with such courage and skill.
A few years ago, Mr. Borden was only
spoken of as a warming-pan; today he
1s firmly entrenched not only in the con-
fidence of his party but in the esteem of
his country, and in these respects so far
outdistances all competitors that there is
no longer a suggestion of any other pos-
sibility as a leader. Whatever party in-
terests may demand, the country will be
safe and well contented with either leader
in control and amid the many conflicting
interests aroused by a IFederal election it
is a matter of the heartiest congratula-
tion that there 1s no anxiety as to the
result since in any event a man of the
highest personal character, the loftiest
ideals and the purest aims will assume
the reins of Government.

For many years we have
been hearing of the
Frozen North, and Ca-
nadians have grown up
with the conviction that the habitable and
productive portions of their country lay
within a few hundred miles of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway. Only a few years
ago Edmonton was considered “far
North,” and the man who had been to
Athabasca Landing was regarded as one
who had penetrated the unknown. When
Hudson’s Bay Agents, and sometimes a
return missionary, came from Ungava,
Keewatin or the Mackenzie country,

The Great
Northland.
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they were looked upon pretty much in
the light of a lost wanderer returned. In
those days half a continent was given
over to trappers, and it was popularly
supposed that the white mantle was never

lifted except for a few weeks in the
summer time, and that the hard grasp
of winter was unrelaxed for nine or ten
months in the year. All this is altered
and there is no more marvellous, as there
is no more fascinating, topic of the times
than the widespread discussion of rail-
ways of the far north, of gold dredging
on the Mackenzie and Stewart rivers,
of wheat storage and wheat shipment at
Fort Churchill, of wheat growing a
thousand miles north of the International
boundary line and of the possibility of
mineral development which will establish
mining and smelting centres two thous-
and miles possibly from Winipeg or Cal-
gary. The truth is just beginning to
dawn upon the minds of our people, and
that truth is that Canada of the future
will no longer be a narrow strip border-
ing upon the Canadian Pacific Railway,
with a population that could be lined out
in single file from Halifax to Victoria,
but that railway construction already con-
templated will within a few years pene-
trate the fastnesses of the North and
lead to the planting of new communities
in vast districts hitherto almost unknown
and certainly unexplored. The extent
and the potentialities of Canada have not
yet been grasped even by the brightest
intellect. The first decade of the twen-
tieth century is drawing to a close; it has
added to our store of knowledge far be-
yond all the centuries which have pre-
ceded it. Hereafter each year will add

more than a decade of the past, and the
cry on every hand to the young Cana-
dian, insistent and irrepressible is,
in and possess the land.”

UGO




Arthur Davies.”

Y friend, you are young and
romantic; the error you made
was natural; at your age, 1
have made greater mistakes.”

“But I could have sworn she was look-
ing directly at me,” responded the
younger of the two men.

“Pshaw! That was only stage habit,”
replied the other. “I told you, she would
continue to look at the same place if
you changed your seat; you have found
my assertion was justified. She has had
no regular training as an actress, the
habit is merely a trick to hide nervous-
ness.”

“Be that as it may, Devereux; tomor-
row, I intend to get an introduction to
the lady we are discussing. DBy the by,
did you notice the look of intense suffer-
ing that flitted across her face, even when
the people were applauding her songs?
I wonder what trouble in her life has
caused that look.”

“My young friend Neville, do not in-
terfere iith other people’s affairs; chiv-
alry and knight-errantry belong to the
past. Do not the poets tell us, pity is
akin to love? It is a sort of carburettor;
tickle it, and love’s automobile is running
at full speed before you know where
you are. Take my advice; mind your
own business !’ concluded Devereux as
he rose, preparatory to leaving the club.

The younger man—whom he had ad-
dressed as Neville—detained him and
said :

“Just one moment, my wise old friend;
give me a stronger reason why I should
not proceed if it pleases me to do so.

To be candid with you, I am very much
interested i Miss Ethel Maybelle. You
arc not disclosing the whole truth,
Devereux. 1 am curious and want to
know more.”

Devereux resumed his seat with a
somewhat impatient sigh; then, very
deliberately, filled an old briar pipe, lit
it, and sucked complacently at the mouth-
piece until the volume of smoke an-
nounced complete satisfaction. Mean-
while, Neville had taken a cigarette from
his case, impatiently applied a match,
and waited until his friend was i a
state of mind to continue.

“TFirst of all,” said Devereux, “we will
get the correct name. Let us detach the
decoration from her present stage name,
and reduce it to plain Ethel Mabel; then
add the surname ‘Dalton’ and you get
the lady’s full and correct name—'Ethci
Mabel Dalton.””

“Why, Devereux, you know her!” in-
terrupted Neville, in a tone of surprise.

“Say know of her, and you will he
more correct,” replied Devereux. “I do
know of her,” he continued, “and so docs
every man and woman who lived m
Australia seventeen years ago, when she
—FEthel Mabel Dalton—was charged
with the wilful murder of her husband,
Richard Dalton. Probably that will give
you the key to the expression of sorrow
vou noticed.”

The younger man flung away his
cigarette, turned sharply towards Dev-
ercux, and exclaimed vehemently :

*All rights reserved by the Author.
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1 do not for a moment believe a sweet
looking woman like that could murder
anvone. And if guilty of this crime,
why was she not hung or imprisoned?”

“Stop! stop! my impetuous iriend,”
replied Devereux. *I did not say that
she was guilty; I said, she was charged
with the crime. As a matter of fact,
she was tried three times, and at each
trial the jury disagreed; afterwards, the
case was dropped.”

“But Devereux, you may be mistaken ;
how can vou bhe certain it is the same
woman ?"

“IFor two, good and sufficient reasons.
In the first place, I never forget a face,
and the beauty of this one interested me
seventeen vears ago.  In the second, did
vou notice that Mrs, Dalton always held
up her right hand in her actions, and
the left hand was generally hidden away
in the folds of her dress? Did you get
a glance at that hand?”

“No,” responded Neville, I was too
busy looking at her face to bother about
her hands.”

“lf vou had done so,” said Devereux;
“you would probably have noticed the
first finger is missing, and the whoie
hand has a malformed appearance. |
caught sight of it twice, and remembered,
one of the points in the evidence against
her was that same wounded hand. You
may rest assured, there is no doubt as to
her identity, and will now apprcciatc why
I advised you against undue curiosity.

To some men, Neville, a little—shall we
say—interest, in a member of the oppo-
site sex, acts as a tonic; easily taken
and digested.  But with others, it is dif-
ferent; to use a vulgar expression—they
are hound to go the whole hog—you arc
rather inclined to be of that class. Let
Mrs. Dalton live out her own life; she
is almost old enough to be your mother
—forty if she is a day!”

“Why, Devereux, since when have vou
become a cynic? Surely you know me
better than to imagine I would do any-
thing rash. You——\vho have so often
p]acccl your great gifts at tlie service of
friends who have been wronged—would
not refuse to assist this Mrs. Dalton
simply because she 1s a struggling vaude-
ville actress.”

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

“Tut! tut! Neville, your query is a
very palpable red herring. Mrs. Daiton
has not asked me to assist her; [ was
discussing this matter from the cffect of
undue curiosity upon a certain voung
friend of mine, whose father is one of
my most 1'e5pected friends; and who, is
himself something more tnan a mere ac-
quaintance. If you are very anxious to
know what occurred at the trial of Mrs.
Dalten, let us ship across to my rooms
where we shali be more private, and I
can show you the press extracts together
with some notes of mine on the subject.
[ kept them out of curiosity, because of
my theory that our lives run in circles,
which intersect at least twice. The
trouble is, one frequently forgets the
first intersection; this time you shall
have it in cold print.”

Suiting the action to the word, Dev-
ereux rose and left the club, accompanied
by his friend. As they walked across
Douglas Street, the difference in the per-
sonalities of the two men was apparent
to even a casual chserver. The tall, al-
most gaunt figure of the Hon. Rupert
Nevil.e made a complete contrast to that
of Yale Devereux, who was of medium
size, and compact almost to concentra-
tion. The slight stoop of the younger
man added five vears to his appearance;
the upright, clean-cut build of the elder,
reduced his age, in semblance, fully ten
vears; as a matter of fact, Neville was
twenty-two, and looked fully twenty-
seven; whilst Devercux was fifty five,
but looked forty-five. The loose limbs
and Dhent Lead of the former seemed to
compel  and  control his movements:
whilst the crisp, clean-cut military walk
of Devereux was merely a part of a per-
fectly controlled mechanism.  The pro-
minent features and soft blue eves of
Neville  disclosed  almost his every
thought: the steel gray eyes and regular
{catmcs of Devercux gave no mdlcatlon
of what was passing in the mind of the
owner.

Within ten minutes, the pair reached
Devereux’ rooms, where he immediately
busied himself in making his guest com-
fortable; that accomphshed he unlocked
a leather writing case and, after search-
ing for a few moments among the con-
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tents, produced a number of memoran-
dum books. Neville noticed that attached
to each of these was a bundle of news-
paper clippings.

“There, my boy!” said Devereux,
throwing the books on the table. “These
five books represent five mteresting cases
that have crossed my life once; sooner
or later the circles will meet again;
meanwhile, here is the one relating to
the Dalton case. The cigarettes are in
front of you, the whiskey is on that
shelf, you will find the White Rock in
the cupboard to your right; or—if you
want a cigar, help yourself—I prefer my
pipe; and, mind, no mterruptions!”

Very deliberately, Devereux refilled his
pipe ; the impatient movements of Neville
as he crossed and recrossed his long
legs, then stretched himself in the arm
chair, and flung back his head with a
jerk which threw the long black hair
from his forechead; seemed to give ad-
ditional zest to the care with which
Devereux smoothed out each newspaper
cutting, before commencing to read.

IL.
SyNoprsis OF THE DALTON CASE.

“Here we are!” exclaimed Devereux
at last; ‘Melbourne Argus of June fifth,
1888. Ghastly murder in Williamstown ;
chiet mate of P. & O. steamer "Serapis”
brutaliy done to death. No clue to mur-
derer.”’

The headlines I have read gave the
first intimation the general public had of
Dalton’s murder. Then follows a column
of reporter’s romance; the only reliable
item being a description of the scene
of the murder, which I can give you
from my own recollection, as I visited
the place the following day.

The crime was committed in a small
cottage on one of the side streets brancn-
ing irom the main street in Williams-
town. The body was discovered by a
stevedore, going to his work very early
in the morning. Whilst crossing a picce
of waste ground at the rear of the cot-
tage, he noticed a blood-bespattered dog
scratching furiously at the door of a
shed. Thinking it was wounded he
vaulted over the fence, and was aston-
ished to find the blood came from under
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the door. He immediately attempted to
open the door, which was unlocked and
unbolted.  LExerting his strength, he
opened it sufhciently to obtam an en-
trance, to find the obstruction was caused
by tie body of a man, whose death had
undoubtedly resulted from a frightful
gash right across the back of the head.
He rushed at once to the nearest police
station, and within a few minutes, two
constables were on the spot. You will
observe, Nevilie, that in opening the door
the stevedore had pushied back the body ;
this was unfortunate, as it destroyed an
important item in the sequence of the
actual killing.” _

“Here,” continued Devereux, “is a
page, entirely devoted to the murder,
from the evening paper of the same day.
It is filled with theories and a mass of
imagination; quite useless, with one ex-
ception. The exception is the paragraph
marked with a red cross. It reads as
follows:

'‘During this morning, two important
witnesses have come forward in conncc-
tion with the Dalton murder. Their
names are Olaf Smithson and William
Jones. These two sailors admit having
been ashore on a drunken spree, and
were returning to their ship about 11
pm. On passing the cottage in which
the murder took place, they heard a
woman sobbing; the sound scemed to
come from the back of the building.
The cottage fronts right on to the street,
and at that moment a gust of wind blew
the curtain on one side, disclosing a man
in the centre of the room, hastuy pack-
ing letters and papers into a handbag.
One of the sailors called out—"Hello
Matey!” The man immediately snatched
up the handbag, and disappeared into the
room at the rear. Although both men
were more or less in liquor, they are
positive as to the woman’s sobs, and
have identified the murdered man as he-
ing the same they saw in the room with
the handbag and papers.’

“Now we come to Mrs. Dalton's first
appearance on the scene,” said Dev-
ereux, picking up another press clip-
ping,” it is concise and to the point; a
model of genuine mformation, with just
sufficient of the dramatic to attract the
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One of the Sailors Called Out “Hello Matey!”

indolent reader. It is headed ‘Sensa-
tional arrest in the Dalton Murder Case,’
and is followed by a paragraph which
I will read to you in extenso.

‘Late last night, Inspector McCarthy,
accompanied by Detectives Wilson and
Crane, after paying a surprise visit to
the “Little Bonnet Shop,” the fashion-
able Collins Street Millinery Emporium,
took into custody the charming young
proprietress;  popularly known as
Madame Therese. The circumstances
which led up to this prompt and surpris-
ing arrest are—the particulars given by
the two sailors, Smithson and Jones: the
fact of letters from this lady to Mr. Dal-
ton being found at the cottage; and her
being the only woman passenger on the

train between Williamstown and Mel-
bourne on the night of June fourth;
coupled with the statement of two well
known business men who travelled in the
same compartment and noticed she was
greatly agitated, and had bound up her
left hand in a small white cloth or ser-
viette. After the arrest, a thorough
search of the Collins Street premises was
made, resulting in the startling discovery
that Madame Therese is the wife qf
Richard Dalton. Further information is
refused by the police.’

As he laid the paper on the table,
Devereux turned to Neville and re-
marked:

“I want you to notice: the policy pur-
sued by the police in the discovery and
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arrest of Mrs, Dalton, was what I term
direct supposition from the first material
evidence coming to hand. The two
sailors had heard a woman and seen a
man; the man was dead, the woman had
not disclosed her whereabouts. The de-
duction that she had powerful reasons
for not doing so, is reasonable; the sup-
position of guilt is originated. The
entire cnergies of the police are at once
focussed on the missing woman; any
other theories which may have been for-
mulated—such as the ridiculous suspicion
cast on the stevedore—are eliminated.
The thorough search of the cottage
brings to light a bundle of letters, among
these are several on the business paper
of the well known “Littie Bonnet Shop.”
These letters were not of recent date,
were simply signed “Ethel” and under
ordinary circumstances, would have been
treated by the police as “une petite affaire
du coeur” between a good looking P. &
O. officer and a milliner signing herself
“Ethel.” But by this time they are hot-
footed on the discovery of the missing
woman—the letters assist the supposition
already created; the shadow of a per-
sonality is introduced.

You must understand, Neville, that at
the date of the murder, Williamstown
was merely what you would describe as
a long, straggling village, bounded by
Melbourne Harbour on the one side, and
the open country on the other. It de-
rived its importance solely from being
a sea-port for Melbourne, and was con-
nected with that city by a short railway.

Several doctors had already examined
Dalton’s hody and given their opinion
that the killing took place between 10
and 12 p.m. If they were correct,. it
was quite feasible for the person who
committed the crime to catch the last
train to Melbourne. This point would be
immediately accentuated in the minds of
the police by the supposition already ori-
ginated concerning the missing womau
and the letters from the Melbourne ad-
dress, which were found close to Dal-
ton’'s bodyv. Enquiry at the station
clicited the startling corroborative fact
that Madame Therese herself was the
only woman passenger on the night in
question. I have very little doubt that
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on ascertaining this; the supposition in
the minds of the police became a cer-
tainty, needing only thc statements of the
two Dbusiness men to lead to the young
modiste’s surveillance, followed by her
immediate arrest.

Almost simultaneously with the search
for the perpctrator of the crime, there
arises in the minds of the police the ne-
cessity for a motive. Here again the
policy of supposition is ready to hand,
and from practically the same source.
The two sailors had seen a man packing
letters and papers into a bag; when
alarmed by their cry of “Hello Matey!”
he disappeared from the room, but took
care to keep possession of the bag and
its contents. Lividently he regarded them
as of value. You must bear in mind,
Neville, a woman'’s sobs had previously
been heard, denoting either grief or pain,
which might be caused Dby accident or
quarrel. This clue, in the inception, is
slight, but is naturally strengthened in
the minds of the police, by discovery of
the letters signed “Ethel,” with the ad-
ditional fact of a secret and still undis-
closed marriage. By this time the scent
for the motive has become, what you—
as a hunting man—would describe as
warm. Now I come to evidence intro-
ducing a third party.

In searching the Collins Street pre-
mises, several letters were discovered,
addressed to Madame Therese from Wil-
liam Burke, the well known millionaire
wool broker, a very handsome and popu-
lar member of the legislature. These
letters were written in terms of deep
affection and in one was an offer of mar-
riage ; there were three letters in all, and
reference was made to other letters.
At once the cause of the suggested
quarrel between husband and wife be-
came an apparent rcality, and a strong
motive for the crime is in the hands of
the police. DBefore passing from these
letters, I want you to understand, it was
evident the writer was under the impres-
sion he was addressing an unmarried
woman.

I have now described to you the na-
tural sequence of events as they appeared
to the detectives; it being essential you
should understand the facts discovered
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and the deductions made, before taking
up the actual trial. In dealing with the
trial, I will disclose to you how they
failed to make good their charge. Be-
fore doing so, I will trouble you for the
whiskey. Thanks! Just over the second
finger. And now for the trial.”

III.
TRIAL or MRs. DALTON.

The first trial took place very prompt-
ly after the arrest; the courts were sitt-
ing, and the barrister for the defence—
with whom I will deal later—raised no
objections. Here you have press clip-
pings giving a verbatim report; you can
study them at your leisure. Meanwhile,
kindly follow the leading details to which
I shall refer.

On the first day of the trial, news$ of
a disaster arrived, which added to the
dramatic interest and at the same time
greatly increased the difficulties of the
defence.

At the time of Dalton’s murder, Wil-
liam Burke was at Sydney in his steam
yacht, the “Yarra Yarra.” On learning
of Madame Therese’s arrest—as Mrs.
Dalton—he left imimediately for Mel-
bourne, but never arrived at the latter
port. The disappearance of the “Yarra
Yarra” gave rise to numerous rumous of
Burke’s flight. On the first morning of
the trial, news was received of the total
loss of the yacht with all hands, including
the owner.

I will not weary you with the whole
of the evidence for the prosecution, as
I have already given vou the most im-
portant features; but I have purposely
left until now the police theory of ex-
actly how the deed was done.

You will remember the body was dis-
covered at the back door of the shed—
that is to say—the door leading from the
shed into the garden. The plan of the
cottage was as follows:

A story and a half building with three
rooms on the ground floor, which con-
sisted of two sitting-rooms at the front
and a kitchen at the back, forming a
right angle; in this right angle was the
shed in which the body was found. The
shed was a rough affair with no ceiling,
excepting some planks which had been
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placed loosely across the collar ties of
the roof. These planks were immediate-
ly above the door leading into the gar-
den, and had evidently been used by the
owner—who had let the cottage furn-
ished—as a storage place for garden
tools and old lumber. The top story
of the cottage proper was given over
entirely to use as a bed-room.

On the floor of the shed, in addition
to the body, there was found an axe—
a small affair, used for splitting kindling
wood—a spade, step-ladder, and long
bamboo pole. The step-ladder—which
was in a very ricketty and broken con-
dition—was evidently intended to reach
the rough flooring on which the garden
tools were stored away; this was al-
most in the apex of the roof, some of the
tools being .actually suspended on nails
driven into the rafters. Both the axe
and the spade were covered with biood
marks. The axe was not disturbed by
the stevedore and was found close to
the door leading to the kitchen, giving
colour to the theory that it had bheen
dropped in the assassin’s flight. The
spade was partially covered by the body
of the dead man, but you must remem-
ber the body had been pushed from its
original position. The wound extended
almost across the back of the head, and
was undoubtedly caused by the impact
of some sharp instrument. According
to the police, it was done with the axe;
the blow being given from the side while
Dalton had his face turned away from
his assailant.

And now I come to Mrs. Daltons
wounded hand, which I have already told
vou played a part in the trial. The
wound in the first instance was slight,
and according to the police, was a case
of self-mutilation in order to account for
the blood-stains on the serge costume,
which she wore on the night of Dalton’s
death. It was during the following day
that she accidentally poisoned the wound,
causing loss of the first finger and the
malformation to which I drew your at-
tention.

The barrister retained by Mrs. Dalton
for her defence was the famous John
Russell, at the time a struggling young
lawyer but already of some renown as
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a scholar and keen debater. The Dalton
case was practically his debut in the
legal world, and made him famous; for
he adopted the only possible means—at
the moment—of saving Mrs. Dalton, and
carried it into execution with effect.
Now, it is necessary for me to tell you
here—as you will shortly gather from
reading the account of the trial—that
AMrs. Dalton herself, throughout the
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ination you will see what I mean. He
produced no witnesses for the defence,
but relied entirely on using the witnesses
for the Crown.

I have taken great pams to point out
to you the means whereby the police
built up their case; they had only to
connect Mrs. Dalton, without any rea-
sonable doubt, with each item of circum-
stantial evidence: in order to obtain a

wirs. Dalton refused point blank to say anything.

whole of this affair, refused point blank
to say anything, which—as you are pro-
bably aware—is a most damaging posi-
tion to take up. I have no doubts she
had reasons, they must have been very
strong ones; but at the time of the trial,
such a course seemed absolutely disas-
trous to all except John Russell. When
vou have carefully read his cross-exam-

verdict. Russell saw the weak points in
the police onslaught, and used his per-
spicuity and eloquence to defeat them.
By a brilliant feat of cross-examination,
he took each witness for the Crown and
mercilessly tore their evidence in pieces.
For instance, turn to the cross-examina-
tion of the sailors, Smithson and Jones
—vyou will see, I have marked it with
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three red lines—note how smoothly and
quietly he leads up to the admission he
desires them to make; namely, that they
are not absolutely certain whether it was
eleven or twelve o’clock when they
passed the cottage. If the latter hour, it
was impossible for Mrs. Dalton to have
been there; as another witness for the
Crown, the station master, had already
certified on oath, that Mrs. Dalton was
in the station just before twelve o’clock.

I want you to turn to the doctors’ evi-
dence,” continued Devereux, “it is on the
second page and marked with a Dlue
pencil,

Under the suave guidance of the pro-
secuting barrister, the doctors had stated
that Dalton was killed before twelve
o’clock. Russell, without calling any
medical evidence in rebuttal, so confused
these medical experts by his own won-
derful knowledge of the subject, com-
bined with extracts {from scientific
treaties thereon, that in the end they ad-
mit, it is quite possible that Dalton was
alive after twelve o’clock.
remember the sailors had seen him alive,
and now admitted they were not certain
as to the exact time, coupled with the
evidence of the station master as to Mrs.
Dalton’s whereabouts at twelve o’clock;
you will see the importance of this
acknowledgment.

Then on the question of the axe as a
means of death, he was simply splendid.
He demonstrated in court, the difficulty,
a slender, medium sized woman like Mrs.
Dalton would have in striking a blow
with a small kindling axe, which had
split the skull of a strong man, stand-
ing over six feet high. The counsel for
the prosecution failed to see that Dalton
might not have been standing upright at
the time—that by the way—Iet us return
to Russell.

In the paragraph immediately under
your right hand, you will note he deals
with the police theory of the quarrel and
the Burke letters. He commences by
deploring his inability to produce Wii-
liam Burke, as he had not the slightest
doubt Burke would have testified that
Mrs. Dalton, instead of giving him en-
couragement, had treated his advances
with firm disapproval. He pointed out,

When you
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the letters themselves proved absolutely
nothing, except, that a certain much re-
spected member of Melbourne society
had paid honourable court to a lady
whom he thought to be unmarried. Af-
ter this, he takes up the secret marriage;
here he scored heavily, as he was able
to produce documentary evidence that
Mis. Dalton was a ward in Chancery at
the time of the marriage, and that Dal-
ton had been warned if he married her,
without the consent of the court, he
would be punished. The impulsive pair
had not heeded the admonition ; they had
been married quietly at Stepney Church,
London; as the certificate produced, duly
proved.

Here, you will note, he gives a little
more of Mrs, Dalton’s history, by ex-
plaining to the court that, after the wed-
ding, she had travelled to Sydney as a
passenger on the “Serapis’—her hus-
band being at that time second mate of
the mail boat—after living two years in
Sydney, she had removed to Melbourne
and started the “Little Bonnet Shop.”
The husband and wife had seen each
other regularly whenever the “Serapis”
touched at Melbourne, the millinery busi-
ness had been a success, and there was
no vital reason for the public acknowl-
edgment of their marriage until such
time as the Lord Chancellor had for-
gotten the existence of his former ward.

His address to the jury was a master-
piece of eloquence and practical argu-
ment, on the folly of condemning a wo-
man solely on circumstantial evidence
which had not been conclusively brought
home to her. He concluded, as you will
observe, by denouncing the police for
having expended all their energies m
hunting down Mrs. Dalton and never at-
tempting to discover the likelihood of an-
other hand than hers having done the
deed. That was the only hint he gave
of the possibility of somebody else bemg
the murderer, but he did it in such 2
manner that the jury retired to consider
their verdict with the hint fixed in their
minds, in spite of the calm and perfectly
fair summing up of the Judge, who
pruned the case of everything except
real evidence. You will see the jury
took over eight hours in considering their
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verdict, and on returning into the court-
room, the foreman announced the impos-
sibility of coming to any agreement. This,
under the circumstances, was a brilliant
victory for Russell—he had saved Mrs.
Dalton entirely by his own abilities.

There, Neville! You have the whole
history of the first trial of Mrs. Dalton;
the second and third trials were mere
repetitions, excepting, that public opinion,
which at first had been dead against her,
veered round at the close of the third
trial. But the third jury was still un-
able to agree on the verdict, and Mrs.
Dalton passed out of Melbourne life
with the shadow of a crime hanging over
her. I trust I have not bored you with
this recital,” concluded Devereux.

“Bored me! Why, my dear friend, I
was never so intensely interested in all
my life; but there are two points I
think you have omitted, and which I am
anxious to know something about. Who
identified Dalton and what became of the
“Serapis” ?

“The body of Dalton,” replied Dev-
ereux, “was identified at the inquest by
a number of well known shipping men.
He was a popular and highly respected
officer, easily recognized by his size and
distinguished appearance. Mrs. Dalton
did not attend the first inquest, owing
to the precarious state of her health, due
to the poisoned hand. At the adjourned
inquest, the question of identity was not
re-opened. At the trial, Russell accepted
it without comment.

With regard to the “Serapis,” she had
left Melbourne on the home run about
two hours before the stevedore discov-
ered Dalton’s body. P. & O. boats carry
plenty of officers, Dalton’s place must
have been filled at once, and his disap-
pearance accounted for in some manner.
The boat was already two days behind
schedule time; being on mail contract,
her captain would naturally get away
at the earliest possible moment. I did
not touch on this point, because Russell
cut the “Serapis” clean out of the case,
and you must remember, I was dealing
with the trial.”

“What became of the ‘Serapis’ in the
end?” asked Neville. “Surely the mur-
der of her first officer would cause en-
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quiry when she reached the end of her
voyage?”’

“The ‘Serapis’ never reached London,”
responded Devereux. “She ran ashore
on a small uninhabited island near the
entrance to the Red Sea, and became a
total loss; but the mails, all the passen-

gers, the officers, and the majority of the
crew were saved. The only comment on
Dalton’s death from that quarter, was a
wire from the captain when she reached
Albany. The police had cabled, asking
if Dalton was on board, and his reply
rcad—'No! only his ghost” The Mel-
bourne papers treated it as a somewhat
outrageous joke on the captain's part;
personally, I would like the joke ex-
plained, as I have never found the cap-
tain of a mail boat given to levity when
responding to official telegrams. Are
your sympathies still with the vaudeville
actress?” he asked.

“Yes! more than ever,” retorted
Neville. “Think, Devereux, of the life
that poor woman must have led for the
past seventeen years with that unsatis-
factory verdict hanging over her. IHus-
band gone! Business ruined! Australia
and England impossible as a home—and
even this western land only habitable to
her when living in disguise. I am more
than ever tempted to unravel this mys-
tery. Will you assist me, Devereux?
Just remember for a moment, when you
brought your keen faculties to bear on
the Brett matter, how quickly you dis-
entangled the skein of lies and fraud
which had parted husband and wife. Had
it not been for you, those two lives
would have been ruined; now they are
bright and happy. Here am I, with noth-
ing to do in life but waste my time ; such
as it is, I shall be delighted to devote
to assisting you. I will place myself
under your instructions, and if you will
permit me, will willingly pay you any
reasonable fee for your services.”

“Do not talk about fees,” sharply re-
sponded Devereux. “If you are deter-
mined to proceed, I will do my best;
but remember, the Brett case was all in
the present, everything right to hand.
The Dalton case is different; seventeen
years have elapsed, many of the threads
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are gone; we shall have to dig down
and build up.”

As he uttered these words, Devereux’
face momentarily lost its habitual self-
controlled expression. His eyes sparkled
with keen delight, the lips sealed them-
selves into a thin, resolute line; he
seemed to throw off his usual self, and
become imbued with the spirit of some
instinctive force, habitually hidden and
repressed.

The unveiling had passed in a moment,
but revealed to Neviile the compelling
power which.had caused Devereux to
sacrifice his comumission in the army, al-
most at the outset, and to enter the
Diplomatic service, only to leave on the
very eve of a brilliant career, in order
to gratify his desire and join the Indian
Detective Service; where the shackles of
routine and red tape had quickly galled
him into resignation and the career of a
free lance—author—sportsman—and de-
tective by turns—an enigma to all but
his closest friends.

The bait had been seized, Neville felt
certain his friend would never desist un-
tii the mystery of Dalton’s death had
been solved.

Iv.
DINNER AT THE DRIARD.

On the evening of the same day, Dev-
ercux and Neville were seated at one of
the small tables in the dining-room of the
Driard Hotel; the elder man engaged in
the full enjoyment of dining, as only a
secasoned traveller knows how: the
younger, impatiently swallowing his
meal, intent only on his self-assumed
quest. He had carefully refrained from
broaching the subject until the dinner
was well nigh finished, but now his im-
patience for action could resist the strain
no longer. Hastily drinking his cafe
Noir, he remarked with evident impa-
tience:

“Devereux, when shall we start for
NMelhourne ?”
~ “For Melbourne!” replied Devereux :
“what on ecarth should take us to Mel-
bourne ?”

“Why, the Dalton case, of course,”’
quickly responded Neville, with a tone
of interrogation in his voice.
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“So far as Melbourne is concerned, the
Dalton case is complete. The threads
in that quarter are buried beyond any
hope of resurrection. We must com-
mence our investigations in another di-
rection; for, remember Neville, our ob-
ject is exactly the opposite to that of

the Melbourne police; their endeavours
were to prove Mrs, Dalton guilty, our
efforts are to demonstrate her innocence.
Kindly pass the benedictine, and as you
are so impatient, I will continue.

In a crime of this nature, there is an
inevitable tendency to pay too much at-
tention to the supposed murderer; this
is natural on the part of the police, for
their chief duty is to secure the mur-
derer. From personal observations, I
am satisfied that in fully one-half such
cases, the murdered man or woman sup-
ply the most teiling evidence, both as to
the actual killing and the motive. Now,
it must be apparent to you, the detectives
employed in the Dalton case, ignored ab-
solutely any opportunity of discovery in
this direction. Dalton’s body, history,
and personality, were treated as the
merest details. We must not make the
same-blunder; our duty is to start with
Dalton.

Before Miss Ethel Maybelle looked at
you in the theatre,” continued Devereux,
slyly, “you had decided to return to Eng-
land ; do not alter your plans. Go direct
to London, call at the P. & O. office,
and ask the clerks to make a search for
Dalton’s last English address, refresh
their memories by mentioning the “Ser-
apis” and the date of the wreck. By
examining their books I am certain they
will be able to provide you with the in-
formation wanted, or somebody in the
office is sure to remember him, and assist
vou in locating the part of the country
he came from. Go there, and ascertan
all you can about Dalton and his family.
At the same time, if you can discover
anything about Mrs. Dalton do not fail
to do so. But remember, for our pur-
pose, the history of Mrs. Dalton is not s0
important as that of Dalton. If you
discover any information of immediate
and vital importance, cable it to me.
will give you a copy of a private code
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which I have used in similar cases and
found very useful.”

“Are you not coming with me?” in-
quired Neville; in a somewhat anxious
voice.

“Certainly not! You are well aware
that 1 have arranged to leave Victoria
early next week to join I'rank Cashel at
Del Monte. After a little shooting, we
shall go on to Los Angeles for Christ-
mas, and stay in Caiifornia until the end
of April; then I am returning here to
prepare for a big-game shoot I have
arranged with two friends from New
York. This is December fourth, 1905;
if we are successful in our efforts, we
should complete about May, next year.
Do not look so glum, my friend; my be-
ing with you would do no good. It is a
case of pure deduction from cause to
effect; the police saw the effect but
never located the exact cause. The mail
and the cable are all we need, beyond
vour inquiries, which I will direct from
this coast.”

“I will start by tonight’s boat, Dev-
ereux,” said Neville, ieaning across the
table, “but before I go, are there any
other hints you can give me, any points
which I can think out? My brain is not
equal to yours, yet I may possibly
stumble against some elucidations.”

“Your brain is fully equal to mine,
but works in a different groove,” re-
sponded Devereux ; “there are one or two
points that will give you food for
thought. These I will put to you in the
shape of question and comment.

First of all. What became of the
handbag and its contents? These silent
though material witnesses were missing
both at the cottage and at Collins Street.
It follows, either a third party was pre-
sent, or some thief entered the cottage
during the night, or Mrs. Dalton de-
stroyed them. The latter was the theory
advanced by the police, as a thorough
search was made without discovering
even a trace.

Why did Dalton rush out of the room
with the handbag and contents when dis-
turbed by the sailors? If——as the police
suggested—the contents were letters ad-
dressed to his wife and the cause of the
quarrel, such alarm was unnecessary and
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unlikely. A marine officer is the very
last person to take unneccssary alarm.
You can rest assured the contents of
that bag were of more vaiue than mere
letters.

IFor what purpose did Dalton rent the
furnished cottage at Willlamstown for
one month, when he possessed a latch
key to the Collins Street store? In
searching for cause a retrospective view
of action is valuable, though not conclu-
sive. Taking up the negative side, we
can safely state that it was not for the
sole purpose of meeting his wite, as he
could do that at any time in Collins
Street. It was not for the purpose of a
residence for himself, as he resided on
the “Serapis’; moreover, the incessant
duties of chief mate on a mail boat would
oniy permit of a few calls of short dur-
ation at Williamstown. We may assume
Dalton’s action in taking the cottage
points conclusively to some purposec
which was never uncovered at the time
of the trial, and may be bracketed with
the stubborn silence of Mrs. Dalton
throughout the whole of this affair.

What made Dalton go ashore in his
working uniform? The general practice
being for marine officers to wear civilian
clothing when ashore. [ merely wish
you to make a note of that pomt as being
one of those little happenings, out of the
ordinary, which sometimes lead up to
matters of greater moment.

How did Dalton’s body come to be in
the shed, and why had the spade been
got down from the rafters? The police
theory—that Mrs. Dalton intended bury-
ing the body in the garden, but was in-
terrupted—is unsupported by any evi-
dence of the body having been dragged
out of another room, and can be dis-
missed, for the stevedore found the body
partially sealing up the very door through
which she would have had to drag it.
To me it appears a certainty, the body
was never removed far from the place
where it fell.

That is all at present, except that you
have only two hours to pack your kit
bag and catch the Vancouver boat. Here
is a letter I should like vou to hand to
vour father; I have said nothing about
the Dalton case, but I have asked him to
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join our shooting party in Victoria next
May. Do not forget, Neville, your mis-
sion has nothing to do with what hap-
pened in Melbourne; it is simply to ob-
tain the history of Daiton and his fam-
ily. Good-night for the present! T will
sce you later at the boat; between now
and then I shall be busy.”

As the hoarse throaty whistle of the
“Princess Victoria” belched out its final
warning, the figure of Devereux might
have been scen on the gangway; giving
a final handshake to Neville, wishing him
Godspeed as he handed a letter across the
rail. 'When the light on Brotchie Ledge
had faded in the distance, Neville entered
his stateroom, opened the letter, and read
as foliows:

“Dear Neville:

[ am sometimes as curious as a wo-
man. For the last seventeen years I
have often wondered what the captain
of the “Serapis” meant when he wired
—'No! only his ghost.” Your impetu-
ous resurrection of this matter has re-
doubled my curiosity. To-night, after
leaving you at the Driard, I sought
out one of those corner beer shops
where sailors do congregate ; you know
the sort I mean. There is generally
the picture of a monster five-cent
schooner of beer on the window, and
the strains of an ancient and badly
playved piano are wafted, at intervals,
through the swing door. I thought it
strange if such a place, in V ictoria,
could not produce some old steamboat
man who would let daylight in and sat-
isfy my curiosity. The half-hour I
spent there was most enjoyable, cost-
ing me only the small sum of two dol-
lars; for I found my companions were
far more anxious to treat me, than I
to make them drunk. The majority
were already mellow under the leader-
ship of the author of the short story
which 1 enclose. His personality has
nothing to do with us, but his story
will interest and instruct you as a
student of mystical penumbree. T have
edited it somewhat by omitting all the
blasphenmy and some of the vernacular,

“Yours very truly,

“DEVEREUX."
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V
THE YARN oF SANDY MoRrTON.

(Found enclosed in Devereux’ letter to
Neville).

“Have I ever heard of the “Serapis,”
Mister? Sure! Ask Bill Caleraft there;
he knows as how I was quartermaster
from the time she left the ‘Tail o’ the
Bank’ on her maiden trip, right down
to the night she piled up, high and dry,
on a rock no bigger nor a schoolyard.
But what am I calling her down for?
She was as comfortable a boat as ever
struck salt water, up to the time of her
last trip; as smart a crowd, and as fine
a lot of officers as you could wish; per-
tickler the one I am going to tell you
about. He was a great big lump of a
man, but active as a cat for all that; his
name was Richard Dalton and he was
our chief. It was his wraith that put a
spell on the ‘Serapis’ and sent her to the
bottom. If Dick Dalton had only taken
my advice, he would have been a sound
man today, and the ‘Serapis’ floating the
blue sea; but he laughed when I telled
him and I am non given to repeating
advice when it isn’t welcome.

The first I heard of it was from my
relief, Shorty McDonald. He came into
the wheel-house one night, trembling all
over, and white as chalk. I says:

‘Shorty, what’s up with you, lad ?*

Says he: ‘Sandy, I seed a sperit.”

I says: ‘Shorty, where did ye see it?
In the old man’s swinging tray ¥’

‘NoP—says he—‘right at the corner of
the steerage galley, and Sandy’—says he,
looking me plumb in the face—It was
Dickie’s wraith I seed’—we called Dal-
ton “Dickie” betwixt ourselves, because
we all liked him. .

I said nought more to Shorty, for it's
no use swapping words with a Galway
lad, when the talking is on wraiths and
sperits and sich like. But I kept my
eyes skinned as I went for’ard, and saw
nothing. This happened the night before
we reached Gib. After we were through
the ditch, the whole ship’s company had
got Dalton’s wraith on the brain. I took
no stock in sich talk, but thought the
chief had better be told of what the men
were saying; so the night we made
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Point de Galle, I up and telled Dickie
all about his ghost. I felt like a kid in
the teliing, and got laughed at for my
ains. Dickie said, as how, he would
take a bell, book, and candle down the
‘tween decks at twelve o’clock that night,
and get even with the ghost and we
should never see it again. I says to him:

‘Look here, Mr. Dalton; I don't take
no truck in the men’s fool talk, but Mc-
Donald says it is a warning to you to
leave the ship. Now, we all likes you,
sir; if you think as how there is any
danger, why not take a spell ashore when
we get to Melbourne? The company will
alwa)s oive you a new ship, and a better
one for the matter of that, and the second
will jump at your job here’

Dickie said he was too fond of us to
leave us, so I dried up.

In the middle watch that night, he
goes down with a big bhook, a candle
and the saloon table bell he was rigged
out in a dressing gown, and by the time
he got through with his fooling, the
laugh was on Shorty; anyhow, we Theard
no more of the ghost that passage.

The thick o' the trouble began the
night before the “Serapis” lctt Mel-
bourne, on the home run. Shorty Mc-
Donald was gangway watchman in the
evening. Just at dusk, before the gang-
way lamp was lit—we had oil lamps in
those days—he sees the chief coming
along the deck, and looks at him f01
the smile and the kind word he always
gives; but Dalton walks plumb past
Shorty—what you folks ashore would
call, cut him dead—strides down the
gangway ladder, and walks off along the
pier.  Shorty thought he had gone
for'ard to see what she was drawing,
and wondered why he was wearing an
old uniform instead of his dinner clothes,
as it was close on time for the dinner
gong to sound. I relieved Shorty at
eight bells; about five minutes after,
alond comes Dalton again, all spruce and
clean d essed in his go- ashores——a light
gray suit. As he passes me, I touches
my cap and he says in his cheel ful way
—'good- nloht Sandy.’

T says, ood night, sir,” and that’s the
last we saw of Mr Dalton save for the
silly yarn of one of the Serancs who
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went on gibbering to the skipper, off
Otway Light, next day, and says as how
he had seen the ghost of Dalton—all
white and pale like—come down from
the fo’c’s’le head and disappear down the
fore hatch, and he says as how Dalton
floated on air. The skipper told the Ser-
ang to go for’ard and sober up.

Next night, I saw that dern fool,
Shorty, swapping words with the Ser-
ang. When he sees me he crosses the
deck and says—‘Sandy, me friend, this
boat’s doomed; she’s going to make a
hole in the water.

‘What are ye giving us, Shorty ?’ says
I; ‘taffy on a string?’

‘No! says he; ‘I'm telling ye the God’s
truth, and I'm for over the side when
we reach Albany. We have been mates
for six years now, Sandy; and I thought
mebbe ye would be willing to come along
wid me.”

I saw he was blubbering like a kid;
I was just beginning to feel a bit queer
myself, but I laughs at him and says—
short like—‘Sandy Morton has never
skinned out of a ship afore, and don’t
intend to start now; not if all the
damned ghosts in the world were on
board.” Then I quit.

I must tell you here, the skipper and
other officers didn’t savvey Dalton was
not on board until we were well under
way. Then he simply gave the second
the job and says nothing. I heard after-
wards, the skipper was suspicious like,
that Dalton had a wife in Melbourne.

We made Albany in the night; the
mails come alongside and I sees a shore
bloke hand the skipper a telegram; he
reads it, then hands it to Richards, who
had taken Dalton’s place. A saloon pas-
senger comes along just then and says
to the skipper:

‘Any important news, Captain?

‘No,” says our old man; ‘only a wire
from the Melbourne police asking if Dal~
ton is on board.’

We was stood on the lee side of the
chart house; I looks up just then at the
after corner, and what I saw sent a
shiver down my back. There! square
in front of me, was Dalton’s wraith.
Yes! you may smile, sir. If you had
seen the thing I saw that night, it’s no



195

smiling you’d be. The others had their
backs turned to it; it comed and goed
like a flash. I thought to tell the skipper,
but just then he walks into the chal,'t
room, and I felt mebbe it was Shorty’s
fool yarns had filled me up.

.
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We had a hell of a chase that passage
—she was two days behind at the start—
running up north, she hotted up twice.
It was the skipper’s fault; he chivvied
the engineers as if they had been kids.
Old Andy Macdougall, the chief, swore
he’d lcave her the minit she docked.
Shorty was missed the same night we
left Albany, and two days afterwards. a
Serang jumped overboard. The whole
crowd seemed gone stark, staring mad.

We had a red-headed mail clerk cn
board, with a face all pimples and
blotches. One night, in The Doldrums,
he rushes up from the mail room, yell-
ing and blethering like a raving maniac.
When we got him quieted down, he told
us as how he locked up the mail room,
and then called to mind he had forgotten
his coat. The door was locked safe and
sure when he went back, but just as he
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opened it out again—there was Dalton’s
wraith looking straight at him—he swore
the face was all pale and shone with a
green light. It never heeded him a bit
and would have walked straight through

him, but he slammed to and locked the

Vit
| m\,p',_‘” "

There! square in front of me was Dalton’s
wraith.

door. Directly the skipper hears what
the mail clerk has to say, he snatches
the key from the mail clerk, and mal;es
a break for the mail room—1I after hum.
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The door was locked safe enough, but
we were inside in two cracks with the
door locked again behind us. We
searched every nook and corner without
a sign to be seen—man or ghost. I ex-
pected the skipper would malke one of his
nasty remarks, but he was as mum as a
mouse. IHe was a Catholic, and when we
got outside the door, he crossed hisself.

After this, the old man drove her
harder than ever; sure as he drove her,
certain sure, something happened, until
the engines seemed like to go to pieces.
Now, Mister, we are coming close on to
what you asked about—the end of the
“Serapis.”

It happened one Sunday night; the
skipper had been driving her like Hell
again; and when night came on, he kept
the game up, paying no heed to the hur-

ricane which rolled the seas up on her

quarter like lumps of green crystal.

We expected to be under the lee of
the coast next morning, but devil a coast
she reached. About four bells, the third
—who had gone for’ard to see after the
lookout—sings out, ‘Breakers ahead!
The skipper was standing right against
me at the wheel; he yells out. ‘Hard a
starboard !’

I had that wheel round like a streak,
but the next minute was pitched right
over, up against the bulkhead; and I
hears the very guts of the “Serapis” be-
ing torn out. She stuck there as if she
had been rivetted, with the seas pouring
over her stern and port quarter. Tne
skipper was out on the bridge like a
flash. T heard boat quarters piped, and
went along to the starboard lifeboat; but
we never used ’em that night, and it’s
a good job we didn’t; for of all the
howling wastes I ever clapped my eyes
on, that beat the lot. The skipper kept
every man jack of us on board until
daylight; then, as the sea went down,
we got the passengers ashore, on a
lump of a rock a few hundred yards
round, with the spray swirling clean
over,
and the old man ordered us all ashore.
It was just as we left the “Serapis” that
the mail clerk says to me:

‘God is going to punish the wraith.’

I looks back at the “Serapis” and I

At sundown the gale freshened,
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sees a big sea combing up over the port
side—it smashes down with a roar you
could have heard a mile away—when I
looks again, the “Serapis” was only a
mass of scrap iron. The mail clerk he
grabs me by the arm, and says:

‘Look! look! the ghost!V

I looks, and sees nothing but wreck.
The mail clerk, he makes one spring
right over the gun’al. We hung round
for a bit, but we never seen him again.

We were ten days on that rock, grilled
like herrings during the day, and frozen
cold at night; then up comes a tramp
steamer and takes us and the mails to
Aden.

No! Mister, I don’t believe in ghosts
as a rule; but I'm certain sure of Dal-
ton’s wraith. You FELLOWS CAN BELIEVE
IT or not, as you likes.”

As he finished reading, Neville said
in soliloquy—"“What a queer fellow Dev-
ereux is. I’ll wager by this time, he has
shut the Dalton case clean out of his
mind, and will not think of it again,
until I get busy with the wires, whilst
I cannot forget it.”

VI
MurLruM IN PARrvo.

On his return journey, Devereux ar-
rived at the IHotel Potter, Santa Bar-
bara, on the evening of March twenty-
first, 1900. After registering, he inquired
for letters and cables; the clerk handed
him a small bundle. Without further
delay—excepting to pick up a pad
of telegraph blanks—he took the eleva-
tor to his room, locked the door and
opened the bundle. IHe then unpacked
from his writing case, a sheaf of cables
already decoded, which he arranged in
datal order on a table in the window;
attached to several were copies of his
replies. Having adjusted all the docu-

.ments to his satisfaction, he read them

carefully over and said musingly to him-
self, as if picking up the threads of some
by-gone event:

“Here is the first cable from Neville,
despatched from St. Mary’s Axe, Lon-
don, on the twentieth of December, ‘o5 ;
it reached me at Del Monte and simply
announced his having obtained Dalton’s
last address. The next two are both
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dated December thirtieth, from Brad-
ford, Yorkshire. The first of the two
is extremely interesting and reads—'in-
troduced to Dalton’s mother; father
dead twenty-five years, family consisted
of Dalton and twin brother Henry.” The
other cable may be of importance to
Neville but is of little use to me; it reads
—‘Important discovery; Mrs. Richard
Dalton’s daughter, aged nineteen, lives
with grandmother.” Let me see? . I got
those two in Los Angeles and noted he
had taken up his quarters at the Great
Northern Hotel, Bradford, and guessed
he was paying daily visits to the grand-
mother and—Maiss Dalton. This caused
my reply cable—‘No importance attached
to daughter; cable description and char-
acter of Henry Dalton.” Evidently, it
occupied a few days in securing these
particulars, for I see his next cable is
dated January six, ‘06, and reached me at
Pasadena, reading—‘Henry very similar
Richard in appearance, character good
until bolting from bank with fifty thous-
and pounds and valuable documents ; af-
terwards traced to Liverpool, police al-
lege crossed to States and lost sight of ;
money returned in mysterious manner
sixteen and a half years ago. Other
documents returned five years ago.’” Af-
ter this I cabled—'Information complete,’
and invited him, by letter, to join me in
Victoria for the shoot.” )

Immediately after completing his close
scrutiny of the cables, Devereux added
to them one of those he had just re-
ceived from the clerk, it was to the fol-
lowing effect:

Houghton Hall,
Staffordshire, Eng.,
15 March, *06.
“To Devereux,

Hotel Potter,

Santa Barbara, Calif., U.S.

I'ather and self join you Victoria May
23, my sister and Rose Dalton accom-
panying. Neville. '

As he finished reading, Devereux said
softly to himself. “Wise boy, he pre-
fers the substance to the shadow; it is
time I located the shadow. Meanwhile,
these cables can be destroyed; as I have
all the particulars, carried out to the
minutest detail in these excellent letters
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of Neville’'s. I do not think he has
omitted a single item; he even refers to
the blood stains on Silas Robinson’s will,
which was among the stolen documents,
and gives the date of Henry Dalton’s
theft. Now for the shadow! A letter
will suffice, the daughter will be sufficient
bait.”

VII.
Tue CourLeED LINKS.

Away on the hillside, overlooking city,
sea, and mountain, there stands in Vic-
toria, an exceedingly artistic bungalow.
It clings to the face of the slope and
changes the rocky waste into a beautiful
homeland. Nature in all her wild charm
has ‘been seized by man, but not de-
stroyed; even the patches of greenery
and flowers, which nestle at the foot and
in the clefts of the rocks, appear to be
a part of her handiwork, intended to
adorn and blend into one harmonious
whole, the masses of grey-brown tinted
rock with the celestial blue of the Hea-
vens above. '

It is the twenty-fourth of May; down
in the city all is excitement and holiday
joy. Inside the bungalow, there is also
excitement—the excitement of expect-
ancy—as Yale Devereux rose from the
table, gave his arm to Mrs. Dalton, and
led the way into the comfortably furn-
ished hall, overlooking the sea. As soon
as his guests were seated, he turned to
Mrs. Dalton and said:

“It is at your request, I make this
explanation of our almost unwarrant-
able interference with your affairs. I
should have preferred to put my findings,
in this case, in the shape of a written
report; but as you are chiefly interest-
ed, T willingly obey your commands and
explain personally, in order that my
friend Neville, his father, his sister, and
your daughter Rose—who are all present
—may have full knowledge of what real-
ly happened on the night of June fourth,
1888.”

Then, turning to his other guests, he
continued. “In the first place, it is ne-
cessary for me to remove from your
minds even a lingering suspicion—
such there be—that Mrs. Dalton had
anything to do with the tragedy. As 2
matter of fact, she was not present when
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Henry Dalton was killed in the Williams-
town cottage.”

“Henry Dalton!”"—exclaimed Neville
starting from his chair—“surely you
mean Richard Dalton.”

“Richard Dalton went down in the
wreck of the Serapis,” replied Devereux,
quietly.

With the exception of Mrs. Dalton,
the little party of guests were utterly as-
tounded at Devereux’ revelation. Neville
cast a furtive glance at Rose Dalton,
then looked across at his father, and ap-
pearing to receive encouragement from
that quarter, he said:

“Devereux, you must be aware how
much this all means to Miss Dalton and
myself. You have lifted a load from
our minds by exonerating Mrs. Dalton;
will you kindly explain in full, for there
is still much to be cleared up.”

“I intend doing so,” responded Dev-
ereux; “but the simple statement of facts
will assist you to understand the details
I am about to relate. Before doing so,
may I trouble you to hand the cigars to
your father, and pass the coffee round
to the ladies; as domestic labour in Vic-
toria, at the moment, is practically un-
obtainable. There! that looks more
comfortable, now I will proceed.

At the outset of this enquiry, I pointed
out to you, Neville, the total disappear-
ance of the bag and its contents, indi-
cated the presence of a third party.
Your cable informing me of the twin
brother Henry, at once gave me a clue
as to who this third party was, for Sandy
Morton’s vivid description of Shorty Mec-
Donald’s meeting with the ghost on the
passage out, had already warned me of
the existence of some man who bore a
remarkable resemblance to Richard Dal-
ton. The masquerade of the exorcism
on board the “Serapis” pointed to Rich-
ard Dalton’s knowledge of his brother
being on board—for you will remember
the ghost made no more journeys to the
steerage gallery—Henry had evidently
been warned by his brother.”

“But how did Henry Dalton come to
be on board the ‘Serapis’ at all” inter-
rupted Neville. The Bradford police
were certain he crossed to America, he
was seen in the Cunard office, in Liver-
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pool, the day before his defalcations were
discovered by the bank.”

“It was the visit to the Cunard office
that told me he had not gone to America.
The call was so obviously a blind to mis-
lead the police,” explained Devereux.
“He took a safer course by slipping
round to London in a small coasting
steamer, hid securely in the East End,
until he got an opportunity to waylay his
brother Richard, and pour into his ear
the tale of his desperate circumstances.
It was a master stroke! Richard could
not play the traitor, in a weak moment
he would smuggle the thief on board the
“Serapis,” and stow him away in some
snug hiding place, taking care to provide
him with a uniform for fear of his being
accidentally seen, in which case the ex-
treme likeness between the twin brothers
would act as a protection. Richard did
not calculate on the sailors’ foolish su-
perstition. On arriving at Melbourne the
steamer was no longer a safe hiding
place; the quietness and proximity of
Williamstown would suggest the cottage.
This brings me to the night of the
tragedy.

The certainty of a third party being
present entirely altered the main circum-
stances connected with this case. In the
discovery—by deduction—of the valu-
able contents of the missing bag I had
full knowledge of the cause I was in
search of, from that point on it was an
easy matter to reconstruct. I will now
describe what I feel certain took place.
If I make any errors in detail, I trust
Mrs. Dalton will correct me.

Richard Dalton left the Serapis short-
ly after cight o’clock on the eventful
night, dressed in a light grey suit. He
would meet you, Mrs. Dalton, and take
the train to Williamstown ; the object of
your visit being to make a final appéal
to Henry Dalton to return the stolen
money to the bank, as your husband had
long since become tired of being, even
remotely, mixed up with a theft. On the
journey, he would mention a surrepti-
tious visit he had received at dusk from
his brother, who trusting to previous suc-
cess, had ventured on board dressed in
your husband’s old uniform. On arriv-
ing at the cottage, your hushand made
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this final appeal, at the same time out-
lining a plan whereby the stolen notes
could easily be returned without risk.
The appeal failed, the only concession
he could obtain was the giving up the
valuable papers which included the will
of Silas Robinson, the DBradford mil-
lionaire. These papers were handed to
you, Mrs. Dalton, and were returned by
you to the bank, five years ago, in an-
swer to an advertisement you had seen
in one of the leading American papers.
The blood stains on the will, led me to
this conclusion, for I knew you had in
some manner cut your hand.

The futility of your joint appeal
caused a bitter quarrel between the bro-
thers; in the midst of this quarrel you
had to leave the cottage, in order to
catch the train baclk to Melbourne. It
was your sobs the two sailors heard ; you
had left Henry Dalton in the front room
and were bidding farewell to your hus-
band at the back door of the cottage. The
agitation in the train, witnessed by the
two business men, was caused by your
anxiety over the quarrel between the bro-
thers, about the stolen money. Next
morning you were horrified at finding
one of the brothers had been killed, you
knew it was not your husband for he
was wearing a light grey suit; you were
also well aware, whatever had happened,
he had got clear away, for the bag and
its contents were missing. You kept si-
lence and stood the pain and disgrace of
the trial, because you were under the
impression that your husband had mur-
dered his brother. To save him and mis-
lead the police you sacrificed yourself.
It was not until I wrote to you from
Santa Barbara, enclosing a copy of San-
dy Morton's yarn, that the death of your
husband became a certainty to you.”

“I see it all now,” exclaimed Neville.
“The ghost on the return passage of the
Serapis was Richard Dalton in the flesh,
but what was he doing in the mail-
room ?”’

“Carrying out his determination of re-
turning the stolen notes to the bank,”
replied Devereux. “It was this strong
determination on his part which led me
to the knowledge of the quarrel in Wil-
liamstown. He would have a duplicate
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key to the mail-room, after making the
notes into a parcel and addressing it to
the bank, he simply placed the parcel in-
side one of the mail bags and re-sealed it,
a seal is easily lifted and replaced. It
was the fact of the package being un-
stamped, and having no postmark,
which mystified the officials at St. Mar-
tin’s-le-Grand. I have no doubt the red-
headed mail clerk did see the last of
Richard Dalton, when he cried out—-
“Look! Look! The Ghost!”

We must now retrace our steps a little,
to the time when Mrs. Dalton was say-
ing good-bye to her husband. Henry
Dalton would naturally have been
alarmed at his brother’s determination to
have the stolen money returned, his
alarm was intensified by the sudden ap-
pearance and exclamation of the sailors,
at the window. He knew his brother
must return to the Serapis almost imme-
diately ; if he could but hide the bundle
of notes, they would still be his. The
thought of burying them in the garden
would be almost instantaneous, this led
him to the shed in order to get down the
spade, there he would hear his brother’s
and Mrs. Dalton’s voices, and know the
way to the garden was barred. In front
of him was the loose ceiling, covered
with old lumber; it was an easy thing
to throw the bag up there, but the open-
ing was obstructed by the lumber. He
must have Dheen aware the ladder was
ricketty, and the matter was urgent, his
brother might return at any moment. The
long bamboo on the floor suggested an
easy means of getting over the difficulty,
he could push back the obstructing lum-
ber and make a way for the bag. Pick-
ing up the pole he carried the idea into
execution, but either the pole or some
of the lumber touched the bottom of the
spade, knocked it from the nail, with the
result that it fell like a guillotine and
the blade clove his skull almost in two

That is how Henry Dalton died, he
was not murdered, his death was purely
accidental. I have here, a drawing of
the spade; you will see it is an ordinary
English garden spade with a short
handle. The blade was heavy and curved
out, this acted as a lever forcing the body
of Dalton to fall face down; it was this
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fact and the peculiar position of the
wound which led me to the discovery of
the exact cause of death. To remove ail
doubt as to the body being that of Henry
Dalton and not Richard, I have made a

test in another direction. You will re-
member, Neville, in the letter from Brad-
ford, you informed me that Richard Dal-
ton had the word “Ethel” tatooed in
large letters right across his chest. I
wrote to McCarthy, who was the in-
spector employed on the case, and who is
now chief constable, asking him if any
such marks were found on the body ; here
is his reply, which is an emphatic nega-
tive.”

As Devereux ceased speaking, a si-
lence again fell on the little party. It
seemed as if each were endeavouring to
remove the previous error and grasp the
truth as disclosed by Devereux. Mrs.
Dalton appeared the least unconcerned,
for her mind had been set at rest by
Devereux soon after her arrival in Vic-
toria. She was dressed in black, and the
expression of sadness, which Neville had
noticed, had given place to a calm ac-
ceptance of the suffering she had endured
during the past eighteen years.

Neville looked at his father and a

slight expression of triumph crossed his
face when he noticed the latter was
holding Rose Dalton’s hand, evidently
with the intention of strengthening her
during the recital through which they
had just passed. It was at this moment,
she exclaimed, “Why did my father run
away from the cottage on the night of
Uncle Henry death? He was a brave
man and had done no wrong.”

“It was not a question of bravery, nor
of wrong doing,” replied Devereux.
“When you have lived a little longer in
the world, Miss Dalton, you will know,
in a crisis of this description, it is gener-
ally the anticipation of the judgment of
our fellowmen which originates action.
I have purposely omitted this part of my
reconstruction in order to spare your
mother’s feelings, but if she has no objec-
tion, I think your father’s movements
can be traced with tolerable accuracy.”

“I should prefer you to explain every-
thing,” said Mrs. Dalton, in response to
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the look which Devereux cast in her di-
rection.

With a movement of compliance, Dev-
ereux continued. “We shall never know
the exact facts, but it is not difficult to

get near the truth. On returning to the
front room, Richard Dalton would find
his brother had disappeared, and as he
himself had just passed through the
kitchen, the shed was the only place left;
on looking into the shed he would at
once see the body. I am certain he
raised it from the ground, for it must
have been at that moment the letters
signed “Ethel” dropped from his breast
pocket, without being noticed. From the
nature of the wound he knew his brother
was beyond human aid, and the fact of
his own danger in being found at the
cottage with the stolen money and the
dead body, immediately became apparent.
There was no time to lose, for the Ser-
apis was on the point of sailing, the last
train to Melbourne had gone; he picked
up the bag and rushed from the cottage
—Dby merely stepping from the front win-
dow he was on the wooden sidewalk,
leaving no impression of his foot-marks.
The only way to catch the Serapis was
by water, as a matter of fact it was a
much shorter distance by that means, for
the mail boat was lying at Sandridge just
across the harbour. He jumped into the
first small boat he came across, and either
rowed or sailed to Sandridge; being
perfectly familiar with the harbour this
presented no difficulties to him. Whilst
crossing, the danger of his own position
was unfortunately driven home to him—
his brother had been killed and the stolen
money gone—if discovered he would be
accused of complicity in the theft and of
murder—the ghost on the passage be-
came a damning point of evidence
against him, as an accomplice of his
brother’s guilt. Without counting the
ultimate cost, his temporary disappear-
ance seemed the only way out of the dif-
ficulty. The means were ready to hand
—the same means he had used to secrcte
his brother. He dare not go aboard by
the gangway, for fear of being seen by
the night watchman, but by using a
mooring chain for a footrope, and a
wire hawser for a handline, he had no
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difficulty in climbing up to and over the
bows; which accounts for the Serang’s
statement that he had seen Dalton walk-
ing on air.

On reaching Albany he ventured—un-
der covering of night—to listen to the
reading of “the pohce telegram by the
Captam of the Serapis. Its real purport
would be entirely misunderstood, and the
necessity of hiding seemed greater than
ever. He never had the sllchtest idea
his wife had been charged with the crime
of wilful murder.

I think I have now given you every
particular, and feel sure tlns explanation
must have been painful to Mrs. Dalton;
it is with great pleasure I pass on to a
more pleasant phase. On being certain
of my facts I took the liberty of Torward-
ing a complete copy of these findings to
the Bradford Bank, together with Mc-
Carthys letter and one or two other
items of proof. A few days ago, I re-
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ceived a reply from the manager, auth-
orising me to inform Mrs. Dalton that
the Board of Directors, after carefully
considering the whole cubJect had voted
her a very substantial annuity, making
her mdependent for the rest of her life,
Tliey have done this from the feeling that
you, Mrs. Dalton, have suffered almoot
a martyrdom, and “that your husband lost
his life practically through his determin-
ation to return the stolen money, which
was the real cause of the whole of the
Dalton mystery.

There is one other point,” concluded
Devereux, with a quiet smile and sly
glance at Neville. “I shall be away
North for three months, but I understand
Victoria has been called “The Bridal
City.” If you feel that I am entitled to
any reward, I shall be more than satisfied
if Mrs. Dalton will permit me to give the
bride away.”

Out In the West.

Matrgaret Erskine

Out m the w est, the sun is shining.
Soft on the tnees 1t smileth down

Chauomo their oalb of Summer gladness
Into thcu Autumn s russcet gown.

Out in the west, the pines are calline :
“Heart of my healt O wert thou free.”

S

Out in the west the sky is golden,
Golden the lights across the sea.

Out to the west, my soul is longing,
For that lone txall the sun last l<1ssed
Drecaming: My feet the path is finding.

\Val\mcr

My Life the path has 1mssed



The Alpine Club of Canada.

S. H. Mitchell

Photos by Byron Harmon

T is only within a few years that
mountain climbing has been carried
on as a sport and a pastime. The
fathers of mountaineering were not

those who first ascended to the snow line;
but those who had eyes to see and brains
to understand that the labour was naught
compared to the delight which was at-
tained. And in what does the pleasure
lie? As always, what a man has eyes
to see that he sees; he is born with
faculties that need training and develop-
ing.

Deep in the heart of every moun-
taineer is an attachment to mountains
and al] hills for the sake of their pecu-
liar beauty—bheauty of line, beauty of
light and shade, beauty of colour, and,
above all, the beauty of the snow. We
grumble at the “long snow grind,” but
mountains without snow are poor things.
In this Canada of ours, snow is to be
found in winter in other than the moun-
tain regions. (This is a guarded state-
ment not to be inserted in immigration
literature.) But the snow of the plains
differs from the snow of the mountains
as blue differs from white. The bright-
ness of the snow upon the stainless peaks
under the morning sun is almost blind-
ing. The whitest clouds in the sky be-
yond look dull and purplish, and the
blue of the sky is se deep in contrast
that it is almost black.

Again, there is the pleasure of “play-
ing the game”, of striving and succeed-
ing, of using muscle and brain until “I
will’” becomes “ I do.”

In the vast expanse of the Canadian
mountains are many districts not ex-
plored, many peaks not climbed. Here
1s that opportunity for adventure which
is as wine that maketh glad the heart of
many a man.

And the years go on and the moun-

taineer acquires a store of precious me-
mories, and joined to memory is knowl-
edge. “Where the Lowlander looks and
wonders, the mountaineer possesses and
remembers, nor wonders less for being
able to realise the immensity of the mass
of beauteous detail that unites to form
a mountain landscape.”

A mountaineer must be a sportsman in
every thought and act; that is a man of
honour, discipline and self control. As
he will enter into the treasures of the
snow so he will lift his eyes unto the
hills whence cometh his help.

Until very recently Canadians have
known but little of the glories of their
own country. The Americans with their
keen instinct for good things, have tra-
velled and climbed among our mountains
for yecars. People from Europe, have
written books and drawn valuable maps,
but we at whose very doors such beau-
ties lie have, with a few distinguished
exceptions, had no eyes to see, nor ears
to hear of, mountain glory nor of moun-
tain gloom.

To shake off this apathy the Alpine
Club of Canada was organised in March,
1900, in the city of Winnipeg. A camp
was held that same year at the summit
of the Yoho Pass. In the summer of
1907 the camp was held in Paradise Val-
ley, near Laggan. The history of these
two camps is written in the Annual Jour-
nal which the Club has published. They
are naturally the oustanding feature of
the Club to most people. “But,” in the
stirring words of the President, “the
Founders have looked far beyond this.
They have seen in the vast alpine re-
gions of Canada an immense field for
science, art and literature, in addition to
the very important features of physical
recreation and training in the attributes
of nobility in a nation’s character.”
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The annual meet of the Club was held
this year in the heart of the Selkirks
. from July 7th to 15th. Camp was
pitched at the summit of Rogers Pass
but a few yards from the spot where,
twenty-five years ago, Sir Sandford
Fleming in a moment of enthusiasm or-
ganized the first Canadian Alpine Club,
consisting of three members, which last-
ed but for a day. Since those days the
Canadian Pacific Railway has made the
mountains accessible to many and the
present Alpine Club is full of lusty life.
Rogers Pass is a narrow defile between
the Hermit and Sir Donald ranges. It
widens out in places, but it was no easy
task to find a convenient camp ground
sufficiently large to acommodate a popu-
lation of from 150 to 200 members. Had
not the memories of the Yoho and Par-
adise Valley camps been strong in the
-minds of many, the camp would have
been declared delightful. It was as well
organized as ever, and washing in the
early morning was not so provocative

of blue noses and chattering teeth as last
year,

The scenery of the Selkirks differs
greatly from that of the main range;
owing to the much heavier precipitation
the permanent snow line is at a lower
level and vegetation of all kinds is richer.
The great trees climb the hillsides give
a softer effect and over all there is a
bloom, a vagueness, very different from
the clear cut outlines of the Rockies.
But, in revenge, the weather is much
more uncertain and the little fleecy clouds
drift into the pass from the lower vallies
without warning,

The climbs arranged for Graduating
members were decidedly harder than
those of last year. Most aspirants tried
Mt. Rogers, but a few graduated on Mt.
Hermit. It is possible to make the as-
cent of either in one day from camp, but
that would necessitate getting to snow
level at rather a late hour and so a small
camp was pitched at timber line and as-
cent to this was made the afternoon be-



THE ALPINE CLUB OF CANADA

fore. From the main camp the evening
fire of the adventurers was seen shining
like a star in the darkness and served
as a sentinel to say all was well.

Start was made about 4 a.m. Snow
line was soon reached, ropes put on, and

the passage of the Rogers glacier com-"

menced. This, naturally, was a toil or
a pleasure as the condition of the snow
was good or bad. Sometimes the ascent
was made over the glacier and by the
snow nearly all the way, sometimes a
long spur of rock was climbed to the

Cheer Up, the Worst is Yet to Come.

summit making a much more interesting
climb.

The ascent of Mt. Hermit starts from
the same point, but a different route is
taken across the glacier, a line straight
to the southern-face of the peak. The
usual route is up a narrow and steep
couloir, but this year the climbers wished
for a’little more variety, and the eastern
arete was tackled. It made a very inter-
esting climb. There was just enough
difficulty to keep the attention on the
alert, the rock was firm and the footing
sure. The descent was made by a cou-
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loir nearly at the centre of the peak.
There were loose stones requiring a cer-
tain amount of watchfulness, but watch-
fulness is an abiding necessity upon the
mountains. The glacier was soon reach-
ed again, and so back to camp.

The views from both Rogers and Her-
mit were similar. To the East stood
Stephen and the mountains of the Great
Divide. Close by rose Tupper, only a
little snow powdering its inhospitable
crags; then, further off, Sir Donald ; the
mountains of the Dawson range were
seen framed in the Asulkan Pass. Far
in the North rose the mountains of the
Columbia snowfield. As ever in these
lonely hills of God, peaks rise beyond
peaks vast waves of mountains, un-
named and unknown.

Mount Tupper has only once been
conquered—two years ago, though at:
tempted several times. It was intended
to try it from camp, but conditions were
unfavourable. A few days after camp
had closed two members of the Club,
Miss Parker and Mr. Worsfold, made
the second ascent. Miss Parker was the
first lady to reach the top.

Two ascents of Sir Donald were made.
There has been more snow at this sea-
son of the year than any July during the
last ten years; hence there were diffi-
culties in the way of climbing many of
the peaks.

There were many other expeditions.
The one to the summit of the Asulkan
Pass perhaps best repaid the effort. The
path started from Glacier House hotel,
so delightfully managed for the C.P.R.
by Mr. and Mrs. Flindt. It wandered
through the forest and then for five
miles up the Asulkan Valley to the foot
of the glacier. A land of streams! The
brook running down the centre is fed
by many waterfalls, the flowers are in
brilliant bloom; bright against the blue
sky shines the snow. At the head of the
valley a small camp was pitched and
there the members picknicked, blessed
the mosquitoes, sang around the fire, and
slept the sleep of the open air. An
early start was made the next morning.
Scrambling up the moraine the main
body of the glacier was reached above
the seracs. Owing to the late snow the
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crevasses were well bridged. The sum-
mit of the pass was easily reached after
some patient trudging and the view that
took the sight was superb. The pass
dropped steeply on the further side.
Across the deep valley lay the whole
Dawson Range, the Donkin glacier wind-
ing down from its heart. On the left
was the Geikie glacier. Far to the right
Mt. Purity gleamed white, the dark and
lonely valley at its foot suggesting by its
striking contrast the possibility of a mag-
nificent etching—if one only could! Close
on the right Castor and Pollux and the
rest of the Abbott range walled in the
pass. Turning fully round the whole
of the noble Hermit range was clear
across the green Rogers Pass.

This expedition ended in various ways.
The obvious and least interesting was to
return the way one came. One party
ascended the ridge and scaling Castor
and Pollux, and other peaks, came to
Mt. Abbott, and so down to Glacier
House. This made a very long day. An-
other party switched round from the
summit of the pass on to the neve of the
Illecillewaet glacier. This entailed some
mnteresting rock work. In one place a
~cornice was so heavy that it had to be
cut through and the guide let down to
spy out the land. All was satisfactory
and the snow was gained and traversed
to Perley’s Rock. By the time that was
reached the day was getting old and
much snow had melted. When the gla-
cier was left and the rocks crossed the
streams were found to be very full and
a good deal of difficulty was experienced
in crossing them. However, a bath on a
hot day was found to be an amusing epi-
sode—when it was over—and camp was
reached in the best of spirits.

Another expedition, popular with the
less stalwart climbers, was the visit to
the Cougar caves. Much has been writ-
ten about them since their discovery a
few years ago. This year, owing to the
large quantity of water in the streams it
was impossible to see them properly, but
travellers consoled themselves by the cer-
tainty that heights were to be preferred
to depths. The journey itself was inter-
esting. The old “tote” road, used dur-
ing the construction of the railroad, was
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followed down the Illecillewait valley un-
til the mouth of Cougar valley was
reached. Thence the tlall led up the
vailey, partly through the trees and part-
ly on the open hill side. Looking back-
ward magnificent views of Sir Donald
were obtained. The valley itself is in-

.teresting, being sharply divided into a

lower, water cut valley, and the upper,
crlac1er cut, a typical hanging valley.
lhe night was passed at—not in the
caves, and the return made the next day
either by the same route or by Baloo
Pass and Bear Creek. There is no trail
over the pass and the thick and tall un-
derbrush gave those who chose that route
a very interesting time. Bear Creek
has a way of raging that is somewhat
disquieting to those who love to go dry,
but it runs through a delightful valley,
up which a trail is being cut from Rogers
Pass. From it Cheops and Ursus Miner
are best ascended, but the weather pre-
vented the climbs during the life of the
camp.

One cannot close an account of the
climbs of the Club without alluding to
the sad accident already fully described
in the daily papers. As was proved, no
necessary precaution had been omitted,
but constant care is ever necessary on
the part of each climber, especially in
the apparently easy places. The poor
lady slipped and fell and all was over.
The conduct of the camp was excellent.
There was no hysteria; there was grief
and a strong desire to help in any way
possible. Confidence in guides and staff
was strong, only the power of the moun-
tains for terror as well as for beauty was
brought home in a way sad as solemn.

During the camp the annual meeting
of the Club was held at which several
most important matters for the future
welfare of the Club were discussed.

Owing largely to representations
made from the Pacific Coast the clausc
of the Constitution regarding the quali-
fications necessary for Active member-
ship of the Club had been changed. Some
of the members feared that this implied
a lowering of the standard a measure
incompatible with the best interests of
the Club. The President explained: “Al-
though the actual height has been re-
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duced in some places, the difficulties have
not; for the ascent of such a peak is
much the same as regards the arduous
nature of the climb, whenever you at-
tempt it. The original qualification
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ley floors rise to over 6,000 feet, thus
requiring less than 4,000 feet of actual
climb to qualify. At the Pacific Coast
an actual climb of 10,000 feet would be
required to reach such an elevation,

called for a climb of 10,000 feet above
sea level. At the summit of the main
range timber line is at an avevage of 7,-
500 feet; thus requiring a climb of 2,50’0
feet above it. Here, however the val-

which would be obviously unfair. Tim-
ber line at the Pacific Coast averages
about 6,000 feet, all of which means
steep ascent through thickly grown for-
est. You will observe, moreover, that
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the qualifying adjectives in the law
“truly Alpine,” “glacier-hung” (peak)
combined with the fact that the decision
of what mountains fill this condition
rests with the Executive Committee furn-
ishes a safeguard against a low standard
of qualification.”

The President then proceeded to show
that the Club now numbered between
four and five hundred members, and the
work had increased to such an extent
that the officers working all their spare
time had found it impossible to keep
under. The Club was too big to be de-
pendent upon voluntary labour and the
obvious remedy was the appointment of
a salaried ‘Executive Secretary, who
could devote all his time to the work of
the Club and relieve the other officers
of a good deal of work that was becom-
ing too great a burden.
 Again, it was felt that the Club should
have a permanent headquarters. The
Government had granted a lease of a
delightful plot of ground in Banff, about
three and a half acres in extent, on the
reasonable condition that an attractive
building be erected upon it. Plans were
to be seen in camp which met with much
approval. On the first floor is an as-
sembly room 30 feet square round which
runs a roomy verandah. At the back
arc the office and kitchen. On the floor
above are the library and smoking room
and two small bedrooms. It is suggested
that a number of tents on wood frames
be erected in the grounds in which mem-
bers could camp during the summer.

These ideas were received with ap-
proval and the problem of finance dis-
cussed. It was decided that the salary
of the Executive Secretary be paid out
of the Club funds and a scheme of six
per cent. debentures arranged to pay for
the Club-house. It is hoped to have the
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building finished in time to receive mem-
bers of the British Association when they
come to Canada next year.

- It was also decided that the Club
should be incorporated during the next
session of the Dominion House.

Finances and business generally were
found to be in a flourishing condition
and the meeting ended in general sat-
isfaction and enthusiasm.

It is proposed to hold next year’s
camp on the shore of Lake O’Hara, pro-
bably one of the most beautiful mountain
Jlakes in the world. The surrounding
climbs include some of the finest moun-
tains in the Rockies, and the camp
ground 1s delightful.

As m former years the Club has re-
ceived help and encouragement from all
the powers that be. The President who
never rests has a faculty of inspiring en-
thusiasm in others and makes even the
most unsympathetic imagine that there
may be something in mountain climbing
after all. His decrees no one dreams of
resisting and camp is better ordered than
many a private home. :

Representatives were present from
the Alpine Club (England), the Alpine
Club of the Netherlands, the American
Alpine Club, the Appalachian Club, and
the Mazamas of Washington. Kindly
communications were received from Sir
Sandford Fleming and the Honorary
members. Sir William Van Horne sent
a delightful sketch of himself as a well-
nourished “Merry Swiss Boy,” leaping
ponderously from rock to rock.

The Club does not forget its artistic
or its scientific side, but such matters
are best discussed in the pages of its
annual. As years go on and funds in-

crease it will be better able to indulge
in the luxury of persistent, systematic
research. Now we sow the seed.




ACK FIELDING stood in the attic of
his latest possession, an abandoned

farm, in Ogunquit. He was a fa-

mous, and much sought after, artist,
and social lion of Boston; and escaping
from the plaudits of the crowd, for a
brief respite, was idling away a few
weeks, in this quiet, and little heard-of
village, on the coast of Maine.

Day was languidly drawing near to
her couch in the West, and the artist
soul within him throbbed at the panor-
ama of gorgeous scenery spread before
him. The long stretch of silver-fringed
beach-laved by laughing waves—now
shot with crimson shafts—the dimpling
river crooning a lullaby, as it flowed to-
wards the sea—the old gray sand-dunes
looking like witches, beneath the scarlet
caps, that dving day threw on their un-
kempt heads—the ragged crags, softened
in the mellow glow, where golden sun-
beams on the flower-decked carpet of
nature’s weaving.  Then a stray beam
from the sctting sun, stole over the rough
old windoyw sul, and lit up a dim corner
of the attic. "You are a bold little ur-
chin, to enter without knocking,” said
Jack, laughingly addressing the sunbeam
—"50 you would pry into family se-
crets 27" he added, as the beam lingered on
a dust covered bandbox hiding in the
shadows. “Well, I will satisfy your curi-
osity.” So saying he lifted the lid of
the box, and gingerly extracted there-
from, an old poke bonnet of Leghorn—
the pink roses beneath its brim, faded

Beneath the Old
Poke Bonnet.

-and worn.

and crushed—the ribbon ties wrinkled
Holding the bonnet before
him, he gazed long and earnestly at it,
while the little sunbeam, neglected and
forgotten, crept softly away over the
window sill, and twilight shadows peo-
pled the attic with weird shapes and
figures.
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“You must be taking leave of your
senses, Jack, to bury yourself in a toy
village, while the social season is at its
height, in Boston, and all society is ask-
ing for its once gay gallant.”

“Perhaps you are right Billings, may-
be I am taking leave of my senses, or
they of me; nevertheless here I remain,
until—well no matter, old boy, go back
to your society and leave me to myself.”

“That’s certainly strong enough. Weli
your hospitable spirit has not developed
in this little, narrow corner of the world.
So au revoir; but I won't give up hope
of seeing you in the swim at Newport,
sometime this summer.” He was gone,
and Jack stood watching at the window,
the departing figure of his friend; theu
heaving a sigh of relief, and looking
cautiously about, as if in dread of being
spied upon, he climbed to the attic, open-
ed the door, and behold! The old roon:
had been converted into a dainty boudoir,
furnished as though for occupancy, by
a lady; yet no feminine presence was
there: but wait! Reverently Jack crosses
the room, and drawing aside a silken
hanging from before what appeared to
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be an alcove, revealed the picture of a
beautiful woman—a life-sized painting in
oil. The figure was gowned in a dainty
muslin frock, such as our grandmothers
might have worn. Across her lovely
dimpled shouiders, was thrown a fischu
of lace, with a soft blush rose peeping
from its folds; and the face—it was one
to look upon, and never forget. The
eyes, darkly purple, and heavily lashed,
hid in their depths, much of seriousness
but more of mischievious joy—the nose
and mouth were patrician; yet as one
looked, the lips seemed to arch them-
selves into a smile. The face was
framed by a quaint poke bonnet, with
ribbons bowed under the dainty chin,
while a wreath of pink roses, beneath the
brim of the bonnet, rested on the sun-
kissed locks of hair, and shaded slightly,
the mobile forehead with its straight eye-
brows. ‘

Long he stood before the picture until
it seemed to become a living thing. Re-
luctantly, he drew the curtain before it,
and turned towards the window. ‘“Tak-

ing leave of my senses—am I?” he said. -

“What if Billings were right, and I
am going mad. Certain it is, I am in
love with that pictured face—a face of
my own creation, that has become of
myself a part. No other woman can
fill the place in my life, save the owner
of this face—though I search the world
over to find it. But what if there be
no such being in the universe? Ah!
of course there is, or why should she
have entered into my brain? She is not
merely a creature of the imagination, but
a real living, flesh and blood woman;
and find her, I wiil!”

The social season was at its height,
when Jack arrived in Boston after two
years’ absence in Europe, where his
search for the spirit of his imaginative
painting, proved unsuccessful; still he
had not given up hope. Once again he
became the social lion of society—the tar-
get of many manoeuvering mammas, and
ambitious chaperones; but he seemed
deaf, dumb, and blind, to all the feminine
charms, set before him in the matri-
monial market for eligibles. He kept
his pet fancy closely locked in his heart,
and none guessed the cause of the change
in the once debonnair Jack Fielding.
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Edith Lawrence was the acknowledged
belle of the season—a fair debutante bud
from the “rosebud garden” of Boston
girls, with beauty, charm, and grace of
manner—much money, and numerous
suitors. One after another of her suitors
she rejected, while she waited in vain
for a declaration from the only one who
did not pay homage at her court.

“He is churlish,” she said to her cou-
sin Billings; “yet I like him. The very
fact of his holding aloof makes him re-
freshing; and again, he provokes me
because he claims my thought of him,
by his very coolness, when I wish to
forget his existence.”

“Oh! the fellow is as mad as he can
be: he has some pet hobby on his mind
that I cannot fathom; and I'll wager the
ghost is locked in a closet of his Ogun-
quit house. Why, for over two years
he has not painted a picture; just at
the zenith of his fame, too, at home and
abroad. He sits down, folds his hands,
and says: ‘I will paint no more: my
work is finished.” [ must confess the
man is an enigma.”

“Which but makes him the more in-
teresting,” quoth Miss Lawrence. Then
a partner led her away for the next
dance, and Jack came forward to where
Billings was standing.

“Well old chap,” he said, “I think I
shall run down to Ogunquit tomorrow.
This dancing in leading strings to so-
ciety, is boring me fearfully.”

“Man alive! What is possessing you?
Have you a woman in hiding in your
village house that you must needs tear
yourself away, when you have but to
ask to receive favour at the hands of the
season’s most beautiful debutante.”

“Nonsense Billings. What care I how
fair she be ”

“How long since, pray? Why, only
a couple of years ago, you were dang-
ling at each new beauty’s heels—now
you can scarcely be civil to the most de-
sirable prize that Boston’s matrimonial
market has known in a decade. See all
these languishing youths, with far more
to recommend them, than you, yet they
sue in vain, while you turn a cold shoul-
der—to go down on a farm in an un-
heard of village. Why? Once you told
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me everything—now, you tell me noth-
b 2
ing.

“Billings, you are actually cultivating
imagination—there is nothing to tell—
so what would you have me confess? A
You stay and tempt

truce to it all now.
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word with your housekeeper to send me
word, should you become violent.”
There was a merry laugh from both
men, then with a cordial handclasp they
parted.
Jack had made various inquiries in
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If the Dumb Lips Would but Open and Speak.

the glances from beauty’s eyes, and leave
me to my hobby, nature and the solitude
of the country.”

“As you will Jack. You seem sane
enough, but I doubt if you are. Leave

the village, regarding the previous occu-
pants of the house, but could elicit no
information beyond the fact, that the
house had, for two generations been oc-
cupied by prosperous farmers, both of
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whom had sons but no daughters, so he
had given up associating his dream pic-
ture with any past occupant of the house,
though the poke bonnet certainly belong-
ed to the face of his picture, and the
face was part of the bonnet.

The villagers looked askance at the
man who so often secluded himself in-
doors when pleasures were rife during
the summer months. Still, he paid no
heed to them nor their comments. He
saw few, and cared for nothing, save the
face beneath the old poke bonnet. It
was in his thoughts by day and night.
If the dumb lips would but open and
speak. He had given life-tints to the
flesh, expression to the features, but he
was denied the power of making the
warm blood course through her veins, or,
to set the heart beneath the filmy lace
fischu, beating in response to his own.
Yet the picture was the living creation
of his own brain and hand, and had be-
come the fixed love of his innermost be-
ing.

The scarlet poppies were rustling their
crimson silken frocks, where the golden
corn shook her tassels in the field, and
the busy farmers were preparing to
gather in the harvest yield. All nature
was beckoning ‘“‘come out, come out’—
and, donning his hat, Jack responded to
the invitation, and was soon walking
down the country lane, listening to the
clicking of the busy scythes, the hum of
many insects, and the murmuring of the
scented pines. It was all very seductive
and Dbeautiful, so thought Jack as he
crossed the meadow, leading from the
lane to the wave-kissed shore. He was
half way across when a girl’'s merry
laugh caused him to turn his head. A
maiden, Maud Muller fashion, was rak-
ing after a hay cart, but a large sun-
bonnet hid her face from view. Sud-
denly she looked up, and her eyes met
those of the man before her. She was
surprised to see him blush, pale, and
then with the courtesy of an old-time
courtier, remove his hat. The living
embodiment of his picture was before
him, with a sunbonnet, in lieu of the old
poke bonnet. The same mischievous
twinkle lurked in the wide, serious eyes—
the-same smile hovered around the arch-
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ed lips—the twin roses in her cheeks,
were surely the same—the teasing dim-
ple—the calm white brow—the patrician

nose—all these were features of the in-
vention of his brain—his idolized pic-
ture; but even as he looked, she moved
away, and the voice of the farmer broke
the spell: “Him. O, he’s the crazy loon
from Boston, as bought an old farm
hereabouts, and has turned it into a her-
mitage—some says the house is haunted,
and the chap lives there the year round
with the ghosts—but don’t be afeared, he
won’t harm yer—he don’t say nuthin’ to
nobody, so we jes’ leave him alone.”
They were gone, and again a merry
laugh was borne to him as a turn in the
lane hid them from view.

“Well, I have earned an unenviable
soubriquet,” said Jack, pulling himself
together, “but who'’s the girl 7—that is the
most important question. She is not
Farmer Fraser’s daughter, for he has no
family—then who is she?’ So ruminat-
ing he retraced his steps homeward, re-
solving to probe the matter without loss
of time.

Early the following morning, he has-
tened to the meadow, and - though half
the day was consumed in waiting, he
saw neither the maiden nor the farmer,
and no response came to his repeated
knocks on the door of the old farm
house. The hay was all in, and the mea-
dow was silent, save for the voices of
nature. He went wherever he thought
she might be, during the afternoon, but
he saw her not. He learned in the vil-
lage, that Farmer IFraser had a summer
boarder from New York—so he would
await developments—though he burned
with impatience for a conversation with
the counterpart of his picture. Another
day was drawing to a close, and again
Jack stood before the picture,—scanning
its every lineament, though he already
knew each one by heart.

Of a sudden voices reached him from
below stairs—“No, I cannot show you
the attic; it is the master’s private room,
that no one enters save himself.” It
was his housekeeper’s voice, but to whom
was she speaking?

“Oh! I am so sorry; it was that room
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The Living Embodiment of His Picture was before Him.
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to which my grandmother came as a
bride, and where my father was born.

Many times they spoke of the dear old
farm, and I determined that if ever the
opportunity presented itself, I would
journey to Maine and visit the spot en-
deared to memory by my loved ones. So
I availed myself of the chance, by ans-
wering an advertisement for summer
boarders, on a farm in Ogunquit, which
appeared in a New York paper, in order
to see the old homestead, that sometime
ago passed out of our keeping. The
attic was my grandmother’s special point
of vantage, for it was here she dreamed
the dreams that afterwards made her a
famous writer. Perhaps you have heard
of ‘Alice Seton Gray.” I am named after
her, and they tell me I resemble her
closely when she was my age. She was
a quaint old dear, and I often regret that
no picture of her exists, though there
is a picture of her in my mind, as she
described her home coming to Ogunquit,
in her New York finery—her much be-
ruffled muslin frock, with its lace fischy,
and leghorn bonnet, with its dainty pink
roses and ribbons of blue. But you are
ill,” she exclaimed, as the man leaned
heavily against the wall, his face ashy
pale. “No!” he answered quickly recov-
ering himself, “but your description—
well—follow me and you shall see for
yourself,” he said, leading the way up
the narrow staircase. At the door of the
attic he stood by, that she might pass,
and she marvelled at the exquisite furn-
ishings of the room, which" her grand-
mother had described to her as an old
store-room. It was furnished as though
for a lady’s occupancy, and was dainty
in all its appointments. Jack crossed
the room, and as Alice stood hesitating,
drew aside the curtain from before the
picture, and the wonderment of it al-
most took the girl’s breath away. The
picture that she looked upon was that
of her grandmother, as she had so often
described herself to Alice,—face, hair,
frock, fischu, and even the poke bonnet.
The picture, too, was identical in face
and figure, with herself, and dressed in
the quaint garb of the painted figure,
would have passed for her anywhere.
While she was studying the picture Jack
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was surveying her, and now their eyes
met.

“"What does it mean?” she asked. “I
know that grandmother never posed for
even a photograph, yet this is unmis-
takeably a picture of her in her bridal
array!”

“And of you,” he said, “were you
to don these same clothes. You ask
what it means. The picture was painted
by me over two years ago, wholly from
my imagination, inspired by an old poke
bonnet, and for two years 1 have search-
ed for the living face of my painting,
but I will tell you the story, then you
can draw your own conclusions.”

“It certainly is strange, and sounds
rather uncanny,” she said, as he finished
his narrative, and they once more stood
before tiie picture, “and to think of your
travelling for two years, in search of the
living, breathing, original, only to find
that she lived two generations ago, and
is dead these six years.”

“Well, call it re-incarnation, if you
will.  The original, as far as the style
is concerned, may be dead, but you are
the latter-day, living, breathing, embodi-
ment of the picture, that I have grown
to love, until it has filled my every
thought and become of myself a part!”

A glance at the flush that was spread-
ing over the face of Alice, recalled him
to what he was saying. He was losing
sight of the fact that this was their first
meeting, though, through association
with her picture, he had known her for
upwards of two years.

“It grows late, and dinner will be
waiting for me. I had not intended to
trespass so long,” she said, moving to-
wards the door.

“Dinner,” he thought, and this calcul- .
ating Miss could think of anything so
prosaic, while his whole being was con-
sumed with the thought of the reward .
of his long search. She was at the foot
of the stairs, but he would not lose sight
of her so easily. In an instant he was
the gallant Jack of a few years ago, and
with a “Permit me, I will accompany
you,” which admitted of no refusal, he
was soon walking with buoyant step be-

side Alice towards IFFraser’s farm house.
* K %K) 5k k

12
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The society papers of New York and
Boston were rife in September with news
of the wedding of Jack Fielding and
Alice Seton Gray, which took place in
* the village church of Ogunquit, Jack
wearing white ducks, and Alice in a ruf-
fled muslin frock, and the old poke bon-
net (“freshened up a bit of course,” so
the village critics said) worn by her
grandmother when she came as a girl
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bride to Ogunquit, many years ago.

The village was all agog, as the newly
wedded couple drove to the old farm
house, in a flower-decked hay cart.

Jack Fielding’s pr izeé picture occupies
a prominent place in the salon, but pro-
bably not one of the many who pause to
admire the painting, dream of the world
of romance, evoked by the charming face
beneath the old poke bonnet.




Je Suis Pret (I Am Ready).—Molto of the Fraser Clan.

I

OT altogether without interest for
N the present generations or for
future generations, will be that

fur trading period which imme-

diately preceded the active colonization
of the vast region now known as the
Province of British Columbia. A strange
period, this, seemingly, as we now look
back upon it—a period of rude manners
and rough justice, of lasting friendships
and implacable hatreds, of perilous ad-
ventures and hair-breadth escapes, of
famine and plenty—fascinating to many
of us. A period forever departed but
not so long past that a faint remembrance
of it does not linger with us still—for
until lately there were yet with us a
few pioneers who had witnessed the
death of the old regime and the
birth of the new order of things.
Gone these many years the gay
and dashing but not too saintly

French Canadian voyageurs; gone,
are their masters, the old fur-
traders; gone, too, the old brigades with
all their wild picturesqueness, romantic
and sordid accompaniments; and chang-
ed indeed are the Indian tribes, for so
many years the object of the traders’
tender solicitude. ~ No  voluminous
archives dealing with that peculiarly in-
teresting age of transition have we, from
which we may take our fill of historical
information; nor, as yet, many fat vol-
umes containing the results of the re-
searches of the historians, or seekers af-
ter knowledge historical; therefore the
story of New Caledonia is not one that
may be readily and easily portrayed.
To the present generation, perhaps, the
fur-trading days are almost as pre-Ro-
man days are to the average Briton—a
hazy phantasmagoria. Yet not altogether
without light are we, though it be only
a weird half-light in which things as-
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sume strange shapes and proportions, or
pale into veriest insignificancies, at this
far range. Old diaries and letters we
have, scattered and tattered, here and
there: fusty old documents—the ink of
them long since yeliowed, blurred, and
faded—dealing with the everyday life of
the trader, giving us some idea of his
vicissitudes 'md monotomcs of his joys
and his sorrows.
ray of light, illuminating for a briet
spacc some small spot, or a few years
of time. IFlares only, but invaluable to
thosc of us who may wish to have more
than a nodding acquaintance with the
history of our country.

Some of these old diaries and letters,
it is true, throw but feeble sparks of
light, which only glimmer to make vis-
ible, as it were, the utter surrounding
darkness; others again throw a strong
light, a few a lurid light, upon the men
and cvents of the dead past. Invaluable
records, such letters and diaries—beacon
lights which guide the befogged historian
on his difficult voyage in scarch of facts
to safe harbours.

One day we will trust that all these
scattered documents and remnants of
documents, may be safely garnered to-
gether, labelled and stored away in safe
repositories for the benefit of wandering
historians, antiguarians, book worms, and
such like. When this has been done we
may look forward with hope to the time
when an accurate history of the Pro-
vince of DBritish Columbia may be com-
piled. DBut this, not yet. Let it be suf-
ficient for us to know now that an earn-
est and diligent search is being made
for all manuscripts throwing light on
our carly history. Not a little in this
direction has Deen accomplished already,
but much remains to be done. This is
not a work that may be completed in a
year, or a decade, or perhaps ever.

We are to gather then, that, as far as
the early history of the greater portion
of this Province is concerned, we have
an all too meagre supply of data. The
task of the historian, therefore, is not
a light one; he must bridge hiatuses,
piece together disconnected narratives,
and make a connected story while the
material which should have been his to
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build with is far away. But, fortunately,
we have a little original maternl and a
few odds and ends of it will now be used
to throw light upon the founder and
founding of New Caledonia, by many
years the first part of the mainland to
be settled, if trading posts may be digni-
fied by the name of settlements.

I1.

The Clan Fraser has given many dis-
tinguished men to Canada and not the
least among them stands Simon Iraser,
trader and explorer, in whose honour
onc of the great waterways of the West
has been named. Considering the im-
portance of the work performed by this
indomitable man, and especially in view
of the significance of his memorable dis-
coveries in the great domain he christ-
ened “New. Caledonia,” it is strange that
no authentic and comprehensive account
of his life has ever been published. If
the services rendered by Simon Fraser
had been of a parochial nature only, we
could well understand the comparative
indifference with which he has been
treated, but when we remember that his
work had a far greater import, we might

‘perhaps say with truth a national import,

it appears all the more strange that the
story of his adventurous career should
not have attracted more attention.

From the generally vague and unsat-
isfactory sketches of Simon Fraser—we
can scarcely call them biographies—
which have appeared in the last few
vears, and with the aid of certain un-
published material, a patchwork quilt of
a biography may be pieced together, and
such we now present in the hope that it
may help to disperse the mists that
shroud the personality of a remarkable
man,

In the first place we gather that Simon
Fraser came of good stock for we cull
the following from the pages of a littic
book publlshed at Toronto in 1895:—
“His grandfather was William Fraser,
of Culbokie, whose wife, Margaret Mac-
donell, of Glengarry, was the possessor
of the famous Balg Solair in which was
stowed away a nnnuscnpt of Ossianic
poetry, which figures in the dissertations
on the 'mthentlcxty of MacPherson’s Os-
sian, and regarding which the following



SIMON

interesting passage occurs in the corres-
pondence of the late Bishop Alexander
Macdonell:  “I myself saw a large MS.
of Ossian’s poems in the possession of
Mrs. Fraser of Culbokie, in Strathglass,
which she called “am Balg Solair” (a
bag of fortuitous goods). This lady's
residence being between my father’s
house and the school where I used to
attend with her grandchildren, at her
son's, Culbokie House, by way of coax-
ing me to remain on cold nights at her
own house, she being the cousin of my
father, she used to take up the Balg
Solair, and read pieces of it to me. Al-
though a very young boy at the time, I
became so much enraptured with the re-
hearsal of the achievements of the heroes
of the poem, and so familiar with the
characters, especially of Oscar, Cath-
mor, and Cuthchullin, that when Mac-
Pherson’s translation was put into my
hands in the Scotch college of Valla-
dolid in Spain, many years afterwards,
it was like meeting old friends with
whom I had been intimately acquainted.
Mrs. Fraser’s son, Simon, who had a
classical education, and was an exceilent
Gaelic scholar, on emigrating to America
in the year 1774, took the Balg Solair
with him as an invaluable treasure. On
the breaking out of the Revolutionary
war, Mr. Fraser joined the Royal Stan-
dard, was taken prisoner by the Ameri-
cans and thrown into jail, wherc he
died.”

The Alexander McDonell, referred to
in the foregoing excerpt, was the first
Roman Catholic bishop of Upper Cana-
da. From all accounts he was a notable
character—a fighting bishop of the old
school. While a missionary priest he
helped to organize the 1st Glengarry
Fencibles, and, when the reginment was
dishanded in 1801, he obtained grants of
land for the men. Later, he again raised
a corps of Glengarry Fencibles, which
did excellent service in the war of 1812,
After an active and distinguished career,
the good bishop died at Dumfries in
1340.

It may he interesting to note that
William, of Culbokie, a man of substance
and  standing, and his wife Mar-
garet (daughter of John Macdonell, of
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Ardnabie), had nine sons :—1st, William,
the fourth of Kilbockie; 2nd, Simon, who
came to America; 3rd, John, a captain
i General Wolfe's army; 4th, Archi-
bald, a Lieutenant in the Highland regi-
ment under General Wolfe, afterwards
captain of the Glengarry Fencibles, serv-
ed i lreland in the Rebellion of '98;
6th, Alexander, who served as a cap-
tain in General Caird’s army and died
in India; 7th, Donald, Lientenant in the
army, killed in battle in Germany; Sti,
James, also a Lieutenant in the army, one
of the sufferers in the Black Hole of Cal-
cutta in 1750; oth, Roderick, who per-
ished at sea. After the capture of Que-
bec, John, the third son, settled in Ca-
nada, where he achieved distinction as a
jurist. Ifor many years, we are told, he
was Chief Justice of the Montreal Dis-
trict.

The second son, Simon, ‘“the excellent
Gaelic scholar,” who had married Tsa-
bella Grant, emigrated to America, with
a number of Scottish families, in 1773.
He purchased property near Bennington,
in the State of Vermont, and soon be-
came comiortably settled in his new
home. Here his youngest son, Simon,
the explorer, was born in 1776. DBut
Simon, the elder, did not long remain
peace. The fighting blood of the Clan
Fraser ran in his veins and he could not
resist the call to arms when he Revolu-
tionary war broke out. At the com-
mencement of hostilitics, he promptly es-
poused the cause of the Mother Country
and joined the loyalist forces. It has
been said that he served with General
Burgoyne’s army of unhappy fate. Morc
likely it is that he served with the British
forces in the skirmishes which culmin-
ated in the battle of Bennington, fought
not far from his home on August 16th,
1777. De this as it may, we know that
he was captured by the Americans by
whom he was thrown into Albany jail,
where he contracted a disease from
which he subsequently died. After the
declaration of peace, Mrs. Fraser, so
unhappily bereft of husband and home,
moved to Canada with her large family
of nine children—four sons and five
daughters, if we are correctly informed.
She went first to Three Rivers, then to
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Corteau du Lac, and from thence to St.
Andrews, where she finally settled. i,
as one writer avers, Mrs. Fraser left the
United States in 1783, Simon, the
youngest of the family, must have been
just seven years of age when he came
to Canada.

Of Simon’s boyhood and school days
we have little or no information. We
are told that he was placed at school in
Montreal where he resided with his
Uncle John aforementioned. But his
studies were not prolonged because in
1702, at the age of sixteen, we find him
articled to the Northwest Fur-trading
Company of Montreal, which concern
had been organized in 1783 by Simon
McTavish and Joseph Frobisher, the
well-known bankers and merchants. It
is more than probable that the straight-
ened circumstances of his mother made
it necessary that Simon should find em-
ployment at an carly age.

Such are the few and meagre details
we have of the ecarly years of one who
was destined to make his mark as a fur-
trader and explorer. Anecdotes of his
childhood and hoyhood, such as so fre-
quently illumine the biographies of emin-
ent men, we have none. Of his bovish
propensities, of his scrapes and ambi-
tions, of the devclopment of his charac-
ter, of these and all other interesting de-
tails we can record nothing here and
now.

We may pass lightly over the first
ten ycars of Fraser's service with the
Northwest Company. It is not neces-
sary, nor would it be desirable, to en-
ter into a minute description of this
period of his life in a brief note such
as this is.  We may fairly assume that
in those vears he was engaged in mas-
tering the wonderfully intricate mechan-
1ism of the fur-trade. That he was assi-
duous and successful we may judge from
the fact that in 1802, at the age of twen-
ty-six, he was made a full-fledged part-
ner of the Northwest Company, a posi-
tion of honour and trust, reserved only
for those who had rendered exception-
ally valuable service. In the, compara-
tively speaking, short space of ten vears
the obscure articled clerk of 1792 became
the prominent partner of 1802. We can
only infer from his rapid promotion that

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

Simon Iraser possessed exceptional abil-
ity and the respect of his brother offi-
cers, otherwise he would never have been
accorded this distinction after so short
a term of service. In the service of the
Northwest Company merit alone counted.
No matter how poor, or uninfluential a
servant of the Company might be, if he
possessed and displayed ability his pro-
motion was assured.

The Northwest Fur-Trading Company
was organised by the independent fur-
traders of Montreal in the year 1783
Simon McTavish and Joseph Frobisher
were the leading spirits of the new
concern which was formed for the
purpose of the more effectually compet-
ing with the Hudson’s Bay Company.
The latter concern, by virtue of its royal
charter, claimed exclusive trading pri-
vileges in a territory which the merch-
ants of Montreal looked upon as debat-
able ground. For many years the inde-
pendent traders of Canada had gathered
furs in the territory in dispute, but, be-
ing unorganised, they were not in a posi-
tion to successfully combat the firmly
established Company of Adventurers.
The rivalries and jealousies of the op-
posing factions engendered bitter feel-
ings and, in the course of time the con-
flict would have effectually destroyed the
trade. The merchants of Montreal were
working against each other as well as
seeking to destroy the trade of the Hud-
son’s Bay Company, and the hand of
the Hudson’s Bay Company was against
all competitors. In the eyes of the men
at the head of the affairs of the ancient
company, independent traders were mere-
Iy intruders and interlopers who deserved
no consideration at all. Such we may
gather was the condition of the fur trade
when the merchants of Montreal came to-
gether under the leadership of Simon
AMcTavish and Joseph Frobisher.

In the thirty-eight years (1783-1821)
of its existence, the Northwest Company
revolutionized the fur trade, consolidated
its interests, and extended its sphere of
influence to the territory west of the
Rocky Mountains. During the whole of
this period the Company was engaged 1n
a mighty struggle with its great rival
the Hudson’s Bay Company. As a nat-
ural result of this conflict the profits of
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the fur trade decreased almost to the
vanishing point. In the general scramble
for furs, decency and honour were cast
to the winds. The rivals practised all
sorts of trickeries and chicaneries and
“firewater” played no inconsiderable part
in their traffickings with the natives.
Fraud and deception were considered
legitimate weapons in this strange com-
mercial warfare and the debauching of
the Indians with rum was looked upon
as part of the game. The Indians, it
may be thought, would have reaped a
rich harvest, but, as a matter of fact,
the wholesale distribution of ardent
spirits demoralized them to such an ex-
tent that they were often worse off than
at any previous period in their history.
The story of this struggle is foreign to
the subject of this paper, but we must
incidentally refer to it because it had a
potent effect on the history of the Cana-
dian West. In their anxiety to head off
the Hudson’s Bay Company, to increase
their dividends, the partners of the
Northwest Company entered upon an ac-
tive campaign in the West, the vigorous
prosecution of which resulted in the
events which we are presently to de-
scribe.

It should be mentioned here that at the
beginning of its career the Northwest

Company had a vigorous opponent in the
X Y Company, formed by certain mal-
contents who refused to join the former
association. Alexander Maclk{enzie was
prominent in the councils of the X Y
Company. This concern, however, after
a strenuous struggle, gave up the fight
and in 1787 the two Canadian com-
panies amalgamated. At a later period
the N\ ¥ Company was resurrected by
some seceding Norwesters, who became
dissatisfied with the autocratic Dbe-
haviour of the choleric and haughty Si-
mon McTavish—nicknamed by his asso-
clates Le Premier or Le Marquis. Sir
Alexander MacKenzie, who had been
knighted in recognition of his brilliant
achievement of 1793, returned to his old
love and for several years he was the
master-mind of the new organization.
Simon McTavish, the cause of all the
trouble, died in 1804 or 1805, and short-
ly after the X Y Company again joined
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hands with its rival, and permanently
disappearcd from the scene.

From 1802 to 1805 Simon I'raser was
engaged in the Northwest Territory. We
may safely assume that he played no un-
important role in those stirring times.
A man of his temperament and courage
must have entered into the three-cornered
fight with zest.

It is a strange picture that meets our
gaze as we look back upon that rugged
period. Here are three powerful com-
panies engaged in open and bitter war-
fare, all of them, by fair means or foul,
with a deadly earnestness worthy of a
better cause, endeavouring to throttle
each other. In the ruinous competition
that ensued it is not surprising that
many of the best districts were almost
depleted of fur-bearing animals, and, as
a natural corollary, the Indians suffered
to an alarming extent. Year by year it
became necessary to go further afield in
search of peltries, and year by year the
internecine warfare increased in bitter-
ness until it came to such a pass that
blood was shed.

The Northwest Company, by far the
best managed and the best equipped of
all the opposing forces, as a rule out-
generalled its opponents. It treated its
servants liberally, encouraged cxplora-
aitn, and its whole policy was generally
as enlightened as the circumstances of
the trade would permit. It was respon-
sible for Sir Alexander MacKenzie's
wonderful journey to the Pacific, and if
it had been responsible for this and
nothing more, the Northwest Company
would always be entitled to our respect.
But, as we know, it did much more than
this. In many ways it sought to gain
information respecting distant parts of
the vast unorganised territories which
were the common heritage of the fur-
trader.

It was not until 1805, however, that
the Northwest Company determined to
occupy the country made known by the
genius, the magnificant courage and de-
termination, of Sir Alexander MacKen-
zie. In that year a solemn conclave was
held at Fort William, on the Thunder
Bay of Lake Superior, and after mature
consideration, and much deep discussion,



222

the Company decided to forthwith ex-
tend their operations beyond the Rocky
Mountains, little dreaming that the ul-
timate result of these deiiberations would
be the discovery of a great river of which
heretofore Sir Alexander MacKenzie
only had seen its upper reaches, and only
the Spaniards on the Pacific had heard
of its outlet. '

At this conference in the great meet-
ing hall at Fort William, celebrated in
carly days for its convivial feastings as
well as for its serious discussions, it was
also decided that the young Bourgeois,
Simon Ifraser, then but twenty-nine years
of age, should be entrusted with the dif-
ficult and dangerous task of planting in
the undiscovered country the banner of
the aliied merchants of Montreal.

Simon I'raser, we are told, was pre-
sent at the meeting. In August, 1805,
he left Fort William to execute his or-
ders, in due course arriving at the foot
of the Rocky Mountains at the point
where the Peace River issues therefrom.
He voyaged over the Lake of the Woods,
Lake Winnipeg, past Cumberland House
on the Saskatchewan, up English River
as far as Isle a la Croix, up Buffalo Lake,
Athabasca River and Lake to Fort Atha-
baska—then the rendezvous of that de-
partment. Irom Ifort Athabaska he fol-
lowed the Peace River to the mountains
until he reached a carrving place which
he named Rocky Mountain Portage. At
the castern end of this portage, he es-
tablished a post sometimes called Rocky
Mountain Portage, and, sometimes, more
dehnitely, Rocky Mountain House—near
the Hudson's Hope of modern maps.

It is here and now that Simon Fraser
first assumes form and shape for us.
Feretofore he Thas been little more
than a vague shadow of a man, of whom
we could form no adequate conception,
if any conception at all. Let us glance
at the man who now stands on the thres-
hold of the undiscovered west—long
guarded by the grim scarped embattle-
ments of the Rocky Mountains, crowned
with snows cternal, fearful, impenetrable.
grand. We look back and out of the
mists that softly veil the past steps forth
into clear light a strong rugged man. as
rugged as the strange land he was pre-
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sently to explore; a well-built, active,
man, with a heavy, almost dour, face,
whose distinguishing features are a de-
termined chin, firm, large-lipped mouth,
prominent somewhat snubbed nose, light
blue-grey eyes, broad receding brow,
overhung with a mass of tousled hair of
reddish tinge—a strong, honest face, in-
deed, but one giving more the idea of
determination and physical robustness
than of intellectuality or refinement.
A man inured to hardship; versed
in woodcraft and the lore of the
savage; strong in danger; of incon-
querable will and energy; unlettered,
not polished, it may be, but true to his
friends and honourable in his dealings;
somewhat eccentric if we judge aright;
a man typical of his age and calling. An
heroic spirit truly, if cast in the not alto-
gether heroic mould of a fur-trader. He
stands there a commanding figure.

It 1s well that we should meet him
now and thus for he is destined to loom
large in the history of our country. In-
deed to him all honour is due, for he laid
the foundations of DBritish rule in this
western land.

I11.

Simon Iraser, having established his
base at the Rocky MNountain Portage,
proceeded in the fall of the year 18035 on
his adventurous quest of discovery.
Crossing the long and difficult portage he
again embarked upon the waters of the
Peace, up which he proceeded to t!le
point where the Parsnip empties its
waters into the former. He ascended
the Parsnip and arriving at the Pack
River, followed it to McLeod Lake.
where he built the first rude post of the
Northwest Company in the territory west
of the Rocky Mountains. McLeod Lake
had Dbeen discovered earlier in the year
by James McDougall, who had from
thence proceeded westward beyond Car-
rier Lake, or Lac Porteur. Leaving in
charge of the new fort one Lamabee.
fittingly so named from all accounts,
Fraser returned to Rocky Mountai
Portage where he wintered in company
with John Stuart, his able leiutenant and
warm friend. From the Journals these
two pioneers have bequeathed to us we¢
are able to form a fairly accurate ideca
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of the hardships and privations suffered
by the fur-traders at this time. For
provisions they were almost totally de-
pendent upon the resources of the coun-
try—if the chase or the fisheries failed
them, they were face to face with starva-
tion. The sufferings of the fur-traders
form a sinister background to the his-
tory of that early period. But we can-
not here dilate upon a situation which
was taken as a matter of course by the
men who faced it. In passing we can
only marvel at their intrepidity and re-
sourcefulness in times of danger and
want.

In the spring Fraser made prepara-
tions for a more extensive exploration.
In May he once more gathered his forces
together, and on the twentieth of that
month he left his winter quarters. First
he revisited Fort McLeod, which, dur-
ing the preceding winter had been aban-
doned by Lamalice, just as James Mec-
Dougall was at hand. Leaving there
the supplies he had brought with
him, he descended the Pack and pro-
ceeded on his journey up the Parsnip un-
til he reached the Height of Land, which
divides the waters which flow into the
Arctic Ocean from those which flow into
the Pacific. He crossed a short portage
and embarked upon the Bad River of
MacKenzie, following the tortuous and
impeded course of this stream until, on
June 10th, 1806, he reached the Great
River, called by the Indians of the coun-
try  “Tacoutche Tesse.”” This river
was no other than that now known as the
Fraser, but by both MacKenzie and Fra-
ser thought to be the Columbia, or onc
of its main tributaries. Launching his
canoes on the Great River, Simon Fraser
vovaged with the stream to the mouth of
the Nechaco, which he ascended to the
point where the Stuart enters it. Here
the explorer met for the first time men of
the Carrier Nation.

.The expedition followed the Stuart
River and on the 26th day of July en-
tered the Lake Na'kal of the Indians,
which Fraser named Stuart Lake in
honour of his companion John Stuart.
Father Morice in his valuable work en-
titled “History of the Northern Interior
of British Columbia,” gives an interest-
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ing account of the reception accorded the
discoverer by Chief Kuwah’s people.
It appears that James McDougall, on
the overland excursion previously re-
ferred to, had visited this sheet of water,
and, having met the Indians of the neigh-
bourhood, he presented to one of their
nwmber a piece of red cloth as a token of
friendship. When the large canoes of
the traders were sighted, this man, don-
ing his red cloth badge, fearlessly paddled
forth to meet them, much to the dismay
of his friends who watched him
in amazement. Toeyen, for such was his
name, was welcomed by Fraser and
taken on board one of the canoes. As
the little vessels approached the shore,
Toeyen spoke to his people, assuring
them that the strangers meant no harm,
were indeed benefactors actuated only
by the kindliest of feelings. The Car-
riers, who had in the meantime prepared
to repel by force this invasion of their
lands, being thus reassured, wonderingly
permitted the white men to disembark.
Fraser adroitly won the confidence of
the simple people by the distribution
of largesse in the form of tobacco and
soap. The former was tasted and thrown
away as useless. The womnien follk prompt-
ly proceeded to eat the latter, mistaking
it for fat, when to their astonishment
they began to foam prodigiously at the
mouth. Still more were the natives sur-
prised when the vovageous lit their pipes
and puffed smoke from their mouths.
Then indeed were the strangers taken for
wonderful spirits in whom their crema-
tory fires yet glowed and burned. These
strange happenings confused the In-
dians and filled them with awe, but, when
the use of the different articles had heen
duly explained to them, their awe gave
way to admiration. We shall presently
see how they impressed Irascr.

With an unerring judgment Iraser
seized upon the most favourable location

for a post, and, with that zcal and ¢nergy
which characterized all his dealings, he
promptly proceeded to erect buildings a
short distance above the outlet of the
lake. This post ultimately became the
celebrated Fort St. James, a place which
has figured prominently in the history of
New Caledonia. For a description of
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the situation of Fort St. James we are
indebted to John McLean, who, in his
“Twenty-five Years Service in the Hud-
son’s Bay Territory,” paints in graphic
terms the scenic beauties of Stuart Lake
and the surrounding country. Iather
Morice, whose long residence in the dis-
trict entitles him to speak with author-
ity, claims, however, that even Mcl.can’s
description does not altogether adequate-
ly portray the charms of the spot.

Unfortunately, at this time the ex-
pedition began to run short of supplies.
The salmon were late in reaching the
lakes and rivers and the predicament be-
came ndeed serious. At this juncture,
Iraser considered it wise to distribute
his forces in order to lessen the diffi-
culty of feeding them. Accordingly,
Stuart was despatched with a few men
to explore the country to the south and
west. Before they separated, the two ex-
plorers agreed to rendezvous later in the
season at the confluence of the Stuart
and Nechaco Rivers. In the meantime
Iraser spent his days in supelmtendmo
the construction of the new post, and in
exploring the region adjacent thereto.
He increased his knowlcdge of the coun-
try, not only by personal surveys, but
also by gathering from the Indians all
information that might assist him in his
future work. The founder of New Cale-
donia was a brave and determined man
and whatsocever he set his hand to do,
that did he strive after strenuously and
with all his might. No pusillanimous
founder this, \\hose mind was divided
against itself, but a strong, far-secing
man who made his plans and adhered to
them through thick and thin.

In due course Traser and Stuart met
at the appointed rendezvous.  The latter
brought with him such a glowing account
of thc region he had just \’lSllCd that
his superior forthwith decided to return
thither to establish vet another trading
post in the territory of *New Caledonia.”
Notwithstanding the lack of supplies and
the inadequacy of their force, the heroic
men proceeded to the sheet of water
named Fraser Lake by John Stuart,
where Fort Fraser was soon erected. At
last the salmon appe"ared in great num-
bers. In fact the rivers, streams, and
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iakes yielded such an abundant harvest
that the men soon became surfeited with
a diet of fish.

A voyageur known as Blais remained
in charge of the fort on Fraser Lake
and Iraser and his lieutenant returned
to Nakazleh, or Fort St. James, which
post they made their headquarters dur-
ing the winter.

IV.

The foregoing details, dry-as-dust as
they may be deemed, are necessary to a
proper understanding of the situation.
It is not possible in a brief resume to
embeilish the story with those interest-
ing anecdotes which so frequently en-
liven the dull page of history. As a mat-
ter of fact, as Bancroft truly observes,
it is not an easy matter to reduce to a
connected and readable narrative the let-
ters and diaries of the fur-traders, the
only material at hand with which we may
reconstruct the story of that far da)
Such ‘documents, generally, are more
concerned with the routine business of
the fur trade than with contemporaneous
history. DBut, for all that, they are in-
valuable to the historian because they
contain reliable, if dry, accounts of the
conditions then prevailing. And after all
it is most interesting to peer back
through long years into that strange pe-
riod, and ever so dimly see at work there
the men who first rudely fashioned here,
in this western land a social organ-
isation and a form of government.
Morcover, in conning these Dblurred
pages sometimes we come across pas-
sages which cast interesting side lights
on men and events—bro ad spl'lshes of
colour which suddenly make real for us
incidents long forgotten and men long
the veriest of sh 1adows.

For instance, terse and matter-of-fact
as it is, treating of things of no great
concern as it does no one could Tead
without interest the following letter
which Simon Fraser addressed to his
friend and fellow-labourer in the new
field, James McDougall, then in charge
of the fort at McLeod Lake :i—

2Ist December, 18006.
Nakasleh (I‘ort St. James)
“Mr. James McDougall:
I received yours of the 3oth of October
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on the rzth instant at Natleh (Fraser
Lake), and I arrived here on the 18th.
Had it not been for the disappointment
of the conveyance of letters on account
of the quantity of snow in the mountains
you would have received the needs from
us long before now. I was certainly
hugely disappointed and vexed that no
canoes arrived this quarter, which is a

considerable loss to the Company and a
severe blow to our discoveries. This is
the first opportunity I had of sending
your man and powder but with this you
wiil receive St. Pierre and three quarts
of good powder. I think that it would
be a very good plan to go inland to
make the Indians work, but then you can-
not leave the house without some person
to take care of it on account of the pro-
perty. In regard to the Indians, settle
with them according to your own best
judgment. I have not the least doubt
but what you will exert yourself to make
them work beaver until the beginning of
February and after that employ the best
hunters to make provision. I am thor-
oughly convinced that your returns will
fall short of your expectations but that
1s a misfortune that cannot be helped,
but then I entreat you to be particular
in making the Indians dress their furs
properly. The Little Head’s brother-
in-law arrived at Natleh on the 12th,
conducted by two men. I don't know
vet whether he will be of any service or
not—the Montagne de DButte behaves
well with Mr. Stuart. Two of the men
that Mr. S. sent to Forests for fish
brought the news that three of the Big
men were farrived there. Send back
G—— immediately with the needs as we
mtend to send the news after his return
to the Peace River. Should an oppor-
tunity offer forward the general letter to
the P. River. Kunchusse promises to
be back in six nights. Should you see
any possibility of getting any goods
brought up in of the summer,
please write accordingly. Having noth-
mg more to say upon this subject, I
must here wish you joy as I understand
that you have entered upon the matri-
monial state. * % * The only thing
[ fear is that you are starving, but I
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hope that is is the contrary with you, so
I conclude my Dr. James.
Yours sincerely,
S1MON IFRASER.

This is a fair example of the letters
of Simon Fraser. A perusal of it will
show how exceedingly difficult it is to
produce, from such curt narratives, in-
teresting in themselves, as they are, an
attractive history of the founding of New
Caledonia. What particularly strikes the
reader is the calm and matter-of-fact
way these old traders speak of their pri-
vations. “I was hugely disappointed
and vexed,” says Fraser, “that no canoes
arrived this quarter, which is a con-
siderable loss to the Company and a se-
vere blow to our discoveries”—that and
no more when we know that he and his
men were for a time reduced to a fare
of berries and odd scraps because these
same canoes did not arrive. Again, “the
only thing I fear is that you are starv-
ing”—it is all taken as a part of the day’s
work, but these bald statements would
reveal all suffering, could we but realize
it.

Even in the depth of winter, Fraser
does not remain at one place, taking his
ease, as might be expected, after his
strenuous exertions of the summer and
autumn months. His work was ever in
his mind. His energy was irrepressible.
He never loitered, except when forced to
by circumstances, and then he growled
because of his enforced inactivity. Truly
the very embodiment of encrgy this same
Simon IFraser, whose work wec have al-
most forgotten. In December we saw
him at Fort St. James, busy, as usual,
with hands and his brain and his pen.
Now, in January, 1807, we catch a
glimpse of him at Natleh, or I‘raser
Lake. Again he is writing to James
McDougall. This time something of a
serious nature has perturbed him, for he
is penning a hot rebuke. There has been
trafficking in Indian women, contrary to
the rule and regulations of the Company
recently promulgated, so much we
gather. Moreover, the affairs of the
district have not flourished altogether as
well as he had hoped they would ; returns
have not been satisfactory; partners in
the East will be disappointed; all of



226

which the more perturbed the man upon
whom devolved the management and
care of the new province. But we will let
Fraser speak for himsclf, for this letter
is truly interesting, but too long to be
quoted in full. f11e communication is
dated January 31st, at Natleh, and in
part reads:

“My Dear McDougall,—

Yours I received this afternoon per
the two men from your quarter, whom
to bc sure took much time, this being
their fifth day from Nakayleh; indeed
they were not in a hurry as they had
plenty of provisions, one-half of twenty-
two salmon ought to have been enough
for them, as the voyage can easily he
performed in two days, three at the most,
allowing the road to be bad. Regarding
what you say about the women Bugne
has, [ am noways apprehensive that the
Company can put their resolve in execu-
tion. Dut then it was wrong of you to
have given him leave to take her; you
knew full well that she was taken from
St. Pierre last spring, merely to give up
the custom of taking any more women
from the Indians, and that he was pro-
miscd that no other IFrenchman would
get her.  Your commerce between Blais
and lLamalice last winter might have
been a sufficient warning not to meddle
yourself any more about women.  Your
conduct at T. Lake is highly blameable
and your character as a trader much
blasted, which you can only recover, but
by vour future assiduity and attention to
business, which I wouid be most happy
at, and will befriend you as much as
lays in my power. I am pleased you own
your fault 'm(l scem sorry for it, and
promise to do better for the future. The
Company will probably blame us I)oth
as they will be highly disappointed i
their expectations 100211(11110 this coun-
try.  We are highly unfortunate every-
thing has been against us since last
spring, and nothmo was of so much

detriment as the canoes arriving so late
in the fall.”

Then follow many details about that
everlasting buchct the we cather, Indians
who woulcl not “work” for be"wer until
the spring, certain “big men” of a neigh-
bouring tribe, who “must be severely
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treated to bhreak them of the custom of
coming to the Carriers,” and other mat-
ters, all of great moment to the writer,

but to us not of supreme importance. A
little further on the explorer remarks: “I
received the Play Book you sent”—if we
only knew the title of it! Strange if the
plays of the Immortal Bard should have
penetrated into the far wilds of New
Caledonia, to solace, amuse, and mstruct
the exiles there! After that references
to fish—the pages of the diaries and
letters of the pioneer fur-traders are re-
dolent of fish—it was the only manna i
that wilderness. Salmon, fresh or dried,
scems to have been the staple article of
diet—so many fish are supplied for this
journey and so many for that journey,
so many are doled out to each man per
diem. The men tire of this everlasting
diet of fish, and then the fisheries fail
them, and they long for fish and pray for
fish, for a diet of berries also has its
disadvantages, even for vegetarians, and
the voyageurs were by no means veget-
arians—itness their liking for the fat
little dogs of the Indians

This same letter is interesting by rea-
son of the light it throws upon the
troubles that beset the actors in that long-
vanished scene, and important because
from it we learn that already Fraser had
determined to trace the course of the
Great River, which he confounded with
the Columbia River, from its head waters
to its mouth. Towards the end of his
note, Iraser, after referring to some
work that had to be done, remarks: “Iix-
pedition is required for the season i3
pretty far advanced and much to be donc
vet. I send my Journal over to Mr. S.
to copy and it must be done in order to
send it down by the next opportunity
that it may go out to headquarters in the
light canoe—besides I have another plan
in view, that is, if it could be done with
case, to get all the goods that will be
1equned for going down the Columbia
in the Spring, as well as whatever will
be necessary for your Post for the sum-
mer trade, brought over from T. Lake
on the snow, as I fear much time would
be lost by going (for) these by the new
Road in the Sprmo ”  Then the letter
ends with: “I conclude my dear M-
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Dougall ¢ usual, well wisher,
Simon F 1asu‘."

’erhaps, on account of the difficulty
referred to in the first paragraph of the
letter just referred to, John Stuart left
his superior at Nakazleh (Iort St.
James). and proceeded to Trout, or Mc-
Leod, Lake (the "T. Lake™ of Iraser)
on what was probabiy a tour of inspec-
tion. ‘I'hat he was at this post in leb-
ruary, 1807, we know as a fact becausc
I'raser addressed a note to him there
at that time. This note 15 of great in-
terest because it reveals, or partially re-
veals, the more human side of I'raser's
character. He was never, so far as we
have been able to ascertain, a man of
manyv friendships. His honesty, sincer-
itv, ability are not to be doubted, but
he did not, it would seem, possess any
of those loveable weaknesses that so ot-
ten command that devotion and affection
which neither intellect nor rectitude alone
can excite. It does not appear that the
voung explorer had any great regard or
respect for his fellow-workers in the
new field. It may be, perhaps, that tiwe
ctiquette of the fur-trade demanded that
the superior should not become intimate
with his subordinates. \Whatever may
have been the cause, certain it is that
the path of this strange man was not
lightened by the warm afiection of his
companions. But there was one excep-
tion. For John Stuart he conceived a
great liking. We may infer from the
ictters they exchanged that a casual ac-
quaintance had ripened into a strong
friendship. In writing to Stuart, IFraser
drops formality and speaks much morc
openly than in the letters he addressed
to James McDougall, as the letter of the
first of February, 1807, written at Natleh
(I'raser Lake) clearly shows. We will
quote briefly :—

"My Dear Friend,—

Yours of the 12th January I received
only vesterday, so vou see they took muci
more time than the\ ought, so [ am surc
vou will be getting out of patience be-
fore vou receive this. It is with the
greatest pleasure that I always receive
lettcrs from you; they contain much use-
ful information and instruction, though

your

the subject of vour last cannot be agree-
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able it is satisfactory knowing how mat-
ters stood at 'I'. Lake upon your arrival
there—which vou have written in a co-
1)1ous and nvel\ manner. Notwithstand-
ing vour mind bemo obscured 1 thought
you wrote with ease.

I sympathize with you, my friend,
under your present affliction for the loss
of Mr. R. Stuart, your late dearest of
brothers, and hope he has only left this
world of trouble and vexation to go to
everlasting bliss. We cannot shun that
Power which rules our fate, therefore it
should be our only consolation to be pre-
pared for our last awful end.”

IYor one brief moment here the veil is
drawn aside, and we look through the
outer husk of the fur-trader into thc n-
ner heart of the man. It is only a flash,
as of lightning on a black night, yet it
reveals (lq)ths wlmh we had not thougm
existed. We know so little of the real
Simon Iraser that sentences like thesc
are precious,

The letter continues with a reterence to
the incident referred to in a former let-
ter to McDougall. We quote a few sent-
cnces as they throw light on the ecarly
history of Iort McLeod: "It is a truc
assertion of yours,” observes Iraser,
“that when the head fails the body goes
to wreck, which has been the decay of
Trout (Mcleod) Lake since last Novem-
ber.  That business is so intricate that
a person cannot reachly sce into it How-
cver, it scems that Lamalice had an as-
cendency over Mr. McDougall, but [ am
sure he can change both his. .. ... and his
manners to the \vmh of his master and
his interest.”

Then follow references to Lamalice,
siot couched in complimentary terms.
That individual seems to have been al-
together untrustworthy and incorrigible.
He had plaved no inconsiderable part in
that trafficking for Indian women which
had so perturbed his superior, the more
particularly so, it would appear, because
goods of the company had figured in the
unsavory transaction. In justice to the
memory of James MacDougall, it is only
fair to observe that he was not person-
ally implicated in the tangle. It seems
that his sin lay in the fact that he winked
at the doings of his subordinates.
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But the life of the fur-trader had its
humours as well as its monotonies, hard-
ships, and sordid cares. Qur mirth may
be tempered with sympathy, but we can-
not help smiling when we read Iraser’s
remarks touching a new outfit which he
had just received : 1 received,” he writes,
“my order (the coats and trousers are
amazingly large), my Equipt. also which
1s extremely bad and the trousers are so
small that I cannot put them on much
less make use of them, and tho™ you were
pleased to send me vour capot instead of
mine, it 1s also too small for me.” Such
little human touches occastonally illumine
the dullest pages of the diaries and let-
ters of the fur-traders.

Of his ability and composi-
tion, l'raser appears to have entertained
no exalted opinion.  In this same letter,
which is a long one, he observes :—"With
this 1 send vou over my journal since
the sth April, except from the time we
arrived at Nakazleh uatil the 28th Aug-
ust, wiich I expect you will be able to
bring up. It is exceedingly ill wrote,
worse worded, and not well spelt. But
then 1 know you can make a good journal
of it, if vou expunge some parts of it
and add to others, and make it out in the
manner vou think most proper. [t will
make away with a good deal of vour
time and paper, but | think it nccessary
to send it to headquarters in the light
canoe as it will give the gentleman a good
deal of mformation about this country,
I‘lmsc .scn(l over Alr. McD. Journals ot
last winter to be copied by himself., There
are some of them [ did not see as yet
and it would he necessary for vou to look
them over and point out lm_\thmg that
18 not necessary to be in them.  All this
will be giving vou much trouble and
work, but then it will be of service 1o
the Company and some credit to our-
selves to have the Journals in better or-
der: was [ possessed of vour ability, 1
would willingly undertake doing all my-
self.” But Traser was too modest.
Whatever defects his writings possess,
and they were very far from being per-
fect, his thoughts

nterary

were  always  ex-
pressed in vigorous ITnglish.  His
sentences lack polnsh and ﬁmsl it is

true. vet 1t must be allowed that the
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forcefulness of his language covers a
multitude of grammatical and rhetorical
sins. Then we must remember that the
dry-as-dust dctails of a trader’s life are
not in themselves inspiring. A Macau-
lav, with his wonderful faculty of invest-
ing the merest commonplaces with a halo
ot interest, might have recast the story
of the fur- t1admo epoch in the crucible
of his great mmd, giving us a picture
of that period which we could never
forget; but such we could not expect
from the men who created the fur-trade
—they were far too engrossed in the
management and working of the great
fur-collecting agencies to think of writ-
mg accounts of things which to them
were of no special significance.  Indeed,
one and all of the fur-traders were ap-
parently subiimely oblivious of the fact
that they were making history. Perhaps
it 1s this very unconsciousness that in-
vests their diaries and letters with such
deep interest. They were not written
or publication, nor for any other pur-
pose than to give a bare account of their
transactions and exploits. Whatever de-
merits they may have, we may at least
be thankful that as a rule they are re-
liable and that they cover the.ground
fairlv well.  Without them we should be
able to lecarn very little of the early
history of our country.

During the winter months, Simon Fra-
ser was industriously engaged. We sece
him collecting furs, bartering for the
products of the fisheries and of the chase,
gathering information about the country,
and making plans for future explora-
tions. With very little assistance from
the outside he had to supply the posts at
Stuart and IFraser Lakes with provisions.
and much of the time was spent in ob-
taining salmon from the Indians. We
may ]udcrc of the value placed by the
natives on the wares of the whiteman
when we read that fifty fish were ob-
tained for one small axe. But this price
Fraser deems high. From the manu-
script Journal of John Stuart we learn
that the post at Rocky Mountain Port-
age looked to the “Red Deer,” or elk.
for a supply of meat, but in New Cale-
donia the posts clepended for sustenance
almost entirely upon the salmon fishery.
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Trading posts were always more or less
dependent upon the natural resources of
the districts in which they were situated,
and consequently the fare was good or
bad as the districts were well or ill
stocked with game. In this respect New
Caledonia in early years had an unen-
viahle reputation for the poor quality of
its fare. Both John McLean and D. W.
Harmon refer to this, the former being
very outspoken in his condemnation.
IFlour, tea, sugar, spirits, and possibiy
a few other luxuries, were supplied to
the posts, but in limited quantities only,
as transportation was always a difficuit
and delicate matter. .

Here and there in I'raser’s letters and
journais we gather something of the
character of the Indians, but from an
ethnological point of view his remarks
are not of great value. The explorer was
not favourably impressed with the na-
tives for he tells James McDougall that
thev are “sweetmouths, thieves, lyers,
and in short have every bad quality,
therefore you have no occasion to believe
them. It matters very little if a person
is hated or beloved by them as they are
a lazy set of vagabonds.” Yet he was
always very diplomatic and tactful in his
dealings with them, as indeed it was
necessary for him to be, seeing that the
forces of the Company were at the mercy
of the people he so despised. The dis-
trict was the home of many fur-bearing
animals, being especially rich in beaver,
but the natives were by no means in-
clined to devote their whole time to the
gathering of skins—an unpardonable sin
i the eves of the head of the ncw de-
partment. Not infrequently the men in
charge of the different posts were cx-
horted to make the Indians work, but in
spite of all efforts, they would not dili-
gently apply themselves to the killing of
animals. The fur of the beaver was most
highly prized and the success of a trader
was gauged by the number of pelts he
obtained. Hence the anxiety of the little
hand of adventurers to procure the as-
sistance of the native population. Of
course, as the Indians became more and
more addicted to the use of the wares
of the white men, they became more
tractable. It was always the policy of
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the Hudson’s Bay Company and of the
Northwest Company to make the lndians
dependent upon their forts and so render
them amenable to discipline. One of the
most wonderful results of this farsighted
policy was that the natives soon came to
look upon the servants and goods of the
Companies as sacred. The abandon-
ment of a fort would be deemed
by the Indians of the neighbourhood as
a disaster, and a refractory tribe could
receive no greater punishment than this.
It was also largely due to this wise
policy that Indian wars and massacres,
arc comparatively unknown in the history
of the fur-trade. So it was possible for
a handful of men none too well cquipped,
to establish in the territory west of the
Rocky Mountains, in the midst of
treacherous tribes, peaceful trading sta-
tions. When we come to think of it,
it is nothing short of marvellous that
I‘raser in one short year should have ac-
complished so much, in the face of so
many and great difficultics. IHis success
speaks volumes for his tact and forbear-
ance. A false step at the outset would
have mvited disaster.

All this time I'raser was preparing for
further explorations. We are told that
it was not until well on in the year 1807
that he received definite instructions to
explore the Great River of MackKenzie,
but before this, if we rcad his letters
aright, he had decided to explore the
waterway at the carliest opportunity.
We may conclude, perhaps that he
deemed his general instructions sufficient
warrant for such an undertaking and that
the specific instructions recferred to by
AMasson, and Nlorice, were forwarded,
as stated by them, Dbecause the
explorer had himself asked for further
supplies for this very undertaking, and
because of the success of  Captains
Lewis and Clark in the valley of the
Columbia River. In 1805, when Ifraser
was selected to open up the territory to
the west of the Rocky Mountains, it is
likely that the object of the American
expedition was not fully appreciated by
the Northwest Company. But, as soon
as the successes of Lewis and Clark
were bruited abroad, the Company no
doubt deemed it imperative that their
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own agent in the west should hasten his
departure for the shores of the Pacific
in order to prevent the Amcricans claim-
ing the whole territory by virtue of their
discoveries.

In the letter to James McDougall of
January 3ist, 1807, already 1Lf011e(l to,
I'raser (llstmuly stated that he wished
to have in rcadiness “all the goods that
will be required for going down the Col-
umbia in the Spring.” Again, in a let-
ter to John Stuart, written the day after
the once to l\l.LDOUOZIH he speaks more
fully :—"1 now inform you of a plan 1
have for the summer expeditions, \Vthh
is this, to get ail the goods required *
blought over to 1\cll\¢141011 as soon as pos-
sible upon the ice. Dy going round by
the new road, when the navigation is
open would cause the loss of much time
and I expect that the ice will break up
in this river nearly a month before the
lakes of the mountains. * 10 pieces
goods exclusive of provisions will answer
for going below, viz., three bales—one-
halt Dale Icttles, one-half case Guns,
one Capitte, one Case [ron, one-half Rol;
Tobacco, one Keg Powder, one Bag Ball,
one Bag Snot, and one-half Keg High
Wines, aind | doubt if this same can be
spared.  Trout Lake must not be left
destitute for the summer and something
will be required for Nakazleh.”  In the
light of the explicit sentence contained
in the letter to McDougall, the expres-
sion “going below™ can only refer to
the projected exploration of the Ta-
coutche Tesse. The great difficulty
obtaining supplies for the expedition no
doubt caused I'raser much worry and
troubic.  The long, difficult route by way
of the Parsnip and Bad Rivers was out
of the question, for goods brought in by
this way, if they escaped total destruc-
tion, were almost bound to be seriously
damaged.  Then the route by McLeod
l.ake, Crooked River, Summit Lake, and
Giscome Portage (not so named in Fra-
ser’s day), while more direct than the
hrst mentioned, was at the best tedious
and dangerous. There only remained the
“New Road,” so frequently referred to
in the letters of the fur-trader. This
“New Road™” was evidently the trail from
McLeod Lake to Stuart Lake, past Car-
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rier Lake. It will be remembered that

James McDougall blazed the road in the
summer of 1805, when he crossed from
Trout Lake to Nakazleh overland. The
remoteness of the new posts, and the
dangers of the routes by which they
might be approached, rendered it an ex-
Lccdmgl) difficult matter to keep them
adequately suppied with the goods
which were needed for the trade of New
Caledonia. It was quite impossible to
enlarge the sphere of influence of tie
Company without an additional force oi
men and supplies. As we have seen the
failure of the brigade to arrive in 1806
placed I'raser in a very awkward predi-
cament. But in the face of difficulties
which would have disheartened a man of
less determination, he doggedly perse-
vered in his work., Anxious as he was,
however, to follow the course of the
river discovered by Sir Alexander Nlc-
INenzie, he found it mmpossible to do so
in the Spring of 1807, owing to the fact
that the force at his disposal was insuffi-
cient for the purpose. If he had ad-
hered to his original idea he would have
been obiiged to leave the posts he had
just estabhshecl practically unprotected.

But in the fall of 1807 Jules Maurice
Quesnel and Hugh Faries arrived with
two canoes laden with supplies.- They
also brought from the headquarters of
the Company an important letter, in-
structing Simon Jraser to explore with-
out loss of time the Great River of Mc-
Kenzie. This timely assistance made pos-
sible the establishment of yet another
post, and IFort George was built at the
confluence of the Nechaco and Fraser
Rivers. We may infer that this fort was
built more particularly as a base for the
expedition which was to descend the
Great River, although in time it became
an important tradmcr centre. The fact
that I'raser mstmctecl John Stuart,
the month of February, 1807, to forward
the supplies needed for the projected ex-
pedition to Nakazleh, or Stuart Lake.
does not necessarily nnply that Fraser
started from that post in the following
vear. We know that the explorer foun
it impossible to. adhere to his originai
phn of descending the stream in the
spring of 1807, and it is likely that the
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areater portion of the merchandise or-
dered from IFort McLeod was consumed
hefore the arrival of Quesnel and Faries,
and, if this should have been the case,
we may presume that the goods brought
in by these two men were used by Fra-
ser in outfitting his expedition.

As we do not wish to weary the ren-
der with details, we will not record here
the happenings of the winter months.
I'raser superintended the work at the
various posts and completed his arrange-
ments for the exploration of the river
shortly to be named in his honour. We
may presume that, as in the previous win-
ter, his headquarters were at Stuart Lake,
by far the most congemai spot in New
Caledonia. The winter wears away,
spring at last arrives, the rivers and
streams are released from hyperborean
thraldom, and Simon Fraser prepares for
that eventful journev which was des-
tined to bring him fame and honour.

Heretofore, the work of the founder
of New Caledonia had beén exceedingly
difficult and exceedingly dangerous, but
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all his privations, all his hardships, all
iis sutferings. pale into insignificance in
comparison with his terrible experiences
on that ever memorable vovage to the
Pacific Dante, with all the sublime gran-
deur of his imagination. could scarcely
have -depicted more awful scenes than
those which were presently to meet the
gaze of the Scotch fur-trader. Sky-
piercing crags: carth piercing chasms;
wild-raging waters, swirling tumultu-
ously headlong through the narrow
gloomy portals of deep-cut canvons: vista
upon vista of majestic snow crowneidl
mountain peaks : silent dark impenetrable
forests: beautiful table:ands and exten-
sive rolling plains: fat meadows. hills,
dells. high towered rocks, tumbling rills,
and mountain streams: of such a nature
was the country through which this in-
trepid man had to force his way. Treach-
erous natives on every side added to the
difficulties of this fearful journey. Yet
from first to last we hear no cry of dis-
may from Simon Fraser, the man of
iron nerve and dauntless courage.

(To be continued)

An OIld Friend.

E. W. Wise

Though but an old Paint Box
Well worn and chipped too
How many bright hours

Have I oft spent with vou.

The happy time passed
In modest endeavour
Has ever afforded

The greatest of pleasure.

An ideal companion
You never complain
With vou alls contentinent
In sunshine or rain.

Were one's friends as steadfast
As loval and as true

The world would be brighter
The sky ever blue.

Just onc final touch

In the fading twilight
And I close you up gently
Ay old friend Good-Night.



The Opening of the B. C. Season.

Bonnycastle Dale

Y ! but they are late this vear,”
one can imagine the gamebirds
saving. “Here is October and
except for a few Indians and

Scttlers, our little ones are quite safe to
dust themsclves on the trail. It gives
us more time to get strong and to fly
harder and make better sport all the wav
around.”

So say the birds.

“I wish the whole sweeping of them
were killed,” an old rancher remarked to
me. “We are onlvy buving bird seed,
for the plaguey things scratch up half
the crop. l've a good mind to bring
my farm indoors every night,” and he
winked at me. He was an Ontario far-
mer that had read some of the glowing
literature prepared by men that might

more profitably prepare top-dressing. He
had come out here; and for the five
thousand dollars he received for his hun-
dred-acre farm in the east could only
get a farm with five to ten acres cleared
in spots. No wonder he spoke of shel-
tering it at night.

So sav the farmers.

"It gives the birds longer to streng-
then; but we lose our blue grouse shoot-
ing. The voung chap on the farm gets
a better chance at the half tame flocks
with his murderous gun, but it keeps
the city horde peuned up a month longer.
so there will be a month's less intrusion
on other men’s property.”

So spake the sportsman.

And in their wisdom the Provincial
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Government decided” October the first
should be the opening dav.

Thus decided the Solons.

[For several months we have watched
the birds, Fritz often getting so close
to them as to have readiiy caught the
voung had he wanted to do so. The
quail have, as usual, produced large
covevs from ten to fourteen or sixteen
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The Quail Have, as Usual, Produced
Large Coveys.

voung. The mothers get so used to our
observation of the nests that they do not
flare until our outstretched hand is ap-
proaching the nest. Dear little birds!—
how universally vou are scattered, and

how nicely vou manage to dissolve your--

sclves into some most convenient bush
the moment vou risc.

The pheasants, grain fed, king of
thieves that they are, sneaking through
the crop after having broken down many
stalks by the impact of their descent, are
fat and sleek—rather beaux of the game
bird world. [ often laugh to sec the
big, bold bright eye of a cock staring
at me among the tops of the ripening
grain; then comes the sharp chuckiing
call for his harem: and, after running
to safe distance, away he goes to the
sheltering forest.

The blue grouse were in fair quantitics
high up the hills early in the summer.
In the late spring [ heard them hooting
in various places on the [slands, and
on this big. most trebly blessed, Van-
couver Island.

There is an odd unwritten law among
the settlers that this big game bird can
be Killed during any of the days of the
spring and early summer. I have heard
of cases of respectable peopie actually
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ating him during April, May and June.
I know that certain farmers ascertain
the location of the nests of the pheasant
and kil the bird on the cggs arguing
that they arc saving their crops by so
doing. I know that city boys, right in
our capital, kill the roosting pheasant at
night in the parks, simply by knocking
them oft the branch with a long stick.

I must tell you a little adventure of
mme. Daisy and I,—Daisy is my Gor-
don Setter—were taking a ramble on
Beacon Hill just as the sun was tinting
the Olvmpics a wondrous pink and pur-
ple.  The dog, taking scent of a quail
stood barking. and I wandered up to her
point and discovered a small boy with
a small tin bathtub beside him. Cleanly
lad 1 thought, to thus carly bathe in the
salt sea, and then take a fresh water
wash in his little  tin tub—quite  an
example to all the dirty hittle chaps that
stay abed late. Now do vou think that
cleaminess was the incentive that thus
arly prodded this lad from his Dbed.
Nay, nay! The tin bath tub was his
bark. He had early launched it afloat
on the calm surface of the park lake, and
hand paddled it over to the artificial

The Ringnecked Pheasant.

island so that he might rob the swans of
their big dull white eggs. He does not
appeal to me by his cleanliness any more ;
and it was well for him that I did not
discover his malus cremplus for many
weeks afterwards.  The Wiilow-grouse
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or Ruffed grouse are regaining their lost
place. Jhc terrible sl’mOhtu of a few
years ago almost \vlpccl them out: bhut
we raise many a pair now in our Natural
History work afield.

So the season of safety has passed.
All the sheltered nooks in mountain
bench and timbered valley are safe no
longer. Agam in fancy I heard the birds
say: “Never mind that chap with the
nice, new gun and the pretty suit; he
could not hit anvthing but a ribbon with
a pair of scissors. Look out! See that

The Ruffled Grouse.

fellow with the old soiled hat—gun looks
a bt time-stained—he’s  dangerous—
away we go. Look out!! Oh!its a bar-
barian with a pump gun, the most dan-
gerous tiing we meet, myv dears; he
will shoot as long as anvthing flies.” ([
don’t sce¢ any difference between him and
the chap that uses dynamite to kill fish).

This promises to be an excellent duck-
ing yvear. Quantities of voung Mallards
and Dintail were awing late in July.

I remember Daisy bcln0 nearly scared
to death by an ambitious amateur. The
lad I'ritz and the dog and I were exam-
ining a marshy vallC\ for used nests, to
see the condition they had been left in.
The shooting season was just open.
Ahead of us we espied what to all intents
and purposes was a muskrat house. Now
I have never met any muskrats on Van-
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couver Island, so I was deeply interested,
[t was well built and high from the
ground. Iritz, boyishly, begged for a
shot through it with his little specimen
rifle. I forbade this unneccessary cruel-
ty. Daisy scampered ahead and nosed it
—when suddenly the whole big grassy
structure rose in the air, and a very an-
gry boy appeared and abused the poor
setter heartily while a flock of Pintails
rose unharmed into the air. This musk-
rat—no I beg your pardon—this young-
ster had risen earlv—as did our fuen(l
of the bathtub and swan episode—and
had taken his mother’s silk umbrella and
carefully sewn big patches of tullies and
dry grass all over it and then ensconsing
himseif underneath awaited the swim-
ming along of the flock of Pintails. No
doubt he would have “swatted” them on
the water. I would love to hear his
mother’s remarks when she spys the um-
brella of the thousand holes. We had
another laugh that day. Two young
Englishmen admired our canoe as it lay
on the beach. I offered them a loan of
it to just try a paddle in it, as they sol-
emnly assured me they were used to can-

Pintails.

ocing on the Thames. I pushed it three-
quarters afloat and the first chap got in
and sat down on the seat—just as thouoh
it were a very dainty chair. He facec
the stern. The other chap stepped warily
in and sat facing the bow. I pushed it
out very gently; and they both paddled
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A Good “Right and Left,” Pictured as They Fell.

—against one another. Iritz fell on his
stomach on the sand in an agony of
langhter, trying his best to choke it down
that the most excellent comedy might
not be unduly curtailed. Even Dalsy
wore a broad smile and her enthusiastic
tail encouraged them to go on and con-
quor. Then they saw their mistake; but
instecad of the bowman simply turning
around, both started to exchange places.
Luckily the water was shallow. They
stood half erect for a brief moment, dur-
mg which the canoe seemed to be tremb-
ling with excitement; then evidently dis-
custed with such land-lubbers, she threw
one out on either side—note the impar-
tiality of the canoe—then Daisy and I
joimed Iritz in his agony on the sand—
and the Englishmen waded ashore.

What a short memory all Vancouver
Island gunners seem to have! October
st is the date ; yet almost every mother’s
son of them awoke on the last day of
\cptcmbcr and promptly mistook it for
the opening day. Last year I did not
have my will made out so did not venture
into the thickly populated bush until the

evening of the first of September. All
the game had been killed and shipped
home by then. I was just a day and a
half late. In some cases I was over a
month late, as guns had been punctuat-
ing the silence ail the preceding summer.
lh(_ last poacher L met was a wonder.

He was an undersized squat halfbreed.
I noticed a tall, bony grey mare tied
beside the trail.  Suddenly, Bang! bang!-
went a gun in the firs beside her and out
rushed a wee dark-faced lad.  He cved
the dog and the boy and, darting to the
opposite side of the trail, siczed a rough
telegraph repairer’s ladder, then ran back
to the side of the tall horse, erected the
ladder, ran up and scrambled onto the
bare back of the ancient charger, push-
ing the ladder out with the same kick
that started the—well let us stiil call it
—horse, and hurriedly clattered down
the road shedding a quail at every bound!

Daisyv retrieved this benchicient shower
in noble style; but this was the first and
only time that our exemplary trio had
possession of game before the legalized
seasorn.



Black Hawk Hank.

Ruth Everett

T°S a rummy ribbon of water, andl
no mistake,” said Mr. Duckley, as
his camping party stood on the
banks of the St. Vrain's River

and watched the railroad ties floating
down from the timber regions above, to
their destination below.

“Those logs would
blows, 1'm thinking,”
mond.

“Still, there seem to be unmistakable
signs that others have forded 1t, else
wh\ tlnx road leading directly into the
water? L know Lhcms a bridge, but
it's tlncc miles below, and it would be
night before we could get down there
and cross. What shall we do?” said Mr.
Buckley, turning to the others.

A few were willing to take the risk,
but the women begged their hushands
not to attempt it; and Ilorence Buckley
said she simply could not: she would
die of fright.  The poor little creature,
for whose sake, principally, the trip had
been  taken, trembled: her lips went
white, her blue eves swam in tears.

Just at that moment, on the opposite
side of the river, appeared about as fine
a specimen of horse and man as onc is
often pernutted to look upon. It was
“Black Hawk Hank,” who had gained
his soubriquet  from having passed a
number of vears among the Ulack Hawk
Indians : part of the time as a prisoner,
when a lad, and atter he came to be a
man simply because he did not go away.
The mountameer had noticed the per-
plexity of the camping party, and with
that spontancous generosity  which s
horn of those Rockies, he drove his horse,
“Black Bob,” down mto the turbulent
current of the river. The campers
watched with Dbated breath cvery step
of the noble horse, and, the transit was
made in safety.

“I reckon ye want ter git on t’other

give knock-out
said -Mr. Ham-

side of this river to pitch tent fur thy
night,” said Black Hawk Hank.

“We do,” said Mr. Buckley, “and now
that we have seen you do it, perhaps
our party can agree to make the at-
tempt.”

“"Don't papa! Our horses have never
waded the river, like this gentleman's.
I am sure we shali all be drowned if you
try it. If onc of those big logs should
come down and strike our wagon, it
would surely be upset. We can stay
here tomoht and go down to the bridge
in the morning.”

The entire party looked to Black Hawk
Hank as if they expected him to act as
umpire,

"I reckon ye can git across all right.
But as they’s a lot of women in vour
outhit, and th’ little gal seems to be right
skeert, I'll jest strike out fur our camp
and bring down th’ rest uv th’ boys;
then we'll be sure uv no accidents, an’
sure uv doin’ th’ job right. I'll be back
again in about a half hour.”

Down he went into the icy water of
the river, and within the time he had
specified, he and five companions came
down to the opposite side of the St.
Vrain, but Black Hawk Hank alone
crossecd over to the campers.

It was finally decided to cross the
river in two installments ; the provisions,
bedding and camping outfit were to g0
first: thc more precious human fives
would be risked afterwards, if the first
load should reach the other side in safety.
The mountaineers on the opposite bank
armed themselves with long poles, with
which to push the logs to one side, if any
should chance to come floating down
while the crossing was being made

The mules which were hltched to the
wagon were driven down into the streant,
but when the main current had been
reached, the animals were actually lifted
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from their feet by its force. Encum-
bered as they were 1t was impossible for
them to swim; moreover, at any moment
a log might come swirling down and
sweep them away. Seemingly animated
bv one accord, the six mountaineers
sprang into the swift current, risking
their lives for people they had never
seen before. The men lifted the wagon-
bed above the waves, two of them
clutched the bridles of the mwles, and
thus guided them safely to the other
shore.

But for the family to cross over, the
mules were unhitched, and the horses
of the mountaineers were harnessed 1
their stead. Most of the camping party
were willing to make the attempt to
cross; but l*lounce begged Black Hawk
J[anl\ to take her clown to the bridge on
his horse. Of course this was not to be
thought of, and her father told the hys-
1cnml oirl that she must cross as the
others dld Reluctantly enough she got
into the wagon. but they lmd scarccl\'
gone two \zud:, into the water when
Ilor ence let forth a piercing scream, and,
reaching out her arms to Black Hawk
‘ank she said:

“Oh, take me out?
shail be drowned.”

[n his strong arms he lifted the girl
from the wagon-bed on to his own 1101 sc,
which he was riding close beside them.
l.ooking across the river Hank shouted
to his companions:

“Tend th' rest uv th' party, boys. I
must look out fur this little gal.”

With the despairing strength of death,
Florence clung to him, bunmo her face
i his bare ncd\, which she wet with her
tears.  Through her choking sobs she
said :

“You are big and strong; vou won't
let me die, will you? I am so young,
and I am afraid of death. It's horrible
to think I shall be put in the ground, and
—and—all the rain water would seep
through unto me. I am so scared I
can’t raise my head. If T were to look
at that awful water I should die; I know
I should.™

“Never mind, honey.
head a bit.”

He leaned his own head down,

Take me out. 1

Don't raise your

and
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with his big hand, so tanned and brown,
he patted her L]]CCI\ and covered her eyes.
She felt that they were going up a hill ;
and i a moment more she lmu\ thcv
were on dry land, and she was buno
lifted down from the horse. In a tcw
moments more her father and other
friends came up on the bank ; all had got-
ten safelv over,

The mountaineers, one and all, refused
to take any money for what thev had
done. They were wet to the skin, with
water that was ice-cold: but in spite of
this, Frederick Bowen, called “Doc,” by
his companions, and Black Hawk Hank,
insisted upon remaining with their new
friends to help them scttlc for the night,
as it was now pretty late.

“It makes a whole lot uv (liﬂ"lcncc
where and how ve pltdl ver tent,” said.
Black Hawk Hank. *Ye don't want to
be too near th' mountain, nur vit too
necar th' river. Ye can't tell never when
one uv them mountain streams is comin’
up te slide th' land down onter ve, nur
when th' river's goin® to overflow her
banks, on account uv th’ snow meltin’ up
in th" mountains.  All them things has
got to be took into consideration.”

With the additional help the campers
were soon settled : they insisted that Dr.
Bowen and DBlack Hawk Hank stay to
supper with them.  All were hungry, and
all ate well; but there was more excite-
ment in store for that mght.  IFlorence
Buckley and Joscphine Hammond had
straved off some distance from the tents,
when Josephine came running into the
camp screammg and erving

“Oh, the mules.  “The mules.
mules have killed IFlorence.”

Evervbody started to run: bhut “Doc.”
and DBlack Hawk Hank reached the scene
of the accident first.  There cach man
acted upon the instinets with which he
was born and his past training. Dr.
Bowen stooped down to examine Flor-
ence, while Black Hawk FHank gave the
girl onc glance, then rushed on towards
the tethered mule. A large hmb from a
trec which had been cut and trimmed
for some purpose lay upon the ground.
The giant mountaineer took this club in
both his hands, lifted it high above his
head, and with all his mighty strength,

I'he
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sent it crashing down unto the mule’s
head, just between the ears and a little
in front. _

The animal dropped to the ground like
a shot.

Hank jumped on him, kicked him, and,
with profuse intermingled profanity,
ejaculated :

“There, you dirty beast! You'il never
kick no little gals agin in this world, 1
reckon.”

Then he walked into camp, where Dr.
Bowen told him that although I'lorence
had recovered consciousness, he 1as
afraid she was seriously hurt. That he,
the doctor, would go back to their own
camp and return later with some reme-
dies of which he had nced. Then he
would watch throughout the night with
the wounded girl.

IFlorence soon got well; her principle
trouble being shock.  Biack Hawk Hank
insisted upon replacing the mule he had
killed, as also upon lending Ilorence a
pony, which he had “gentled” himself,
which he warranted sure-footed and up
to no tricks.

One day when Mr. Buckley and Dr.
Bowen were talking of this queer, half-
civilized creature the doctor said:

“Hank 15 a compound of diametrically
opposite traits; such, for instance, as
cruelty and kindness.  He killed that
mule with a fury which only regretted
that the beast had not a hundred lives
which he could take: but I never saw
him strike or kick his dog in my life. He
has a pet chipmunk that he calls ‘Truz.’
Hank found the httle thing when it was
more than half dead from drowning, in
the flood. He warmed it to life under his
flannel shirt. vight next his own body ;
and let me tell vou, an insult to ‘Truz’
wotld cost the offender his life.”

The mnext day Iorence asked the
ranchman why he had never introduced
her to “luz.”

“Oh, lI'uz knows all my secrets; an’
he's a reg'lar tattler; he’d sure tell vou
‘em.  But here’s sum vi'lets I picked ter-
day atween two snow-banks. Ye kin
have ‘'em ef ve want ‘em. I'm sure they
wont tell no tales.” ’

But when the girl took the violets and
buried her nose in them for a few mo-
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ments, the flowers did tell; then she,
blushingly arose and put them in water,
The very next day “Fuz” was brought
over to the Buckley camp. His master

_put him in Ilorence’s lap, and the girl

and the chipmunk struck up an instantan-
cous flirtation. She caressed and petted
the little animal and called him a little
darling.”

When Black Hawk Hank was riding
back to his own ranch he took “Fuz"
out of his bosom and said to him:

“See here; ye durn iittle rascal. Don't
vou go te try te cuttin’ me out with that
gal o' mine. Coz ef ye do, I'll wring yer
neck ez sure ez you're a blame little cus.
She called ye ‘darling,” and she kissed ye
right there on that spot. Gee! how that
did make me feel. Don’t ye know, Fuz,
ef that little gal’d kiss me, an’ call me—.
Why, don’t ve know, Fuz, I'd give you
to her, I'd give Black Bob to her, I'd
give her the whole dammed ranch, th'
fifty thousan’ head o’ cattle, the horses,
the very shirt off my back; an’ I'd be
exiled inter th’ wigwams uv th’ Black
Hawlk Injuns, an’ stay there till I die.”

As tenderly as a woman could- have
done it, the big barbarian lifted FFuz to
his lips.  When he put the animal back
in his hosom, there were two tears on the
chipmunk’s back. Hank hit his horse
a little chip with his heels, and said:

"Go it, Bob. Go it like th’ devil. You
know how I feel, don’t ye old boy?”

The horse ran at his hest speed thus
to quiet his master’s nerves; and later.
when Black Bob was more slowly walk-
ing along, the big brown hand was again
slipped under the shirt and Fuz was
drawn forth for another consultation.

“Say, FFuz, I wish you’d ax th’ ole man
ef he’ll give me his gal. Durned ef |
ain't skeert uv that job. Tell him Il
be good to her, Fuz; an’ tell him ’at I'll
never drink another dam drop uv whis-
kev, nur say a cuss word. An’ say, Fuz,
I} try te think up th’ prayers my mother
learnt me afore them cussed Redskins
stole me.  An’ I'll swear te God, Fuz.
‘at Ill git down on my marrer bones an’
say them prayers every dam night an’
mornin’ uv my life.”
~ He put Fuz back under his shirt, for
Just then, seeing Dr. Bowen coming to-
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wards him, DBlack Hawk Hank reigned
up, evidently possessed of a new idea.

“Say, Doc. I want you ter do sump-
thin’ fur me. Now I'm dead gone on
that gal. Do ye think th’ ole man’ll give
her te me?”

Dr. Bowen had seen enough to know
to whom Hank referred, so he answered
right to the point. “I don’t know, Hank.
He might do worse.”

“Now, say, Doc. Suppose you do tiv’
lib’ral fur me, old pard, an’ pop te th’
ole man fur me. Won't ye? Damn it,
Doc., if ye will, I'll give tl’ best hundred
head uv cattle on th’ ranch.”

"I’d do anything in my power for you,
old man; but youll fare better if you
have vour own talk with Mr. Buckley;
besides, I’'m going to Pueblo to-night. I
just came out to tell you so.”

Dr. Bowen had proposed to Florence
that afternoon himself; had been re-
jected, so he felt that he needed a change
of scene.

In the most stumbling, awkward way,
Black Hawk Hank asked Mr. Buckley for
his daughter. To the girl herself, the big
ranchman had never lisped a syllable of
love. MAlr. Buckley not only positively re-
fused his consent, but he brutally told
Black Hawk Hank that he had abused
the confidence of an unsuspicious family.

Hold on, Mr. Buckley. Don’t go ter
shootin’ yer mouth off quite so brash. I
hain’t never abused nun uv yer confi-
dence, ez ye call it. I couldn’t uv, fur I
ain't never said a word te th’ little gal
‘bout love in my life. I spect ye want
her te marry sum fine city chap. DBut tlY’
grandest dood thet ever topped his cocoa-
nut with a plug hat, couldn’t luv her no
more ‘nur no bettern I do; bless her
purty eyes.”

“Don’t I remember when yvour wagon
wuz agoin’ down in th’ water how she
stretched out her little hands fur me te
save her; an’ how she almost jumped into
my arms; an’ how she clung ter me an’
buried her little face, thet wuz so ail wet
with tears, inter my neck; so ’fraid wuz
she ter look on th’ water. An’ how she
trusted me te save her life; not you, her
father, but me, a stranger.

“Why, man alive, frum that minit I
luved her more an’ better 'n I ever be-
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lieved that a man could luv. An’ I've
sumtimes thought ’at th’ little gal luvs
me. LEf I knowd she did, an’ even ef
you'd circle yer camp with fire, on Black
Bob’s back I'd take a dash through,
snatch my little gal up off th’ ground,
an’ away we'd go. They aint nuthin’ in
this neck uv woods in th’ shape uv horse
er man thet could ketch us. But ef they
wuz, an’ that little gal 'ud jest put her
arms aroun’ my neck agin, an’ cry ter
stay with me, you couldn't take her away,
unless ye laid me out stiff an’ dead first.

“An’ I haint no poor man, nuther; she
don’t hev ter stay in these mountains ; she
kin live enny place she wants ter. Durn
it, man, I'm rich; I s'pect I'm a great deal
richer'n you are. An’ 1 aint sech a bad
lookin’ cuss ez sum ’‘at I've seen, nuther.
Tog me out with biled shirts, plug hats,
store cloze, an’ a shiner er two, an’ no
woman need n’t be ‘shamed uv me.”

Thus with crude eloquence and ardor
did Black Hawk Hank plead his cause.
Once launched he found no lack of
words; but alas, to no avail, for Mr.
Buckley said:

"You have mistaken the gratitude of an
innocent child for love. Why, you illit-
erate Indian-runner, if I‘lorence knew
how vou feel towards her, she would
shrink away from you with loathing ; she
would die of fear. Leave the camp, and
never show vour face here again.” And
Mr Buckley turned on his heel and
walked away.

The intended insult of being called “an
illiterate Indian-runner,” made no im-
pression on Black Hawk Ilank, but the
thought that his little girl couid shrink
away from him in fear, that made his
soul sick. For a moment he stood stock-
still on the spot where Mr. Buckley had
left him; then, resting one hand on the
pommel of the saddle, he slowly mounted
his horse. DBlack DBob, as though con-
scious of his master’s rout, hung his
head and shambled along, as slowly and
painfully as could a worn-out horse,
dragging a pedlar’'s cart through the
tenement district of a city.

But Mr. Buckley was uneasy. There
was no telling what that big ranchman’s
turbulent tide of love might catch up and
carry away. To guard against this, he
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told his wife that business, connected
with the smelters, demanded his presence
in Pueblo; and as he probably could not
come back to the camp, they would all
better go home; but not a word did he
sav to any one as to the real cause of
“striking camp” so early in the season.

The Buckleys had not been in Pueblo
a month when they heard that Black
Hawk Hank, who had been going it at a
terrible pace in the way of gambling and
drinking, was in jail for killing a man in
a drunken row.

e e e e
) 24 8 5

A voung woman asked the Pucblo
jailer to let her see Black Hawk Hank.
At that time, in those mining camps,
there was no such a thing as red tape,
or permits from the Commissioner of
Correction to see a prisoner. Nor did a
murderer lose cast; on the contrary, he
was, not infrequently, considered quite an

important personage.  So, when the
voung woman turned her tearful eves

upon the jaier and said:

"And—and—you will not tell anybody
that 1 was here, will you?" she got this
assurance.

1 don’t even know it, miss. And 1
would swear on a stack of Bibles as high
as the moon, or higher, if you could stack
‘em up, that I never saw you in my life.”

When brought hefore the prisoner, she
put her two ]Ill](, hands on his big bIO\V]l
hands; tears looded her eyes as she said:

"My friend, my poor, dear friend, I am
SO SOrry: so sorry.  You saved my life
and you know | never can forget it.”

Then she laid her little face on his
neck and eried @ just as she had cried on
that day when he was carryving her across
the St Vrain river. lhcn Ifuz came
scampering out of his master’s bosom, for
his share of the notice.

“Oh, vou darling little Fuz. 1 am so
gilad you have him with vou; he will be
such a lot of company to vou.”

They talked for a long time: she beg-
ging him to let her do somcthmo for hlb
greater comfort. He said:

“Yes, little gal, T'll let ve do sumpthin’
fur me. They kaint l\ecp me here long
fur they wuz cver so many thar thet
knows ti wuz a clear case of kill ur be
killed. I don't need nuthin’, the whole
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camp’s my friend; and th' grand jury
wont even indict me. I'll soon be out uv
this; an’ [ want ye ter promise me ‘at ye
wont cum here no more; an’ ’at ye wont
teil nobody ye wuz here. Doc’s bin here
terday, an’ he’ll do everything thet's
needed.”

She gave him the promise he asked,
then leaned over and kissed him; but, as

if it were the refrain of her song, she
said :
“I am sorry. Oh, I am so sorry. Ior

you know you saved my life, and you al-
ways seemed to me so big and strong that
I could not help loving you.”

Again she threw her arms around his
neck ; again she bent her head down on
his breast, while her frail body shook
with sobs.

At that instant the mountaineer deter-
mined upon his future course. He held
her Lo iis heart a moment and softly
kissed her light-brown hair; it was such
a little thing, and he was giving up more
than the luke-warm ever know anything
about.

Then she was gone; and darkness set
in for the big-hearted savages. IFor long
liours the moody man sat in his cell pay-
ing heed to nothing, not even to Fuz. At
last he said:

“Ifuz, what a dam fool I wuz, any-
way. Why didn't I ax th gal instid uv
the ole man? Tuz, ole boy, she'll be good
ter ye, I know she will. And say, IFuz,
cf you're ever in luv with a gal, don't
go an’ make a dam fool uv yerself by
axin’ th” ole man, coz he haint got nuthin’
ter do with it, in a gen ‘ral way, nohow,
Fuz.  An' wuss an’ all th’ rest, IFuz,
don’t go ter makin’ a still bigger dam
fool uv verself, by octtm drunk an’
rowin’ an’ oamblm roun’ an’ killin” folks
coz thet ccltn]y duz settle it, l*uz Yer
couldn’t marry no good gal, an’ hev little
babies 'at ‘d call ve daddy, after that,
now could ver, I'uz? No, ye couldn't,
an’ yer know it ez well ez I do. So
thevs only one thing left. It wuz jest on
that spot, Fuz.”

He raised the little animal revenently
to his lips.

“Well, good bye, ole feller.”

Then he laid down on his bunk. After
that day he spent much of his time with
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his lawyer, .and an old Indian woman,
who had heen his foster-mother when he
was with the Black Hawk tribe, came to
see him many times and they talkcd long
in the Indian tongue. He was kept pootcd
as to how his case was going on, but the
day they came to tell him he was free,
that no indictment had been found
against him, they found that he was in-
deed free; his soul had broken its jail.
How, no one ever knew ; but it is proba-
ble that his old Indian foster-mother had
brewed for him a volatile poison which
left no trace behind it.
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All his worldly goods, and they were
many, he left to Florence Buckley. To
her kindest care he also commended Ifuz.

He died ‘that shc might love and
marry a better man.’ b\ so doing he
surrounded his memory w ith a halo that
nothing could tarnish; and thus endowed
IFlorence with a priceless treasure; for in
her heart there will ever live one perfect
man. Semi-savage that he was, he fore-
saw the long strctch, and he settied it in
his own way.

But he built his temple of love better
than he knew.

The Truth of Pretence.

M. Percival Judge

OLS it help in everyday life to be
able to see things poetically and
to find and enjoy the beauty
around vou when an ordmary

person would see nothing?” asked the
[nvalid. He had been a bank clerk

the city, but had lost his situation
through a long protracted illness, and at
the present moment was well aware he
had not many hours to live. The minor
poet sat by the one little attic window
watching through the smoke of the chim-
nevs near, a slender crescent moon slip
behind a luminous bank of vellow-grey

clouds. IHe turned to look at the speaker
Wwing in bed, and his heart seemed to

stand still with pity at the other’s gaunt
\\'hitc face. "Yes,” he said thoughtfully,

"L think it does help, though ])Llhdpb
the added knowledge makcs joy and
sorrow to be the more keenly felt. Would
vou care to hear how | sometimes have
been able to chcer myself when povmt\
h’lS taken all the heart out of me?

“Tell me by all means,” said the In-
valid. [ should like to hear some of
vour thoughts, for they may help me to
forget my own.” It l'equn'ed no stretch
of imagination on his part to call to mind
the mamfold discomforts of an empty
purse. Was he not even then dying

from the lack of money for an operation
that would have prolonged his life! The
outside world knew and cared less for
his indifferent pen and ink sketches that
he had tried to sell when able to worl,
and though it occasionally enjoyed read-
g the short storics and poems of the
Poet, the sale of them barely kept the
two friends from starvation.

I often shut my eyes,” hegan the Poct,
after a short pause, "and take dream-
waiks In my ming. A memory tour
through long-age scenes, and imagine
m\sdt far away from town gunoun(l-
ings, back into the country, and by the
sca. and among views that one must have
known to have loved. In my dream-
walks I wander through remembered for-
cst glades, down narrow moss-growu
tl'u]s 411(1 loolke up at the high Luchu‘
roof of pine and cedar trees, beautiful
dim green aisles of living ])lllcllS where
the bunhoht only breaks thromh the soft
gloom in stray openings of space.

“Ah,” said the Invalid, who had also
been born in the far West. [ can see it
all again now.”

“Come and look a little further,” re-
plied the other. *“See, there is an open-
ing in the distance where the trail leads
down to the shore. A warm salt wind
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greets us as we catch the glint of sunny
waters through the now thinner under-
growth. Let us go down and sit on the
bench, and watch the Ittle crinkled
waves of the incoming tide curl in bro-
ken rolls on the sands. And, because
memory needs no time of day to change
the passing hour we will look at the after
glow of a sunset which has left the sky
a brililant mass of tinted clouds, golden,
and red, and mauve-green.

The sea is a shimmering space of fad-
ing light. The far off mountains on the
distant isles seem a transparent blue; all
the ones nearer on the mainland are a
deep purple-red, their peaks outlined with
the late winter's snow. The light 1s
changing, even as we watch. A steamer
in the distance leaves a thin veil of
smoke across the horizon. All is silent,
the silence of twiiight and of the night
to come.

But if solitude becomes too great to
bear alone, we can bring to mind a few
well remembered friends and dimly see
their kindly faces in the fading light,
and listen to the words they might well
say in keeping with the beauty of the
evening,—yet often their very silence
completes the harmony.

“Write it in verse,” murmured the In-
valid. “It may give others pleasure be-
sides ourselves to take mind-walks with
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nature, and now I wiil try and dream
some of my own, for I am very tired.”

The Poet sat through the long night-
watches nursing his friend, for it was
not until dawn that the Invalid fell
asleep. Then he wrote the rough copy
of the Poem that later on was to bring
him recognition and fame.

When it was finished, he went over to
look at his friend, only to find that the
Invalid had passed away in his sleep. On
his face was a strangely happy smile, as
if he now saw wonderous scenes beyond
the vision of earthly eyes.

The manuscript fluttered unheeded on
the floor as the Poet knelt by the bed-
side.

“It is best so,” he said sadly to him-
self. “It would indeed be selfishness to
wish him back again here to suffer. 1
must still go on pretending many things,
but he has found the reality of life at
last. If one cannot be happy one can
pretend to be; and in the pretending, the
real happiness may and often does come
to pass as a psychological achievement or
victory of mind over matter—a vanquish-
ment and dissipation of everything that
materially obstructs the realization of the
ideal.”

A kind of transition from shadow to
substance, is the truth of the adage that
“Life is what one makes it.”
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Western Terminus of the Grand Trunk Pacific Réilway
and Its Wonderful Possibiltties.

OME of us see no further than our
own noses! Others peer into the
future, conceive great ideas, exe-
cute their plans, and thereby shape

a course for the short-sighted.

While it is just beginning to dawn
upon the world at large that Canada
might be worth its attention, the thought-
ful few, possessed of an intelligent faith
in Canada and her magnificent resources,
have laid the foundation for her develop-
ment. Among these few must be reck-
oned the projectors of transcontinental
roads.

Of all the provinces comprising the
Dominion of Canada, British Columbia is
the largest. Situated on the Pacific sea-
board and with the Rocky Mountains as
an eastern barrier, it remained a British
Crown Colony until 1871 when it con-
federated with the Canadian provinces.
And one of the terms of union was that
a transcontinental railroad—the Cana-
dian Pacific, should be built.

During the twenty odd years which
have elapsed since the completion of that

road British Columbia has made won-
derful advancement. In minerals, tim-
ber, coal, fish, and fruit her resources
are as vast as they are varied. Its
world-renowned scenery and its equable
climate render 1t attractive to home-
makers. Its geographical position in re-
lation to the Orient, its long and sinuous
coast-line, its lake and river system make
it important as a commercial highway.
And the time is coming, and coming
soon, when not the few but the many
will be convinced of the unsurpassed ad-
vantages that British Columbia presents
as a manufacturing centre.

So huge a Province, 700 miles long and
400 miles wide, admits of many railways.
Within five years three transcontinental
lines, in addition to the one already estab-
lished, will be operating within its bor-
ders. These three are the Grand Trunk
Pacific, the Canadian Northern, and the
Great Northern. It is not only to de-
velop the natural resources of British
Columbia that they are moving westward
as fast as track can be laid, but to com-
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pete for the trade between the Orient and
the Occident.

The Grand Trunk Pacific Railway
Company, incorporated in 1903, is, as
1s well known, under agreement with the
Canadian Government to construct and
operate a railway between the Atlantic
and Pacific oceans. The main line from
Moncton, New Brunswick, to Prince Ru-
pert, British Columbia, is estimated at
3.000 miles. I'or purposes of construc-
tion it is divided into Eastern Division
and Western Division with Winnipeg as
the point of demarcation.

The Western Division of 1,300 miles
is sub-divided into Prairie Section and
Mountain Section. Of the Prairie Scc-
tion, extending from Winnipeg to the
foot-hills of the Rockies, many hundred
miles of road have been built. But it
is with the Mountain Section and par-
ticularly with the Pacific terminus that
we now deal.

The Grand Trunk Pacific Railway will
intersect the middle portion of British
Columbia. It will come through the
Rocky Mountains by the Yellowhead
Pass, altitude 3,256 feet. And by fol-
lowing the I‘raser River as far as Fort
George, the Nechaco, Bulkley, and
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Skeéna Rivers, it will have a water-grade
right to its terminus. The distance will
approximate seven hundred miles, the
grade one per cent., and the cost of con-
struction fifty to sixty thousand dollars
per mile.

Five years ago the quest for a harbour
began. In October, 1903, J. H. Bacon
carefully inspected Port Simpson, Tuclk’s
Inlet, Kitimaat and Port Neville. Three
months later, E. G. Russell went over
the same ground. The reports of the
two men when handed into the Company
were found to he unanimously in favour
of Tuck’s Inlet. Netther man was aware
of the other’s conclusion. A year later
the Directors of the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific after personal investigation by Chas.
M. Hays, President, and TFrank W.
AMorse, Vice-President and General Man-
ager of the Company, confirmed the
choice.

Tuck’s Inlet, now called Prince Ru-
pert Harbor, is land-locked, deep, and
commodious. It is sixteen miles long,
averages one mile wide, and twenty-five
fathoms deep. Its entrance is straight:
and soundings show that for a width of
two thousand feet there is an average
depth of one hundred feet. This en-

First Buildings at Prince Rupert, May, ’o6.
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Prince Rupert Today.

trance-channel when swept thirty-six feet
deep at extreme low tide proved remark-
ablv free from rocks.

Other factors in favour of the choice
of Prince Rupert as the terminal were:

(a) It was convenient to the Skeena
river down which the railway must come
whether it entered the province by the
Peace, Pine, Wapiti or Yellowhead
passes.

(b) There was land obtainable at a
reasonable igure.

(c) It lay in a position sheltered from
the cold and moisture-laden winds that
blow down the Naas and Skeena canyons.

The lands that have been purchased by
the Grand Trunk Pacific Company com-
prise 24,000 acres situated on Kaien and
Digby Islands and the Tsimpsean Penin-
sula. Tt is on Kaien Island that Prince
Rupert, the Western terminal, is situ-
ated.

_For many years, indeed until 1895,
Kaien (pronounced Ki’-en) did not ap-
pear on the maps as an island, but was
represented as part of the Tsimpsean
Peninsula. The waters that surround it
are Prince Rupert harbor and Canoe pas-
sage. The latter varies in width from
one mile to forty feet, is rocky, and con-
tams two rapids.

Kaien Island has an area approximat-
ing 11,580 acres, of which 3,366 acres
arc under Government Reserve. The re-
mainder belongs to the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific Company, who bought 5,135 acres
from the British Columbia Government
and the balance from the Metlakatla
Indians.

The island is wooded to the water's
edge with spruce, cedar and balsam, At
low tide between trees and water appears
a strip of black shale covered with brown
sea-weed. The Oldfeld range, of which
the highest point is 2,300 feet, strikes
across country from east to west. DBe-
tween the base of the mountain and the
harbour-front is a space 6,000 to 7,000
feet wide of rolling ground suitable for
Townsite purposes.

After a complete topographical survey
had heen made of Grand Trunk Pacific
lands, the Prince Rupert Townsite was
selected, and then laid off to the utmost
advantage by landscape Engineers. When
city lots are available, the rush for them
that will ensue 1s going to be marvellous.
Already people are waiting all along the
coast for the first opportunity to go in
and occupy.

When J. H. Pillsbury, who for eight
years has been engaged in harbor engin-
eering, arrived at Kaien Island in May,
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PRINCE RUPERT

1900, he found absolutely nothing but
virgin ground.  With him there came
seventcen men. Before June the first
building was completed, then others were
erected for the housing of the men,
the structures all being of the most tem-
porary character. As Whites, Japanese,
Chinese and Indians were employed, sep-
arate quarters for each had to be pro-
vided. During the following winter other
buildings, comprising hotel, hospital,
stores, mess-house and official residences
were constructed.

A wharf one hundred and twenty feet
long, with an approach of one hundred
and ten feet was built and later on ex-
tended three thousand feet. The water
at the wharf is twenty-four feet deep

A Pioneer’s Home.

at low tide, and forty-nine feet at high
tide. The elevation of the top of the
wharf is seven feet above high water
mark. Piles for the wharf were driven
fifteen to thirty feet in stiff clay.

The growth of Prince Rupert should
be phenomenal for the following reasons :

First, because of the business that will
originate during the construction of the
Grand Trunk Pacific railway, which
should be completed by 1911.

Second, the country through which the
road is to be built is not barren. Trans-
portation facilities will make it produc-
tive and tributary to Prince Rupert. It
has good mineral prospects, indeed gold,
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copper, silver, lead and coal have already
been located. There are fertile valleys
awaiting cultivation, and wide areas suit-
able for grazing purposes.

Third, Prince Rupert will become a
base of supply for the Goldfields of Nor-
thern British Columbia and the Yulkon.
‘The volume of trade which now goes to
Vancouver will be diverted to Prince Ru-
pert because the latter place is 575 miles
nearer.

IFourth, the development of the Queen
Charlotte Islands is of prodigious im-
portance, and this archipelago embrac-
ing about six thousand square miles with
one. hundred and fifty islets, lies only
eighty miles west of Prince Rupert.

Geologically it belongs to the partly
submerged Island Mountain Range of
which Vancouver Island to the south and
Prince of Wales on the north are out-
standing portions. While Vancouver
Island has been settled over half a cen-
tury, and Prince of Wales Island has
undergone recent development with Ket-

~chikan, Alaska, as its base, the Queen

Charlottes have been neglected. Yet
thev are known to be enormously rich.
Why then the negiect? Simply becausc
the Islands were out of the way.

The first discovery of gold in British
Columbia was made on one of these
islands in 1852. Coal, iron and copper
are also there; and the fisheries are as
valuable as any mines. Ifor instance,
there are the halibut banks, which for
some vears have been supplying Boston
and other New England cities with hali-
but conveyed in cold storage. To the
islands resort the dog-fish in greater
numbers than elsewhere, the production
of oil from their livers and bodies being
a native industry. Cod abound and go
to waste. The value of the timber is
incalculable. Plans have been made for
the erection of a saw-mill which will be
the largest on the Pacific Coast.

Fifth, in conjunction with the Grand
Trunk Pacific Railway, a steamship ser-
vice will be inaugurated with Japan and
China. From Prince Rupert to Yoko-
hama will mean a saving of two days
sail over the shortest .existing route,
namely, the Canadian Pacific. For it
must be remembered that all steamers,
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whether starting from San Irancisco,
Puget Sound or Vancouver, go via the
r\.lcutlan islands.  That 1s theu shortest
course. So in the race across the Pa-
cific the Grand Trunk Pacific steamers
will have the advantage of the “inside”
track,

The future of Prince Rupert is replete
in possibilities. The present is the day
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of inception. Working shoulder to shoul-
der, white men, red men, and men of the
vellow race, fell trees, draw stumps, burn
brush and level crxound Once more the
forest recedes backward a step. The
freshly turned earth, the resinous odor
of the evergreens, the peaty smell from
the fires, all combine to mark the pioneer
stage and are strangely inspiring.

The Measure of His Love,

Isabel B. Macdonald

T certainly never can be mended now!
“Oh cheer up, old boy, she may yct
1cpcnt of treating vou so harshly.’

“Why vou dont suppose [ am
UMY ACTOSS the 'ond aqam do vou!”
Dranthwaite rctorted.  “The fact is, I
am done with matrimony! T staked all
on that girl and my faith is shattered.
I' knew she was proud, but I always
thought an Linglish girl’s reserve was a
safeguard—a proof of solidity once the
ice was broken to use a paradox.”

“Did it ever occur to you that home-

spun would wear better out there, any-
how? Belicve me, Branthwaite, she did
a wise thing from her point of view.
She knew nothing of the life that you
asked her to live—an alien climate and
a lack of the social atmosphere too. It

would not mean so much to you and me
as it does to her. Women are feline in
their affections. You think they love vou
till you try to coax them from home.”

“One would think vou were quite ex-
perienced from the way vou talk, Hiiton.
I had a comfortable home to offer her.
What more could she expect ? Old Coun-
try people have such grim misconcep-
tions of the Northwest. You and I had
hard lives ourselves, in the early davs.
but we have worked out of the dludoel\
of it. All that we want now. to lTlZI]\L
life complete, is the companionship of
one of our own country women. With
her blue eves and rose-tinted complex-
ion. her soft accent and mild mannela
who could be homesick any more? DBut.
bless you, when a man's life is blasted
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the very things that were sweet to him
turn to acid.”

“The germ of seifishness must be there
first, my dear fellow. After all, you
thought of her only as the school girl
vou had known years ago, coy and win-
ning, with little mind of her own. You
went back to find her a charmingly per-
fect woman, dignified and self-reliant—
vou were entranced, you claimed her as
vour own—you forgot there was a
breach of seven years you could fill in
for yourself but not for her.”

Branthwaite leaned back in his deck
chair and gazed resentfully out across
the grey, heaving billows of the Atlantic,
as if his thoughts reluctantly turned back
to the Home Land. Ile did not reply,
but his face was furrowed just then with
the thoughtful, firm lines of one who sets
aside some long cherished illusion. Hil-
ton’s words rankled. He was in that state
of mind when such truthful counsel as
his iriend offered was wormwood and
gall.

Tell a man it is selfish to nurse his
grief when he discovers the keystone of
his life to be wanting; when he has
climbed the heights to behold the mists
gather round and envelope him in gloom.

What had the future in store for him
now, Branthwaite asked himself. What
was the reward of all those years of hard-
ship on the prairie, when men worked
in the sweltering heat of the dry sum-
mers, and fed like shipwrecked mariners
on dried and salted food  And when
the seasons reversed, kept life in their
shivering bodies by sitting around a hox-
stove in mid-winter, with the thermome-
ter forty-five below zero.

What had been the sustaining note in
the voung man's life, that which had
kept him above water when others had

given way to the temptations of a lonely
and monotonous existence? Was it not
the vision of a fair girl, ever before him,
who would some day come to make him
4 snug and cosy home. She would sur-
round him with the atmosphere of refine-
ment he had once been used to, and wann
mto the life again those finer feelings he
had well nigh thrown aside, in the stress
of his rough struggle to succeed on the
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prairies. But was it true the vision was
not always one and the same?

At this point of his self-analysis
Branthwaite rose, strode across the deck
and leaning over the rail gazed down
mto the deep, sombre depths below. The
churning foam, the angry resistance of
the sca to this midget tormentor creep-
ing over its stately bosom, reminded him
of the turmoil in a human soul when
peace and happiness are banished.

Hilton's keen eye foliowed the stal-
wart form of the man between whom
and himself a rapid friendship had
sprung up.

"It 1s only his inordinate vanity that
1s wounded,” he muttered to himself with
a sarcastic twitch of his upper lip, though
there was, too, the mellow light of sym-
pathy in his frank, good-natured face,
"It is a man’s first love that strikes
home; a second rejection only ruffles his
pride.”

Having so soliloquised Hilton stepped
across to where his friend stood and
placing his hand on Branthwaite’s shoul-
der, said gently, “There was another?
Ten years ago—eh, old man?”

Branthwaite straightened up as if he
resented the unwonted familiarity, “only
the present concerns me,” he snarled.

I1.

As Dranthwaite alighted at the little
C.P.R. station he dropped his bag, and
stood for a moment looking down the
platform for a chance friend who might
be there to give him a handshake. A
small group of people stood laughing
and chatting near by—they had come
to welcome a honeymoon couple who had
just stepped off the train. Branthwaite
knew some of them but pulling up his
collar round his cars he passed unno-
ticed, and strode down to the farther end
of the platform. There he stopped and
looked bhack over the great stretch of
white prairie with the raiiroad winding
its sinuous way like a long black snake
across the virgin snow.

The jangling bell ceased and the train
pulled out, leaving him standing, a soli-
tary figure in the moonlight. “God—-
how lonely it is!” In all the fifteen years
of his exile Branthwaite had never be-
fore given expression to this the deepest
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praver of a human soul. There was
something in his voice like the echo of
despair. He turned and crossing the
line, heediess that his checks were still
in his pocket, made his way toward the
blinking lights of the Queen's Hotel,
which stood, a veritable beacon in this
none too cleanly little town.

Branthwaite was never known to drive
home intoxicated, contrary to ‘the repu-
tation of many another “English gen-
tleman who claimed that his blood
needed heating in this frigid and alien
climate ; but there are times when some-
thing more than a physical appetite lures
a man to the bar.

He stamped the snow off his feet and
set down his suit-case as he entered the
hotel.  "The hot, stifling atmosphere filied
with the tobacco smoke and the smell or
whiskey felt choking in contrast to the
crisp, clear, sweet air without.  Sounds
of jocularity issued from the bar-room,—
a timid looking little woman opened the
dining-room door and crept upstairs.

“Hello!  Branthwaite! You back!
How are vou feeling, old man? Come in
and have a glass—it will help you to put
vour land segs on.”  The speaker took
his arm and drew him in, “See who's
here, bovs!™ he shouted above the din of
the sociable crowd in the room. “Con-
gratulations! ¢h? Come now, own up,
Branthwaite : we all know what sent you
back to the Old Land!” It was Matt
Brown who spoke. Matt was a Canuke,
and he had once said to Branthiwaite, he
never could see why a fellow had to go
back to the Old Country for a wife—
there were just as smart girls out on the
prairic and they could bake apple-pie a
darn sight better, anyhow! To which
Branthwaite had put forth the plea that
at least they were not so plentiful as the
roses of Iingland. He did not like to
hurt Matt’s feclings by telling him can-
didly what he thought of Nellie An-
drews and Bella Parkins.

“Here's to vour health, Branthwaitc,
and—the future Mrs. Branthwaite!”
“Say, give us a ball out there first thing
—there's a good fellow!” a chorus of
the vounger men broke in.

“Hold on there—who says he’s to be
married? I wager he never will be—he
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has tried more than once and got throws
down every time.

Take my advice, boys, and I know—
hic—t’aint a man’s good qualities that
help him.” The speaker came tforward
unsteadily and broke into a vacant laugh,
He was a man of medium height with
pale grey eyes and a soft, wavy mous-
tache. He might, from a first impres-
sion be calied good looking, though the
lines of his face were irresolute,
Branthwaite drew back, a shadow swepi
across his face, and he swore beneath
his breath,

“Here, here, Winthrope, sit down and
shut up!™ “Never mind him, Branth-
waite, he's pretty far on as usual,” Matt
ntervened.

But a glance of instinctive dislike
passed between the two men ere Branth-
waite turned his back on the other who
stumbled into a seat and remained there,
afraid to trust his legs any more.. In a
short time his eyes were blinking in the
light, his head dropped forward and a
contemptuous smile passed from one to
the other of the men around.

"Not going home tonight, eh? Why
it's late, my dear fellow! Stay over
night and I'll give you a lift in the morn-
mg.”

“Thanks, Matt, but I can hire—it's
only six miles, you know."”

“LBetter take a team then—it's begun
to drift a bit and the roads may be bad.
That foor, Winthrope, has set out alicad

of vou. He's as drunk as a log but |
guess the horses know the trail and
theyll break the road for you. The

boys didn’t want to get up a scrap with
him or theyv would have held him back.
H}_? 18 a tough customer when he gocs
oft like that. I reckon it would be a
good thing for the wife if he never
reached home some of these days.”

"It isn't very inviting,” Dranthwaite
muttered to himself as he jumped into
the catter and pulled out of the livery
stable vard. A Dbitter east wind was
blowing but it would be on his back as
hg drove home: and if the horses could
stick to the trail all wouid be well, he
assured himself.

About a mile out of town he caught
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up on Winthrope's sleigh—the horses
piodding along at a snail’s pacs. In the
dim light of an obscured moon he could
nct see the figure of the driver, but he
concluded that the man was lying down
in the sleigh to keep warm.

P'ulling off the trail he laid the whip on
his own horses, but the team on the road
started forward at a brisk trot as he en-
deavoured to pass, and with the better
footing they easily kept ahead whise his
plunged helplessly in the soft snow.

It was no use calling “whoa,” to Win-
thrope’s grey mare—she refused to be
outdone. IHe raced with her for five
minutes till he struck a drift—his off
horse jerked around sharply and the cut-
ter was upset.

Branthwaite swore with vehemence as
he rolled out headforemost into the snow,
and holding onto the reins with one hand
vainly endeavoured to extricate himself
from his fur wrappings. Ere he had
pulled the cutter to rights and jumped
i again the leading team had made their
advantage, and the tinkle of the sleigh
bells sounded far ahead.

It was queer, he thought, that the com-
motion had not wakened their driver.
Once the thought occurred to him that
Winthrope, in his drunken stupor, might
have fallen out. He resolved it in his
mind with an uneasy consciousness of
that possibility.

“Might have gone over the line,
selt, tomght, if it had not been for the
sight of that drunken fool. I'd Dhe
dcuncd if I would stop my team to pick
him up if he were left in ‘the snow,” he
muttered, giving his whlp a savage crack
that startled the horses 1 wonder what
she would say,” he mused, in a gentler

my-

Stl’ai_n, “if anything like that did hap-
pen?  She threw me over for that fel-
low’s s money—and I'd like to know what

she says to the bargain now. But,—to
think of Eva as melcenary—heavens' I
can’t beieve it yet, though I'd rather
have that than think that she married
the brute for himself.”

As Branthwaite drove out of the woods
which brought him in view of his own
home, he lool\ed in vain for a light, hop-
ing that someone would by chan(.e have
sat up late, though he knew he was not
eXpected. The dog came running down
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the road barking a welcome but he quiet-
ed it with patting and coaxing, not wish-
ing to disturb those who had gone to bed.

He unhitched the horses and took them
down to the stable, himself, but he only
threw them an armful of hay and left the
harness on.

Joe met him, half dressed, as he en-
tered the house, “This is kin’ o' takin’
follk by surprise, Mr. Branthwaite,—glad
to see you back, though, Boss. I've lit
the fire in the room and put on the kettle. -
Shall I waken Mully?”

“Thanks, Joe. No, don't disturb any-
one—I'll get a cup of tea myself, and—
Joe, you needn't go down to the stable.
I've not unharnessed the horses—I didn't
bother—at least, [ thought I might need
them tonight.”

“(oing out, again, Boss!” Joe's eyes
opened \\rlde in  astonishment, Joe's
mind and whole personality were so
welded into the common-place environ-
ment and daily routine of his uneventful
life that any digression from that was
little short of a miracle to him.

But being wiser than many people he
kept to hnnsmf things which he could
not fathom and, meantime, made no fur-
them comment on what seemed to him
an act of madness.

Branthwaite swallowed down a cup of
steaming tea, “Get to bed, Joe, you've to
rise e'ul\ " he said, with a gruft kindness,
but Joe never heeded.

He helped his master
team again and tucked in
around him,

"You ain't goin’ acourtin’ at this hour,
Boss?” Joe could not resist a bit of dry
humour at his master’s expense, and no
doubt, too, he thought that a chance dig
might elicit some information as to this
my stm ious midnight journey.

‘But lil"mth\\altc took the reins from
his hand in silence, and drove out mto
the darkness and the tccth of a rising
blizzard.

hitch up the
his rugs

[1L
Mrs. Winthrope laid down her sewing
and stooped to replenish the fire, then
rising she threw on a shawl and went
outside, straining her eyes and ears in
the darkness and the cold, nipping wind
for the sound of sleigh-bells. Once she
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had thought she heard them and rushed
to the d001 only to find her lonely home
surrounded by the silence and void of
this biack winter’s night.

She groped in the snow for the last
pieces of hle\\ood that remained from
the woodpile and carried i a small arm-
ful with which to feed the stove, in or-
der to keep herself and the children
warm for the night. \When morning
came she would probably have to rise at
dawn and saw some more herself, ere she

could get the little ones’ breakfast ready. -

It was half past twelve by a small
alarum clock standing upon a corner
shedf in the kitchen.  Again she thought
she heard  the tinkle of bells and it
brought a vague fear to her heart—what
if it were some mysterious, ominous mes-
sage from the darkness and the storm
without? She had heard of such things
and siwuddered now at the mere idea.

Going forward to the stove she tried
to warm her trembling hands. This time
the soft sound came to her ears with
distinct reality and awoke a glad re-
sponse within her—he was home, at last,
in safety; and her tired, weary vigil
would be over for the night.

The sleigh drew up on the sheltered
side of the house, and a man was stamp-
mg his heavy boots on the verandah
steps as she opencd the door. Still an
uncertainty clutched at her heart ere the
man came forward mto the lighted door-
way. Ile was tall and wore—not black
furs, but a coonskin coat—it was not
her hushand!

Her face paled in an instant and her
slender hgure trembled till se grasped
at a chair for support. The man threw
off a pair of foxskin mittens and with
his freed hands started to unwind a
heavy muffler from his face.

“Oh, it is you!™ she said with a fright-
cned gasp.
“Is he
gruffly,

him,

“No,”
volce.

“Tell me—tell me quick—what brought
you here?”

“Nothing—"" he replied with embar-
rassment, “only,—he left town before I
did and the team were making good time

not home?"”
sweeping

the man asked
an alert glance arouni

she answered in a low, agitated
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on the trail—sure they haven't come
home?—I'll go down to the stable and
see.” He swung out of the door before
she had time to speak, but she sprang
after him, heedless of the angry gusts
of snow that whirled in her face and
round her thin clad figure.

“Eva,” said Branthwaite, looking back,
“You can’t come out like that—you must
not!” He half carried her back into the
house where he helped her get into one
of her husband’s overcoats and procur-
ing a lantern they started out again,
beating their way with difficulty against
the blizzard, stumbling through the deep-
ening snowdrifts till they reached the
shelter of the stable yard.

There, revealed in the light of the lan-
tern, they saw the grey mare standing
with her head sheltered from the wind.
She had backed out of the traces and the
box of the upturned sleigh lay smashed
on the ground.

Useless it was to seek for her master
in this swirling sea of inky blackness,
there, or anywhere on the storm-tossed
snows of the hungry prairie. Still brave
men faced the blizzard and beat the
trails that night in a vain hope that by
the hundredth chance they might save a
human life.

In the grey hours of dawn the storm
abated. The sun rose with a cold, clear
light and a still ness as of death Tested
on the white landscape. Somewhere.
out on this white shrouded desert they
found his body, calm, peaceful and hand-
some as when mvested with life, though
the spirit had withdrawn to its Immoual
Source. .

She surely could spare him for all he
had been to her, one would think, vet
today her mind b1'1doed the years that
lay dark in the backmound ,—years that
had murdered love, reveahnd harsh real-
ities and falsehood. But she knelt Dy
his side in an anguish of grief, thinking
only of her weddmo day and bealmo the
reckoning of his 1llspent life in her own
forgiving heart. What though it was
forced upon her that she had only seen
the mirage of her own ideal in this man.
There were the children to consider now,
she thought. They, at least, should live
only to think of their fathcr with love
and honour.
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Dranthwaite slunk away, trying to shut
out this painful tableau. ‘“Truly a wo-
man’s heart is an enigma. She did real-
[v love him—poor Eva!’ he murmured.

A fortnight later he stood in the bare
little sitting-room with a smile that was
sadder than words as he tried to com-
pare the poor apology for a home with
what this gently nurtured woman had
known in her girlhood.

“He has left you nothing but the land,
and it 1s a poor quarter section. IHow
about the wheat—it 1sn’t all sold? Well,
my men shall haul it in for you and that
will help you through the winter.” He
looked at her as if hungering for the
reward of a smile or a word of gratitude.
But she lifted little Dora on her knee and
hid her face i the child’s yellow curls,
making no response.

Hec took in the picture of her thus, in
her neat black dress, with that wealth
of fair hair that rested like a halo above
her delicate features. How different and
vet how like she was to the girl of his
carly dreams.

“That isn’t providing for the future,
Lva,” he ventured with gentle suggest-
iveness in his low, earnest voice.

“I am going home to England,” she
said, simply, with her face still averted.

“Then there is nothing more I can do
for you?” He started up with a sudden
impatience. ~

“Oh, don’t go!” She turned quickly,
with a beseeching look, and he noticed
that her eyes were filled with tears.

"I don’t see that there is any use my
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staying,” he said, with assumed disin-
telest.

“Don’t think me ungrateful, Arthur—
vou are the only friend I have. Only,
for the children’s sake I thought,—they
might help me—at home.”

“At home, Eva? Do we ever go back
to find the old nest home? You have
never been happy here,—have you " he
continued, without waiting for her reply.

“Don’t ask me!—how could I be?”
Her lips tightened and a rebelilous spirit
flashed in her large luminous eyes.

“I know what vour life has been—Dbut
—under different circumstances—would
you wish to stay ?”

Her eyelids drooped and a wave of
colour suffused her pale cheeks.

“Eva,” he said, starting forward with
a sudden impulse, " You understand me?
—it rests with you.”

He took her silence for assent, and in
an instant had thrown his arms about
her and stooping over kissed her fair
white forehead. IFor a moment her head
fell forward and nestled on his deep,
heaving chest.

In another instant she had thrust him
aside. “No—no!” her voice trembled
with emotion, “I am still his—for his
children’s sake—how could I forget af-
ter ten years?”’

“I have waited those ten years. I
have tried to thrust you out of my life
and even fate was against it. Eva, be
kind to me if not to vourself.”

“Time brings its own reward,” she an-
swered, lifting her eycs to his with a
world of meaning in her smile.

. ?E

,’;m@wf‘ Wm{’mm\l-n =y Fm

L LU ‘...,-.' vV 20




ages the l'ine Arts were
more devoted to the public use than

N carhier

is the case at present. The Central

government, the municipality, and
above all, the Church, were quick to
grasp the usefulness of graphic and plas-
tic art in presenting to the people at
large the ideas which authority found it
important to diffuse. The result was
that the best artists were constantly em-
ployed on important work of a public
character and so were their fellow crafts-
men—the architects, master masons, and
sculptors.  Every building, whether
- Greek Temple, or Roman Bath, or Tus-
can Cathedral called forth and improved
the finest minds in these callings, and
so Mural Decoration had an important
place in the cyes of the community. With
the growth of Democracy there has been
until recently little attempt to carry on
the fine old traditions. The home has
become of the first importance and there
are few or no places of public resort in
which the public takes a first class in-

terest. There is now, however, a tend-
ency among large municipalities and
mercantile bodies as well as churches, to
demonstrate once more by the mmport-
ance of their huildings and fineness of
their decoration the leading ideas which
dominate them and by which they wish
to be recognized. Art used in this way
cannot have the character of selfish lux-
ury; and it distinctly gams in moral
value when it appeals to the larger ideals
which animate modern life.

The history of the Arts of Decoration
is long, and it cannot be even touched
on here. In every detail it can be read
up in the Reference Library. The pur-
suit of it is one of the reasons for for-
eign travel. A single volume could not
even briefly describe the wealth in Decor-
ation which has within a few years been
created in modern cities, much of which
is worthy of careful consideration. In
this class probably the I'rnech work
comes first. In Paris especially the
student will find much to admire in the
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¢ ipera House, the Pantheon, and the
Sorbonne. The admiration of the French
nation for their famous men, their love
of music, and their recognition of law
are all strikingly shown in these build-
ings hy the nnomﬁcencc of the design
and decoration of the interiors.

In England the damp climate has pre-
vented any development of the ancient
fresco painting, but some fine work has
lately heen done in oil colour on the walls
of the Royal Exchange, the Law Courts,
and the Hall of the Skmnels Company.
This last is being decorated by W. Frank
Brangwyn, one of the men who may be
said to have rediscovered the Art. The
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The States Capitols at St. Paul and other
centres have good work and in New
York the Appellate Court building has
e\amplcs of leading American hOLllc
painters. The States have cmoumocd
the Art, and in banks and homes of U\c
East and Centre the work of the designer
has attained a high level.

Canada can show the work of two
Canadians, Mr. Reed and Mr. Challoner
in the City Hall and King Edward Ho-
tel. in Toronto, together with some lesser
efiorts. Many homes, too, can show
painted or modelled friezes and ceilings
abnve the panelled walls. This is a sat-
isfactory method of treating a room, the

scenes taken from the history of me-
dicval London are full of vigorous treat-
ment and rich colours.

The United States has followed the
prevailing  idea of decorating secular
rather than sacred edifices. Their best
example so far, and one which will not
he easily bettered, is the Public Library
at Boston. The staircase panels by the
late M. Pavis de Chavanues, the forc-
most French designer, and the rooms by
Sargent and Abbey (both natives of the
\tates) are of the finest character and
are well known from reproductions, espe-
cially the former's friese of prophets.

at once old fashioned and
and the effect of dignity
and stability of the extecrior is better
carricd through the house by this than
by any other treatment. In spite of the
excellence of the best wall papers it is
gratifying to sec owners of houses go-
g in for the old stvle of individual
treatment and hand work.

Japanese taste has had a good influ-
ence on home decoration, especially in
the direction of simplifving the general
effect. Many of the larger hotels and
restaurants show tea rooms in the native
Jap stvle and party carried out by na-

stvle being
convensient,
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The tea room at the Audit-
orium Hotel, Chicago. is a fine example.
One also finds in the United States num-
bers of fine examples of the Louis NX\'L.
and similar French stvles. These do not,
in spite of their grace and light effect,

tive artists.

find much favour in Canada. The diffi-
culty partly being that furniture dress
and decoration must all be thorougily in
harmony i order to get a pleasant
ensemblc,

Interiors which require fine marble
panclling and mosaics together with
bronze fittings are more easilv carried
out in a practicable wav. The free use
~which is sometimes made of imitation
marble (scaglioni) does not comimend it-
self to the writer. On the whole, how-
ever. we may be glad of the return to
plain and useful materials which is a
feature of modern domestic architecture
and of the renaissance of those excellent
styles m stained glass., tapestry and furn-
iture first developed in the AMiddle Ages.

As the opportunities of Art study in-
crease we should see at no distant date
AMural Decoration of an excellent quality
in all cities which, like Vancouver, pos-
sess large and well designed buildings.

We shall not. it is certain, soon rival
the best davs of Greece or the Italian
Renaissance when even small places
could boast of splendid buildings and
interior work, but there is now an ex-
cellent prospect of fine work on the
larger surfaces as there is in the lesser

artistic crafts. One form of Mural De-
coration and the richest of all methods,
that of tapestry hangings, was revived
by William Morris, in England, and it
is largelv owing to his versatile and in-
ventive mind that we enjov the present
revival of Art as applied to industry.

A few words as regards methods and
technique.  “Buon  fresco.” the art of
werking on the fresh wet plaster, is hard-
Iv practised at all though its place is
partly taken by the “water-giass process”
or by “spirit fresco.” The canvas is
usually fixed to the wall on woodwork or
fastened firmly by a coat of white lead,
after having been painted in the studio.
In domestic work the wall is generally
covered with a thin material pasted on
the plaster. The finer class of decora-
tive work never aims at naturalistic treat-
ment, as any attempt at violent perspec-
tive or light and shade tends to destroy
the calm, restful character and simple
dignitv. A broad or fine outline is gen-
erally emploved to accentuate the draw-
ing: and the arrangement of the planes
of the figures and background is given
equal attention with the colour arrange-
ment. Lighter themes and smaller work
often have the character of work found
in the best illustrated books for children.
A nice discrimination is necessary as re-
gards matter to be put in or more often
omitted. The colour, whether pale or
deep, must be carefully harmonized with
that in the architectural features.
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The Morale of Glothes.

Madame

Iy RESS,” says Bob Acres, “does
make a difference.” Carlyle
points out the same grim fact
in Sartor Resartus, when he

declares that a naked House of Lords

should inspire no awe.

There are a few peoples still in this

Twentieth Century of grace who ignore
dress, but these chiefly because of the
torrid heat at the equator. The adult
costume of the native of Hawaii was
once described as "a smile, a malo, and
a cutaneous eruption.” The children
were clad in even less, or as Mark Twain
has it, “in nothing but sunshine—a very
neat-fitting and picturesque apparel.”

It is true, we are told, ‘that “in the
days of man’s innocency” (And pray
when was that?) men wore no clothing,
not even a coating of tatoo or talcum, but
i these latter days of chiffons, laces,
and “full dress,” we feel, with Huckle-
berry Finn of affectionate memory, they
were by no means “dressed fittin’.”

Yet in spite of our fondness for the
ancient tale anent the hardiness of Go-
diva, and in face of the fact that Her-
cules was killed by a dress shirt, we feel
ourselves safe in predicting that every-
where popular opinion is prejudiced in
favour of clothes. Indeed, a philosopher

has gone so far as to say “Society is
founded on cloth.

d’Alberta.

Apart from the mere considerations of
actheticism and art, clothes may be said
to have a purpose. They are of use
for two reasons: Tirstly, to keep the
rain off, and secondly, to prevent auto-
mobiles from shying at us.

Next to a stout heart, nothing helps a
man so much as clothes—I mean good
clothes. They are not mere superficial-
ities ; but on the contrary a good paving
mvestment. We assert this with assur-
ance for the reason that not more than
ten men will read your character from
your face, for every five hundred who
will decipher it from the cut of your
coat or the tilt of your hat. This may
he a doctrine of false worths, but “Tis
true, 'tis pity; and pity ’tis ’tis true.”

Thackeray said that to dress badly was
to throw away so many points in the
game. Sterne also held dress to be a
valuable asset and claimed if you lived
in a garret and dined on an onion you
must not betray it in your clothes. Gold-
smith declared that a well-attired man
holds the passport to the highest grades
of society. Thoreau had the same con-
viction, for “It is astonishing,” he writes,
“how far a merely well-dressed, good-
looking man may go without being chal-
lenged by a sentinel.” This, we may rea-
son out, is because the well-attired man
is supposed to be a gentleman just as a
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man with cap and gown 1s supposed to
be a student for it is now, as in Shakes-
pearc’s time, "The apparel oft proclaims
the man.” We do not mean to sayv that
clothes make up the man, but when you
come to think of it the only part of him
not clothed are his hands and face—truly
a small proportion of his area.

And as to this small remaining propor-
tion 1t is highly important that it, too,
should be well-groomed. Old "Gorgon”
Graham in writing to his son Pierrepont,
says, "Appearances are decetiful, I know,
but so long as they are, there is nothing
like having them deceive for us instead
of against us. I have seen a ten-cent
shave get a thousand-dollar job.”

The same idea is brought out in the
incident reported from Moscow in the
cowering cold of winter. One morning,
a General presented himself before Na-
poleon in full-dress and freshly shaven.
Seeing him thus attired, the Emperor
said: "You are a brave man, my Gen-
eral.””  The man's clothes were the ex-
ternal wrappages showing him superior
to defeat and demorallzatlon—outward
and visible signs, so to say, of an inward
and spiritual grace.

The “lron Duke” hit a nail squalcl\
on the head when he remarked, “Dan-
dies always fight well.”

In Canada, this was exemplified Dby
the first settlers at Quebec from whose
ranks arosc such heroic youths as Adam
Dollard and such brave maidens as Ma-
deleine de Vercheres. Although men-
aced on all sides landward by hordes of
blood-thirsty savages and i constant
dread of hostile ﬂccts to seaward, it is
recorded of them by an eve-witness that
they paid great attention to their dress.
This is lhc more remarkable when we
remember they had to weave their own
serges, linens, and buntings. A Swedish
])I()fc\\()l who wisited Oucbcu n 1749
describes the women of that time as
wearing “elaborate head- dresses, short
skirts. ]noh heeled shoes, ﬂntmo their
fans of tlll'I\C\ -feathers and tl‘l“lllO' their
light little songs of broken- healts and
]ovens It is truc the Swede did not
approve of these habiliments or doings
and said it would require an earthqualw
to shock the settlers into “modesty of
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attire,” but there are some of us, iy
truth many of us, who applaud these
braveries of our long-since dead-and-
gone grandmothers. We have no douht
grandtather was properly diverted and
beguiled by the gewgaws, by the whis-
per of the skirts, and general modish-
ness of his spouse. It was all so very
pretty and not in the least sinful. Of
grandfather, himself, Charlevoix said,
he “enjoys what he has and makes a
show of what he has not.”

And besides (put a pin in this Sir)
the fact of dressing smartly and in gay
clothes made their life and position more
assured with the savage tribes of the Ca-
nadian forests.

It is a good move to look something
very special when you have to deal with
wholly untutored folk. This may be il-
lustrated by an incident in the career of
Lord Curzon. In his early travels he
visited Afghanistan, which journey he
made at the risk of his life and purse.
To protect these he called to his aid an
enminent military tailor who built him a
uniform of scarlet and gold so dazzling
that the Afghans could hardly bear to
look at it. l‘hus bedizened, he passed
through their country, not only unscathed
but everywhere being reverenced as a
tremendously superior person. [t may
thus be seen that while knowledge is
power, dress runs it a close second.

But apart from the bearing a man’s
dress has on others, it has also a distinct
effect on himself. The wearing of cap
and bells would debase a bishop into a
clown, just as the wearing of striped
clothes turns prisoners into hardened
criminals or lunatics. '

A well-tailored suit with a correct tic
and shoes inspires a man with confidence
and rouses him to his responsibilitics.
We should have added a collar to this
outft hecause its absence will upset a
man’s poise as quickly and certainly as
if he stepped on a banana peel. Besides,
the mere absence of a collar will malke
a handsome, intellectual face look posi-
tively vulgar,

A man mvarlably changes his outlocit
with his clothes. This is the reason lc
is more religious on Sundays than o
week-days. A dirty coat makes dirt”
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actions natural. A: shabby suit makes a
man shy of his fellows just as a Prince
Albert coat and silk hat gives him a
sense of superiority. They are to him
as a sword and buckler. In this respect,
men are very much like lettuce salads:
their excellence is largely a matter of
dressing. This is the reason tailoring
may be described as one of the principle
fine arts of the age.

In putting forth a plea for fine apparel,
we must not be mistaken as advocating
dandyism or a finical foppishness like
that of Beau Nash, Beau Fielding, or
Beau Brummell, although, in this con-
nection, it is not to be forgotten that
William III offered the honour of
knighthood to Nash for no other reason
than that the Beau was a well-disposed,
handsome youth who dressed superbly.
On the contrary, what we urge is the
folly, from a business or social stand-
point, of being slipshod and shabby in
a world where four times a year even
Nature puts on new clothes.

It is true many noted men wear clothes
that are frayed, faded, and baggy; but
this is because they feel their position
sufficiently eminent to warrant their ne-
glect of personal appearances. In other
words, their contempt of the nicities of
dress is, in reality, the outcome of pride,
or what the Man on the Street would
vulgarly but aptly designate as “swol-
len head.” This is an old form of pride
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—a pose practised years and years be-
fore the Christian era; for we read in
Greek history that Socrates twitted An-
tisthenes, the leader of the school of
cynics with it. “Antisthenes,” he gibed,
“I see thy vanity through the holes in
thy coat.”

It is reported of a certain enormously
wealthy English Duke that his ragged
clothes have placed him on a par with
the needy knife-grinder whose would-
be exploiter told him—“Torn is your
coat, your hat has got a hole in it,—so
have your breeches.”

There are, of course, rare instances
where devotion to old clothes arises out
of a queer wunexplainable twist in an
otherwise well-balanced mentality. Such
men must be circumvented by domestic
strategy as was Dominie Sampson who,
you will remember, was so cleverly re-
clothed, piece by piece, that the process
was wholly unnoticed and thus failed to
elicit from the good old Dominie his
usual puzzled ejaculation, “Prodigious!”
These, however, are not men to imitate.
Extremes of any kind are to be depre-
cated but, in dress, of the two extremes
—rags and gorgeousness—we would
rather emulate Beau Brummell’s much
caluminated butterfly for

“The butterfly was a gentleman
Which nobody can refute;
He left his lady-love at home,
And roamed in a velvet suit.”

WD Siee
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Yachts That Pass.

Agnes Lockhart Hughes

Yachts that pass in the bay,—and passing each other, hail,— )

How many reach port where sunbeams lie,—how many are swept by the galer

But ah! There is joy in the sailing craft, with spray dashing over her side,

And the salt brine splashing each happy face as over the billows we glide.

IFor our yacht is trig, and her skipper brave, keeps ever a watchful eye,—

Guiding her out from the reefs and rocks, to isles where the sunbeams lie.

Tossed like a shell on old ocean’s breast, she glides o’er the waters blue, . .

While waves throw spray on the sparkling prow, and her decks with their fair
pearls strew. .

Away, past the lights with their eyes shut close, and out past each fort so grim,

She sails o'er the foaming white-capped waves, 'till the harbor-bar grows dim.

With salt sca breezes fanning her sails, and ocean spray kissing her wings,

She's as jolly and gay as a happy maid, that softly her love song, sings.

I.ike a dove on the crest of the jewelled waves, with pinions of dazzling white,

She smiles as the sirens weirdly croon—and the shore is lost to sight.

But sunset painting the clouds of gold beyond the bar of foam,—

Whispers the pilot to steer his craft, to the shores of home,—sweet home.

Over the waters where beacon lights open their blinking eyes,

Twinkling like stars, deep set at night, in the heart of the purpling skies,

Back, past the forts, with shadowy forms outlined against the red,

Where daylight softly closed her fan ere sunset’s beams had fled.

Then as the crimson petalled rose fades in the glimmering west,

Our skiff folds soft her pure white wings, like a sea-bird, lulled to rest.

We step ashore as the laughing moon, silvers the glittering spray,—

With a farewell sigh for the maiden yacht, rocked on the restless bay.



‘Golombo, the Gateway of India.

Charles H. Gibbons

HE first glimpse one gets of India
1s at Colombo—although Ceylon
is no more India than New Zea-
land is Australia. It is a mar-

vellously beautiful city, although vou are
carefully and officiaily warned not to
go near the native quarter or you may
catch lots of things not on the bill-of-
fare.

In many respects Colombo suggests
Honolulu, only that it has in addition
to the rare beauty of sea and sky and
tumbling, white-crested surf and tropi-
cal foliage everywhere, the mysterious
charm which Honolulu has not, and
which is intangible and illusive, but an
essential part of the magic of the old
Orient.

Talk about the ancient castles and his-

toric landmarks of old England! There
is a venerable cowshed or temple or
something of the sort within half a mile
from the big hotel at Colombo that has
been just as it is now for something more
than a thousand years. And the people
carry vou bhack quite that far, uncon-
sciously. The whole kaleidoscope pan-
orama makes one feel as if it were all
a wonderful dream tinted with the bi-
zarre riotous colours of a gorgeous sun-
set: when you start in to analyse it i3
doesn’t seem strange or foreign or sur-
prising either. Perhaps it was because
I had been Kipling-saturated and he has
caught the local colour and atmosphere
of all India inimitably. Perhaps I lived
there in some previous incarnation—you
quite believe in all such theories when
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you are in the land. But everything is
just as one has imagined it would be
without excepting anything in particular,

You don't land at a wharf in Colombo.
The ship feels her way around a long
breakwater on which the sea pounds
white, with a boom to be heard for miles.
Suddenly your craft stops out in the
black velvet of the night and lets go
her anchor chains with a running rattle
while hundreds of fireflies that prove up-
on closer acquaintance to be small boats,
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(it isn’t Gally-fasse as one would think
it should be pronounced, but just the
plain common or garden Gall and Face)
and a bhoat shoots from somewhere out
of the middle-distance, and everyone
shouts and jahbers and squeals simul-
taneously.

You get in the boat and the rowers
lift it grandly through the water, in and
around and among the twinkling harbor
stars, and finally with a great fuss and
a melo-dramatic finishing spurt they land

Temple Elephants After Their Bath.

tumble and crowd around her. Then
the spectacled, skirted and severe cus-
toms, medical and other officials come
aboard, and the Dbronze, almost naked
porters, with the usual throng of petty
traders of all nations swarm everywhere
and the Tower of Babel gets its second
innings.  You anxiously sort out your
luggage as it comes up in the slings from
the yawning hatchways, or as you see it
go by daintly poised on the head of some
chocolate-colored male or female statue.
The hotel commissionaire takes it in his
charge and shouts into the promiscuous
darkness for the hoat for the Galle Face

you at the jetty. A dozen or so squab-
ble for the honour of helping you step
ashore and the rowers plead with iron
lungs and camp-meeting earnestness for
baksheish for their wild race of a mile or
so. You give them largess to the equiva-
lent of five cents to divide among the
crew of six, and they forthwith decide
that it is Rockefeller himself travelling
incog. The coinage is Sinhalese and
unlike any other in the Far East. One
hundred cens make one rupee, and a
rupee is thirty cents at the current ex-
change.

At the jetty there are scores waiting
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for you to sell you anything they’ve got
from lace to dancing girls, or to simply
beg from you or to try and get a tip out
of you by any old pretext. You have to
shake them all off or lay a stick to them
if they get too persistent, for if you gave
anything to one of them all the others

2v3

I had become gilt-edged in bluffing. So
I rushed the Eurasian Night Inspector
and told him how important it was for
me to get our stuff through at once
without examination, as most of it had
to go at once up to Government House.
He salaamed till I was afraid he would

Artificial Lake at Kandy.

would be down on you like a flock of
starving crows.

Getting through the crowd—bronze,
sweating bodies; white, rolling eyes;
pearly teeth; black hair, long and coarse
and done up in a little bob behind ; with
usually just one little scrap of clothing,
and that of the most vivid colour—you
first catch the inevitable customs official.

get slivers in his face from the jetty
floor.

“If the honourable Sahib would con-
descend to say how many pieces and
how marked, the slaves would forthwith
get them if they had to throw everybody

~else and their things over the side.”

It was something along this line th.at
he handed me back, and so I gave him
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the descriptive marks, number of pack-
ages, etc.. including a big bundle of bill-
board paper on which I should have
paid full duty. The little Government

House oration had a pull like an old-

Singhalese House.

styvle mustard plaster. Then as [ saw
a second-edition Sandow marching
proudly up with about 300 1bs. of print-
ing balanced neatly on his turban, and
my work began to look awfully coarse in
my own eyes, I got the customs man to
onc side and gave him a cigar while I
told him confidentially how restfully it
was to strike a place where the officials
knew their business from the ground up.
He swelled himself like a wise toad and
amiably cursed the porters for not break-
ing the running records with my 300-Ib.
packs on their heads.

Just outside the jetty gates squatted a
row of greasy money-changes—the same
tribe of old Shylocks that Christ chased
out of the Temple in the long ago. They
are not allowed on the wharf either.
They exchange any country’s money for
coin of Ceylon and only charge a penny
for the accommodation, which isn’t bad
for Hebrew bankers.

Then vou take a ’rickshaw, and twentv
or more fellows spring from somewhere
and run after you as vou get in the over-
brown baby carriage.

“May I not push behind., Master >—I
am most strong, Master—We shall go
like the west wind,” etec.

They are all so very anxious.
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But you shake them all off as the
coolie you are honouring with your pat-
ronage, gives a little grunt, settles him-
self n the shafts and goes off at an easy
lope. I don’t suppose it is more than six
miles an hour, but it seems eight or nine.
As your bronze-skinned trotting man-
horse springs nimbly around a mudhole
and ambles up the street, with the elec-
tric lights spluttering under the great
over-arching tropical trees already drop-
ping dew in great hot tears, a little lithe
copper-colored boy with laughing eyes
and teeth romps alongside.

“Penny for the pretty flowers,” he
cries, waving at you a handful of white
and crimson and purple orchids. You
pay no attention. He tries it three or
four times. You sit stern silent and
sour.

“Take the pretty flowers anyway,” he
finally shouts, “take them just for luck”
—and he goes laughing back into the
witchery of the velvet night, while vou
wonder if you haven't been too carefui
for once.

The ’rickshaw man-horse trots on,
edging in and out—now to escape a
muddy place or the next minute to avoid
a homeward-plodding corporal’s guard
of work elephants tired out from a hard
day of shifting big timbers at the docks
—every few minutes making a swing-

-ing half-circle to pass a lumbering,

thatch-roofed cart drawn by two patient,

Typical Street Scene.

plodding little Indian oxen scarcely big-
ger than Newfoundland dogs, a black
or brown wild-eyved savage hunched up
on the long tongue of the rude vehicle,
poking persistently at first one and then
the other of his team—past water buffa-
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loes in harness, great clay-blue, wide-
horned, monsters, or an occasionas dock-
erv, the blooded stock of the Sinhalese
roads—past vivid and animated bazaars,
husiness and pleasure just beginning for
the night, and everyone out of doors—
past grave bearded men of every shade
of black or mahogany, garbed in every
tone of pink, crimson, magenta, brilliant
blues and greens, orange and purples,
half-naked, skirted or quaintly uniformed
—past mnumerable recumbent forms in
doorways or on the roadside—past an
old, old DBuddhist temple where the
priests have watched and waited and stu-
died and practised their philosophies of
life, the door never closed nor the shrine
deserted since long, iong before Colum-
bus fitted out his nttle flcet to probe the
mystery of the western sea—past the
great white clock tower and lighthouse,
rising in the centre of the busiest street
—through a short native alley where the
porter and the carver of brass and the
smith and the baker work primitively at
their several trades as they and their
fathers have for centuries unnumbered—
cut along the great Marine Parade with
its close-shaven lawn of three hundred
acres, on the one side sloping to the
thundering sea—then with a showy
sprint up under the porte cochere of the
“finest hotel in the East,” where twenty
or thirty jabbering servants fall over one
another in welcoming you.

The ‘rickshaw man works out that he
has teamed you six miles and it has taken

him a few minutes less than an hour. So
he called it an even hour and taxes you
20 cens, a sum worth 12 cents of good
American coin. When you give it to
him in cash instead of suggestmg a thir-
ty-day note, he proceeds to do a little
nnpromptu prayer stunt for the generous
giver—vhich is you.

It's almost 9 o’clock and the dusky ho-
tel clerk tells you dinner will be served
almost at once—in your room if you wish
or in the big dining hall until 11. It’s
the usual b1c>r dlmnt7 hall with scores of
fashionable women ofuests and their pied-

raven companions, also with double
scores of dark, silent waiters, each with
his little kilt-like skirt flapping about bare
prown legs, his oily black hair topped
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with an almost circular tortoise-shell
comb, for all the world like those mys-
terious little haloes wherewith the art-
ists of other days facilitated the identi-
fication of the Saints.

Coffee and cigarettes are served on
the Moorish verandahs, thirty feet wide.
Then you go to bed if you're tired, and
most travellers are. That is you start
with no other intention than that of
seeking the feathers. There is your nice
big bed all ready for you, with its snowy
sheets and two fat pillows, the bed all
boxed in with netting like a little square

tent. The legs of the bedstead have
small inverted funnels on them, like
anklets, a foot from the polished floor.
That is so that no holidaying snake will
get the chance of sharing the bed with
a paying guest. You glance up at the
wall and notice a nice httle bright pink
lizard some six inches long sprinting to-
wards the ceiling after a bug or spider
that looks good to him. They won't hurt
you—the lizards—so it’s all right and
proper for them to have the run of the
pilace and make your walls their hunting
preserve. They are even encouraged and
subsidized, for they keep bugdom from
the dangers of congested population.

There is no bedclothing other than the
sheets you sleep on. More i1s never
needed, for Ceylon is much hotter than
India even, being more neighbourly with
the equator. It was only 108 during the
wintry day I was there—and that during
a pouring equatorial rainstorm. But
they say it does get really warm in the
summer.

After vou get mto vour ])\Janns vou
turn out the light and sit by the bxg
open window an(l listen to the chatter
of the monkeys and the flying foxes
somewhere up in the quivering palm tops,
and look lazily at the twinkling 'rick-
show lights as they come and go jigger-
ing up Sthe road and down. You listen
to the dolorous sighs of a complaining
camel out in the background of the damp,
sticky night, and the hi-yi of the 'rick-
shaw-man and the creaking of an old
ox cart—while lights twinkle from sha-
dowy, fantastic houses and gleam from
roadside forges, and over the sleeping
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town the long white arm of the revolv-
ing searchlight swings ceaselessly.

And then the constant pounding of
the surf sends you to sleep and you man-
age to snooze somehow through the
stuffy, ‘sticky, sweltering night. You
must sleep, for you dream, and the
dreams are all topsy-turvy and fantastic
in their admixture of the grave old East
and the young and frivolous West—the
dim ages of the past and the chattering
of today.

Then you begin half-consciously to
wonder what makes it rain so tremend-
ously hard and so steadily, until by and
by you remember that it is the pounding
of the sea just outside your window, and
you get up and look out in the first light
of the dawn,

The line of waiting 'rickshaws is still
there.  And there is a little huddled heap
under or close to cach. That is the pa-
tient man-horse waiting to awaken upon
the instant and run miles with you for
his penny fare.  There are hundreds of
other little huddled heaps over on the
great lawn—along the walls—in the
doorways—everywhere,

Then comes a long procession of rush-
hooded carts drawn by quaint, patient,
little oxen with their funny hump just
back of the neck, as though meant by
nature for the fitting of the yoke—and
their wild drivers squatting on the

tongue. A philosophical camel comes
ambling silently, its long meck sway-
ing from side to side, chewing, chewing,
chewing the cud of reflection—a few
early work elephants lumbering along;
the big white arm of light still swing-
ing round and round over the silent city,
completing its nightly vigil in the grey
of the dawn—a cool, refreshing breeze;
the twitter of early birds and the raucous
protest of an ancient crow—and then,
suddenly, it is full morning and the teem-
ing world 1s wide awake.

You step out of your room. DBy al-
most every door the servant of some
guest is still curled up on his mat like
a faithful dog. Other dusky, silent-
footed shapes flit spectre-like along the
dim corridors to take up their work in
the distant kitchens. You cross to the
bathrooms and take a plunge—for the
bathrooms here open into a swimming
pool 60 vards long and 20 in width, form-
ing the central court of the servants’
quarter. Then you dress and again look
from the window while breakfast re-
ceives attention. No one breakfasts in
the big room.

The promenade of the day has begun.
Little ox-carts of every kind pass to and
fro—carriages with tiny ponies shining
like satin—'rickshaws—ayahs and babies
—servants airing straining dogs in leash
—more babies in ’rickshaws, their moth-
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ers beside them on bicycles—cantering
couples on horseback—a troup of native
cavalry with their crimson turbans and
lances, pennon-decked clattering across
the plain—and everywhere the bright mo-
saic of humanity taking closer pattern
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and yet more brilliant, every-changing
colour. :

In these hot centuries it is in the early

. morning that all the world takes the air.

And that is Colombo—the gateway of
India—as it looks in the first night and
morning through traveller’s spectacles.

The Way Out.

J. H.

HE Auctioneer poised his hammer
for the last item on his long list
of “Sheriff Sales.”

“Three hundred and fifty, I
am offered for this fine team of black
geldings, no my friend youw'll have to hit
higher than that.

Three hundred and seventy-five?
Who'll. make it four hundred? Iour
hundred, do I hear? TFour hundred I
am offered. Going——going——gone—
at four hundred.”

The hammer descended with a sharp
tap and the purchaser, a big man with
a heavy black beard and a coonskin over-
coat, stepped up to pay his money. Nel-
son Findlay, the former owner, stood a
moment critically regarding the stranger,
then, casting a last fond look upon the
beloved horses, he thrust his hands deep
into his overcoat pockets and strode de-
jectedly away. His shack stood five
miles across the snow-covered prairie
and thitherward he plodded. A keen
breeze blew, and the loose snow sifted
and sank in various eddying forms upon
the broad plain.

When the young farmer reached home,
his sister, Gertrude, the sole companion
of his prairie home, opened the door and
greeted him in silence. There was no
need for her to ask questions. She knew
how he felt. She had seen the bailiff
come that morning and lead away the
team behind his cutter. Nelson had gone
with the officer in hopes of making some
new arrangement with the mortgage
company. He had just come back alone

Grant

and on foot, and she knew he had failed.

“Well Gert, they’re gone,” said Nel-
son, after he had eaten scantily of the
dainty meal placed before him. “I guess
we’ll miss poor old Dick and Jim on the
seeder next spring. I don’t see what I
am going to do. [ hung around the sale
thinking that some of the neighbours
might possibly buy them; then that I'd
maybe have a chance to buy them back;.
but some stranger got them. IHe looked
as though he might be from the lumber
camps in Riding Mountain. So I guess.
its good-bye to the faithful old fellows.”

Tears were in the eyes of the young
farmer as he concluded. Ifor the six
vears, that he had lived on the home-
stead in Lonehill district, his tcam had
been his pride and standby, and he loved
them as comrades.

Gertrude put away the supper things
and washed the few dishcs, then, pulling
her chair close to her brother, she laid
her hand on his arm.

“Never mind Nelse,” she said sooth-
ingly. “It was not your fault that this
happened. When you gave that mort-
gage, who could have known that the
hail was coming to destroy our crop?
There will be some way out. There
always is, if we but do our part and wait,
ves, w-a-i-t,” she repeated slowly and
sighed.

“Do vou know,” she began again in a
low, carnest voice, “I was dreaming
about Tfrank last night.”

“Who?” demanded the brother, his.
eyes opening wide and his face betray-
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ing a sudden revulsion. I thought girl,
that vou promised never to mention his
name in my presence.’

“Yes Nelse,” she said tmidly, and
with pleading in her voice, “but that
was s0 long ago, and this was only a
dream, vou know.”

(o on then,” said the brother reluct-
antlv, his face soiftening again as he
looked into the sad depths of the sister’s
eves.

"I dreamed that he had not forgotten
me at all, but was working hard all this
time away on a lone creek and that he
came here and !

Nelson didn't speak, but his eyes wan-
dered aimost unconsciously toward the
old shot-gun which hung above the door?
His sister caught his glance and read its
significance. She ceased speaking and
rising abruptly busied herself about some
trifling household duties; presently she
turned her pale face toward him and a
tear trickled down her cheek.

"Good-night Nelse,” she said, don’t
worry.”  As Nelson heard her steal up
the narrow stair to her lonely bed, his
conscience troubled him.

[ was cruel,” he muttered, “but she
will keep thinking of that fellow. It’s
just four vears today since he left and
never a scratch has he written.  *Gone
to the dogs with drink and cards, so
that yvoung renegade from the Klondyke
told me in the hotel the other day. Poor
child, I darc not tell her that, but I wish
she knew.  And the whole thing has been
my fault. I brought her away out to
this lonely place to keep house for me,
then [ hired that *Smart Alec.” I might
have guessed the result.  Curse him,” he
cjaculated, then with a gesture of impa-
tiecnce he thrust the unsavory subject
from his mind.

Long he sat gazing through the win-
dow mto the night where the frost par-
ticles glimmered in the white light, and
the smoke from the projecting stovepipe
cast a long wavering shadow across the
ghostly plain. Two hundred acres of
crop to put in and only two horses to
do it with, was a problem indeed. He
turned over plan after plan, but none
seemed to prove satisfactory. The fire
burned low; the frost crept gradually
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over the window pane and the roof wires,
which supported the extension of stove-
pipe, hummed wierdly as they contracted
i tire chill night wind. Cold and weary
he rose to seck his bed. But something
akin to remorse troubled his big heart.
He climbed the ladder and tapped gently
upon the home-made door of his sister’s
bedroom.

"You needn’t get up early to get break-
fast, Gert,” he began, "I don’t think I'll
go to the bush tomorrow. Heilo,” he
exclaimed, as he saw that she had not
gone to bed but was still sitting in a
chair, her elbows resting on her knees
and her chin on her hands. “Why in
the world, aren't you in your bed, my
girl? You'll get your death of cold sit-
ting here.”

"I didn't feel sleepy,” she answered,
“and I was just thinking of how very
good you had been to me since—since—
these last four years,” she faltered, “and

2

“Tut child, you do too much thinking.
Forget it. We'll manage somehow,” said
Nelson, trying to be gay.

“Listen,” said Gertrude suddenly.

There was a cringing of footsteps in
the frosty snow and a moment later a
loud knock at the door.

“Come in man; this is rather a late
hour to be wandering about the prairies,”
said Nelson as he threw open the door
and proceeded to poke up the fire.

A tall, broad shouldered man, stepped
in without a word.

“Take off your coat, you're not going
farther tonight,” said the farmer, his
voice and manner betraying the true
spirit of hospitality.

His guest walked leisurely across the
floor and taking a chair before the firc
began to pull the icicles from his beard.
He did not remove his coat and he left
the fur collar bound tightly about his
ears.

"I cannot stay tonight, thank you,” he
began presently, in a deep voice as he
looked into the fire. “I must get back
to town. You see its this way, I bought
a team at the sale today and I took them
down to Atkinson’s livery stable. Some
fellow told me that he thought you were
going to be rather short of horse power
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this spring and might like to buy them
back.”

Nelson could hardly contain himself.

“T’ll give you my note at eight per
cent. and fifty dollars on your bargain,”
he said, breathlessly.

“As things stand,” continued the
stranger, as though there had been no
interruption, “I haven’t much use for
the horses myself. I've made a little
money lately and I bought them on
‘speck.”  If you want the team now, just
draw out the form for a note there; I'm
not much with the pen myself.”

In a moment Nelson, fairly consumed
with joy, seated at the table was fumb-
ling in a box for paper and pen.

“What’s the name please? To whom
shall I make this note payable?”

“Never mind about the extra ffty;
cight per cent. is good enough for me.”
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“Heavens man! You're too good : this
is like a dream. To whom shall I make
this note payable? Tell me, quick!” said
Nelson in a frenzy of excitement.

“Make it payable to let me sece, I
hadn’t thought of that.” There was a
twinkle in the big man’s brown eyes but
it was hidden behind his fur collar
“Make it payable O, pshaw! «on’t
make it at all.”

Nelson stared in blank amazement, as
the man suddenly leaped from his chair,
threw back his collar and slipped out of
his coat. At that moment Gertrude’s
pale face appeared at the bottom of the
stairs. She was trembling so that she

could scarcely stand.

“Frank,” she sobbed, “I knew vou'd
come.”

“Gertrude,” murmured the guest, as he
clasped her in his arms.
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B. T.

William

UTSIDE a certain circle, and that
O not a very large one, the name
of B. T. A. Bell is hardly
known, but when the roll is
called of those who have contributed to
the upbuilding of this great Dominion,
it will be found high on the list. His
best work resembled that of the little
creature which was sclected to be the
emblem of the Society which he founded,
as 1t has come to be recognized as the
national emblem of Canadian industry.
In some respects he worked as indus-
triously, as unobtrusively and as thor-
oughly as the beaver, for he laid the
foundations not only of the Canadian
Mining Institute, which today embraces
every mining district, and cvery mining

man of note; but he did better, he laid

the foundations of a true and just con-
ception of our mineral resources, and of
the method in which they should be
handled.

His brilliant career was cut short even
before he had attained the prime of life,
but not before he had begun to reap the
fruit of his labours, and to realize that
in connection with mining matters, and
especially in the control of the Mining
Institute, and the leading of public
opinion in mining matters, his influence
was paramount.

A. Bell

Blakemore.

The four years which have elapsed
since his untimely end have only served
to accentuate the value of his services
and the extent to which he had endeared
himself to all who knew him. As the
Canadian Mining Institute meets in ses-
sion year by year, there is always a silent
toast to the missing one and abundant
cvidence that his memory will be green
for many years to come.

B. T. A. Bell was the son of an Edin-
burgh physician, and nephew of the
eminent Dr. Joseph Bell, so well known
throughout medical circles in the Old
Country. His dower seems to have been
a fine physique, a splendid education and
an inherent tendency to travel. He
found his way to Canada, entered the
services of the C.P.R., and occupied a
good position in the Company’s offices at
Winnipeg. One day he was hailed by
half a dozen old friends, still very young
men, who formed a contingent on their
way to Eyypt. He went to the train to
see them off, sent word to his superior
officer that he had gone to Egypt, and
that was the last of service for the
C.P.R. He fought in the Soudan, dis-
tinguishing himself and securing a medal.

At the close of the war he found his
way back to Canada, and very soon took
hold of the Canadian Mining Review,
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which had just been given a start, and
had practically no circulation and no dis-
tinction. Realizing the mining possibili-
ties of the country he threw his whole
energy into the work, and just what
splendid and redoubtable energy he had
only those well acquainted with him
knew.

In a few years the Review had made
its mark, the result of intelligent editing,
of fearless and outspoken criticism of
wild cat schemes
and the judi-
cious backing of
responsible ven-
tures. No sooner
had Bell got the
Review fairly on
its legs than he
began to cast
about for a per-
manent clientele,
and within a
short time had
been instrumen-
tal in establish-
ing Mining As-
sociations in No-
va Scotia and
Quebec, as also
a small but se-
leet Club at
BlackLake,
which was
called the As-
bestos Club.

It was at the
latter in 1893
that I first met
B. T. A. Bell,
having just com-
pleted an inspec-
tion of the mines
of the Black
Lake and Thet-
ford Districts. In those days Asbestos
was worth money, and the mines had
had one or two very profitable years.
The Club was flourishing and the few
congenial spirits who constituted it
formed a coterie of wits which it would
be hard to match in the Dominion.

From the first I was impressed with
two characteristics of Bell—his bril-
Hance and his inherent kindliness. He
had splendid gifts and over-powering

3
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magnetism. The latter enabled him to
invariably overcome opposition, and in
later years I have seen him in the midst
of stormy scenes at the Institute, when
before the meeting a large majority of
the members had vowed to turn him
down, simply overwhelm the opposition
by personal influence and emerge more
firmly entrenched than ever in the confi-
dence of his fellows,

From 1893 until the time of his death
he was my most
intimate and
loyal friend.
Only once did
we have a dis-
agreement, and
it was fierce
while it lasted,
but ended as it
was bound to do
in a closer
friendship than

ever. There
were few
months  during

all these years
that I was not a
contributor to
his Review, and
the last letter I
ever received
from him was
like many others
which had
reached me, an
urgent request
for “copy,” as he
was so pressed
with business
that he could not
“fll  up” that
month.

It would take
a long article to
recite the number of worthless schemes
which B. T. A. Bell denounced in the
columns of the Canadian Mining Review.
His trenchant pen mercilessly exposed
everything which would not bear inves-
tigation, and it was done with an insight
and an honesty of purpose which gained
him the respect of thousands whom he
never met. He has in Canadian Jour-
nalism today no successor, for unfor-
tunately the Review passed out of the
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control of his executors, and under its
new title the Canadian Mining Journal
possesses none  of the  distinction and
none of the weight which characterized
the old paper. People read the Review
almost entircly for the editorial.  Mining
news is disseminated chiefly through the
daily  newspapers, and the uppermost
thought in the readers of the Review
was not what was going on in the
Mining world, but “what does Dell say ?”

It 1s a remarkabic testimony to the
ability and judgment of its editor that
the Canadian \lining Review during
nearly twenty vears’ publication, never
once had to take back a criticism.  Bell
mvariably made surc of his ground be-
fore commencing an attack, after that it
was always a case of "a hght to a finish”
and no surrender. He lived to see his
feeble beginnings of organization among
mining men develop into a Federated
Institute, which today numbers 700 mem-
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hers, and is recognized as the only auth-
ority in connection with the mdustl\
He infused into it his own sp1r1t of en-
eryy, enterprise and bright optimism.

His twenty vears faithful work could
he represented by no fitter monument
than this Institute, and his successors
could find no greater stimulus than to
study its history. His mistakes were
few, and they have long ago been for-
gotten.

When the Canadian Mining Institute
acquires permanent headquarters there is
no doubt that the members will desire to

crect some fitting memorial to remind
the Mining men of the future of the man
who first appreciated the possibiiities of
their industry in Canada, and laid the
foundations broad and deep for its up-
building and for the development of an
organization to which the destinies of the
industry are confided.

A $50,000 Laugh.

Billee Glynn

I’ might have been a spectacle in some
ancient horseplay—a huffoon-like
mingling of the tragic and the comic.
In the bed lay the lean figure, half

apparent through the bedclothes droop-
ing from the drawn-up knces; the face
middle-aged, mustachioed, and cadaver-
ous, turned outward—the blank expres-
sion of dcath growing in its look of dis-
gust.  Around the bed, to all appear-
ances—five idiots, and each in the height
of a lunatic outburst, loaded with gesti-
culation and interspersed with spasms of
loud laughter which shook the room.

On the right hand, reading jokes out
of a comic paper, and shppmo his knee
at the end of each one with a hoarse
guffaw, while he nodded his head wildly
at the sick man, was a gawkish, untail-
ored youth with yecllow, fuzzled hair and
a big mouth. Next him and somewhat
behind—in order to gain sufficient room

for his exertions—a slim young man

with a slinmmer dark mustach and snub
nose was contorting himself into a dance
that might have been fathered by an
Irish cloo and step-mothered by a Little

Egypt, —llounshmo at the same time the
skirts of his (ll'ebb coat in a manner to
show that he was not born for dresses.
In the centre a long-legged individual
with red hair and a tace to match was
making squirmy attempts to stand on his
head, uuhno invariably in failure when
his spmdlc shanl\s would come down like
ninepins on those about him, with a par-
ticular penchant, it seemed, for mingling
themselves with the gyrations of his
right-hand neighbour. The other two
membels of thlS strange group were ar-
ranged at the foot of the bed; one, a
llttle wizened man with a huoe 10SE,
singing a comic song in a voice fit to
breal\ a heart; his fellow of studentish
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appearance, and monocled in proper Lon-
don style, tearing out a soul-straining
pitch an over-squeaky imitation of n
“Punch and Judy™ show.

IFor downright ciownery—exaggerated
bv its wanton respectability—the scenc
was hard to beat, and for pandemonium
it was Gehenna itself. A demon, if de-
mons do die, might have revelled in
such an exit, but the mortal with the
grav mask of death settling over his
face was clearly far from approbation.
He gazed from one to tie other, his eves
hlled with a growing distaste, a deeper
loathing,—then in an instant, with a sud-
denness that was startling in the ex-
treme, he burst into a great fit of hol-
low laughter, kicked out his legs spas-
modically, and felt back on his pillow a
corpse.

This action was the signal to those
around for an immediate cessation of
their parts; and they drew together in
the centre of the room a bolus of argu-
ment and incoherence, in which only was
articulate the constantly repeated asser-
tion, "I did it; I tell you I did it!"—or
words to that effect,—uttered by the five
different voices at first simultaneously,
then flung in strident tones at intervals
high above the jumble of contention.

While matters were still in this heyv-

dey of bewranglement a stately, white-
haired man entered the room foilowed by
an old negro woman, evidently a per-
son of the house. He stood for an in-
stant in speechless wonder at the scene
before him, then turned to his com-
panion with a look of inquiry.
- “De massa’s kin," she explained;
“looks like they'd gone crazy. Oh, de
massa, doctor, look at de massa, de mas-
sa's dead."”

She burst into a low wail of grief and,
wringing her hands, followed the doctor
to the hedside. He placed his hand over
the heart of the limp figure, but with-
drew it in an instant with a conclusive
shake of his head: whereupon the old
hegro woman burst into deeper strains
Of woe that threatened to drown even the
babel still in progress in the centre of
the room. The doctor quieted and sent
her away with a word, then stepping
cquickly over clutched the monocled indi-
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vidual by the arm and turning him about
addressed him sharply.

"When did he die?” he asked, point-
ing to the bed, “and what in the name
of Heaven is all this about>"

“"When did he die!” reiterated the
other blankly, putting up a hand to his
eveglass, “When did he die!” Then in
a precipitate relapse to the argumenta-
tive madness from which he had been
disturbed, he brought one palm down
on the other with sudden fury in the
doctor’s face. "1 tell you it was me
did it,” he shouted, totally oblivious of
grammatical shortcomings, ™ me,

—me,
me'!—and no one else! You can tell
Benton that.”

But the attention of the others had
now been attracted, and immediately
four other fists menacingiy shook in the
doctor’s face, and four other voices gave
utterance to the same emphatic statement
in terms so similar as to scarcely vary by
a word. “It was me, me only, and no
one else—you can tell Benton that,”
they dinned at him, drowning utterly all
his attempts at questioning, till at last
thinking their lunacy hopeless he backed
away and ran for the door.

Just outstde of it he rushed into the
arms of Benton, the lawyer.

“Ah!" he exclaimed with a relieved
sigh, and drawing back, he pointed from
their concealment to the strange scene
within. “Can vou explain that Benton?
—what on earth do they mean? I was
here only once before and then saw Ho-
garth alone; but Rachel tells me they’re
his kin. If so they're as mad as March
hares apparently, and the only thing vou
can get out of them is: “It was me—
it was me—tell Benton. It would seem
that it is the dead man to whom they
refer.”

“Hogarth dead!” ejaculated Benton.
“Why I fancied he was much better yes-
terday: he made this appointment with
me today.”

“Dead anvway! Some one called me
up on the phone half an hour ago and
I came direct.” Then clutching the
lawyer’'s arm awesomely—“you don’t
suppose it could be a case requiring a
post-mortem—poisoning for instance!
The circumstances to say the least——"



274

But the iawver interrupted him. “No,
no, Hart,” he put in, “these men arc all
relations and prospective heirs of Ho-
garth, and I think I have an inkling
now as to what this strange comedy
means. Can vou tell me if Hogarth
laughed beiore he died?”

"Laughed '—a dying man laugh! Ben-
ton, vou're as crazy as the rest of them.
I'll leave this place before I become in-
fected mysell.

“Crazv—not a bit of it! Wait till I
tell vou the conditions of Hogarth’s will.
He ieit all his estate—worth some ffty
thousand doilars—to the person who be-
iore his death would give him one good,
hearty laugh. Think of it—a ffty thous-
and dollar laugh! Since a certain wo-
man went back on him six months ago
he has never even smiled, and 1n my
opinion has been a little out of his head,
this being the reason for his eccentric
bequest. With my permission, however,
this condition to the inheritance was kept
a secret within the family circle, thus
doing away with outside contestants who
would doubtless have been numberless;
and these young men here represent the
different branches of the family. Now
I hope you understand ?”

“It hardly explains that”"—pointing
within.

“Certainly. Tinding that Hogarth
was dying, and having been unsuccessful
in their former attempts, it 1s probable
that they individually brought all their
efforts to bear to find his humour spot,
and having donc so are now contesting
as to whom the achievement and legacy
belongs. _

“IHem! so that's it,” satirised the doc-
tor. “Well, T leave vou to the rabble;
I sce they’ve caught sight of yvou.”

It was truec. The red-haired indivi-
dual, the rest of the bunch at his heels,
was alrcady lighting the doorway. The
next moment Benton was dragged for-
cibly inside, and in the midst of a jargon
fit to deafen him was endeavouring to
make himself heard.

“Well, he said, some ten minutes later,
having heard all their stories, “there’s
nothing for it that I can see but divide
the property cqually among you. You
were all pretty humourous, it seems, but

WESTWARD HO!

MAGAZINE

which one affected Hogarth most is im-
possible for me to say. Perhaps he
laughed at the lot of you. What do you
say, gentlemen, to an equal division ?”

“IEqual division, be hanged!” inter-
jected the monocled young gentleman.
I tell you it was a particular squeak of
my Judy that tickled him. I'll not take
a cent less than the fifty thousand.”

“Come down to earth, you're night-
walking,” said the yellow-haired unsar-
torial youth, “it was my joke about the
burnt pancakes did it.”

“Burnt rot!” exclaimed the little, big-
nosed individual ; “you might have burnt
them to a cinder and never touched his
funny-bone. It was my “Sally, your eyes
are navy blue,” did the trick. That song
would make a dog laugh if he was born
lock-jawed.”

Then followed in simultaneous haste
the clogger and he of the red hair, each
with his refutation and personal claim.

Benton attempted to argue with them
but finding it useless sank on the edge

- of the bed frowning and utterly non-

plussed.

“Well,” he said at length, “if you will
not agree on an equal division there is
ouly one way out of it that I can see.
I will put myself in Hogarth's place and
as far as possible in his character, and
then judge from your respective parts’
which one of you is entitled to the in-
heritance. What do you say to that?”

This plan was unanimously agreed up-
on, and five minutes later, the corpse hav-
mg been taken from the bed, the lawver
undressed and in a night-dress—to make
the conditions as similar as possible—
was ensconced in its place, listening with
much the same look of disgust as the
face of the dying man had worn to the
babel that reigned about him. The
joker joked, the clogger clogged, the
smger sung, Punch-and Judy squeaked
itself out of voice, and the long legs of
the red-haired man beat the air like flails
—but all to no effect. Benton's face stil!
retained undisturbed its bored look,—an
expression which increased with the fury
of the scene, as the performers in des-
peration waxed more strenuous in their
endeavours. It would seem that his hu-
mour spot was even harder to find than
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Hogarth’s. But all at once with a sharp

abruptness similar to that of the former -

case he suddenly burst into a loud, hys-
terical laugh, drew up his legs, flung
them out again, and leaped from the
bed.

Immediately the five prospective heirs
made a dash for him, eager in their in-
quiries, but he shook them off.

“Wait,” he said; and turning he drew
the clothes from the foot of the bed.

What was it?—Diminutive, tousled,
black, with flashing eyes and white teeth,
it shot out and by them, while one and
all they started back aghast; then sud-
denly it ran into the old negro woman
entering the doorway, who with an ex-
clamation of surprise picked it up in her
arms, giving the open-mouthed group by
the bedside time for identification.

“Julus Larsy,” se ejaculated, “whar on
earth has yo’ abeen? I'se been a-lookin’
for yo’ for six hours, yo’ bad chile.”
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The dwarfed negro boy nestled in her
arms.  “Ticklin’ massa’s feet,” he made
reply.

“Ticklin’ massa’s feet,” she reiterated,
holding him from her. “Yo young spal-
peen, I'll skin yo’ hide for you’. Didn’
yo’ know de massa’s? Oh, yo’ young
spalpeen!” '

“Wanted ter make massa laugh—want-
ed der coin for whistle,” moaned the boy.

“What coin is yo’ a-talkin’ about?
Don’ yo' lie to me yo’ young spalpeen
—thar just take that”—and she brought
her hand down with force.

But Benton, who had by this time re-
covered himself, approached and laid a
hand on her arm.

“Don’t,” he said, “the boy has just
won for you your master's estate worth
fifty thousand dollars.”

And he explained the conditions of the
will, which the boy admitted having
heard by way of a keyhole.

Revelstoke, B, C.

H. Cunningham Morris.

EW if any of the thousand and
one travellers of almost every
nationality that pass over the
great C.P.R. transcontinentai

highway of Canada, icannot but take
special notice of the chief stopping placce
on the route of the Pacific Division,
Revelstoke—the very mname denotes
something impressive and immediately
creates interest. Many are the curious
cves turned from car windows to the
stately setting of snow-capped peaks and
close study is invariably given to time-
tables and guide-books wherein are con-
cisely set down the credentials of the
chief cities on the line of the CP.R. A
city can be made by artificial means, as
money, but if its claims to notice be nat-
ural advantages, the making, if not easiei
or quicker—to what cannot money do—
1s leastwise healthier and surer. Faith
born of knowledge, with indomitable

courage and perseverance to give it ef-
fect, arouses pride, spirit and zcal, all
of which after, of necessity bearing fruit,
must seek investment with profit. Per-
sistency must win and as it 1s with man
so with a town in the making. Revel-
stoke in construction days was hut a
mere collection of tents and huts, an
her first inhabitants, mmbued with that
indomitable courage, with the fuil hope
and intuition that the little village would
be the metropolis of the Kootenays in
the future, persevered in their efiorts
to establish a town which is today the un-
doubted centre of the Kootenay trade
and commerce of the Interior. Situated
midway between prairie and Pacihc, be-
tween mountain ranges and wondrous-
beauty and resource; upon the banks of
the Columbia River, crossed by the C.
P. R. main line, at its point of junction
with the southern or interior branch sys-
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Revelstoke Public School.

tem: upon the finest waterway and in the
cenire of one, if not the best, timber
belts in B.C.; at the base and headquar-
ters of the rich Big Bend, in a country
unsurpassed for scenic and sporting at-
tractions; in a magnificent valley well
watered and rich in alluvial soil two miles
wide and spread out on a level low pla-

teau amidst surrounding hills of superh
grandeur. Revelstoke’s advantages are
all of a character to encourage growth
and give every promise of permanency.
The city of today is the result of a steady.,
slow but sure growth ; there has been no
retrograde movement, and as years rolled
on a city evolved out of the tents and

SS. Revelstoke

B ]

Passing Through Columbia River Canyon, Revelstoke, B.C.
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What This Bottle Will Do.

Here’s a new thing—a wonderful thing—the invention of a German scientist—
a bottle that keeps any liquid boiling hot without heat, or ice cold without ice.—

"™ Thermos Bottle

No chemicals—no acids—nothing but one glass bottle inside of another with a
space between from which all the air has been removed, forming a vacuum. Al
you do is simply pour in your coffee, or milk, or soup, or any other liquid as hot
or as cold as you want it and the Thermos Bottle will keep it 7oz for 24 hours or

cold jfor 72 hours.

MOtO l'i ng— Take Thermos

Bottles filled with any liquids
you want at any temperature
you like, and no matter where
you go or what happens you
have refreshments at hand.
There’s a Thermos Bottle Bas-
ket for six bottles made for
automobiles. Also a leather
auto case for two bottles.

Outlﬂgs — When picnicing,
yachting, hunting, canoeing—on
any kind of trip—you can have
hot drinks or cold drinks al-
ways ready if you put them
into Thermos Bottles before you
start,

Traveling —No more vain

longing for a refreshing drink
on tedious railroad journeys.
Simply put into your grip one
or two Thermos Bottles filled

with hot or cold liquids of any
kind.

Luncheom —At the office,

the shop, anywhere, the Ther-
mos DBottle will provide you
with hot coffee or cold milk for
luncheon, making the noonday
meal more enjoyable, refresh-
ing and invigorating.

Sick Room—the Thermos

Bottle will keep medicines and
nourishment at the right tem-
perature. By doing away witn
the germ-collecting open pitcher
the Thermos Bottle prevents
infection, Saves steps for
nurses—a boon for invalids who
are left alone.

For BabY—Tlle Thermos

Bottle kecps baby’s milk warm
and sweet day or night, mak-
ing it easy for mothers and
nurses. Filled, cleaned and
emptied same as any ordinary
bottle.

Thermos Bottles are sold at the leading department stores, hardware stores,
drug stores, jewelry stores, leather goods stores, automobile supply stores—

everywhere. Pint and quart sizes.

Prices from $3.50 up. Send for booklet.

Always ready—never requires any preparation.

CANADIAN THERMOS BOTTLE CO., LTD., Montreal.
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We Don't Care—

Fancy Worsteds in
those new shades of
olive "and mild
browns, are the
newest thingsshown
this fall. Exception-
al values at $25.00

rr

REID & CO., Agents, NEW WESTMINSTER, B, C.
S s O S

Who your tailor is. We don't

question his ability to make clothes.

What we want you to know s
that we can give you quick ser-
vice, save you a tew dollars, and
yet supply you with the best

clothes that money and talent can
produce.

THE SHOP OF

7

335 Rastings Jt., Vancouver, B. C.

S A
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huts, pushing its head high up above the
many obstacles that lay in its path. And
all this is as it should be, and why? Be-
canse the pioneers of the early days knew
that a «ty located where Revelstoke is
must of necessity develop and expand by
reason of her unsurpassable geographical
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vicinity is a profitable and valuable in-
dustry and after repeated encourage;
ment, they have got down to the con-
sciousness of what marvellous possibili-
ties the soil has in raising fruit, veget-
ables and produce of all kinds. The val-
ley comprising thousands of acres of

Illecillewaet Canyon, near Revelstoke, B.C.

position, which gives to her the command
as it were, of the commerce of the in-
terior. No one thing can be said to have
made Revelstoke what she is; her many
extensive and valuable resources of
which nature has given her an abundance
all bring up her value. It is but re-
cently that her people have awakened to
the knowledge that fruit growing in the

rich soil is capable of producing the
finest fruit in B. C., and this is actually
taking place; and where a few years ago
were ugly blackened stumps and rank
underbrush, are now orchards in their
strongest youth, worth thousands of dol-
lars even today. Agriculture is the com-
ing industry, and here is where Revei-
stoke has marked an epoch in her history.
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Visitors Are
Always Welcome
At Our Store==
Whether They Buy

We are headquarters for
KODAKS,
PHOTO SUPPLIES,
SOUVENIR GOODS,
FRAMES, ETC.

KODAK HEADQUARTERS

COCKBURN'S ART GALLERY

(Successor to Will Marsden)
665 Granville St.

Vancouver, B. C.

No finer fruit can be grown than at the
very threshold of the city, as can be
readily proven by the splendid display of
fruit at the last Dominion Fair at (g
gary, and also at the recent Fair hely
in the city. Moreover, the fruit busines;
of B. C. as a whole is handied from Revy-
elstoke as the distributing centre which
is an important factor.

Turning to the Iumber industry, it is
safe to say that outside of the coast there
is not in B. C. such an extensive, excel-
lent and wholly accessible belt of timber
of every kind as that tributary to Revel-
stoke and this advantage is accentuated
by the cheap, easy, and safe system of
driving and handling, to excellent mill
sites afforded by the great waterway of
the Columbia river. Investors have
turned greedy eyes in this direction and
timber berths were soon eagerly ac-
quired, rich, valuable areas whose lum-
ber is some of the finest on the continent.
Here is an industry which is vearly ex-
panding and the expanse means the en-
richment of the city. A careful analysis
of the entire situation ogly seems to
emphasise the statement that the lumber
trade is one of the great expansions upon
which Revelstoke can confidently count
to materially increase its prosperity and
assist its upbuilding.

Another great asset to the district are
the almost unlimited mineral deposits in
close proximity to the city awaiting the
arrival of capital to develop the samc.
Here is where, perbaps, lie the greatest
possibilities of Revelstoke: Mining must
have money, transportation and treat-
ment and there as vet have not been sup-
plied by capital in anything like a just
proportion to their possibilities in the
Revelstoke district.  Insufficient means
have been adapted to demonstrate abroa
what mineral arcas exist here. The fickl
for the capitalist and investor is prac-
tically unlimited. and when these mincral
deposits have got their due, mining must,
from its richness of resource and \'z:}-
uable variety, be another of Revelstoke s
greatest aids to progress. Capital 1#
gradually finding its way here and if pro-
perly handled will lead to results beyon(l
all contempiation. From a scenic point.
of view Revelstoke can compare with any
other point on the continent, for situated
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in the heart of the Selkirk ranges, it is
onlv natural that she should attract the

great tourist army, who annually scek the
glories of scenery, sport and adventure.
Pen or penml fails to express the in-
spiring and imposing grandeur of the
surrounding scenery (mnt peak, capped
with gllttermg snow, and robed in green,
towering up thousands of feet, rise on
all sides. Superh lakes among the
ciouds, glacier primatic in the sun,
gloomy canyons, and yawning gorges
where rivers rush majestically, all cannot
but impress the stranger as he gazes
on the sublime beauties of the scene.
Revelstoke in  the centre of countless
beautiful scenic trips, when wonders
await the tourist at every turn. Nature's
vast storehouse of superb attractions in
a variety of forms. All these can be
scen and visited easily from a comfort-
able  headquarters. The Revelstoke
scenery is grand, its sporting attractions
are equally so—for its game is in keep-
ing witihn and worthy of it. Game of
everv description can be secured and
hunting in ail its forms can be indulged
in from a quiet fishing excursion up a
mountain stream, to the more strenuous
sport amid forest and crag. Hunters
from all parts of the globe have scoured
the woods, valleys and mountain slopes
and not one has returned emptly handed.
As a city of commercial and industrial
possibilities Revelstoke has excellent cre-
dentials. Municipal improvements are
being rapidly installed; the facilities
for 1ndustry and busmess in all its
branches are unlimited, and every en-
couragement is held out to settler, resi-
dent, investor and businss man alike. The
cty is rapidly increasing and that in-
crease has been without boom or fren-
zied rush, but solid and secure. Civic
affairs are in no danger of being ne-
glected. Business is ﬁOUl‘lShlllO‘ and rail-
roading keeps the commerce moving.
Lacl\ed by such natural resources as have
been mentioned, and aided by such cen-
trality of situation which brings her into
immediate, close and ploﬁtable touch
with the whole of the Dominion and
sustained by such developing industries,
and populated by such progressive
people, it is only to be expected that the
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“First Aid”

Manual
Free

Together with a Price List and Cata-
logue of everything an up-to-date drug
store keeps.

The first aid hints may save life or
limb.

The price list is valuable in every
household.

Just drop us a line asking us to
send it to you. It's free.

Do It Now.

W. M. Harrison
& Co., Ltd.

Mail Order Druggist.

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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The country also has a source oi
illimitable wealth in its tmber. For
many vears past there has been in oper-
ation a large mill sitnated within half a
mile of Golden. This business was estab-
lished by "Mike” Carlin, who has some-
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The flavour that is better than maple.

cious.
granulated sugar
“MAPLEINE.

dissolved in

icings, fudges, ices, etc.

When the Hot Cakes Steam

And the pat of dairy-made butter lies temptingly at hand, then
all you need is a jug of delicious syrup made with

«MAPLEINE”

Why “MAPLEINE?”
Simply because syrup made with “MAPLEINE"” is very deli-
It is not sticky, or sickening like most syrups.
and flavoured
Let us send you our booklet or a 2-ounce |
bottle of “MAPLEINE” (50 cents prepaid).
make two gallons of syrup and the booklet tells you how to i
make many toothsome dishes in the nature of cakes, candies,

water

CRESCENT MANUFACTURING COMPANY
SEATTLE, WASH.

Simply
with

The bottle will

times been called the “Lumber King of
British Columbia.” He started the en-
terprise when times were bad, when
there was a depression from one end of
Canada to the other. His indomitable
spirit and untiring perseverance, com-
bined with his business acumen, carried
him through that trying period. When
things began to pick up the wave of
prosperity which has been sweeping from
cast to west carried him on its crest,
until now he is the possessor of no in-
considerable fortune.

The Columbia River Lumber Com-
pany is not the only institution of its
kind in Northeast Kootenay. There is
another at Palliser which, though scarce-
Iy having the daily capacity of the for-
mer, is still an industry of considerable
magnitude and also The Golden Sash &
Door Factory.

_ The rush for the timber limits of Brit-
1sh Columbia on the part of British and
American capitalists is more or less a
matter of history. DBut it has been more
marked in Northeast Kootenay, accord-
mg to official record, than in any other

section of the Province. As a result a
large proportion of the best timber has
been taken up, but it would be difficult
under any circumstances for the im-
mense area which is embraced by North-
east Kootenay to be covered thoroughly
in one of two years. The district is per-
haps more desirable than other parts of
British Columbia for the capitalists wish-
ing to invest in the lumber industry, ow-
ing to its proximity to the prairies. As
the new provinces of the Middle West
become scttled, it is a foregone conclu-
sion that large quantitics of this com-
modity will be required for the construc-
tion of new cities. Northeast IKootenay,
being closest to the market, would come
in for the largest portion of the business
at the outset. IHence it is the opinion
of those who have the reputation of he-
ing far-sighted that many fortunes will
be made in this way within the next ten
or fifteen years.

In making a trip through the district,
a stranger should not omit to take the
river steamer from Golden to the head-
quarters of the Columbia. A prettier
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scenic journey would be hard to find
anvwhere.  One who recently took this
in, set down the hmpressions received
thus:  “On the one side we could see the
Kootenay River winding along the valley
Jike a marvelous green sibbon: on the
other the faraway peaks and glaciers of
those splendid mountains, fmer even than
the Rockies—the Selkirks—a noble back-
ground to the smiling Columbia Valley,
which spread out Iike a map, every
swough and backwater clearly shown to
all appearance at our feet.”  Nowhere
m British Columbia or, i fact, m the
Dominmion of Canada, can the disciple
0j Isaac Walton, or the devotee of the
gun. obtain the satisfaction his sporting
mstincts demand that 1s to be secured on
the plams or in the mountains of North-
cast Kootenay. The lakes, the streams
and the rivers abound with heautiful
trout. A rod and hne, a few flies, and
very little skill, s all that is necessary
to land a basket of this much-coveted
fish.  Though possessing all the wily

HO!
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and fighting characteristics peculiar 1
the trout, the fact that those to be foung
im these places have had so little ex-
perience with the wiles of the sportsman
lends  them  comparatively easy prey.
They rise eagerly, but once hooked give
the man in control of the rod just as
fine fun in the bagging as the most fas-
tidious could desire. In size thev are
not diminutive. Of course, they varv in
weight, but it 15 not unusual for a per-
son to go out for a day and return wiih
several specimens upping the scales at
from five to six pounds. In this connec-
tion it might be well for the benefit of
those who may be inclined to visit this
piscatorial Elvsium to mention a iew of
the resorts most frequented. Within a
few miles of Donald, a station situated
on the main line of the C. P. R. some
distance south of Golden, is a string of
small lakes at which admirable sport
may he obtained at any time oi the vear.
To one who mayv wish to devote more
time to such an outing, Lake Winder-

el

On the Upper Columbia River.
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“CEETEE”

UNDERWEAR

WHERE TRUE COMFORT BEGINS

Some men and women spend hours in deciding what they shall select

which is the basis of true comfort in dress; now is the time to think of

your Fall and Winter underclothing.

has no rough seams, is absolutely unshrinkable, and retains its softness
and elasticity no matter how often washed.

PERFECT FITTING RIBBED UNDERWEAR
Besides CEETEE UNDERWEAR we also make a perfect fitting

ribbed underwear, at a medium price.

Women, Children and Infants.

Ask your dealer to show you Turnbull’s lines.

THE C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, LIMITED

GALT, ONT.

§ for a new suit or hat, and almost ignore the questxon of underclothing—

CEETEE UNDERWEAR is full-fashioned, and woven to fit the form, g

Made specially in many styles for
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mere would be an advisable objective
point. Then there is Canyon Creek,
while Fish Lake, a short distance from
Spillimachene, has a reputation of being
well worthy of the name it bears. It
would be impossible to continue to enu-
merate, but suffice it to say that the fish-
ermen enterprising enough to come to
Northeast Kootenay are “assured of an
outing the results of which would well
repay the time and trouble. To the vo-
tary of Nimrod’s pastime, Northeast
Kootenay is a veritable paradise. Big
game of all kinds is to be found in large
quantities. Among the Rocky \’[ountam»
arc sheep, goat, elk moose, deer, bear
(hoth black and grizzly), wolves, mink
and, in fact, anything in that line which
may be fancied. At Golden, and all
pomts throughout the Columbia Valley,
are men who make it their business to
guide visiting sportsmen to the haunts
of these clemzens of the forest. Every
vear Northeast Kootenay is the objective
pont of large numbers of enthusiastic
hunters Their numbers have been
steadily increasing, and although nonc

have gone away disappointed there yet
remains sufficient game to satisfy the
desire of those who may be inclined to
indulge in such sport in years to come.
A celtam portion of the Kootenay dis-
trict has heen set aside as a National
Park. Within the confines of that re-
gion no shooting is permitted.  This
affords ample protection and there 1s no
indication of a depletion in the district’s
stock of big game.

There are many beauty spots in the
Kootenay which would well repay the
tourist the possible inconvenience of a
visit. One of these is the Kicking Horse
canyon. A trip to this western portal
of the Rockies, which was with such
difficulty and under such unusual circum-
stances discovered, should not be omitted.
No one can see to the full extent its
overpowering grandeur while on the
train. A walk through it will alone re-
veal its beauties and awe-inspiring en-
vironments. Here two great pyramidal
wails rear themselves a thousand feet in
height, scarred and seamed with the bat-
tlmo elements of two thousand centuries,
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down which at intervals detached rocks
thunder like the crash of artillery. Far
up on a lofty cliff a fortress seems to
loom, on whose watch-towers keen-eyed
eagles have perched their eyries, and
from which ever and anon one rises as
a scout, flying in graceful curves, and
with sweep of eye reconnoitres. Down
this vast chasm go the railway and river
together, the former crossing from side
to side to the ledges cut out of the solid
rock, twisting and turning in every di-
rection, and every minute or two plung-
ing through projecting angles of rock
which seem to close the way. With
towering cliffs almost shutting out the
sunlight, with the roar of the river and
the train—increased an hundred-fold by
the echoing walls—it seems as though
the very earth, slashed with sword and
quivering and shrieking with pain, was
exposing gaping wounds to the ages.
With its agricultural, its mineral, its
timber and other natural resources,
Northeast Kootenay requires only capi-
tal to make it one of the most produc-
tive, one of the most prosperous districts
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of British Columbia. Its attractions to

the sportsman and its attractions to the

tourist, by reason of its magnificent
scenery, will afford it additional stimu-
lus in the advancement it is expected to
make during the forthcoming decade,

THE FRASER VALLEY.

The proper preparation and use of
booklets is becoming more and more re-
cognized as an important part of any
broadly conceived and well administered
advertising campaign.  Whether it be
selling real estate, pianos, automobiles
or stump extractors the booklet, attrac-
tively illustrated and containing sufficient
interesting reading matter to explain the
merits of the article advertised, performs
a work which nothing else can do with
equal success.

One of the most notable examples that
has come under our notice for sometime
is a ninety-six page book just issued for
free distribution by F. J. Hart & Co,
Ltd., entitled “The Fraser Valley.” The
book is profusely illustrated having in

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, |-td

VANCOUVER, B. C.
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Phantom Lake, near Golden, B.C.

all sixty engravings. The letter press
deals principally with the soil, climate
and products of the evergreen Fraser
Valley. The information set forth is in-
tended as a reliable guide to intending
settlers and covers such subjects
as Transportation, Telephones, Roads,
Schools, Dairying, Fruit Growing and
Water Supply, as well as giving an offi-
cial record of the prices obtained for
farm products on Westminster market
during 1907.

The cities of New Westminster and
Vancouver are carefully dealt with while

Chilliwack comes in for a goodly share
of attention.

The cover sets forth the products of
the valley in a four-colour lithographed
effect. The illustrations cover a wide
range of subjects and manifest good
judgment in selection.

Altogether it is one of the best books
dealing with farming and fruit growing
that has been issued in the Province.
F. J. Hart & Co., Ltd. have offices in
Vancouver, New Westminster and Chilli-
wack and are fruit and farm land
specialists.



A Complete Course in

Shorthand for $25.00 | Chestertfield School

This school’'s adaptation of Pitman’s North Vancouver, B.C
Abridged System is the shortest possible
method of thoroughly acquiring a com-

plote knowledge of shorthand. ~The ap- Residential and Day S.chool for Boys.

plication of a few hours’ stutdy ctlail.v Principals—A. H. Scriven, Esq., B.A,,

will make pupils competen steno-

graphers, capable of taking a position, R. H. Bates, Esq, B.A.

in 30 days. . . e
Private or class tuition. Day or even- Joys prepared for the Universities

ing classes.

Business correspondence soligited.
Private Dictation rooms.

and Commerce. Preparatory depart-
ment.  Manual Training, Gymnastics,

MISS E. F. LINDNER Military Drill.  Five acres athletic
e y : rer ay-ground.
Suite 12, Haddon Block, ficld, covered play-groun catio
633 Hastings Street, VANCOUVER, B.C. Prospectus and terms on application.

ST. ANN’S ACADEMY our Keynote is

406 Dunsmuir 8t.,, Vancouver, B.C. PR A CTI C AL

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

Curriculum — Primary, Intermediaie May we send you our Prospectus?
and Academic grades, together with
Music and Art Studies. A complete and
practical Commercial Course is also at-

tached to the establishment. Calgary BUSineSS Couege

IFor further particulars, apply to
SISTER SUPERIOR. CALGARY, ALTA.

mmp———
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TORONTO
A CANADIAN RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOGL
FOR BOYS

Upper and Lower Schools. New Buildings. Separate Juni R
esidence.
Boys prepared for the Universities and Busmess1 or

1991

REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A., LL.D., Principal.

\ Calendar sent on application. Autumn term commences Sept. 10, 1908. /'
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** Yes, I’m sorry, too, that you cannot fill the posi-
tion, but what | need is a frained man—a man who thor.
oughly understands the work.’’

‘“No, there’s no other position open—we’ve hun-
dreds of applicants now on the list waiting for the little
jobs. This position calls for a trained man. Good day.’’

That's it. There's a big call for the
trained man—the man who can handle the
big things—the man who is an expert.

You can easily receive the training that
will put you in the class of well-paid men.
You can’t begin to understand how quickly
the little coupon below will bring you success.
Already it has helped thousands of men to
better paying positions and more congenial
work. It will cost you only a two cent stamp
to learn how it is all done. Just mark the
coupon as directed and mail it to-day, The
International Correspondence Schools have a
way to help you.
® DuringSeptember202 students voluntarily
reported better positions and higher salaries se-
cured through I. C. S. training.

Don't fill a little job all your life when
you can so easily move up in the world.

The Business of This Place
Is to Raise Salaries.

NOW is the time to mark the coupon.

Studio of Arts and Crafts.

Classes in china decoration, metal
work, leather craft, and stencilling. Full
stock of materials kept. Tor terms
apply to—

MRS. ELLIS
1056 Georgia St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

HIGHER STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC.

Also elementary classes; careful pre-
paration for all examinations. Rev. A.
St. John Mildmay, M.A., Oxford (late
Principal Vernon College), 1218 Mel-
ville Street, Vancouver, B.C.

The Canadian Oifice and School
Furniture Co. of Preston, Ont.

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

International Corresnondence Schools,
Box 519 Vancouver, B.C.
Pleage explain, withous Turther obligation on my part,
how 1 can qualify for a larger salary in the posi-
tion before which [ have marked X

Bookkeeper
Btenographer
Alvertisement Weiter
Hhow Card Wrlter
VWindow Trimmer
Commereinl Luw
[Musteator

Clvil Serviee

Mechanical Dralisman
Telephone Engincer
Elce. Lighting Supt.
Mectian, Englineer
Burveyor
Statlonary Engineer
Clvil Enginecr
Bullding Contractor
Architee’) Draftsman

- e e e m e e e e -

GOLD !!

Your name in gold on five beautiful

glazed Vancouver post-cards for only
10c. An extra card to every 10th pur-

chaser,
The Crescent Post Card Co.

BOX 1292, - VANCOUVER, B.C.

Mural

Decoration and Design

t
1
t
. 3 . -
: Chemiat Architect . For Homes and Public Buildings
, b Levtile MIN Supt Btrue tuerul Enginecr
Lideetrlelnn Banking '
y b Blee. Englucer Mining Engincer . . R
- ! Origina) Schemes for Interior Work )
. ) Designed and Executed for Architects.
) ~vng,
]
'(" ] Co Wo GRAY' Ao Ro Co Ao
. surect and No.
' . .
' iy 653 Granville Street, Vancouver, B. C.
- State !
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. DO YOU HEAR WELL?

We agree to make you hear ordinary conversa-
tion, providing you can still hear thunder.
We wish you to see a new electrically sen-

sitized hearing device called the Ilectrophone,

that instantly causes even the deafest people
to hear clearly.

The very best result
we can promise you as
a reward for using the
Electrophone is the
complete, lasting res-
toration of your hear-
ing.

Next to that in im-
portance is the certain-
ty that the moment you
apply this marvellous
little instrument you
will be able to hear
clearly and distinctly,
either in public or pri-
vate,

This scientific elec-
trical sound conducting
instrument fits snugly
over the ear, as shown
in cut. Its purpose is
to magnify sound
wavesl and thro]w them
“ ” 3 directly on the ear

Electrophone” in use. drum in a manner ac-
cording to nature. The result is your deaf ear
is exercised just as well as ears are, and
after a while most people find their hearing
has become as good as ever. Meanwhile,
however, with the Electrophone attached you
can hear even the faintest sound without
strain, effort or embarassment, and your
pleasure is vastly increased by the assurance
that no harm is being done, as is the case
with artificial eardrums, trumpets, etc., that
poison and ruin the ears of all who use them.
Come and test the Electrophone Free. We
agree to make you hear. You will receive
courteous attention and not be urged to pur-
chase. 'We would advise, however, that when
you have tried an Electrophone exactly suited
to your degree of deafness, you pay a deposit
on it and try it at home. Those who cannot
call should ~write for our free illustrated
booklet and list of satisfied users of the
Electrophone.

SENT ON TRIAL ANYWHERE IN CANADA.
Remember the Electrophone will open up a

new world to you. Perhaps you are only

looking for temporary relief, but you will
find that it will do much more. The Elec-
trophone Gradually Restores the Natural

Hearing.

We satisfy 99 per cent. of our patrons, be-
cause we scll all instruments subject to one
full montl’s trial. IFree trial to all who call.
Free hooklet to all who write, Write to
THE BRAND ELECTRO OZONE, LIMITED,

Dept. E.,, Canadian Office:
334 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTOQ.

WE are fully equipped for big
business, and solicit orders

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

Yancouver-Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.

Head Office and Cold Storage Plant :

152-154 Hastings

SREPER Yancouver, B. C.

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

The Perfect Bicycle

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

HASKINS & ELLIOTT
Gunsmith, Bicycle and Safe Specialists,

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

Spillman & Co.

WALL PAPERS and DECORATIONS

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

Estimates Furnished.

928 Granville St, VANCOUVER, B.C.
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Trust It To Us===

We'll clean your hine waists, gowns
or suits as only experts can do it
Our improved IFrench method does
not harm the most delicate fabrics,
lace or cmbroidery.  Waists and
Gowns dved.

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

H. M. HERRIN & CO’Y
STOCK BROKERS

Will buy or sell:—
Goldficld, Tonopah, Cocur D’Alenc,
British  Columbia, Alaska and &l
mining stocks, and being in close con-
nection with cvery Ixchange and
Mining Centre, can ncgotiate without
delay.

Write for market letter and quota-
tions. .

610 FIRST AVENUE

SEATTLE - WASHINGTON
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? Are You Troubled §
¢  With Headache?

We have an infallible remedy. Gil-
mour's Headache and Neuralgia Cure.
It is both safe and sure. Gilmour's
Remedies are known throughout the
West.  Are they known to you?
Gilmour's Foot Powder—Gilmour's
Toothache Drops—Gilmour's Corn
Remover.  These are the world's
standards.

SOPOOO®O D>

& Mail orders promptly filled.

¢’ Prescriptions accurately dispensed.
¢

M %ée @ %Z(/eﬂl;ld%

Georgia Pharmacy:
Cor. Georgia and Granville Streets.

¢
¢
¢ Mt. Pleasant Pharmacy:
¢ 2419 Westminster Avenue.
¢
¢
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VANCOUVER, B.C.
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DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD'S

~ ORIENTAL GREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifies as well as Beautifies the Skin,
No other cosmetic will do it.

Removes Tan. Pimples, I'reckles, Moth
Patches, Rash and Skin Diseases, and
every blemish on beauty, and defiies de-
tection. It has stood the test of 60
years; no other has, and is so harm-
less—we taste it to be sure it is pro-
perly made. Accept no counterfeit of
similar name. The distinguished Dr. L.
A. Sayre said to a lady of the haut-ton
(a patient): “As you ladies will use
them, I recommend ‘GOURAUD'S
CREAM’ as the least harmful of all the
skin preparations.”

GOURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET

POWDER

For infants and adults. Exquisitely per-
fumed. Relieves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion.

Price 25 cents, by mail,
GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfluous Hair.

Price $1.00, by mafil.

FERD. T. HOPKINS, Proyp.,
New York City.
HENDERSON BROS,,
Wholesale Distributors.
Vancouver and Victoria, B.C.

'NO MORE

GREY HAIR

Madame Humphreys has just receive_d
a large consignment of Mary T. Gold-
man's Hair Restorer, without exception
the best article of its kind on the
market today. Just as good [or gentle-
men as ladies; easy to use; does not
rub off.

Beautiful Marcel Wave, 50c; Sham-
poo, 25c and 50c; TFace Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and building up of wasting tissues and
flabby muscles.

Pimples and blackheads positively
healed.

-

Young gentlemen treated as well as
ladies at

The Alexandra

Madam Humphreys ‘

589 Granville St. - VANCOUVER, B.C. §
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| want to Plan
Your House.

I know that, as an intelligent man ox
woman, yYou want a design that will
he beautiful, artistic, original and ‘out
of the rut” without bLeing freakish or
extreme.

My ambition is to fill the West with
beautiful homes. My plans will appeal
to home builders from the artistic as
well as the practical side.

Get acquainted with me.

E. STANLEY MITTON
ARCHITECT

Offices, 620 Hastings Street.
VANCOUVER, B.C.
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TELEPHONES, 138, 1353
Alex. Mitchell, Manager.

—

Stanley Park
Stables

Hacks, Broughams, Victorias, Surreys,

Carriages and Tally-Ho.

Cor. Seymour and Dunsmuir Streets,

Uancouver, B. €.

919 Granville St.,

1908
Fali
Fur
Styles
Made
up
as
Desired
in
Any
Fur

SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.
. A. Ronerrs, Manager.
Vancouver, B. C.

FAHC[

_)/55

" OF. cANAnA

The Company which the people
want—where life insurance is secured
at net cost.

Purely Mutual—Purely Canadian.

Established 186q.

For rates and full information, write
or call on:

William J. Twiss

MANAGER

VANCOUVER, B. C.

Write for

“IGNITION APPLIANGES AND
AUTO ACGESSORIES”

A booklet that should be in the hands of cvery

MOTOR BOATMAN
OR AUTOMOBILE OWNER

We carry in stock :
SPARK PLUGS
APPLE DYNAMOS
EXIDE STORAGE BATTERIES
EDISON PRIMARY BATTERIES
1900 DRY BATTERIES
SYNTIC SPARK COILS i
MONARCH VAPORISERS
VAPORISER FLOAT VALVES '

GASOLENE STRAINERS
And Accessories.

CANADIAN GENERAL ELECTRIC CO.

(Limited) 4
P.0. Box 744 527-529 Granville St.
VANCOUVER, B.C.
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ADVERTISING SECTION,

NORRIS SAFE AND
LOCK CO.

—_—

Fire and Burglar Proot

afes

vault Doors, Time Locks,

Bank and
Safe Deposit Vaults,

Fail and Prison Wlork.

316 Cordova Street West,
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Frank G. Benson, - Local Manager,

0.0.0.0.000.0,0.0.000,C0.00,000000,0,0000

0,0,0,0,0.0,0JC.0,0,0.0,0,0,010,0.0,C.0,0,0,00,0,0,0,00.0,000000 0000 00 g
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325 HASTINGS ST.

Books of Moment

“In Heart
Rockies,” Jas.
IMustrations

of the Canadian
Outram, Maps d;;‘;l

...................

the

a
and

“Through the Mackenzie Basin,”
narrative of the Athabasca
Peace River expedition, Chas. Main,
195 pages, freely illustrated....$2.70

“History of the Northern Intervior of

British  Columbia,’ Rev. A, G
MOTICE e e e B2.TD
“An Apostle of the North,” Memoirs
of BBishop Bourpas, 375 pages; illus-
trated 250
“T'he Native Races of North America,’
Hill-Tout ..... \’..!"
“Phe Asiatic Dangen in tllC bl l[lbll
Colonies,” Neame ............. $1.25
“Under North Star and Southern
Cross.” IPrancis Sinclair ..., ... $1.50
‘“Fhe Blotting Boolk,” Benson ...... $1.00
‘“'he Power of a Lie.”” Bojer ...... $1.00
“Iloly Orders,” Marie Corvelli ......$1.25
STATIONERY Gt

"PHONE 3520
VANCOUVER, B.C.

HENRYS-

PACIFIC COAST GRCWN

Seeds, Trees
Plants

for the farm, garden, lawn
or conscervatory.
Reliable, approved varieties,

at rcasonable prices.
Jorers.  No Scale.
fumigation to damage
stock.
agents
you.
Buy dircet and get trees and
sceds that GROW,

Yee Supplies, Spray Pumps,
Spraying  Material  and
Cut Flowers.

1908 Catalogue IFree.

M. J. HENRY

(Greenhousc:
3cic Westminster Roal,

VANCOUVER, B.C.

No No

No windy to annoy

é
K&

:

AR BRSNS S S S A SRS NN SN SR T

PADMORE’S ¢

Where Every Known Brand of

Imported
Eastern
and Local
Cigars

ARE TO BE HAD

i

. 1 and 2 « ARCADE”

VANCOUVER

A A A AR A A A AL LSS A AAS
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What shall You
do with your
idle money

In order to get the greatest profit
from it, and vet have it safely In-
vested? Stocks are  unreliable—
daily events prove it.

P

Good Farm Land
is Profitable

And absolutely safe too. It grows
in value each vear. We have some
fine fruit and farm acreage.

Drop a postal for particulars to

E. H. ROOME & CO.

House, Estate and Financial Agents.
oo Westminster Avenue,

VANCOUVER, B.C.

GUARANTEED

Nechaco Valley is a farmer's paradise,
an oinvestor’'s opportunity that is un-
cqualled anywhere in the country,

You do not have any taxces or other
assessments Lo pay in eight vears. 1In
fact You are guarantecd a four per cent.
dividend on all moneys that you pay in.

Perfect elimate, <oil and farming con-
ditions—send vour name on a postal for
our heautifully illustrated hooklet giv-
ing full details of Nechaco Valley. a
place to live and not to merely exist.

APPLETCN INVESTMENT CO. LTD.J3
Dept. H i

American Bank Bldg.,
Seattle, U.S.A.

M Vancouver, B.C. Spokane, Wash, -

Reference—Royal Bank.

Telephone 3708

W.J.Cavanagh & Co.

W. J. CAVANAGH, Notary Public.
I. DOUGLAS CAMPBELL.

REAL ESTATE, LO'N§
AND INSUTANCE

ESTATES MANAGED

General Agents in B. C. for

The Occidental Pire Insurance Co’y.
All Policies issued from our office.

407 PEZNDER ST. TVANCOUVER, B.C.

Che Tdler Magazine

EDITED BY ROBERT BARR.
SEPTEMBER NUMBIR

The September Idler contains the open-
ing chapter of “Septimus,” the New
Novel by W. J. Locke. This is the
first Fiction Mr. Locke has produced
since his charming novel “The Be-
loved Vagabond,” and THE IDLER 1=
particularly fortunate in securing this
serial which represents present day
literature of a high order. “Septimus”
is a unique and lovable character in
Mr. T.ocke's best vein.

“The First Speculator,” complete stOry.
by Robert Barr.

“Easy Money,” by Bertram Atkey. con-
tinues its exciting course. the wo
determined heroes growing alternately
hot and cold in the pursuit of the
hidden treasure.

The Complete Life of John Hopkins, bY
O. Henry. THE IDLER has secured
a series of short stories by this gra-
phically descriptive writer. They
breathe the spirit of New York City
in its different phases of life.

A first instalment of “Tom Browne’'s
Travels,” illustrated charvacteristically
by himself will appear in the Sep-
tember number.

Ten other complete stories and season-
able articles go to make up one ot
the most interesting Sixpenny period-
icals published this month.

PRICE 15c. .

Special rate to Canada, Six Shillings

and Sixpence.

THE “IDLER” OFFICE, 33 Henrietta St.

Covent Garden, London, W.C.
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“BAGLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS ”

No better stamps made anywhere,
Latest model elastic producing machin-
ery, expert workmen, best materials,
moderate prices. Particular attentron
given to mail orders.

Rubber Stamps, Stencils, Seals, Metal
Checks, Badges, Xey Tags, Check Pro-
tectors, Numbering Machines, Rubber
Type Outfits, Etc.

A, G. BAGLEY & SONS,

412 Hastings St., - YVancouver, B.C.
Printers, Stationers, Stamp and Badge
Makers.

Sole Agents for the Peerless Moistener

and Bullfrog Carbon Paper,
Telephone 2403.

RUBBER STANPS FICE SP[C/JL?/[

(With the Office Specialty Mfg. Co.)

FOR SALE

An historic home in the heart of Victoria, B.C.. 1s open for mmmediate

purchase on reasonable terms.

Description:—Large seven-room house and conservatory, completely reno-

vated, with all modern conveniences and a system of hot water heating, situated
) ; .

in an acre of beautiful shrubbery and lawn. A typical gentleman’s ecstate.

Write to the owner,

1041 COLLISON STREET, VICTORIA, B.C.
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DRUNKENNMESS CAN BE CURED BY THE

EVAN’'S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

The Evans 1Institute has uow heen Macdonald, ex-Minister of the Interior
established over fourteen years in Win- and ex-Premier of Manitoba; Yen,
nipeg and one year in Vancouver. It Archdeacon Fortin, Foly Trinity, Winni-
has met with entire success, even in peg; Rev. Dr. Duval, Moderator, Gen-

cases which had been rezarded as ab- i eral AssemDbly, Presbyterian Chureh of
solutely hopeless. The treatment not . Canada; ex-Mayor Andrews, Winnipeg;
only entirely dispels the craving bui . ex-Mayor Ryan., Winnipeg; ex-Mayor
creates a positive distaste for stimu- ¢ Jameson, Winnipeg, ex-Mayor  Mec-
lants. Tt also restores the nervous sys- i Creary, Winnipeg; Dr. C. W. Gordon
tem, induces natural sleep, creates a . (Ralph Connor), Winnipeg: Dr. I S,
healthy appetite and improves the gen- - Chapman, M.D., Winnipeg; Judge Prit-
eral health of the patient. ‘T'he treat- v chard, Carman, Man.; Prof. J. H. Rid-
ment is gradual, and patients are al- dell, Winnipeg.

lowed their usual stimulants until i |
from four to tive days, they no longer
want them.

We refer, by permission, to the fol-
lowing from among the thousands who
are familiar with and approve ot the
ISvans treatment: The lton. Hugh Joan

A prospectus containing full infor-
mation regarding the treatment will he
mailed privately on application.

The vans Institute of Vancouver
has now removed (o more commodious

i
i
I
'a
l quarters at

950 PARX DRIVI (Grandview Carline) VANCOUVER, B.C.
ARG RN DT (ENOERR

—— T

, i J. W. HAND
7 / ==——= | Real Estate, Timb<:
- —_— Insurance =’

316 Cordova St., Vanconver, B. -
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eotyper
nd ELECTROTYPER,

6563 Granvllle St., VANCOUVER.

})’

go*'soma éood Go +o %e B L Mod;é'“ MACHINISTS,
-deas but dont knowt] Engineering Works 1o § BRASS FINISHERS

{uhereto take them: Jif develop them——  p and MODEL BUILDERS
’ ' We do all kinds of metal work—

turning, screw-cutting and ftting,
and all repair work.

Sole B. C. Agents for

SMITH'S UNIQUE COURSE
FINDER FOR NAVIGATORS.

THE B.C MODEL ENCINEERING WORKS ]

(PHONE 2591) 3 ARCADE. VANCOUVER B.C. P.C.BOX 964

%
, n~t Patch
\ lt O\ \\\\\\ oM & of

\\\

\\*Wi‘i“\\

fi\' \ "Dollar Bill
W\ Dollar Bills

\\\\ NI

Every dollar spent for painting, coating or replacing vour roof is a
Money Patch that you can avoid if you use J-M ASBESTOS ROOFING—

which requires no coating or painting to preserve it.

J-M ASBESTOS ROOFING
is made of Asbestos, an indestructible mineral. Cannot rot or rust,
resists fire and is not affected by gases, acids. heat or cold. Its ﬁlst :
cost is the only cost. That is why it is the ‘‘cheapest-per-year’ [
Roofing. Lasily applied by anyone.

ASBESTOSIDE is an Asbestos Siding for buildings and the
most economical, durable and easily applied siding known.
Ask for samp'<< and prices.

H. W. JOHNS-MANVILLE CO.

576 First Avenue South,

SEATTLE, WASH.
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IT'S JUST WHAT WE SAY IT IS |
GUARANTEED 4 CYCLE ENGINE THE GOOD KIND |

IMPERIAL HEAVY DUTY FRISIBLE MEDIUM DUTY |
Boats of All Kinds. Launches a specialty. Marine Railway up to 75 feet |

«

Paciric Motor Works, LTD.

1711 GEORGIA ST., VANCOUVER, B. C.

000000000000
% g Limited
i Maaufacturers of
¢ Marine
;-_‘; _:v.: ; G lin
Needs No Cylinder l’mnm;,
)
This is one of the latest improve- E
ments in Ferro Engines that is of vital “gl“es
importance. Underneath the wvalve
(h'mlxbcx is a shallow (.llll) in whlgh a
small quantity of gasoline overflows . -
when the carburetor is primed. When High speed—3 to 12 h.p. 2 Cycle
the engine is overturned, this overflow
is sucked directly into the cylinders Heavy duty-—4 cycle. 10 to 40 h.p.
through small openings, thus making
C\In)del priming unnecessary, § Catalogues on application 3
Send for our illustrated catalogue, i
free for the asking. 8 §
142 to 152 Alexander Street |
B. C. BOAT & ENGINE CO., LD, C i
B!
Foot of Denman Street - V B C 0
VANCOUVER, B.C. ancouver’ o W ?';
i
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Factory Co’s Cob. Conn P A I M E

GASOLENE
MOTORS

Sray
20»\‘?37

NN RN
)

-

2OoCo

AN

25 Different sizes, 115 to
25 h.p. One, two and
four cylinders, 2 and 4
cycle type.

Large stock just received.

Call and see them, or write for
catalog,

Launches in stock and built
to order.

V' M ' DA FO E i(;LZD;TgI IE;IER\F[OREBST’WSH C;LUME\;;‘é

S C e e e

20 H.P.

2 Cylinders 74 Bore 10" Stroke

mﬁﬁ DOODONE

«
ii%&‘\\&%“‘*‘%@mm 4 SRS

If You Would Get the Best Speed From Your

Boat Install an Easthope Engine.
3 to 36 H.P.—FOR SPEED, CRUISING OR WORK BOATS.

“Pathfinder’—27 H.P.—Speed, 20 miles an hour.

WE GUARANTEE YOU RESULTS.
OUR ENGINES HAVE A NAME FOR RELIABILITY AND ECONOMY.

EA STHOPE BROS., ENGINE AND BOAT MANUFACTURERS,

: FFICE AND FACTORY 1705 GEORGIA ST,,
PHONE A36580 , - VANCOUVER B. C.
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MUST ACCOMPANY ALL OBDERS.

[ﬁ IN THIS DEPARTMENT OF CLASSIFIED ADVERTISING YOU CAX OB-
»] TAIN PUBLICITY FOR LITTLE COST,.
[é PER LINE PER INSERTION; SMALLEST SPACE ACCEPTED, FPOUR LINES;
; ] LARGEST SPACE FOR ONE ADVERTISEMENT,

/ FORMS CLOSE 10TH OF EACH MONTH,
ADDRESS MANAGER, CLASSIPIED ADVERTISING DEPARTMENT, WEST-
WARD HO!, 536 HASTINGS STREET, VANCOUVER, B. C.

THE RATES ARE ONLY 25 CENTS

TWELVE LIRES. CASK

»S.&\-x_w: \.;S.&

RESTAURANTS.

The Granville Cafe—3$5.00 meal tickets for
$4.50. I'our course dinner, 25c¢. Special
breakfast, 15¢. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays
sent out. 762 Granville St.,, opposite Opera
House, Vancouver, B.C. W. F. Winters.

Chilliwack, the garden of the TFraser. “The
Hub” is the only Restaurant in the city.
First class service. J. W. Galloway,
Manager.

REAL ESTATE,

Vancouver Rural and Urban Realty will pay
investigation. Our lists are at your disposal
by writing. York & Mitchell, Real Estate
Brokers, Hastings St. W., Vancouver.

MACHINISTS.
TLawn mowers sharpened and bicycle repairs
are our specialties, Vancouver Model

Machine & Cycle Works, 980 Granville St.,
Vancouver, B.C.

YACHT AND LAUNCH FITTING.
The place for your Cushions, Awnings, Spring

Berths, etc., Langridge & Co., 1039 Gran-
ville 8t. Phone B 1460, Vancouver, B.C.
WATCH-MAKER.
Repairs of Tatches, Jewelry and Optical

goods at lowest prices. All work guaran-
teed. 18 years in business. Mail orders a
specialty. Albert TUfford, 237 Carrall St,
Vancouver, B.C.

ADVERTISING CUTS. )
Special advertising ideas carefully carried out
in line or wash for the press. Designs for
catalogues or magazine covers in colors.

P. Judge, Studio, Room 17, Hadden Block,
Vancouver.

BRITISH COLUMBIA TIMBER

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

WARD & FRASER

ELECTRICAL and

GASOLINE %
ENGINEERS :

Bidwell and Georgia, Streets
VANCOUVER, B.C. g

[ SO

Sole Agents for
REGAL GASOLINE ENGINES i

from 36 to 45-h.p., 4-cycle, slow speed
and heavy duty. ;




ADVERTISING SECTION, WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

4 ,,“‘—II})UW;' | i ':"ll.";';- N

Vancouver, 1. C.
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Saw Mill Machinery

MITCHELL MACHINERY COMPANY

E. F. MITCHELL, Manager.
27 Imperial Building, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Any size—Any power—s M to 500 M daily capacity.
Complete Logging Equipments, Donkey and Railroad.

If you are interested in the economical production of lumber, better let us
give you a few facts about the saw-mill best suited to your requirements. We
furnish everything in the saw-mill line, and are especially strong on the heavier

patterns. A word from you will bring our catalogue and other information.
Write now.

WE GUARANTEE EVERY OUTFIT

OUR POWER BOATS combine every desirable quality found in All others
and have none of the disagreeable features found in Any .f the others. We
are proud of them and want an opportunity to demonstrate their quality.

25 YEARS of actual experience in the building of boats and motors en-

ables us to furnish the noiseless and odorless RACINE ENGINE as used in
our LAUNCHES.

‘We replace any defective parts at any time.

I YOU COULD PURCHASE ONE OF QUR LAUNCHES AT THE SAME

PRICE AS AN ORDINARY LAUNCH, WOULD it not interest you. We are
offering special prices.

Send 4 cents for postage on Catalog No. 1, describing Motors and Motor
Boats, or Catalog No. 2 describing Row Boats, Canoes, and Hunting Boats, to

RACINE BOAT MFG. CO., MUSKEGON, MICH.

Or call at one of our Branch Stores at
1626 Broadway, New York, 182 Milk St., Boston, Mass.
38 Delaware Ave., Camden, N.J. 182 Jefferson Ave., Detroit, Mich.
1610 Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 321 First Ave, South, Seattle, Wash.

Where we carry a full line for prompt delivery

.
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Yorkshire Guarantee &
ties Corporation,

Securi
Limited, of Huddersfield, England

CAPITAL - - - $2,500,000.

MORTGAGES ON REAL PROPERTY
MUNICIPAL BONDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
ESTATES MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS.

Vacant and Improved P.ropeg'ties for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouver,
Victoria, and New Westminster

Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

General Agents in B. C. for
YORKSHIRE FIRE AND LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY, LIMITED,
OF YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $10,000,000).

R. KERR HOULGATE, MANAGER
440 SEYMOUR STREET - - - - VANCOUVER, B.C.

VMWWWWWWWWWWW dHWWWWW

SEE THEM AT THE

New Westminster Exposition

THE NEW STYLES IN

Autonola Player...................
““New Art” Bell.. ... ... ...
Haines Bros........ ... ... ...
Electric Player.............ccccoeinl
Nickel in the Slot ...

Qur exhibit this yecar will far surpass any other that we have cever made,

Our prices will also be lower. You will be welcome at our Booth.

the Montelius Plano House Lu

“ancouver’s Largest Piano Store.”

439 441 HASTINGS STREET VANCOUVER B.C.

HPM\HMMRWMMMWWMMMMW

WWWWWWWWW MWWWW

MMMWWMMMMWW
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Dominion Trust Co., Ltd.

Incorporated 1905.

Capital - = $2,000,000
Subscribed Capital = 505,000
Paid Up Capital 120,000
160,000

o

3y /% S
W—J

/: .

7.

Reserve =

7 PER CENT.
GUARANEEED
LOANS

Have you a few hundred or a few thousand dollars of idle money, or
money only earning you Bank Interest?

We can invest it prefitably for you, and are prepared to guarantee thz
payment of the interest and the re-payment of the principal. This
eliminates the element of risk entirely so far as you are concerned.

Our method of operation is this: We loan on improved Real Estate
up to 50 per cent. valuation, charging 8 per cent. interest. This we collect

quarterly, remitting to you less 1 per cent. for locking after the business, or
you get 7 per cent, nett.

Write us for details of loans cffering this month., We will furnish full
information gladly.

Dominion Crust €., Lid.

l HEAD OFFICE:

328 Hastings Street W., Vancouver, B. C.

BRANCH OFFICE: NEW WXISTMINSTER, B.C.
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- British Canadian Wood Pulp
and Paper Co., Ltd.

313 CORDOVA STREET, VANCOUVER, B.C.

Owners of the townsite of Port Mellon, 15 miles from Vancouver. B.C.

WE NOW OFFER FOR PUBLIC SUBSCRIPTION

The Remainder of the Third Hundred
Thousand Preference Shares

of the Preferred Stock of this Corporation, in blocks of 100 shares, at $1.00 per share.

PAYMENTS:—10 per cent. on application; 15 per cent. on allotment. Balance in
N calls not exceeding 10 per cent. per call, and at intervals of not less than 30 days
cach, "

This Stock is entitled to an annual dividend of 7 per cent., commencing November
I1st, 1908, but unlimited as to further dividends—that is after 7 per cent. has been
paid on Preferred and Common, both Stocks thereafter participate equally. There is
no reason why this stock should not pay from 25 to 50 per cent. dividends.

We are now rushing work on our Big Plant at Port Mellon. This modern Paper
Plant when complete will have a weekly capacity of 180 tons of newspaper and 270
tons of wrapping. The public is cordially invited to visit the Plant now under course
of erection. "The passenger boat, “Port Mellon.” leaves Vancouver daily at 930 a.m.,

return at 7.30 p.m.

DIRECTORS:
Syivester G. IFaulkner, British Columbia W. Innes Paterson. President Paterson
Trust Corporation. Timber  Co. Vice-Pres. ‘T'erminal
. lL.umber Co., Director Cedar Cove
1W. H. R. Collister, Manager Albion lron [aunber Co., clc.

7 naele N eoy IR . . .
Works, Vancouver, B.C. . M. Burritt, Western Manager Corli-

. . - elli sSilk Co., Vane er, 13.C.

J. Duff Stuart, Vice-President The o eellt sk Co. Vancouver, B
Clarke & Stuart Co., Ltd., Whole- J. C. WL Stanley, formerly General Man-
sale and Retail Paper, Vancwuver, ager West London Paper Mills, Lon-

don, Iingland.
. . Capt. H. A, Mellon, J.PP, America
Col. . H. "Tracy, M.C., Soc. C.E.,, P.L.S, P Jovis Agent. ot '
D.I.S., Con. Eng., formecr City ln- :

gineer of Vancouver. Kustace II. Jenns, Barrvister, cte., Van-

couver, 15.C.

Fredk. Appleton, Managing Director M. Geo. 1. Cates’ Shiphuilding Co., Van-
R. Smith & Co., Victoria, B.C. couver, B.C,
Ald. W, J. Cavanagh, of W. J. Cavanagh Greely Kolts, formerly General Manager
& Co., Vancouver, B.C. Pacific Coast Soda Co.
! Address all communications for stock direct to the—

British Columbia Trust Corporation

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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We Are Giving Away
Absolutely Free--

FIRST PRIZE ...t $160 CASH
SECOND PRIZE...$30 TALKING MACHINE

IEvery purchaser of a Piano bought from us up to
OCTOBER 31st, 1908, will reccive a coupon for every
$3.00 paid on purchase price of contract. Each coupon will

entitle the holder to a chance in Grand Drawing for above

V\%)r

valuable prizes. Tor further particulars apply at our ware-

rooms.

obb D)
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HOMESEEKERS

You Don’t Have to Irrigate in the Fraser Valley.

oo cihiteen vears we boove been <elling Boad in the cvergreen Hraser Valley,
Brivish Columbin,  Daing that tinge we hove <old ihonsands of deres of o
andd i point to hd reds o prosperons Siemer< and fruit Srowers W o st
v clicats aod our Ceivnds, We sold e zood Boed o rizhit prices and they
aresatistied. We have mmde o record andd aoee proisd oF i, We bive a !'-'I'H‘-l-"
o For fade deadling aond we moast ngtintain it

YOU ARE PROTECTED

i yonr dealings when yon do hosiness with us. We cimnot cdford (o <ell vaon %
anyvihing bat the bext yone money will bay,

With oftices in Vancouver, New AWestminster soed Chidlivitel we cover the
Whale of the Fertibe Fraser Viodley and are o tonch with all mevements in
Frvit and farm bnds whether larege oo smaldl, You have ot vour comunsonl the :
Fult range of cue acecmmuiated Knowled e ciiined after ergliteen vears' experi-
creee o the ond hosinesse W can o inteblizently advise von whivee too setthe sond
what e by,

Wirdie Tor oor prodasely idbasirated, Da-paze hook "Phe Froaser Valley”

F. J. HART & CO., Limited

Fruit and Farm Lands
NEW WESTMINSTER, VANCOUVER AND CHILLIWACK, B.C.

U e sapnin omin ooy e erub st e pua A Sl et s w At ol \ g

You Will Make
a Good Shot

U vou o ol scearin Neanr ol besene s AV

vared b sl the beext hnows Tones o Sperting wonads,
BURBERRY SHOOTING COATS AND BREECHES
JAEGER HUNTING SWEATERS
FOX'S AND JAEGER PUTTEES
ENGLISH LEATHER LEGGINGS
OILSKIN COATS, CAPS, ETC.

E. CHAPMAN

DAVIS CHAMBERS
613 HASTINGS ST. W., VANCOUVER.

Sole Agent in B. C. for
ATKINSON'S ROYAL IRISH POPLIN TIES.
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Mattress |7, o e
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is the one you never foel—
the dne that never forees
itsell upon your mind—-the
one that LTS vou sleep at
once i sleepy, and LUTLELS

you to dreamband when
restless

Some B.C. Dealers Who Wili

rndorse Our Guarantee of

lxclusive Ostermoor Agencies everyvwhere-—that is Satisfaction to YOU.
our aim; the highest geade Merchant in every phiee, The Hudson's Bay Co, Vancouver
The Ostermoor Bealer in yonr vicipity —be  supe you Standard  Furniture Co, Vane-
ask US who he is -will show yon o Matlress with the couver,
Ostermoor ninme and  label, That adone  stamls for Weiler Bros., Vietoria,
Mattress excellenee the world over, Standard Furniture Co, Nelsou,
Be sure to look for the niane “Ostermont™ o Lrinde- J.o L. Gordon, Kamloaps,
mark sewn ow the end. JooML Jordan, Llossland.
We have just issued o booklet abont (he Ostermoor W.o M. Langton, Nanaimo. .
Mattress and Good DRedding, 31 yYou will send us vour Melntosh & Heron, Grand Forks,
nine we with maidl this bookhet and samples of Ostep- Lo Prarsons, Golden,

moor dattress tiekings o your address. 0N Steward, I'('l]li['l”“"
Kelowna Furniture Co., l_u_-h.\\'n.l.
T. . Chamberlain, Chilliwiek,

TR ‘e inster,
REGULAR SIZES AND PRICES: Jobin A, Lee, New Westiminse
Urites-Wood Co,, Ltd, PPerm
P 6 ing wide, 45 s 0000 e 21500 Campell Bros, Vernon,
SO 6 in, wide, 35 ths, e NI NPT Nohile Binns, Teail & Phoems,
2006 ine wide, 25 dhs Lo e .40 HILL & Col, Cranbrook.
1ot owide, 10 Mo Lo e 1100 AT Glarlamd, IKasto., .
Vol wide, 30 dhs L e e L1.00 MucEachren & Mebonald, Moy
A6 3 in long: in 2 parts, 50¢ extirn, ' ML Gilley & Cog “"w‘"“w."].'..»
Delivered ot Railway Points, MePherson & Holthy, Armstrens

s enao—

The Alaska Feather & Down Co., Limited

MONTREAL




