Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

Canadiana.org has attempted to obtain the best copy
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the
usual method of scanning are checked below.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing /
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de 'ombre ou de la distorsion le long de la
marge intérieure. -

Additional comments /
Commentaires supplémentaires:

Canadiana.org a numérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a
été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire
qui sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique,
qui peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de
numerisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/

Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées

v'|  Showthrough / Transparence

v Quality of print varies /

Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /

Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these

have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d’'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
eté numérisées.



O T R NN FER: it NSy

- The New Year---the perihelion
of Hope---lifts us into the bound-
less possibilities of the future--
)the glorious future of Canada

“Build” cries Hope, “buid with
all thy might, unselfishly, for the
happiness and wellbeing of all.”
To such a majestic building,
Westward Ho! will continue to
contribute its quota of literary
workmanship. - |
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GEO. B TRORY, Min. Dir, VANCOUVEK!

Last Word

in Table Excellence

The presence of high grade silver and cutlery is
required on the dining table of every host who aspires to
real arvistic beauty. It presence lends an added richness
te all the other appointments of the table. 2

We are showing a splendid Yine of Carving Sets, in
hockborn, ivorine and pear! handles, all silver mounted,
with fnest Shetfeld steel fittings, 1 chandsome loather
casvs containing three and hve pieces, from $6.00 np.

A large assortment of Fish and Frenit Sets, pearl and
fvorine handles, sterling silver mounted, the blades of
fineat Sheffeld silver plate, each set coniprising fwentys
four to fifty picces in solid oak gases, from $r6.00 to $55.00,

A splendid vauge of tea and Dessert Spoon Sets; Soup
Spoons, Fish Forks, and Silver Tableware generally,
goaranteed to saisfy the most fastidious taste, .

These can be obtained through our Mail Order
Departmient

"GET A BIRKS’MAIL ORDER CATALOGUE
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.C.CREEN, pn*op‘
GOLDEN. B C.

Newly Built and Purnizhed.

Rates 832 a day and up.
¥ i Rates 32 per day.

The
King Edward
Hotel

R
BELL & MURRAY, Proprietors. Big Game Shooting. Excellant Fishing, +
ENDEREY, B.C. A Tourist's Paradise.
" l PORTLAND
., ™ e BANFF, ALTA,

ma R oa, o .‘.
ﬁ“’ ‘N ﬂ‘ m .‘g!,"‘a

ot g, WHE g,

Moprax Coxrort . .
MODERATE Frivtd Electric Lxghted

. TTE™ . ({?“l;‘f ROOE Steamn Heated

MEE N b (ADEN DN Hot and Cold Water

CIRRUIR'E R IILEE PORYVLAND Private Bath

. .i m nEn PULUAL The Voot v, tvate 8
SRR, -t Ve Centre of the National Park.

Ty vt v '
S "g";‘“u“'l'?;&:" Rates $2.50 per day and up.

¥ ’t e
A, 8. NURTON. Maauger | Yubon Exiositon R
‘ D, McDOUGALL . Proprietar
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Hotel Winters

:Abbutt Street, = Vancouver, B. C.

An clegantly furpizhed P‘g\:xxily‘;nu; Toryeint
Hutelin the heart of {he busigiess sevtion,

Sepd for Hlustmied baoklet,

AMERICAN PLAN, $2.00 UP,
BUBOPEAN PLAX, 78c UP.

WINTERS E STEVENSON
Proprietors,

HOTEL DUNSMUIR

ol v tedd
in the f
thendre sty

SAnreps i Plan 304w

Unided Noareloss 7
sl aony,

E3 it Roxeina Proprhoioos
Frank At akh, Mgy

Strand
Cafc

W. A, SRAW, Propristor.

The most modern, up-to-date cafe in
B.C. Everything new, and all dellcacies
to be secured o North America are
hers awalting your digestion. Private
pariors tor all speclal occastons. Or-
chestra at dinner and evenings.

836 Mastings Strasst, VANCOUVER, B.C.

BADMINTON HOTEL

of VANCOUVER, B. C,

The Leading Toucist and Family Hotel

Ratos $3.00 and $32.50 per day.
Spectal Rates by ths Week,

Free Bus meets all tralos ami boots

Gennor B Parwy, Manager,
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TRADE MARK

B
MALTING Co B E ER

Lo,

WERY
CALGARY.-
CANADA. J

THE DANMOORE

Dan. J. Moore, Propristor.

EURQPEAN FLANW
RBATES, $1.00 PLR DAY AXD UP.

“T‘-\'C‘\‘t Slorics of

Salid Comfort”

Ruilding, conerete,
stred and murble,

- Located, mosr fu 4.

wnable shopping

destrict,
Zidrooms, 135 batk,, ' 1
Library and bowsd POI’ﬂﬂnd S hew ﬂotel
AL TS 11 fegud-
g rooms for With grin,
e 3‘5: 475 Washington 8%, Cor. Pourtesnth
Mot retined hovreley FPORTLAND, OREGON,
in Seattle. et
Absolately fice ) caot Hotel Moore—Clatsop Boach, Seaside,
Rates, $1.00 wp £0p5iay Grint. Ore. Open all year. For informatien

apply st The Danmoore.
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Gordon Drysdale, Ltd.

ANNOUNCE THEIR JANUARY SALE OF

DAINTY MUSLIN UNDERWEAR

oo menns satisfied 1o follan (he negad
methods-—with the usand comimanplace -
sights,  we o have gwsemnbicd o rodlestiea ws
handsome as belis the posinon of 3 spe-
ctalty shop suel s ouns Phe sharacter
and  fimsh of these amdeegormwns are
such as command the wdbnpration of the
daintiest woman,  Made {rom soitest osm
bries, longeloths, naivsocks, and tranmed

with laces and embroidertes m oo varety of

patteriis—anch s you weatld  chonse {or
yoursell,  This January  sule presemis a
mest anusual opperiauity [Hr cvery weman

to supply Ber present ond even fnture

poeds,
We sk wvou e cenne. sxounae thy
cuabity word omake of e warsaentseerong

paare prces of port wiibeedor no coeh

for superser garments wil

fosmd,

UNDER-MUSLINS FOR LITTLE
FOLKS.

P this side we offer o wreeat aquaning ot
garnients for Hittde el and Msseseeali

stres—handsumely  aande Whroogheat Thy

MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY prices are such that voa con cfford 1o by
ATTENDED TO

A geteria supph

b oWatch onr advertisemengs e Daily paperseethe “Durdy Poosbwe, Vane
Ccouver, B.C, especlally for items comeerning this sale
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Publishers’ Announcement

With this issue, © Westwird Ho!™' opens the pages of its fourth
volume: an epork i our wazazine life justifying a shght retrospeetive
review, for which the indulzence of the reader is rlaimed.

The fiest pwber of ~Westward Ho!'* eonfained fifty-six pages—the
present sumber vontains ONE HUNDRED AND TWELVE PAGES.

The tirst issue of ** Westward Ho!*” reached a local constitueney—the
prisent number will cover a fiehl of readers siretehing from Mexico on
the Routh to Maska vn the Norths from the Westernmost point of Hyitish
Cohnmbia, throuzh  Alberta, Saekatebewan, Manioba, to Ontavio, and
Quebee on the Bast; with a by-ve-weans eontemptible sprivkling i Great
Britgin. The whole o7 this extraderritorial civeulation has been oblained
without the aid of canvassers or advertisements—~ximply frou the faet that
Westward Ho!' ' is the National maguzine of Western Canada, breathing
the ©Spirit of the West™ and carrying that Western Spirit and. solid
Western information into realms outside its lmmediate eonstitneney. No
wonder, the amount of advertising curried by **Westward [ol”’ has
grown in like ratio

The first issue of the magazine was sold st a popular price— in spite
of the Tael that the present issue is Jdonble the zize of the original issue
and other dnereased vosts, © Westward Ho!' is still sold at the popular
price of e and will be continned at that price; but. we rvely on our
readers {o reeiproeate onr eudenvours by seeuring new subseribers at every
pessible oppertunity -~ every subseriber 2o seenred is an ineentive o onr
effarts in building vy atendy National Magazine,

SYNOPSIS OF FEBRUARY NUMBER

The seriex of articles by the Fditor on **THE VITAL PROBLEMS OF
CANADA," which commienee in this number, will be continued in February.,
The annwupeetnent of then, contatned dn the Decentber issue, has itself
rvoked extensive eulopies:  and seeing that the articies do not declave
dogians, but express copvietions, Westward He! will gladly veceive eriti-
eistns anild exprossions of opinion frons every =ide of the subjects treated,
andd either by way of conntereritivisoe or by publication, will deal with
the views of otherst provided that those views arve strietly ad rem and not
fi per$olam,

The other uew feature of the magazine, ‘The Lmpire of Woman,'!
will alse be contivued, Velatife and Versatile as ** Valerie Veetis* is when
painting seenes 1o pietaresgue. pathetie poesy, ber artieles under this head
are eviteing a phidosophic facully and synthetiead power which evervone
will apprecinte who reads iu the February puwber her *‘Ideal Man’® a5 a
somplensent of ber ' Ideal Woman™ iu the Janvary nuwmber.  In this part
sl thie Matgazioe i has placed many magnets which are simply irresistible

FICTION.

**The Expiation of John Reedham,’' by the celebrated writer, Annie 8
Swan, beeames nore and mwore enmmenring: and 3u the seetion for Febra-
ury the soeiad and funily cords disseverad by Readliam s disaster ave being
rekmt by Late and fortitmbe’s fantastie finger. Watelr the operation !

“*The Patchwork Quilt,"” by Mix. Agnen Lockbart Haghes. graphienlly
portrays the morally debasiog tnfluences of money even with the family
eiveles and ilhastrates bow g contemmed Sister in poverty becomes with
the sequisition of wealth the objeet of hypoerttieal adulation. But the
rightesus perversity aud vindwtiveness that Hved  on the  syeophait,
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b\'}mﬁ*l‘“-!‘iah‘l’ for years, and then lerft the ponpded ey Lo Puble
Chasity s k‘\\qm:«uv iy in which the nuber <ovis te cxeel qimosd -~
minel as she dos in b delight Pl revelatiom of T B T T I e

‘*“the Conjured Melon' - Tl tracie Aoy pelited By Pk Hose e
e hedly he chessed as Hetian, Dor B peves s badon o
shanghter of Whitnan, the reat Cionecy Measion: L et i
gttt whose devds are abwost s momnienial as e s
Genernl Gordon . and the cod of both Boew {reie !

tu **The Last Fight of the Tennessece ™ Patrick Vaus civee oo ow breones
deseription of & Naval eneownter i the Contederation Wi -0
collapme of the Sonthern Favees, A Canadian Navy, bebes o secen
qnmumx, this naval story, besiles the Faet that fts e 0 o e
ix exeeadingly opportane and thonght-erenting.

‘A -DRUG STORY," h_\ oL Fasste, 15 a0 el CRpEantire
Halbcureemedicinequack T that nfeais tie eentres of popadateg sl b
mut Fattens on the "uihlnhh ot ot the sgnorant and o1 theee s he i
they know,

“LOVE'S CROSS PURPOSES," by tsabel Maker,

nid

“THE SHADOW OF A GREAT MISTAKE,"" !t ixahi! Macdoaai
are twe love romances of the volling Pruries--the W
bratiehos, and the boys and girls of the “ronnds up,' sl b
the wheat harvests and autninn seenes of Sunny Adheria

“'ONE GILMPSE OF HIGH LIFE' cxaclly exprisses by i e
what the aut}mr, St Ghebn Bradoer, beautitully antalis a0 elin et by
tife which excites ;mrnw tnterest, and teactios the fessorn o S hiraw dre
pol ax they seem.’”

ARTICLES DESCRIPTIVE AND OTHERWISE.
THE NORTK WEST AND THE LAST WEST receive an even nsre eon-

Apiedvgs treatment than in the . Fanaary number for

THE PRAIRIES are deseribed by Blanehe E. Hoit Murisce sl tha
wealth of Jmagery which wetapborically paints on the o
seenes whose hewildering splendour has Leretatore cluded and evadod
vur utmost efforts tu appropriate them,

THE MEMOIRS of the great pintecr diseoverer. *Simon Fraser. ™ wlaen
liave atiraeted widespread atiention, will be eonclisded by B0 S
Scholefield.

BUILDERS OF THE WEST e fumnd suother eompatradd thvonsh the
medium of the Thne O, o Mavkinteah, shose vesmarkadhilv ahie <hetel
of ‘‘One of Victoria's Pioneers, BEx-Mayor T. W. Carey,”” - winleii
tshed with mauy reminixeences of Lord and Lady Dufferin s ooad

THE UNFOLDING WEALTH OF PRAIRIE-LAND i vercaledd by fhe b,

’ DL Ross with o precistion ot thonght and phomee wloch proves g
the writer not only depiets vealities it is tapndne wuh, sd

eithusiastic abont them,
POETRY.

Nothing stirs the soul of poctry wore than patelotisng, faron decds,
the splendours of noture, and the deep, soblimated cucotions  she e
and pure heart: aund

iwgy creeil Pl
[ RS A ST

R HIEN SARIE ST S

ey e

3
sl ety teey

OUREMPIRE .......... ... .ooiiiiaian.. coo s im0 Wadker
SUNRISE, and SUNSET ............. ey ik 0 Nrvar
YEARNING .........ooi i N s by Musethae S Fopgainon

are msiances of the !\*xdu—~pu~.ui spiril of poetry s this sen
West,

The Westward Ho! Publishing Co., Ltd.




ADVERTISING SECTION., WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

For Sa

Solely on account of owner's business arrangements demanding his removal |
to Vancouver—

A Picturesque and Historical Home

Situate at 1041 Collisan Street, Victoria, B.C.

THIS IS A HOME—a veritable gentleman's residence. It contains seven
ample, handsomely laid-off rooms with a conservatory, and a thorough system.
of ‘hot water heating. The surrounding Lawn and Shrubbery comprise an a
ground which affords complete privacy and is capable of being used or culuu
according to the most fastidious taste of any purchaser.

MOST REASONABLE TERMS.
Apply to Ownerw
CHARLES McMILLAN, Suite 3, 536 Hastings St., W,
VANCOUVER, B.
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*

Vancouver Pictured.

Vancouver's appearance, di-
mensions and vantage points
are impressively portrayed in a
colored half-tone picture (26 x
15), giving a birdseye viewof the
city. Send 15 cents in stamps
and oblain the picture and free
descriptive literature. There are
no advertisements on either
pamphlets or picture.

Vancouver Information and

Tourist Associatien,
Yancouver, B. C.
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Are You Looking for a Business Opening or a
Safe Investment ?

THE BULKLEY VALLEY, B. C.

with its vast area of rich agricultural lands, coal fields, and adjacent
mountain ranges, rich with precious metals, such as gold, silver,
copper, lead, etc., offers most unusual opportunities for those ook
ing fur favorable business openings and investmenis.

With the certain construction of the MAIN LINE of the
GRAND TRUNK PACIFIC RAILWAY through this valley, it is
bound to become one of the richest agricultural and mining dis-
tricts in the world, and Its development, now that ample transpors
tation facilities are assured for the pear future, will be marvel-
lously rapid

IF YOU ARE INTERESTED IN THIS> NEW COUNTRY, send
me a postal with y our name and address, and 1 will send you full
particulars concerning BULKLEY VALLEY LANDS and

TELKWA

The Commercial Centre of the Bulkley Valley,

This town Is located in the very heart of the BULKLEY VAL~
LLEY, at the confluence of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers., Itis
now the distributing point for the Bulkley and Tefkwa Valleys and
is destined to bz ane of the most important cities in Northern
British Cofumbia.

To thase desiring to purchase property in TELKWA with the
tatention of entering business and living there, special induces
ments will be offered.

J. L. FOREPAUGH, Agent

Jones Block, 407 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C.
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- We Want Your Name
and Address.
Read Our Reason Why!

Even though you may not intend investing in shares, in the Royal City Gas
Improvement Co., we want you to send us your name and address, so that we
may mail you, free, a copy of the prospectus of the Company. You will find 1t
very interesting reading since it contains considerable information on gas; actuat
facts which every man should know.

Rusaedl Sage onee  saddy “Buy  ans aelloane fop Beht beal sl power paee
®UOCK, in whivh you hmve vontidence, amd poses Within the oty i The pesopde
it away.  ea’t worry Boust don'y LY O New Westminster WHBT 4 fyepy gales
et 3L worry yoit A gomd gus stock s UEe i sUppbY. whieh bn aniv possible
working for you o all ihe time it will throngh the opeeating of the Ladest. ansd
work £or you whien you ean't work for st afelaadate Lvpe onf gaw pduny,
yoursetf” eqitipped WL the seelined vertheoal ree

tord amd compiorel Qs peeliper, Sie

I you owned ten shaves of (e caph. = the type of plans wdepted by
tal stock of the Royal Oy Gas Lmm- Bursl Uy tias 3 cpE 3,
rrovement Co,  vour annual  divigensd whieh s fully Sesorid iy Gt artivle an
winild commence st 3206 cash oamdl ga “lmprroved deshaeds of Gax Prasdusiion,”
anmereasin® frem yesr to year: the by W Thosnow, on dnatfier pags o Yhls
shares would maturally advance in value, Fenre,

Mr, PThomas, In B peport to the dis

We endorse nod recommem] shares in rectors of (B Oainpany. STaw s vy

. the Royal Uity Gas Improverent Co s elearty  that the coang A oswrn opns 2w
wosafe and profitable nvestment, prin. per sent. dividend frow Wiafer D VB S
clpally  beeauses such eminent gas oxe culde Feel of gas per da A% A Gt ter
verts as  Roger Pulk of st Louls and of fart the dlyectngs Gave airensdy pes

Vo Thomas,. . BEugineer, of  Vancouver, cefvml resorve orilers (o sore $han o,
after carefully inspecting lacal condis e cubte feet shatly fromn tasna S el
tions at New Wesiminstor, emphationity coperrns I Nyw We Ley LR 5 I 131
srate that the enderprise will he a aue. thiis anotlier 1o aba forwd aiaily
cesl al pay bhig prafita, whirh would repressnt A peirtben ot
Thts mux vespuirod f L pHPpDARR,
The eorporation of the oy of New consenently the Compas Toaw ine sl
Westminater bas seen U v geant te bBusiness which would T vy
the  Hoyal Y Gax Improvement o a wrester ivelornt than SIECIRVE ST %
cacbrond and perpetual charter, embrag. tuynatad 6 the  teport of 0 Faginsey

fug . e privileges to manulncture and Theanas.,

DON'T LET THIS OPPORTUNITY PASS whereby you may secure shates,
at par, in the Royal City Gas Improvement Co., on the very casy terms of 19
per cent. with application, 15 per cent. on allotment and the balance at 1o per

cent. monthly.

The capital of the company is $150.000, and from the manner in which the
stock is being taken up now, it will only be a short time before all the available
shares are off the marker

Make your checque, or money arder, for 1o per cent. of the stock applied for,
payable to The Royal Bank of Canada; forward the same with application 1o
Dominion Land & Investment Co. Brokers {or the Company. 615 Hastings St
Vancouver, B.C.
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PO PPN v ape sy e e e i Ny A __"*g
"‘Vw-v"‘,ww-.wv-vr g R NP gty Renf" N

mon Bank of Canada

Established 1865.

n. John Sharples. President Paid.Up Capitzl. . ...... 33,209.006""
Balf ur......General Manager | Reserve Fund ... ..., 1,700,000

Agents and Correspondents in all important centres in Great Britzin and the
United States.

Savings Department. Interest allowed on deposits.

Branches in British Columbia:
VANCOUVER. PRINCE RUPERT.

T. McCAFFRY, Manager, Vancouver Branch.

{ A generzl banking business transacted at all branches.

::"H D2 Bl FOCKC Gan ot Dl DOVEISE !:3 ety e ‘*'?a‘:'2{‘:'371"3'3'1‘3,‘:7:'3,'3'33'1’3‘3‘3'2:§’H'3‘2‘Z’3 ELOROSEOR BT ?i#W
h'd - .

?{‘ REAL ALLIGATOR 23 w h en o u EE ENGLISH COWHIDE §
I CLUBANDKIT 3 % HALF GLADSTONES ¥

b = %
%‘ BAGS 3 A re :EE S;mc!z;l}y sxrg?g {ramu. s
b4 Leather Lined % A | menlied x
b3 = . . ;f: Rigew frnm !“ in, §0.7 .
% $23 to $6o S Th|nk]ng 4 2 in. $10.50 ,‘%
""ﬁ*z S R IR G O R B DS ] :-27': TR OLR R O ot o4 %’@%’W&

g‘w » of buying & Good English Leather Grip, Valise or Trunk for vourself or
e 8 friend remember thar we carry a very large and selected stock  of ‘all’

;"

':.}, the best qualities turned cut by well known English manufacturers.

¥ 9 9

3:: ""Suit Cases.——~  Cash Bags. Club Bags. Kit Bags. Brief Bags,

;:: Cabin Trunks. Ladics' Dress Baskets. Ladies’ Hat Cases.

32 — * Gentlemen’s Hat Cases, Fitted Bags.

AT P LR RN s A e B

Lo % ey PRt «'0?5?:{*&0’%

% .= REMEMBER AR

¥ - b Y3

g LADIES :: 9 :: SUIT CASES .
3 STERUING FITTED 3 apman's :

& . 3+ ALL SIZES

= BAGS and = L

2 e Davis Chambers Y

?{f;onussu\u CASES 3 613 Hastings 5t. W., VANCOUVER, B.C. 3 From $5 to

& i marle A g . bt

g $|5 IO 560 ;; = Apent iy B0, for :::

4 b Atkinson's Royal Irisk Poplin Ties @

Q:W«&..»% 103 4 0 L A S I A L A S

e I
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| HARRISON HOT SPRING:

iy

Visitors to Chilliwack

Sbould Make This Hotel Their
Headquarters.

e

THE GLORIOUS KOOTENAY

TROUT AND SALMON
BEAR, SHEEP AND JOAT
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made all the more lasting by seeing the City and Magnilicent

Stanley Park in one of our comfortable Hacks, Broughams,

Victorias, Surreys or Carriages,
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PATENTS

AND TRADNF MARKS
Ghiatned in all Countrios,
ROWLANTD BRITTAIN,
Reglstered Patent Atterney and Meshani-
cal BEngineer. Cajl or write for full infors
mation. Reoam 3 Paictield Blook, Granville
Streel, Vanvouver, B.OC.

Brown Bros. Co. Ltd.

¥YLORISTS,

¥Fruoit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and
Flowearing Flantx,

55 Hastings St. East, VANCOUVER, R.C.

SPORTSME NI
&nre Humphrev's stock of reliable fNire-
armg. It is new and up-lo-date, com-
prising a large variety of the teading
makes,  If your gun needs repalring
wend it to

J. RUMPRREYS, Expert Gunsmith

Dealer In Ammunition, Pishing Tackie

and all Sporting Goods.

159 Cordova Street, Waat,

VARCOUVER, B. C.

TURKISH BATHS.

635 Granville Bt., Vancouver,
Manageri-—-MRS. HULSE.
Turkish Baths, Elsctric Cabins, Mas-
sage. Scalp. face, and all kinds of
electrie treatmenis. Manicuring., Chir-
opody. Flesh reduction a specialty.
Lady Attendanis.

“BABLEY makes good RUBBER STAMPS ™

TURKISH. BATHS

74 Hastings 8t., Vanconver.
Manager: Mre. Kate McoElderry,
Turkizh Baths, Flectric Cabinets, Body
Massage, Scalp, Face and all kinds or
treatments.  Maniecuring, Flesh Reduys
tion a speciaity.

412 Hastings Bt, -

VYancanver, B.C.

PLANNING TO BUILD

Bend two Ja. statnps, post-

¢, for & copy of mybeau.
By, tluliy iluatreted hooklet,
e Country and Buburban
Homes,” fuil of intoress-
1n¥. vaiuable and pracu-
cal information for holne
bufiders,

E. STANLEY MITTON, ARCHITECT, VANCOUVER, 8. 5,

Trust It To Ugsa-

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

PERTH STEAM DYE WORKS

§62 Seymour St., VANCOUVER, B.C.

WE are fully equipped for big

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

Yancouver-Prince Rupert
Meat Co., Ltd.
Head Office and Cold Stornge Plant :

153154 Hastings
Street, W

Vancouver. B. C,

Your coal bins*  Are they filled,
ready for the winter months?

Ta be certain of securing a supply
of the best fuel mined in the pro-
vince, phone us your order for a
scu(r)wg\lz‘ of OLD WELLINGTON

It is a clean, lumpy coal that burng
freely and makes a hot fire, Rich in
carbon—therefnre economical in use,

No. 2 NUT......... v 88,75

LUMP oL, .$7.50

S. A. HARRIS & CO.

- 64B.Granville St, Vauncouver, B.C, :
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The ALBERTA and SOUTH SIDE LIVERY STABLES
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HUNTING AND FISHING PARTIES
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Hotel For Sale in Vancouver, B. C.
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CANADA AND NATIONHOOD

HE Problems that are righly called

vital to Canada must necessarily

be such as are of a fundamental

and permanent character. They

pertain not only to the base of the na-

tional edifice and the superstructure that

is rising upon it, but to the people them-

selves who are to be either the architects

of a sublime destiny or iconoclasts of

the most glorious ideal of Nationhood,

Empire and Liberty that has ever been
presented to the World.

The fleeting and ephemeral will ex
necessitate be eliminated from these
articles; and as the love of Canada has
produced them, and the ambition to see
her discard the toggery of Colonialism
for the royal robe of Sovereign Nation-
hood has inspired them, their aim will
be to solve her problems however com-
plex and to make clear her path how-
ever devious by the illuminating torch
of patriotism. DBut this patriotic torch,
it must be remembered, has a double
flame: one to illuminate the way of truth,
glory, honour and renown; and the other
to wither, scorch and burn, and to con-
vert into smouldering ashes whatsoever
would retard the attainment of the Dom-
inion’s great destiny or tarnish the name
of her people.

These articles will no doubt afford
genuine patriots,—real seekers after
truth,—consolation, aid, and guidance;
but the political vampire had better be-
ware of their long distance range while

the tergiversator whose evasive and elu-
sive expedients continually clog the
wheels of progress and jeopardize the
integrity of the Country must expect
from the author no deflection of the light
of Truth. Though it is principles we
wish to propound, the integrity and not
the dark deeds of men, either in the in-
dividual or in a political aggregate, we
wish to reveal, yet if some infatuated
Mephistopheles should be found clinging
with desperate resolve to some infernal
project for his own or a party’s aggran-
disement, it is not our fault or the
author’s seeking if with the revelation of
his scheme, the sensibility of the Coun-
try should revolt and deal him the kick
of contempt that will consign him to an
inglorious oblivion.

CANADA IS THE INHERITOR
OF THE CENTURIES.

All that tyranny has lost, all that
democracy has won, all that civilization
has garnered, all that education has ac-
complished, and all that the Sword of
Right has wrested from the Sword of
Might,—are hers, laid at her feet as a
bountiful bequest of the Ages.

Nor is this all. Nature has endowed
her with a soil prolific, a climate pro-
pitious, and in her hosom has hidden
away the accumulated treasures of in-
finite aeons.

She begins her progression where the
past has ended; she is unincumbered by,
absolutely free from any dammnosa haere-
difas either of overturned dynasties, sub-



2 WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

verted tyrannies, or perpetuated systems
of effete Law or Constitutional Bond-
age, and unless she is recreant to her-
self and perfidious to posterity her ad-
vance towards the attainment of the ideal
in Government and in individual life
must be such as no nation heretofore has
achieved.

HER PROBLEMS, however, are not
lessened or simplified, but rendered more
pressing and complex by reason of her
phenomenal position. She must still
face the questions that confronted other
lands though her approach to them is
along the Path of Peace and not through
Seas of Blood. There is no obstacle be-
fore her, no menacing foe, no relentless
grasp of a titanic tyrant, and yet she
displays a certain dilatoriness in attain-
ing to her full national stature that
strangely contrasts with the ardour and
frenzied impatience which nerved the
arm of her precursors to cut their way to
freedom with battle-axe and sword.

We have no desire to arouse within
Canada an ultra-military spirit. But at
the present time it behoves her to make
a strict scrutiny of her environments.

Every nation in the world is her
friend. Besides the denizens of the Em-
pire whom for the present we leave out
of the reckoning, all nations love her ; but
it is by no means Platonic Love that ani-
mates them. They propitiate her with
their varying gifts; they adulate her
name ; and more than one Political Peda-
gogue from a foreign land has essayed
the task of teaching her the arts of Col-
onization, internal development, and con-
centric Government. But “timeo Danaos
ct dona ferentes” is as true as it was
in the days of Troy; and the Canadian
people had better beware that history
does not, even after long epochs repeat
itself, or that some politico-national Iago
does not from the bosom of friendship
whisper alluring themes into her credu-
lous ear with the ulterior design of sub-
verting her national integrity.

We make no sinister suggestions; but
as Canada’s position is unique, and the
path of her destiny is a path untrodden,
she must be her own guide; and her
Star, or Pillar of Fire, must not be con-

founded with that which otlier nations

Thave followed—followed even to glory.

There are men of eminence claiming to
be her citizens who boldly advocate her
absorption by or amalgamation with, her
Southern -Neighbour; but her southern
neighbour whom these men, and all men,
admire did not attain greatness by ab-
sorption or amalgamation.

ABSORPTION OR AMALGAMA-
TION—they are both the same—means
the escape from national problems; but
it no less means the effacement of the
Canadian name; and no man that has
sounded the depths of Canadian patriot-
ism could ever be deceived into the belief
that it would subordinate itself to any
power or consent to sell its birthright for
a mess of pottage.

CANADA, AN INTEGRAL STATE,
MUST BECOME, AND FOR EVER
REMAIN, A NATIONAL ENTITY.

NATIONHOOD IS THE CROWNING GLORY
OF A FrREE PEOPLE.

A NATION is a Sovereign State, a
Law unto herself, the supreme mistress of
her own domain, and the absolute arbiter
of her own destiny. She may vault high
in the Empyrean, expand her wings and
soar aloft; or she may decline and sink
or dwindle and decay.

A PEOPLE on the other hand, no
matter how homogeneous, who have not
attained to this absolute arbitrariness are
at the best in some species of Govern-
mental subordination, and curbed and
controlled by forces, powers and authori-
ties extraneous to themselves. They may
be a Crown Colony without a voice at
all; they may be a Self-governing Col-
ony; or they may be euphemistically de-
signated an Oversea State or even a
Sister Nation. It matters little in which
of these categories they are classed, they
are still devoid of their “crowning glory.”

Since first the ennobling names of Na-
tionhood, Fatherland and Motherland,
touched the ear and stirred the heart of
patriotic devotion the conceptions of Gov-
ernment, and the relationships of States
to Peoples, of Nations with Nations, and
of Empires to their constituent parts
have undergone many changes; and in
order to clarify our present ideas it is
absolutely essential to specify the old.
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ROME was the concatenation of all
that is subversive of freedom. Wherever
she carried her victorious arm she
crushed and pulverized the national life
of every subdued people; and out of the
debris she constructed the fabric of her
Empire.

Nationhood was incompatible with her
tyrannic and autocratic sway. Pars passu
with the expansion of her Empire, Na-
tionhood was extinguished; and as pa-
triotism 1is a stronger and deeper emo-
tion than pride of empire or loyalty to
an exotic executive, Independence be-
came the synonym of freedom and the
watchword against Imperial aggression.

Both SpaiN AND ENGLAND, when they
inaugurated their colonization policy,
were enthralled with the idea of a cen-
tral Government over a universal do-
main; and neither of them had any con-
ception of Empire other than that of Im-
‘perial Rome. In later times GREAT Bri-
TAIN saw the “inexpediency” of asserting
over her colonial possessions anything
more than a paternal control. So long
as this was passive or merely suggestive,
it was tolerated; but soon the paternal
and the filial conceptions of it came into
antagonism, and almost simultaneously
the principle that had been generating
for centuries opportunely fructified and
yielded the true political philosophy, the
definite formula, that “TAXATION AND
REPRESENTATION” were eternally linked
and formed an integral part of Consti-
tutional Government. The Declaration
of Independence of the States of the
American Union denoted the triumph of
this principle, and demarcated the final
revolt against, and severance from, all
forms of exotic government and ex-
traneous control.

There was no via media for the States
of America. Their alternative to Inde-
pendence was Submission; for Great
Britain had not yet grasped the truth
which Burke had thundered into her ear,
and almost scorched into her brain with
an eloquence, a wealth of imagery, and
a prescient philosophy that have never
been surpassed. But she began to appre-

hend that truth when submission. on her
part became inevitable, and after Inde-

pendence had been declared by a people
who could easily have been placated.

Since that eventful epoch there has
been no retrogression in constitutional
thought. The trend has been upward;
the clouds have been lifting, until now
we are on an untrodden altitude, in the
centre of dazzling radiances, where
EMPIRE AND NATION appear not only as
consentancous entities but as the best
allied guardians of National Liberty.

But we must clear away some hazes of
the Confederation proposals before we
gain a complete view of the glorious
panorama which this Pisgah height af-
fords to the Canadian people.

‘The “CoNFEDERATION OF THE EMPIRE"
assumed considerable proportions in the
public mind with the volie face of Jo-
seph Chamberlain, and his advocacy of
intra-Empire Preferential Tariffs. That
was in 1903. Some years before he had
become an Imperialist. An episode con-
nected with the Boer War has the honour
of imparting this last complexion to his
multi-coloured career. It may fttingly
be stated now as the recent German coup
is still fresh in the public mind. It was
this: -The erratic and feather-headed
Emperor of Germany had telegraphed to
President Kruger his congratulations on
the rout and capture of the Jameson
Raiders; and Chamberlain, then the Col-
onial Secretary, but not so long before
one of the “Peace at any price” Party,
had promptly and significantly warned
him that, at all cost, foreign interference
in a controversy between the United
Kingdom and her Colonies would be
sternly resented and requited. The
Kaiser subsided; and since then Cham-
berlain has always worn the Imperial
badge. But it is only a little more than
five years since he became an advocate
of Imperial Confederation on a Commer-
cial basis. With what vigour he pushed
the idea, we all know, even when the
Sun of his Life was rapidly descending
to the horizon.

The German Zollverein, and the in-
ternational Free Trade System of
the United States, were the lights
he followed. Many of the ideas
of his Imperial propaganda had
been adumbrated, announced and formu-
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lated before, by men like Sir Charles
Dilke, Lord Beaconsfield, and Lord Sal-
isbury. Dilke had discussed Confedera-
tion upon a military basis, while Beacons-
field and Salisbury had only had vague
notions of the growing necessity for a
Bond of Union between the Mother
Country and her Colonies. But none of
them succeeded in propounding a satis-
factory scheme, because the Empire to
them was only an expanded Great
Britain.

Chamberlain’s impetuosity to consum-
mate what either he had so long post-
poned, or had so long regarded as chim-
erical had one superb and permanent
effect,—that of arousing the Empire. But
such a transformation as he designed
could not be effected by a coup d’ etat.

Balfour’s profound philosophic logic,
which has been called “dialectics” for
no other reason than that his words and
thoughts are deeper than the Superficial-
ities who condemn his real statesman-
ship, has largely contributed to the lift-
ing of us far beyond Chamberlain’s most
exalted 1deal.

Daniel Webster said of the Constitu-
tion of the United States: “It was the
child of pressing commercial necessity.
There is not an idea in it but
trade—Commerce, commerce, commerce
is the beginning and end of it.” The
same might be said of the German Zoll-
verein and the restoration of the Reich;
and the same words aptly describe Cham-
berlain’s Confederation Scheme. But we
are now as far ahead of that scheme and
of its German Prototype as we were be-
hind them when Chamberlain began his
momentous campaign.

The truths that he taught, and the
principles that he preached, we can never
forget and never ignore ; but the Pillars
upon which the constitution of the Em-
pire now rests are Everlasting Pillars,
rising out of the Waters of every Ocean,
out of the Core of every Continent, and
cemented by Anglo-Saxon, Hibernian
Scottish and Gaelic Blood.

NATIONHOOQD IS THEIR NAME;
and from the PILLAR oF “CANADA A NA-
TION” the loftiest and sublimest of them

all, we take our long-deferred survey of
our country’s destined greatness.

WESTWARD HO!
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To guage the perspective we must dis-
card old ideas and devise new definitions
for old terminologies..

“EMPIRE” henceforth 1s the direct
antithesis of all that it formerly meant. It
is not a Government at all; it 1s divested
of every legislative function; and it be-
comes the symbol and exponent of a
United Voice. . So far from being what
even notable men of our own genera-
tion regarded it, an expanded Great Bri-
tain, it becomes the co-ordination of sev-
eral Kingdoms whose united strength is
its strength and whose united greatness
is its greatness.

“NATIONHOOD WITHIN THE
EMPIRE” will henceforth have a pecu-
liar significance, and must be reckoned
with in our constitutional nomenclature.

The phrase does not indicate a status
or condition conterminous with Inde-
pendent Nationhood.

“THE NATIONHOOD WITHIN
THE EMPIRE” must no doubt in Im-
perial affairs subject its volition to the
preponderant volition of the whole Co-
ordinate Powers. But its Independence
is not thereby impaired; for cessation
from the co-ordination will at all times
be an open way, and continuance in it
will be a free exercise of its own volition.
Besides that, it will not only have its own
strength to develop and defend itself,
but it will have the co-operative forces
of the whole Co-ordinate Powers behind
it.

Every “Nation within the Empire” will
have the Empire’s might; and the most
cursory observer can apprehend that the
status thus acquired far transcends In-
dependent Nationhood—so far and so
vastly supersedes it that the “Independ-
ence of Canada” which many men have
seductively preached within her own bor-
ders, is relegated, as a gaunt, hideous and
dead monstrosity, to tenebrous darkness
where it is no more likely to be resus-
citated than the embalmed carcass of
Rameses IT is to be resurrected.

It is not within the scope of this article
to define the constitution of the Body
which will express the predominant voice
or preponderant volition of the Empire.
But no doubt its basic principle will be
that of the population of the individual
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entities composing it. And if it be, what
splendour of fame, what illimintable po-
tentialities, what magmificence of Sover-
etgn Sway await this country!

We cannot at this juncture do more
than stand on Pisgah’s height aud look
ahead.

Is it a creation of the fancy, or an
illusion of the brain, this magnificent
transforming panorama that we behold?

Nothing but reality, O Canadian
people, is in the vista presented to your
view; and did I not believe that your
ambition aspired to it, that your manhood
was capable of achieving it; were I not
persuaded that the throb of conscious
strength, and the yearning for self-re-
liant ‘existence, had already stirred your
blood and impelled you to it—impelled
you to undertake the work of construct-
ing your own Pillar of the Empire, and
of making your own Land a Nation,—
I would regard you as a people unworthy
of the prowess of your Fathers, unworthy
of your magnificent heritage, and un-
worthy of continued participation in the
Empire’s glory.

But “Confido et conguiesco”: 1 be-
lieve and am persuaded that Canada, once
she comprehends the problem and her re-
lation to it, will not resist the impulse
to enter upon her inevitable task and that
she will perform it in a manner magni-
ficent and magnanimous.

No doubt there are many who will try
to dissuade and delude her—the Egotist,
the Self-Complacent, and the Tempor-
izer. The first will assert that Canada
has already done enough, and more than
her circumstances required; the second
will declare himself satished with the
status quo; and the third will aver that
the terrors of Scylla and Charybdis lie
ahead of any movement towards nation-
hood.

One and all they are enemies or pol-
troons.

In proof of the assertion that Canada
wants Nationhood, I bring her Popula-
tion, her Commerce, her Revenue, and
her own emphatic claim to the Sovereign

Treaty-making Power, as witnesses
whose veracity cannot be impugned.

GREAT BRITAIN CANNOT
MAKE CANADA A NATION.

The child grows and expands by virtue
of laws and forces within, and not with-
out, himself, until a certain juncture
having been reached, he demands recog-
nition as a man and assumes his own
responsibilities. And by a parity of prin-
ciple an adolescent people, when a pro-
per period arrives, assume the rights and
responsibilities of Nationhood.

That time has arrived for Canada.

Conclusive and emphatic as this is,
the larger and greater question remains,
and, when added to the first, it makes the
position absolutely overwhelming.

According to the views here propound-
ed, and now recognized by the most ad-
vanced Imperial Constitutionalists of the
day, Confederation of Great Britain with
her Colonies being no more than a con-
tinuance of the status gquo is an effete
idea.

Unequals can never coalesce on terms
of equality; and consequently a National
status must exist among the Entities of
the Ewmpire before Co-ordination can be
effected.

Delay in attaining to that National
Status, retards the real Consolidation of
the Empire which at present is a fig-
ment; or rather it exists only in a sense
that is repugnant and detrimental to
“the Oversea States” of the British
Crown.

To none of these “Oversea States”
does the Empire offer such certainties of
greatness and power as undoubtedly it
would confer upon Canada. Why then
does Canada delay it?

Every consideration of Nationhood
and international expansion urges her
on; and on let her advance “sans peur
et sans reproche.”

We have brought her to the threshold,
and she has beheld a glimpse, but only
a glimpse, of the Glory that awaits her
as a NATION WITHIN THE EmMPIRE. The -
full radiance of its surpassing splendour
must be reserved for another day.



Circumventing the Deutchers.

Patrick Vaux.

Frisian Islands, lying off Schleswig-

Holstein’s west coast, the DBritish

steamer, “Happy Ann,” though with
steam up and all cleared for sea, still
lay moored chock-a-block alongside the
north pier. Her forecastle, standing
in groups sheltered by the funnel-casing
from the piercing north-easter, were
throwing dark looks at the natives on
the pier, and talking angrily amongst
themselves. Aft, much lurid and de-
famatory language had filtered up to the
ear of the maritime guard, who was
pacing the deck there, his rifle at tne
slope and sword jangling. He was ig-
norant of Anglo-Saxon—which was
well 1”

“You say, Bykett, these Germans are
too smart for us,” exclaimed her skip-
per, who had regained some measure of
self-restraint. “D—d smart, any-how, in
slinging out this arrestment.” In his
vindictiveness he slapped the portentous
document viciously against the cuddy
table,

“Yus! Just think of them ketching us
as we were moving out,” replied the
first mate. “Too smart for us. No
mistaking that! Punching in the bows
of that ’ere Government launch, Tues-
day night, means ’eavy damages again’
the "Appy Ann.” No mistiking that. They
must ’ave made the wires 'um between

‘ere and Kiel to get that arrestment in
time.”

“Why, in Cain’s name, couldn’t the
loblollies have cleared their Daimler out
from under the bows as we came along-
side the pier?” grunted the skipper.
“Awkward enough, being milked in dam-
ages for what one is not responsible for
doing, but what about Christmas?
Christmas, three days on from now. Eh?
Think of spending Merry Christmas in
this d—d mud-hole, these Germans are

IN the harbour of one of the North

simple enough to call a harbour—’stead
of at home, right and jolly, with the
missis and the kids. It sticks mm my
gizzard, it does.”

In derision, the master gave a wave
of his arm round the cuddy with its
well-worn fixings and rough comfort. In
deep disgust, he threw a look pier-ward,
where only the interlacing muddy piles
and the lower edge of the stringer-
beam faced the port holes.

“Well, there ain’t any ’elp for it, sir.
No mistiking that!”

The cockney first mate rose to go on
deck. John DB. Vancouver, master
mariner, stood up and stretched his lanky
body.

“There isn’t any help for this bit
awkwardness, ye say,” said he slowly,
"it’s like there isn’t. I've been in a tight
fix before—and with a German gunboat
it was, too, the ‘Blitz, when I was a
giddy, irresponsible second mate on a
British schooner blackberrying for Ka-
nakas; but I wriggled free, and took
the old craft with me. I was gotten
in a kind of fix, for by rights of the
story, the ‘Bay of Honduras,” a sailing
barque, picked me up off Vancouver as
she was beating away for Cape Horn and
home; only survivor I was of a boat-
load of castaways, father, mother, ves-
sel, unknown. That’'s how J. B. V.
comes by his name; yes, sir, John Bull
Vancouver. I tell ye, fixes come nater-
ally to me, and naterally I get out of

fixes. But this is one I've never been
in before.”

“By the time the Deutschers are fin-
ished with you, ye’ll have bin taught
summat, sir,” jerked out Bykett, with
unusual freedom of tongue, as he gain-
ed the companion way. “They have the
cinch on you, with this ’ere arrestment
aboard; guards a-walking up and down
overhead; police cocking their eye at
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‘er every time they see a head on her
bridge. or Swabs cleaning the telegraph
brasses; and there’s that old flat-iron
of a gunboat a-lying out in the roads.
All like as if waiting for the “Appy Anr’
to slip moorings, and try a run for it.”

The afternoon was bleak and threat-
ening, with a drab sky overhead, and
white tufts of sea breaking down in the
near distance. Across the well-boomed
watersheds to eastward, over which the
flow was fast deepening, winter drift
hid the low coast-line of North . Ger-
many facing the harbour. As Captain
Vancouver stepped out of the com-
panion, a few feathers of snow swirled
down and specked the upperworks.
With his deep-set eyes resting on the
port, into which he had been driven
three nights ago through stress of the
gale now blowing itself out, he turned
amidships.

Along the short north pier, where
runs a tramway leading up to the gun-
pits and garrison among the dunes com-
manding the sea, behind the port—for
this Irisian Island is the base of the
North German Maritime Defence—a
dredger and two tugs were moored in
front of their stores sheds, and fisher-
men and others lounging about were in-
quisitively gazing at the Britisher. Up-
on her, the ’poliz-officeren’ had relent-
lessly fixed their attention. Near by
stood the harbour-master, gesticulating
at her as he talked with a military of-
ficer.

At the south pier, across the harbour
which at high-water seems a deep and
spacious haven, but at low tide is only
a bed of Dblackish slime, except where
dredged deep alongside the piers, some
lighters and various coasters with quaint
high pitched bows and bluff, squarish
sterns were busy with cargoes, and small
craft jobbled about in the rising tide-
way.

Captain Vancouver paused at the foot
of the bridge ladder, he glanced male-
volently at the whitewashed houses
huddled round the conical-roofed church
looking towards the Customs on the quay
between the piers. Against the sand-
hills, that shelter the port in a kind of
elbow from all gales save the north-east,
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the place looked hideous in its sterility.
Along the esplanade facing the east
beach great white hotels with shuttered
windows, a deserted public-garden com-
manded by a gorgeous casino, its por-
ticoes and windows boarded, and the
many kiosques and cafes protected by
planking against the winter, lay await-
ing the return of summer visitors.

"By thunders,” he growled, stepping
up to his bridge, “to spend Christmas
here with these sauer-krauters, swigging
lager beer, and munching Mack bread
and horse sausages! And me promising
the missis and the kids, bless ’em, to
be sure and be home for plum-pudding
and pie.”

“A nice hole to see Christmas in!” he
ejaculated laconically to the second mate,
who with his elbows propped on the
after bridge-rail was staring through his
glass away north-west into the offing.
There haze obscured the north end of
the island with its two lighthouses and
great circular beacon,

Robinson took the glass from his eye,
and threw a wry look shoreward. He
gave a significant shrug of his broad
shoulders.

“’Nough to give one the rats, think-
in’ of it, sir,” he replied, in a voice of
disgust, reflecting on his sweetheart and
the mistletoe in the dark little lobby at
home, and the smell of roast turkey and
roast beef coming upstairs, and the jolly
company there busily popping corks to
celebrate the merry festival. “But that
arrestment has tied us up. Taken us
aback all standing, sir.”

“Yes, the Deutschers have tied us up,”
assented the skipper.

“One’ ud be almost tempted to cut
and run for it, sir,” continued the sec-
ond mate in an aggrieved voice, “but
they’re watching us that close. Hello,
sir, here’s a sailing craft standing in.”

The skipper took the glass, and scru-
tinised the nearing galliot that with wind
and tide in her favour was heading out
of the falling haze at some speed for
the north pier. A sudden thought caus-
ed him to wrinkle his brows; he direct-
ed his gaze on the low squat gunboat
lying outside in the roadstead, eastward.
On board her there were no signs of
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activity except the sentry officer on her
bridge, the pacing up and down by the
near gangway, a few figures passing to
and fro along her deck, and the thin
wisp of smoke eddying from her funnel.

“I reckon that is the powder craft
the harbour-master was jabbering about
this morning, Mr. Robinson,” he ex-
claimed, handing back the telescope.
“We've got to shift berth to the south
pier then, I understand. She moors
alongside here.”

“Harbour-master, sir, makin’ for the
gangway. Will they be havin’ us winch
her across into the fresh berth?”

“I expect so, I expect so,” the skipper
replied in tones that suggested a fresh
grievance.

As he swung round to greet the voci-
ferous “Hafenmeister” the master’s eyes
met Robinson’s, and for a second or two
they looked interrogatively at each other
—quick with surmise and adventure.

“Umph! Glad to see, Robinson,
you're no croaking Cockney like Mr.
Bykett. By thunders, wouldn’t I like to
let these Germans see we're all the Old
Blood yet.”

“It isn’t us, sir, but the harbour-mas-
ter and the Maritime Defence lot that are
responsible for the Daimler getting her
bows stoved in,” the second mate broke
out with resentfully,

“She was where she oughtn’t to have
been, with us coming inside,” assented
Vancouver, “or we should have been put
into an empty berth. Hark ye to Herr
Deutscherman hailing as if we are his
goods and chattels!”

“You Englisches schiff, ahoy, da. You
vill to shift now, to die sudwarts bruck-
enpfeiler. . . What! You do not know
what I say? To die south pier, I tell
you; die same berth there. I wvill take
you kreutzweise myself, mit your en-
gines. Then you will draw die fires, and
remain in die schiff. You are arrest-
anten. No! No! you cannot land.”

Maybe it was the Old Blood, maybe it
was the New, that now flushed Van-
couver’s dark face, and made his lean
hands strain on the bridge-rail. That,
too, prompted sudden enterprise and des-
perate bearing.

“I can’t land, can’t I, eh,” he rumbled,
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staring down from the end of his bridge
at the harbour-master, a sallow, wiz-
ened-faced Frisian giant, bettle browed
with a bush of grizzled moustache, and
a bayonet cut across the bridge of his
broad nose. “How d’ye know I want
to? Tell some of your hands to slip the
wires, and we’ll haul all aboard for
t’other berth.”

With sluggish, indifferent eyes the
skipper watched him step down the
gangway and gain the pier, but it was
with swift, decisive motions Vancouver
turned to his engine room, telegraph and
wheel. On Robinson’s ear came his un-
dertone as he passed; for one moment
the officer stared in amazement at him;
the next, his feet were on the ladder,
and he was hurriedly making for the
forecastle.

The master of the “Happy Ann’ paus-
ed for a minute. Intently he watched
the pier hands slouching round the
great cast-steel bollards; behind them,
the background of sheds and fixings, and
the crowd of spectators.

“Haul away, haul away, bow and
starn, there.”

The order came like the crack of a
whip, and his telegraph went twang-
twang in the engine-room, the propellor
speedily to beat up muddy foam. Be-
fore the harbour master and his men
could believe their senses, the great wire
hawsers were being ravenously picked
up by their steam capstan, the looped
ends to fall into the water with a heavy
splash.

“Danke, danke, meine Herren,” roar-
ed Vancouver, “I am shifting my berth,
but it’s to t'other side of the North Sea.
You don’t catch this Britisher doing
Christmas time with you. It’s ?
But the crash of the maritime guard’s
rifle as he realised affairs cut short the
skipper’s vehemence.

With a sharp ping the bullet struck
the funnel in front of the bridge, and
the skipper’s face winced. Hunching
his shoulders together as if lessening the
target of his tall figure, he bent low
over the wheel as he brought the steamer
round on her heel for the open. Grunts
and yells broke out behind him, on the
deck where the boatswain and two sea-
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men were in hand-grips with the guard.
Above the hubbub on the pier he heard
the second mate’s voice drawing atten-
tion to the harbour-master, who in his
desperation and fury had jumped from
the pier-head, and landed almost at the
cost of his life on the runaway’s port
(uarter.

“Look out there for boarders, lads!
Catch him. By G—— he’ll be over-
board. Clew him up, clew him up.
Don’t hurt him. Ain’t he a plucky un.”

Qaths, strange and weird, hurtled
through the air. Heads, arms and legs
wriggled and heaved about. Fists and
knees came into play, and Robinson’s
nose was dripping all gory.

“Shove ’im down into the cuddy. Se-
cure companion,” bawled the skipper, ex-
ultation swelling his voice.

But as he laid the steamer on a course
for the red and black buoys marking
the channel seaward, round the north end
of the island, he eyed with trepidation
in his glance the gunboat in the road-
stead. Already her bridge-semaphore
was energetically answering the shore;
officers were thronging her bridge;
men were swarming up forward; and
figures were busy amidships at a cutter
there, which the steel derrick was about
to lift into the water. Her men Van-
couver now saw jumping into her.

“It’ll be twelve months’ quod for the
‘ands, five years for the mates, an’ the
wessel confiscated,” groaned the first
mate, who had climbed to the bridge.
“Jus’ look at that ’ere Kaiser craft. Obh,
‘ow bloomin’ smart she is; her ’ands
jumpin’ around, slicker'n fleas. There
ain’t any comin’ over them Deutscher-
men.”

“Stow your gab, or I'll come over
you,” rasped the skipper, devouring the
“Bremse” with nervous eyes as he hand-
ed over the wheel to Bykett till a hand
came on the bridge.

Telescope levelled he craned himself
over the starboard bridge-rail, and scru-
tinized the gunboat. Suddenly her der-
rick stopped lowering the cutter, it be-
gan to hoist her in again. The little
handful of bluejackets at her forward
quickfirer ceased their activities and
slowly housed it again under its water-
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proof sheeting. A grin of contempt and
scorn corrugated the master’s high-
cheeked features. In the height of
triumph he slapped the telescop home.

“‘There ain’t any coming over them
Deutschermen !’ ”” he repeated, with more
than a trace of derision in his deep
voice. “Isn’t there? I'll allow, though,
I did expect they’d overhaul me. A
close thing!”

“An’ so they could,” the first mate as-
serted. “They’ve either summat up their
sleeve, sir, or don’t like this dirty weather
comin’ down with the drift. Mayhap,
they’re relyin’ on that crewser of theirs
that went out last night, to ketch us out-
side. She’s being wirelessed.”

“Looks like she is, don’t it,” grunted
Vancouver, suddenly picking up the
glass.” If I don’t mistake her, here
she comes down the fairway, and bring-
ing the fog and snow with her. Oh,
blast her!”

“If the dirt comes down a bit faster,
we might dodge her,” chimed in the sec-
ond mate, breathless with excitement, as
he ogled Seiner Deutscher Majestat’s
cruiser, and industriously wiped his
nose. But the skipper, gloomily eye-
ing the “Gazelle,” shook his head in dis-
sent. .

Smartly, too, the warship arrested the
“Happy Ann,” alas happy no longer. As
the two vessels lost way, the Britisher’s
hands lined her deck rail, and glumly
viewed her. DBut upon the bridge, the
skipper faced his situation like a true-
born Briton.

“Mr. Robinson, your voice carries
well,” he jerked out, “ask that band-
box looking cratur on the fore bridge
what he wants.”

“Sieh da!” bawled the German com-
mander, standing to starboard, apart
from his officers. “Vas do I vant? Potz
tausend, you are cool, you Englischer!
You have escaped die law. You are now
my arrestanten. You have two men also
seized. I send a boat.”

Grim was the face of the Britisher’s
captain, but the gloom was gone from
it. He wiped the flakes of falling snow
off his eyelashes, and threw an anxious-
ly expectant look at the winter weather
coming down ahead.
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“I'm taking all the chances in this
game,” he announced in a dry voice to
his Bridge, “and mayhap I'll best them
yet. Over with the wheel a bit, and let
this old tub wallow in the lift of the
rough water. You just wait, my boys!”

Drunkenly the tall-sided merchantman
swayed from port to starboard and back
again, lurching and heaving about, as
the German got away her whaler. But
Captain Vancouver contemplated her er-
ratic movements with much satisfaction,
which was vastly increased when he
marked that the fog was thickening rap-
idly. In a few minutes it would be en-
veloping both vessels. When the “Hap-
py Ann’ made a ponderous sally at the
cruiser’s port amidships, an ili-concealed
smile of gratification spread over his
face,

“Achtung! Achtung —take care. Potz
tausend, where do you come, hey?”
bawled the cruiser’s commander. “Vor-
warts, da! Get out die way, as you say,
or you vill into us run.”

He ordered his engine-room telegraph
“Slow Ahead,” but Vancouver in his
turn chuckled soitly on seeing the
“Gazelle” move clear of the steamer’s
embraces. PPeering beneath his hand he
scrutinized the nearing whaler from the
deck, then glanced again at the snow-
shot drift forging down at hand, im-
penctrable to sight as any London fog.

“Cabbage green!” was his comment
on the cruiser’s third lieutenant, sitting
erect in the sternsheets. “Guess it is the
drift that has driven the cruiser in. My
luck holds.”

As the steamer dipped, the whaler’s
bow-men made a frantic grab at the
“Happy Ann’s” accommodation ladder
with their boat-hooks. One missed, but
the other caught on, just as the steamer
gave an upward heave, lifting the man
off his feet. Frantically he yelled out,
and his mates forward in the whaler
gripped him by the legs, and hung on
desperately. It was just then that the
second mate, intently watching his su-
perior officer, saw his hand go up, and
forthwith he also rang the engines to
“Slow Ahead.”

“Der teufel,” snapped the lieutenant,
so rambling forward from the stern-
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sheets as the steamer began to seethe
through the broken water. “Ring off die
engines. I teil you, ring off die engines.
You vill us schwamp.”

“Cast off then,” replied Captain Van-
couver, who was climbing down the ac-
commodation ladder, “cast off, my son.
Who the deuce wants you aboard!”

“Do you hear,” the officer cried fur-
iously, hanging on desperately to the
slippery rungs as the “Happy Ann” dip-
ped him almost to the chin then hove
him high above the weltering sea, “ring
off die engines, or I will you make.”

“Oh, you would,” returned the skipper
in an interested voice, “you vill me make,
vill you! Cast off, Herr Officier, cast
off. The drift is coming down right
here. There’s your old man tootling for
you.”

The wrathful eyes of Seiner Deutscher
Majestat’s officer ate up the Britisher.

"I vill you force,” he roared, begin-
ning to ascend. *“You schwimm . . . bei
Gott, you vill.”

He made an upward dash, but Van-
couver bent down and clutched at him.
Dextrously he threw him wide off the
ladder.

“Swim yourself,” he bellowed, stung
at last into anger.

Instantly the whaler dropped astern
to pick up her officer. Again the cruiser
moaned out amidst the welling fog. From
well astern came the sound, and the skip-
per gave a grunt of relief as he hurried
on the bridge. At full speed ahead the
“Happy Ann" charged through the win-
try elements, on towards the open North
Sea, the fog-bells on the jobbling buoys
to port and starboard guiding her. As-
tern, the “Gazelle’s” syren made faint
weird noises that mingled with the
“Bremse’s” still fainter moanings. With
every faculty strung alert, Captain Van-
couver was taking his vessel homeward.

Yet he had qualms of conscience. But
when the second mate came on the
bridge at eight bells, he had some in-
formation for him that went very far
to absolving his uneasy mind.

“Weather is as thick as ever sir,”” he
observed to the master, standing in the
lee of the charthouse, the light of which
gleaming through the snow-flaked win-
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dow dimly illumined Vancouver’s wor-
ried face. “By-the-bye, sir, the harbour-
master and t'other un are keen to know
what you intend doing with 'em. The
guard wants to skip, 'cause it’ll be two
years’ hard on black munchoo and skil-
ly for letting the steamer skidoo, and
the harbour-master, poor devil, is in the
deuce of a stew; seems, he is respon-
sible for the Daimler getting her nose

stoved in. He don’t mind, if he never
gets back. They’ll be mighty severe on
him.”

The long laugh of an eased mind es-
caped Captain Vancouver. He rubbed
a circle in the snow clogging the chart-
house window, and peered inside at the
clock beside the log desk.

Said he in a voice, the cheerfulness
of which the pitiless fog and snow could
not dispel, “I reckon, this hour three
nights on, Mr. Robinson, sees these two
Germans sitting in my front parlor with

my missis and myself, supping punch
and eating mince pies. Foolish having
any grudge against them,” he added
thoughtfully, “they were only doing their
dooty.”

But the second mate did not hear his
last words. Pulling the sou’-wester well
down over his brows, he had stepped out
of shelter, into the blinding gush of the
wintry night along the bridge. “Rolling
Home To Merry England” was the chan-
ty he hummed.

The Years That Lie Ahead.

Blanche E. Holt Mutison

Here's to the year that is to be,
And here’s to the year that’s gone;
Still at the loom of Eternity

Old Time is a-spinning on.

Hither and thither the shuttle flies,
Weaving the vesture before our eyes,
The vesture that we must don.

Every day does the pattern change

To a maze of tangled hues;

Interwoven and twisted and strange,

And not what we would choose.

But we must take what the Weaver weaves,
For naught availeth the heart that grieves;—
We win by the things we lose!

We lose a lot, but we also gain,

And learn with a braver zeal,

To take the Pleasure and bear the Pain,
For what it will best reveal.

The years may take, but the years will give,
While the soul beats out the way to live,
And Time works on at his wheel.

Here’s to the year that is to be,

And here’s to the year that’s sped.

The loom is the loom of Destiny,

But the Spinner guides the thread

And weaves it in—as he stands aloof—

With the lives of men, and the warp and woof
Of the years that lie ahead.



CHAPTER IV.
THE HEIGHTS OF HAMP-. .
STEAD.

HE office boy knock-

ed at the door of

Mr. Archibald Cur-

rie’s private room.

“The carriage is at the |
door, sir, and Miss Wrede
wishes to know if she is to
come up.”

“No, Baddeley, tell Miss
Wrede I shall join her in
less than five minutes.”

“And please, sir, there’s
a man wishes to see you
very particular. Could you ===
spare him five minutes? No
name, sir, but he gave me this.”

He handed a small piece of paste-
board to his master, who read both the
printed words and the name scribbled on
the back.

“Another of Fielden’s proteges. I
don’t think I can see him now, Baddeley.
But there, yes, I will! Tell Miss Wrede
I am engaged for a few more minutes
and that if she prefers to come up she
will find Mr. Willett’s room empty.”

" “Yes, sir, and shall I show the party
up, the gentleman I mean, sir?”

“Yes, now.”

Baddeley went off cheerfully. Every-
body was cheerful under that roof. The
note was struck by the principal himself
each morning, when he appeared spick
and span and smiling at his business
house. The world could have told you
that Archibald Currie had good reason

for cheerfuluess, and that he had been
an extraordinarily successful man,
that he had amassed great wealth, and
had most of the gifts that men prize.
But personally he was a singularly
lonely man, without ties of the kind
which make the chief joy of life. He
was estranged, through no fault of
his own, from his only brother. They
had never, even as boys, been intimate.
It was indeed hard to believe that two
men so different could have been born
of one parentage and shared the same
early home-life. Archibald, the elder,
was large-hearted, sunny-natured,
generous to a fault, combining with
the highest business gifts a breadth of
view and a benevolent spirit which his
brother James continually condemned.
“Archie makes paupers, and adds to
the problems of existence,” he was fond
of saying, and would then launch into

condemnation of his brother’s indiscrim-
inate charity.

Mr. James Currie did not err in that
direction. He distributed no charity
whatsoever, but required all he earned
for himself and his family.

The astonishing thing, however, was,
that the more Archibald gave away, the
more money flowed in upon him. He
did all sorts of unnecessary and expen-
sive kindnesses. His latest was to adopt
as his daughter one Katherine Wrede,
the orphan child of a woman they had
known in their youth, and who had mar-
ried disastrously and suffered much. This
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iatest indiscretion the James Curries
condemned very loudly, because they
feared that it might divert the channels
of their uncle’s money from themselves.

Archibald Currie was a very fine-look-
ing man, resembling his brother some-
what in figure and feature, though on a
larger scale. The generous largeness of
his life seemed to have written them-
selves all over his personality; his eyes
beamed kindliness; his beautiful white
hair, which gave him at too early an age
a singularly benevolent look, framed a
face in which there was nothing to repel,

He drew a sheet of paper before him
on the desk, and was busy writing when
the door opened, and Mr, Charlton was
announced.

“In a moment, sir,” he said, partly
wheeling round, but not taking a good
look at the stranger. “Pray take a
chair.”

It gave the man whom we must hence-
forth call Charlton the necessary moment
for self-recovery. The very fact that
the glance bestowed upon him conveyed
not the smallest recognition was in it-
self most reassuring. He looked round
the room with interest, and tried to still
his nerves, which threatened to get out
of hand. Up till now Charlton had not
had any occasion to play a part; he was
astonished at his own ability to play it.
Surely it was the very madness of dar-
ing to venture into the presence of this
man, noted as much for his shrewd
knowledge and judgment of human na-
ture as for his benevolence! It was said
in the City that Archibald Currie had
never been known to make a mistake in
his man.

To pass the bar of judgment, there-
fore, was to go forth hall-marked to the
world.

The risk for Charlton was colossal;
only success could justify it. The man
whose verdict might decide his whole
fate and future signed the letter and rang
for it to be taken away.

Then he turned to give courteous at-
tention to the stranger, rising to his feet
and standing before the empty fireplace,
with his hand folded behind his back. To
the day of his death Charlton thought
he would remember the pattern of his

clothes, the curiously wrought link of
the old-fashioned fob, which dangled
from beneath his ample waistcoat, the
keenness as well as the kind lines in his
deep-set eyes.

“You are a friend of the Vicar of St.
Ethelred’s ?”

“Not exactly a friend, sir—a waif on
whom he chanced this morning on the
top of an ommibus,” replied Charlton,
striving to meet Currie’s eyes, and suc-
ceeding wonderfully.

“You want help? What can I do for
you ?”’

“I am out of work, sir,” replied Charl-
ton, quietly. “A post of some kind,
however humble in this place, would be
at once the saving and making of me.”

“You have been in another position,”
remarked the elder man, easily detect-
ing the educated note, the ease of manner
which singled him out from other appli-
cants. “You have been, I could almost
swear, an employer of labour yourself?”

“Yes, sir, I have.”

“It does not seem to come readily to
you to use the prefix, ‘sir,’ ” continued
Currie in an even, quiet voice. “Is there
anything you would wish to tell me of
a private nature before we consider how
you are to be helped?”

Charlton seemed to struggle a moment
with himself.

“Sir, if my own fate only were in-
volved I should speak out freely. I can-
not do so. I am here without character
or credentials, asking you for the love
of God to give me one more chance.”

Currie remained silent a full minute,
during which he regarded the pleader
steadily. There was not the faintest
recognition in his look, however, though
he felt himself puzzled not so much by
a haunting sense of familiarity as by
the desire becoming momentarily more
insistent to give the desired aid against
his better judgment. Something in the
pleasant educated voice, in the eager, al-
most hollow, eyes, appealed. And to sum
up, the chance to drag a man back from
any pit, was a task after his own heart.

“I have been often disillusioned and
taken in,” he observed, “and I have even
no later than yesterday taken a vow to
harden my heart. But you interest me.
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You are fully aware what an immense
thing you ask from me?”

“I am fully aware of it, sir. No one
could be more so, but—but if I live I
shall repay, not betray, your trust.”

Archibald Currie cleared his throat.
“I am not to ask a single question?”

“I could not answer any of a per-
sonal nature,” replied Charlton frankly.

“And your very name, I take it, is
assumed ?”’

Charlton made no reply, and again
there was a prolonged silence.

Currie thought of all the men he had
interviewed in that room, of the specious
lies to which he had listened, of the cro-
codile tears he had witnessed, the false
promises of amendment and reform. And
he could not remember any appeal which
had so powerfully affected him.

Against every warning of his shrewder
judgment he determined to trust this
man, to fling one more hostage upon the
sea of fortune.

“You have been in business?”’ he in-
quired briefly. “So much I must know
before I can do or promise anything,
And as you have come to me [ take it
that you understand the nature of my
business ?”

“Yes, sir, I do understand it.”

“The only thing I could offer you
meanwhile is clerical work of the ele-
mentary order, and that merely super-
fluous, because we happen to be more
than usually busy. The impending trou-
ble in South Africa has quickened all
the export trade, but your salary would
be of the most meagre description.”

“So long as it can provide me with
food to eat and a decent shelter I shall
be grateful for it, sir. It will give me
my opportunity.”

“Well, I will take you on your own
recommendation solely, and perhaps be-
cause you come to me by introduction
of Mr. Fielden. He and I together have
been at the upbuilding of more than one
fallen fortune, and helped to restore a
few. You can commence here on Mon-
day morning at a salary of twenty-eight
shillings a week. Whether you remain
will depend on yourself.”

A flush, deep, almost painful, over-

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

spread Charlton’s face as he sprang to his
feet. ‘

“Sir, I cannot thank you. I hope that
my future conduct will be my guarantee
of good faith.”

Currie faintly smiled.

“I re-echo that hope,” but he hesitated
a moment and then forced back the ques-
tion that had sprung to his lips.

He would not put it, because some-
thing warned him that the man before
him either could not or would not an-
swer it. No, he must today draw a large
cheque on the bank of faith, and if it
were dishonoured, well, he would not
even then be wholly the loser.

Charlton dismissed, passed out; and
as he reached the end of the passage
which shut off the private room, the
swish of silken skirts, the faint perfume
of violets greeted him. Immediately he
had to stand aside to let a lady pass.
He knew who she was, he had heard of
Ahchibald Currie’s ward, but he now saw
her for the first time. She was beau-
tifully dressed in a gown suitable only
for some fete, and which seemed out of
place in the bare passages of a city office.
She looked at the man standing hat in
hand in one of the shadowy corners, and -
as if the glance interested her, turned
to look again. Then the vision disap-
peared beyond the glass panels at the
end and Charlton passed out to the stairs.

“Are you there, Uncle Archie? You
said five minutes, and do you know it is
nearly half an hour. Mrs. James will
be furious.”

“Oh, of course, it is the day of the
garden party at Fair Lawn, isn’t it?” he
asked with a facetious smile as he turn-
ed to greet the radiant vision invading
his privacy and creating a very different
atmosphere from that usually found
therein. “Why, Katherine, surely this is
the height of extravagance!”

“Hush, you naughty man, it will hor-
rify Mrs. James, and Elizabeth and So-
phia will bewail your extravagance. But
nobody will dare tell them the thing cost
two pounds, and that I made it myself!”

She pirouetted on one foot and took
up her dainty skirts in her hands to show
the delicious frou-frou beneath, and Cur-
rie smiled an indulgent smile,
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Katherine Wrede had now been four
vears in the old house in Hyde-park-
square, and she was verily the light of
his life. IHe would have lavished his
all upon her had she lifted her little fin-
ger, but her tastes were simple and her
fingers clever, and she spent so little that
‘those who only saw the finished product
would have been amazed. There was a
secret antagonism between her and the
feminine element at Fair Lawn, for which
reason she kept them wholly in the dark
regarding the actual terms on which she
lived in Hyde-park-square. They did
not know' that the comparatively small
sum she spent on her own clothes was
more than refunded by the ecenomy and
comfort with which she ruled the house-
hold. Archibald Currie had never known
a home until she came to brighten his
with her presence.

At Fair Lawn they were jealous and
angry with her, they alternately patron-
ised her and gave her warnings and ad-
vice. Katherine Wrede was never at her
best there, and went as little as possible.
This was a gala day, however, the one
garden party of the season, into which
Mrs. James paid off all her social en-
gagements to the somebodies and no-
bodies of Hampstead. After consulta-
tion it had been decided that it would
be better not to cancel the invitations,
though the blow in the city would of
course shed a gloom over it for them-
selves.

“Who was that man I passed just out-
side the door, uncle?”’ inquired Kather-
ine Wrede as she took his hat from the
cupboard and the brush from the shelf
to poilish its glossy surface.

Instead of answering her he put a
counter question.

“Why do you ask ?”

“Oh, because his face interested me.
He is not a common man. He is very
good looking to begin with, and there
1s a whole story in his face.”

“I believe that I have been guilty of
what my brother James would call an-
other deplorable indiscretion this after-
noon.”

Her eyes sparkled. ‘

“Have you? Do tell me what it is.
You have given a large sum of money

perhaps to that man because his eyes ap-
pealed to you. I should have done just
the same myself.”

“No, my folly did not go quite so far,
but I have given him employment with-=
out a reference of any kind or any guar-
antee that he wiil even serve me honest-
ly. But if I hadn’t he might have gone
under.”

The brightness on her face was ar-
rested by the seriousness of the old man’s
words. A lovely, still look, which added
indescribably to her beauty, because it
gave a sudden glimpse of the soul, over-
spread her face.

“Dear, I am glad you are like that.
It must be a splendid thing to be able
to give a man his last chance and be
willing, that is the greatest of all. So
few are willing. Look how you took
me from that horrible pension at Bruges!
Oh, God knew how much need there was
in the world when He made you.”

She spoke with such passion that her
guardian was at once touched and sur-
prised.

He laid a soothing hand on her shoul-
der.

Child, you must try to be less intense.
You feel things too much, and make too
much of every little service rendered, es-
pecially to yourself. Wipe those pretty
eyes and keep the tears for the real need
there is. Now come, and we shall be re-
stored to a normal temperature by the
atmosphere on the heights of Hampstead.

Often now they had their little joke,
though it was always kindiy, at the ex-
pense of the Fair Lawn relatives, with
whom neither felt conspicuously at home.

“I don’t care for this sort of thing,
Katherine,” he observed as he took his
seat in the carriage beside her. “And
James knows I don’t, but in the circum-
stances it is our duty to rally around them.
They are feeling this a good deal, and
the attendance at the party this after-
noon will be a sort of gauge of public
opinion.”

“lI see. Has nothing been heard of
poor Mr. Reedham yet?”

“Don’t call him poor, Katherine. The
man did wrong with his eyes open, and
ought to be punished.”
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“You are not often so severe, Uncle
Archie,” she remarked in surprise.

“I can be severe when occasion arises.
If the man had stuck to his guns and
owned up it would have been better for
everybody. And nothing can excuse his
treatment of his wife. I wish you would
go and see her, Katherine, before she
leaves Norwood. Perhaps we could go
together at the beginning of the week.”

“Poor, poor thing; I shall go, certain-
ly. I wonder how she feels about him!
But, Uncle Archie, if it was as bad as
the papers said, and he would have been
committed, that would have been even
more painful for his wife and son. I
think, were I in her place, I should be
glad that he had escaped.”

“It was the coward’s way out, Kath-
erine,” observed Currie, as he laid his
hand on the padded morocco, lining the
side of the carriage.

“I thought suicide was the coward’s
way. Is it thought he has done that?”

“Nobody knows. I shouldn’t think it
likely myself. George Lidgate told me
himself that he deliberately gave him
eighteen hours’ start. They all liked
him, Katie, men trusted and liked him,
which makes it all the worse. I was talk-
ing to a man yesterday, who has lost
three thousand by him, and he said he
would pay the money twice over to see
Reedham reinstated.”

“There must have been good in him;
great good, then,” she said emphatically.
“People don'’t talk like that about a weak,
or merely wicked man.”

“You may be right, but I feel sore and
hard about it. When that sort of thing
comes near home, as it does in this case,
it alters a man’s point of view. We must
do our best at Fair Lawn this afternoon
to show our sympathy.”

“Yes, Uncle,” she said obediently, and
did not add that he had set her a task.
For she knew, though he did not, that
the moment she felt herself enveloped
by the hostile atmosphere of Fair Lawn,
the other side of her nature, not the lov-
able side, would be up in arms.

They drove by way of Haverstock-hill
to the Heath, the air growing purer and
rarer as they made the steep ascent. Qut
there, the dust of the long, dry summer
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was not so all-pervading, and some fresh-
ness seemed yet to linger in the fine old
gardens among the noble trees.

“It is very pleasant up here, Katie, but
I have always said I would make no
compromise betwixt town and country.
One day, perhaps soon, we shall turn our
backs wholly on London, and find a real
country retreat. Then, when I have cut
myself off from the London I love so
well, yow'll turn and leave me——" he
added, with a slightly pensive touch.

“Why should I leave you? There is
nothing I should like better than the
country, and, believe me, I should never
once look back.”

“Ah, but you will ride off with a hand-
somer man?”’

“Where is he to be found?” she asked.
with a touch of gay banter. “If it 1s
marrying you mean, dearest, I am not a
marrying woman.”

“That sounds bad for poor Stephen
Currie,” he said amusedly, and yet with
a certain furtive anxiety in his glance.
He saw her lip curl

“I could not, and would not, marry
Stephen Currie, Uncle Archibald, if he
were the last man in the world.”

“That would not be a good hearing for
Stephen. He will ask you one of these
days, Katie.”

He did not add that he had already
been sounded on the subject by his bro-
ther James, who had been anxious to
learn the nature of the settlements to be
made on Katherine Wrede in the event of
such an alliance coming within the pro-
vince of actual fact.

“I don’t like him, Uncle Archibald. Oh,
yes, he has brains of a kind, but all his
views are opposed to mine, and his ideas
about women are mediaeval. He shall
be prevented asking me, Uncle Archi-
bald.”

When he did not immediately reply she
turned her sweet face towards him anx-
tously.  “It would not disappoint you
very much, dearest. I mean you are not
keen for me to marry Stephen Currie?”

“I, oh, no, it is a matter of indifference
to me. But Stephen is a good boy as
far as he goes, and has never cost his
parents any anxiety.”

“He is made after their pattern,” she
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said severely. “He will always walk in

the appointed path, and do all that is
expected of him. You could tell it by
the partmg in his hair, and the cut of
his clothes.”

“Hush, my dear, the sarcastic tongue
does not become you,” he said reprov-
ingly, yet tempering his reproof by an
indulgent smile. She asked his pardon
immediately, and begged him to remem-
ber that she was a Bohemian by nature
and upbringing, which pronouncement
brought them to the well-appointed gates
of Fair Lawn. They were pretentious
for a merely suburban residence, tower-
ing high and ornate above the young
trees planted to flank their buttresses, and
they seemed to dwarf the house, visible
twe hundred yards further on. It was
a fine house of its kind, and the lawns
surrounding it were soft and fine as con-
tinuous attention could make them. They
presented an animated appearance that
afternoon, with the gay dresses of the
ladies, the bright, sun-shades, the red and
white stripes of the awnings, while the
pleasant strains of the Viennese band
filled the summer air,

Mrs. James Currie always did her gar-
den party well, and favoured with fine
weather, usually achieved success. She
was looking very gracious, and when she
saw her brother-in-law’s well-appointed
carriage draw up where the avenue took
a curve for the wider space of the front
lawn, she looked gratified. Archibald
was always a gracious and acceptable
personality, whom everybody was pleased
to meet, and even while she secretly dis-
approved of Katherine Wrede, she also
never failed to interest.

She seemed to strike a new note in
the suburban crowd. Her frock of flow-
ered muslin simply made, with the big
sash about her slender waist, seemed to
add to her height, and the b1 picture
hat, with its sweeping black plumes made
a most becoming frame for her piquant
face. Many looked at her with interest
and curiosity, and the son of the house,
immaculately attired in his frock coat
suit and white waistcoat, and with a gar-
denia in his buttonhole, hastened forward
*o receive them.

“How do you do, Archibald?” inquir-
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ed Mrs. James, in her well-modulated,
conventional voice. “You are a little
late; I was afraid you were not coming.
Thank you, I am quite well, Miss Wrede.
Yes, we have a beautiful day.”

Katherine made her little bow, and
turned to speak to Elizabeth and Sophia,
who were eyeing her with ill-concealed
envy and dislike.

Their gowns, made in Bond-street,
bore the unmistakable cachet of the
West-end, but they were not well worn.
To them the simplicity of Katherine
Wrede’s attire seemed an affront, which
made them, in their stiff silk frocks,
suddenly feel overdressed. The delicate
bloom of lilac scattered over her muslin
skirt, the big fichu of old lace, draped
about her shoulders with an art they
could not copy, annoyed them beyond
measure. And she did not wear a single
article of jewellery of any kind ; the fichu
was knotted, and no one could tell how
it was kept in its place.

Yet she at once took her place as the
most distinguished-looking among the
five hundred people present, and many
eyes followed her admiringly.

“I say, you're looking stunning, you
know,” whispered Stephen Currie in her
ear, when, after continuous effort, he
managed to get a plivate word with her.
“Slmply stunnm ; you knock “em all in-
to cocked hats the minute you appear on
the scene.”

“I hope not.
of it,” she said demurely.
ice, will you?”

“Of course I will, if you promise
not to let anybody else have my chair,”
he said jealously. With a good deal of
engineering he had managed to secure a
chair by Katherine’s side at a convenient
distance from the throng. Stephen was
honestly and very much 1n love, though
she did not give him credit for it. By
the time he returned his chair was oc-
cupied by the clergyman of the church
the Curries attended, a middle-aged man
for whom Katherine had the greatest re-
spect and esteem. He rose, howver,
when Stephen returned, gathering from
his expression that he was de trop.

But Katherine begged him to stop.

“I have ever so many things to say to

I don’t see any evidence
“Get me an
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you, Mr. Cadell,” she said gaily. “Did
you see Mr. Cruuie and me in the front
gallery seat last Sunday night when
you preached at Kensington? I want
to tell you that it was the best sermon
I have heard since I came to London.

“That would Dbe nothing to Uncle
Archie’s horses,” said Stephen quickly,
while a gratified expression crossed the
clergyman’s face. e was not a per-
sona grate at Fair Lawn, and in some
unaccountable way had missed his mark
at Hampstead. Very little appreciation
came in his way; therefore the sincere
and kind words spoken by Katherine
Wrede warmed his heart.

“May [ bring my wife to speak to
you, Miss Wrede?” he eagerly asked.

“l will come to her, Mr. Cadell,” she
said, with a ready grace. “It is only
right that I should. Just let me finish
my ice, will you?”

Someone sauntered up to speak to the
clergyman, and Stephen bent over her
reproachfully.

“Why are you so disagreeable to me,
Katherine? You know 1 am only here
today because you were coming. I
loathe this sort of thing.”

“Do you? I am sure it is very pleas-
ant,” she said quietly.

“And what do you want to go and talk
to Mrs. Cadell for? You'll never get
away. She’ll pin you down for a week
with trivialities. I tell you what, the
Cadells are the greatest bores I know.”

“You don’t appreciate them as you

ought. I like him sincerely, and I -hope
he will find his true sphere soon. He
certainly hasn’t found it in Hampstead.”
“Won't you come for a turn round
with me now, Katherine? It’s really
quite pretty at the back of the house,
and the roses are out in plenty yet.”
“Mr. Cadell may bring his wife to me
at any minute, besides I didn’t come to
walk about with you. I must make my-
self agreeable to your mother’s guests.

‘That’s-why people come to garden par-
ties.”

"Why wouldn't you see me last Sun-
day when I called,” he persisted.

T had a headache. No, it wasn’t any
make-up, I assure you. I never came
down all the evening.”

“Well. T’ll come tomorrow.”

“Don’t, we have three men already com-
ing to lunch, I shall find them enough.”
She rose as she spoke, handed him her
ice-plate, and began to move across the
lawn. She saw that she must put a stop
to Stephen’s talk, that it was approaching
debatable ground. But he did not mean
to be put off. Later on he managed by
constant shadowing, observed with much
piquant interest by many of the guests,
and with inward chagrin by his mother,
to get her alone again.

“Look here, Katherine, you’re not go-
ing yet. Uncle Archie is still enjoying
himself, and that awful Mrs. Cadell has
got him fast in her toils. If I mayn’t
come to lunch when may I see you? Will
you come down to Richmond with me
one afternoon and we’ll dine at the Star
and Garter, and have a run on the river ?”

She opened her eyes wide.

“Oh, Stephen, what will you suggest
next? No, I certainly can’t do that.”

“You're tormenting me beyond endur-
ance, Katherine, but you shan’t browbeat
me altogether. You know what I’m driv-
ing at. You will marry me won’t you?”

She lowered her sunshade until it
came between her face and his eyes, and
began to walk rather smartly away, but
he kept pace with her. '

“I mean to have you, Katherine.
You've driven me nearly mad of late.
You used to be much kinder to me. Do
you hear. [I'll come and speak to Uncle
Archie about you tomorrow in spite of
you.” :

She laughed a little, and with a be-

wildering glance over her shoulder flitted
away.

(To be continued)



A Bid for Wheat.

Cyril Stackhouse

scarc started. Butler’s farm was

about four miles from town and as

a sale is attended as much for local
gossip as for legitimate buying, most of
the Evergreen farmers were there. Will-
son was there, representing the DBank,
and it was through him that the news
came that “The Prairie Farmers’ Ele-
vator” had assigned!

Evergreen is one of the many small,
one-horse towns, which lie dotted along
the Canadian Pacific in its winding
course through the western provinces.
Five tall elevators and a few scattered
houses lie on one side of the track; and
the hotel, the stores, and the three little
churches occupy one long main street
and a few side streets on the other. Dave
Carter was buying for the Prairie Com-
pany and it was more on the strength of
his personal reputation than on that of
the Company itself that the farmers had
stored their wheat with him. They had
been confidently waiting for a dollar a
bushel and never thought but that their
wheat would be safe in Dave’s hands.

Knowing that George Cheeseman had
his whole crop of eight thousand bushels
stored there, the banker told him the
news first. Now Cheeseman was a good
Methodist and as close as a hen on a
china egg, so he got the scare all right,
forgot his bids and hitching right up
hiked for town hot-foot. The news was
not slow in travelling, and Jack Leech
left his spring-plowing and hit the town
about the same time as Cheeseman. His
Scotch blood demanded a touch, so he
brought along a bottle of rye for com-
pany. Ten thousand bushels of wheat
were more to him than all the laws of
~ prohibition, so he poured some down
. Cheeseman’s neck, while discussing the
problem that faced them. They must
act immediately, so they chased round to

IT was at Isaac Butler's sale that the

the 'phone exchange and kept the rural
lines busy looking up Carter and his ele-
vator keys. After half an hour’s wild
ringing of half the ’phones in the muni-
cipality, they heard he was over the track
in his implement warehouse. Leech was
there first with Cheeseman and a half-
dozen others trailing behind.

“What are we to do about it?” he
yelled in his strongest accent.

Carter bit the end off a cigar, rolled
it between his lips and then sucked it
contemplatively for a while. Then he
looked at the end of his nose and guessed
that cigars generally smoke better light-
ed. He was a thick set, clean shaven
fellow with good nature written all over
him. :

“I opine it'll rain some before sup-
per,” was all he said.

“Come, Dave,” Cheeseman said, “what
about my wheat ?”

Carter looked at him as though he
wondered what aied him.

“Guess it’s in bin number twenty-three,
far as I know,” he answered.

“Then I want it out, right now,”
Cheeseman snapped. ‘

“Kind of difficult to stow away eight
thousand bushels in that buggy of yours,”
Carter said slowly, “besides it’s safer by
far with me than in your granary just
now.”

Cheeseman siddled up to the buyer
threateningly.

“Can I have it or not?” he demanded.

Carter gave him a pitying look and
lit his cigar. -

“Now, George,” he said persuasively,
“youll fly off the handle in a minute and
then the preacher will put you in his
sermon on Sunday for an example. Jest
cool off a bit and tell us what’s eating -
you.”

Leech saw that his brother in distress
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was unequal to the occasion, so he
stepped in himself.

“The elevator people have gone up,
haven’t they?” he asked.

“Sure,” smiled Carter, just as if they
did it every day for exercise.

“Then they’ll get our wheat and we
shall have to be satisfied with a dividend
that won’t pay for seed.”

“Likely,” Carter smiled again.

“Best thing for us is to get our wheat
while we can, ain’t it?”

“Why, yes, I guess so. No use stand-
ing around doing nothing.”

Leech produced his flask and handed
it to the buyer.

“Then jest let us have it, Dave, like a
good fellow.”

Carter saw that the flask was three-
quarter full and as he thought the others
were better without any more he quietly
finished it. Then he wiped his mouth,
slowly relit his cigar and smiled in a
fatherly manner at the crowd.

“Easy as rolling off a log,” he grinned,
“Come in and fill your pockets.” And
with that he wandered off towards the
€levator.

Most of the farmers whose wheat was
in the elevator had arrived by this time
and were eagerly discussing among them-
selves ways and means of saving their
grain. They must organise and bring
Carter to reason, so they elected Will-
son, the banker, as their chairman and
wandered over to the bank to find him.
Willson and the teller were playing poker
in the sitting-room behind the office with
one or two others. He took no notice of
the visitors but just looked at his hand,
opened the pot and drew three.

“Check those three card draws,” called
the teller and raised him a quarter.

Willson raised him back and froze the
others out. The teller looked at his hand
and doubtfully raised him again. Will-
son without hesitation doubled the bet
and the teller called him. The teller
had a pair of tens to Willson’s pair of
queens, and the hardware man had frozen
out with a pair of kings at the start.

Leech informed Willson for the third
time that he was elected chairman of the
meeting and sat on the cards and chips
to call the meetinig to order. The banker

smiled affably and suggested a “smile.”
The farmers looked willing, so he went
into his bedroom at the back and handed
out a small keg of rye from under his
bed. One drink had to be seconded and
by the time they had had a third, the
meeting was ready for business. The
teller was an Englishman and green, and
the three drinks had driven away all care
from him. He rose unsteadily.

“T move that we proceed to play Guy
Fawkes with the blooming elevator,” he
stammered.

“Guy Fawkes be sugared,” roared
Cheeseman, whose righteous head and
stomach were unused to three neat drinks
in succession, “what about my wheat?”

Willson, however, was hardened and
kept his head.

“You can't have it without your stor-
age tickets anyway,” he said, then there’s
your storage to pay, too. Somebody find
Dave Carter and I'll talk to him right
here.”

The buyer was duly found and saunt-
ered in with the smile still on his face.
He saw the keg and didn’t mind if he did,
only the others must drink “success” too.
No one objected, so business was post-
poned for a few minutes. The keg
couldn’t last out like the widow’s curse,
however, so business came up again and
the buyer gave his advice.

“Now, you see, fellers, it’s this way.
I can’t give up the wheat until you give
me your storage tickets, which I guess
you've all got in your stockings at home.
Now the company have ’phoned me to
give up the elevator keys to their agent,
who is coming up on number three. That
train is due right now and if he gets

those keys, bang goes your wheat and
some of you will be heeled.”

There was a low whistle from down
jche track, where the train was just pass-
ing the mileboard. The crowd groaned.
) Guess them’s the cars,” he went on,

so we'll meet Mr. Man and see what

he is going to do. Come along fellers,
we're in for a deuce of a good time.”

They followed him sheepishly across
the main street to the depot and talked
among themselves while the train drew
in, slowed up and stopped.

A big, pompous-looking individual
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alighted, gave up his grip to the hotel
porter and looked up and down the plat-
form. The buyer walked up to him and
carefully bit the end off a new cigar and
just as carefully lit it. He waited there
calmly smoking, for the stranger to speak
and the train drew out, westbound.

“Mr. Carter?” the big man enquired,
and Dave nodded.

“You buy for the Prairie Farmers’
Elevator here, I think?” the big man
asked.

“You can stop thinking right now and
be sure of it,” Carter answered.

“I represent the Western Office of the
Company and have been instructed to
take over the elevator and its contents
from you,” the stranger went on; “you
received my telephone message, of
course ?”’

“I sure did,” answered Carter; “got
the keys right here, too.”

He jingled the keys in his hand and

the IFarmers groaned. The big man
reached for them,
“Then, if you don’t object ?” he

began, but Dave transferred them to his
coat pocket.

“Not at all,” he
Straker, I guess?”

The man nodded.

“Got a letter of introduction from the
firm, I suppose?” he queried.

The stranger was getting hot.

“T am the firm,” he blustered; “I need
no introduction.”

“That so?” asked Carter, very calm-
ly, “I'm afraid you’ve missed your guess
this time all right. DBest thing you can
do is to 'phone right down and tell them
to send it up to you.”

The man grew hotter still.

“Preposterous,”
“hand over those keys at once.”

Carter took no notice. “If you phone
right now, they can have that letter up
to you in five hours on the way freight.”

The farmers were getting terribly un-
easy. Here was Dave, whom they had
always trusted, fighting against them.
But if he was really against them and
their interests, why did he not give up
the keys at once? Dave did not keep
them guessing long, though.

“Now these farmers can run up home

said; “you’re Mr.

he almost shouted,

and get back here with their tickets in
less than an hour, most of them, which
just gives them about four hours to get
out their wheat. I have cars enough here
on the track to take all the wheat I've
got and they can ship it in their own
names and leave the eievator full of wind
for the company.” He smiled at the far-
mers and then at the stranger knowing-
ly. “I reckon it'll be a mighty interest-
ing race.” And he wandered back to
the implement warehouse chewing the
stump of his cigar.

Leech and Cheeseman lcoked at each
other and set off for home. They must
hustle back with those tickets or all
would be lost. Other farmers, who were
interested, followed suit.

The stranger saw the uselessness of
argument with his buyer and struck for
the ’'phoné exchange and talked for ten
minutes at sixty cents a minute at red-
hot speed. -

Wilison went back to the office, dis-
covered another small keg, and proceeded
to skin the teller and the hardware man
with his pat hands and bluffs with four
flushes.

Carter was adjusting a gang-plow and
smiling to himself.
x ¥ ¥ sk sk

Fifty-five minutes later George Cheese-
man tore past the cemetery, down the
hill, eastwards past the Presbyterian
Church and drew up at the drug-store.
His horses were heated into a white
lather and he hastily hitched the lines
round the tie-post and asked for Carter.
Dave was still working at the gang-piow.
Cheeseman found him, hurriedly endors-
ed the tickets and told Dave to get a
move on. Three minutes later Leech fol-
lowed him and in another quarter of an
hour the town was astir with farmers
demanding their wheat. Ikey Butler’s
sale was totally forgotten. Those not
having enough wheat to fill a car of their
own, clubbed up with others to do so.
Willson and Carter began to organise.
Leech being the largest holder, it was de-
cided to fill his cars first; and the whole
town, young and old, came out to push
the cars to the elevator spouts, shovel
the wheat and help in every way. Never
was the town so excited. Prohibition
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was overlooked and the local constable
went out in search of whiskey and such
good stuff as might help the workers and
speed the work.

No train was due for four hours, the
westbound freight being the next, so the
station agent left his work and took a
shovel also. Wilison left the office in
charge of his English teller who slept
until three o’clock, then closed the bank
and insisted on helping to shovel the
grain. In two hours the work was well
on its way, and to make sure all the
grain should be saved men were actuaily
shovelling it out of the bins into wagons
at the back. Could they get through in
time? That was the question.

Straker was looking on, realising how
helpless he was until his letter should
come. They were taking away twenty-
five thousand bushels of wheat, and he
was powerless to stop them.

Suddenly there was a whistle down
the track to the east and Straker saw an
engine and a caboose coming along and
drawing up for orders. The conductor
was leaning out of the caboose and wav-
ing. There was his letter, which might
save some of the wheat for him, anyhow.
He boarded the car and tried to grasp
hold of the letter, which the man held out
to him; but before he could get it, he
was grabbed from behind and the letter
taken from the conductor. Jumping to
his feet, Straker saw that Willson had
the letter. The train received orders and
sped on westward.

“Give me that
manded. .

Willson glanced at the address and
carefully placed it in his pocket-book.
Straker was for a moment dumbfounded.

“Guess it's near supper time,” grinned
be sorry for it,” he shouted.

“If you don’t hand me that letter you'll
the Banker, “Come on and have one on
me. Seems quite a time between drinks.”

“Curse you, give me that letter or I'll
plug you,” and the stranger drew out a
revolver and covered him.

Willson seemed to take little notice of
him, but turned and called the half
drunken constable to his side.
~ “Here, Jack,” he said, “quit that drink-
g and arrest this man. Can’t you see

letter,” Straker de-

he is threatening me with his loaded, lit~
tle son-of-a-gun? Constable do your
duty.”

‘Now, though Jack Bores had been con-
stable of the town for over five years,
this was the first time he had ever been
called upon in his offical capacity, so
filled with zeal and bad whiskey, he
promptly became vigilant. A strong man
at any time, the drink had made him
doubly strong, so he bore down upon
the luckless Straker, dashed the revolver
from his hand and took him away.

Evergreen does not boast of a lock-
up; and where Jack took his man Will-
son didn’t know or care, so long as the
farmers were able to save the wheat.
The men were getting tired, so they call-
ed off until after supper, and had another
meeting when Willson explained what
had happened.

- Number four eastbound was due in
thirty minutes, so they brought out Stra-
ker and sat him on the platform and
talked to him. Cheeseman, though a
good Methodist, had taken some drinks.
to help him in his shovelling operations,
so he forgot his high morals and went
back to the language of his ranching
days before he found words really befit-
ting the occasion. Leech followed him
and in broad Scotch cursed the abject
looking man, cursed his near and distant
relations, cursed his ancestors, descend-
ants and generations yet unborn, and
finally cursed his elevator and personal
property. Such invective was never
heard between the two seas. Carter, his
late employee, stepped up and spoke in
the language of Missouri River, most po-
litely and adorned with the indispensable
urbane smile. Still it seemed to hurt
the big man all the same.,

Finally Willson spoke, “Give him those
kgtys, Dave,” and Carter threw them at.
him, “here’s your precious letter of in-
troduction, though heaven knows we
don’t need introducing now, and none
of us care to see it anyhow, for we don't
care a twopenny cuss who you are or
what you are,” and he threw the letter
dow_n at _him, “Now here’s number four:
coming right along and if you don’t jump:
aboard (the hotel man is right here with.
your grip) you'll get pulled for attempt-
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ed murder under the laws of the Domin-
ion of Canada in general and the enact-
ments of the Province of Manitoba in
particular; and I may say that we have
a pretty slick magistrate here too. You
can come right up again tomorrow as
soon as we've got all our wheat, and pack
up your old chicken-coop of an elevator
on a flat-car and take it home for fire-
wood.”

Number four pulled in and Mr. Stra-
ker, followed by his grip, was thrown
unceremoniously aboard, his coat torn,
his hat dented beyond recognition, and
his boots covered with mud. As the cars
drew out of the station he had not suffi-
cient energy left to shake his fist at the
departing town and its inhabitants. He
just sat down on the platform of the par-
lor car at the rear and sobbed, while the
black attendant lifted him up.

As the car passed the banker, Willson
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carefully drew the revolver from his
pocket and having ejected the shells, .
carefully ‘aimed at the half-prostrate
Mr. Straker, hitting him in the centre
of his vest.

“I've got the shells, old man,” called
the banker, after him, “because you
might want to shoot yourself and then
you'd be sorry after you had done it and
be angry with me for it.”

So the Company lost their game and
the farmers bluffed them out of their
grain.

Willson returned to find another keg
and skin his teller afresh, and Dave went
back to tighten up a nut on his gang-
plow.

By the morning the elevator was emp-
ty and the grain well on its way to Fort
William in the names of the farmers
themselves.

of the Year.

Agnes Lockhart Hughes

The winds were sighing wearily;
The chimes began to play ;—

And snow-clad elfs were gathering,
Along the year’s highway.

The icy mirror on the brook—
Crashed with an ominous sound.

And clovers sweet with grasses, slept,
In frosty fetters, bound.

A knight in ermine suit, passed by—
With helmet—snowy-white;

While low the hooded grasses knelt,
And said their prayers in fright.

This gay young princeling, hummed a song—
And bore a rose of red,

While gleaming like a sapphire crown,
Sweet violets wreathed his head.

Then, when the sunbeams came to earth,
To warm the ground grown cold,—

They kissed the frosty elfin sprites,
And fused their hearts with gold.

Now, when the fire’s ruddy gleam,—
Within the maple trees,

And bluebirds pipe a sweet farewell,
To Autumn’s chilling breeze,—

Just hark,—the knight in ermine dressed,
Who laughs without a care,

And dancing down the aisle of Time,—
Sings,—"Hail, thou glad New Year.”
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Charles S. Douglas.

Xenophon.

THE “Builders of the West” is cer-
tainly a most ailuring theme and
it transcends in interest even the

“Anabasis” with which the name
of my projenitor, the illustrious Athenian

Historian, is identified. What was the

Expedition of Cyrus against Artaxerxes

IT compared with the exploits of the

Western Pioneers who fought their way

not only against myriads of men who op-

posed their march and against the forces
of nature, but also against ignorance
which averred that the Conquest of the

Prairies was beyond human accomplish-

ment and that the penetration of the

Rockies was as quixotic as the establish-

ment of wireless telegraphy with Mars or

Saturn?

These Pioneers, however, were ani-
mated by a soul and spirit both of cur-
iosity and courage; and they scorned to
be deterred by the misanthropic ravings
with which their ears were continually
dinned. They refused to consult any
Oracle, except the oracle of conviction
and determination; and the only Star
which they followed was one which re-
fracted its light from behind—the Star
of Experience.

As quickly as they advanced, step by
step as they progressed, that star, con-
stantly gathering new lustre, sent its pos-
terior light in alluring rays before them
until the Prairies were traversed; and
the Rockies and Selkirks relaxing their

stern forbidding frown, smiled sweetly
at the prowess of the Pioneers and re-
vealed to them Vales and Valleys of sur-
passing richness, Rivers, Lakes and
Streams of super-abundant piscatorial
wealth, TIorests flourishing with the
growths of centuries, and Mines which
contained inexhaustible stores of all the
minerals which have been the quest of
mankind ever since history shed its faint-
est glimmer upon their insatiable aspir-
ation for all that the earth contained.

The Pioneer felt instantly requited by
his discovery, for the discovery was the
vindication of a mental conception which,
until realized, was more poetical than
logical. He had his reward; and today
he has the reverent admiration of every
man and woman in the Dominion whose
richness is now the conjoint heritage of
a progressive, peace-loving and homo-
geneous people.

No brighter lustre could adorn his
brow, no star in his victorious diadem
could gleam with more effulgence, than
the beam of Happiness, Contentment and
Prosperity which radiates from and
through every heart and home in the land
which his first white-foot trod amid trials,
vicissitudes and dangers which no one
knew but his own courageous soul.

But great as were the deeds of the
discovering Pioneers they pale before the
marvellous achievements of the men who
within the past thirty or forty years have
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made CANADA THE IDOL OF THE EMPIRE.
I use the word in its noblest sense; for
the land to which the appellation is
given, is beloved by her own people and
admired by the stranger in the remotest
ends of the earth.

Intellect—courageous and stupendous
intellect—must have allied itself with un-

faltering faith to invest these men with
the almost miraculous power of grap-
pling with problems which varied with
the varying physical, topographical and
climatic phenomena of the vast domain
which they were resolved should first be
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One Dominion and afterwards a Con-
solidated Nation.

Patriotism, I have always held, is the
creative element of prophetic genius ; and
both patriotism and prophecy were su-
perlatively demonstrated in the devoted
deeds of Love and Loyalty which the

men of the Sixties and Seventies and

Eighties performed to advance and con-
summate the project on which they had
set their heart.’

Distance which “lends enchantment to
the view,” alwayvs discourages the faint
and feeble-hearted; but it served only to
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imbue these men with firmer faith in
schemes which others decried as the
merest erratic trancendentalism.

These men, however, were possessed
of hero souls; and they rose to the
heights, and expanded to the greatest
demands, of their gigantic projects. They
stood on an eminence while the herd of
their detractors murmured below at their
supposed infatuation and extravagance.

There is nothing more entrancing and
entertaining than to listen to one of the
men who remembers, and participated in,
the contests for Confederation and for
making the first Steel. Belt around the
.Dominion. How these men even yet in
the calm surroundings of business and
private life, seem to be transported to
another sphere when an inquisitive friend
or a prurient interrogator projects a con-
undrum as to the way in which ‘“the
thing was accomplished.” “Accom-
plished!” they will say; “We did it!”

I had the pleasure of meeting one of
these men recently; and as his face
beamed with triumph, I shall not readily
forget the force and eloquence of his
words. It was Mr. C. S. DougLas,
the essential type of man described by
“Sana mens in sano corpore.” He has
passed through many phases of life; and
though a Scotchman by descent and an
American by birth—neither of these is
his fault remember—he became in his
early boyhood an adopted son of Canada
to which he has given his loyalty and
love during all the intervening years.
This act of adoption is one of the first
evidences of that virtue and wisdom
which still denote his character.

Lawyers and Journalists have contri-
buted more than all other classes of

men to Canadian Statesmanship; and

Journalism had the honour of perfecting
Mr. Douglas for the great work in which
he participated, and which he is still
hopeful of seeing far advanced towards
accomplishment.

When the fierce conflicts were pro-
ceeding as to the construction of the C.
P. R. and as to whether the trade of the
country should be trended from East to
West or deflected from North to South
Mr. Douglas was the Editor and pro-
prietor of “The International” a daily
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paper in the town of Emerson, Mani-
toba; and as he sat as Member for Em-
erson in the Legislative Assembly of
Manitoba from 1883 to 1889 he had, in
his two-fold capacity of Journalist and
Legislator, a double responsibility in for-
muwating, and influence in projecting, the
policy which has made Manitoba the
prosperous Province that it is today.

The glow of his cheek and the sparkle
of his eye—a triumphant sparkle—is still
before me as he recounted the arguments,
pro and con, in relation to the transcon-
tinental railway proposals. Winnipeg
then was only a hamlet, more western
towns mere clusters of huts; and even
to such Statesmen as Edward Blake,
British Columbia was “only a Sea of
Mountains.” Blake is an Irishman, and
therefore his mixed metaphor was in
some degree comprehensible to Douglas;
but the narrow pessimism, and the blind
disbelief in British Columbia which
marked many of Blake’s utterances, Mr.
Douglas has not forgotten, though he is
generous enough—victory is the father
of generosity—to say they are long since
forgiven; for Blake and his friends
lived to regret and retract much of what
they had said and done in frustration of
the project which has so largely contri-
buted to the making of Canada.

We need not wade through the years.
Mr. Douglas at least had faith in British
Columbia; for he relinquished his pub-
lishing business and journalistic work in
Manitoba and came straight to Vancou-
ver where he has been ever since.

His old profession had a certain fas-
cination for him; and after coming here
more than one proposition and induce-
ment were held out to him to continue in
the field.

But feeling that he was destined to be
a Vancouverite almost from the birth of

the city upward, he parted from jour-

nalisn} and became what he is today—a
practical and fervent believer in Van-
couver, and in Vancouver’s Real Estate.
.1 thought he had exhausted his enthu-
siasm and eloquence over the develop-
ment of the interior; but when he di-
lz}ted upon British Columbia and espe-
cially on Vancouver his thoughts ascend-
ed, his outlook widened, and his lan-
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guage expanded to cosmopolitan dimen-
sions.

Vancouver he is sure must be the
Liverpool of the Pacific—aye the Lon-
don, Liverpool and Glasgow all in one.
The London and Liverpool as a ship-
ping centre, and the Glasgow as a con-
structor of the magnificent Mercantile
Marine which he predicts Canadian
Commerce will e’er long require to con-
vey its products over the Globe.

Belief in Vancouver as the greatest
Pacific Port and Harbour of the future
has brought before Mr. Douglas’s mind
many pressing problems ,which must be
presently solved or at least projected up-
on lines of a gradual solution. Some of
these are the expropriation of private in-
dividuals, and corporations owning and
controlling the Foreshore and Riparian
Rights; the acquisition by the city of
all the Water Fronts; the widening and

deepening of False Creek; the construc-.

tion of a Dry Dock; and the constitu-
tion of a Board of Harbour .Commis-
sioners with both controlling and "con-
structive powers.

These with'several ancillary proposals,
seem absolutely indispensable to the fu-
ture of the Harbour. They are all feas-
ible; and Mr. Douglas has worked out

the financial aspects of them on the basis
of a minimum present expenditure in
order to secure an ultimate source of
enormous revenue to the city.

A Bridge over the Second Narrows is
also in his opinion necessary in view of
the fact that the Canadian Northern and

Grand Trunk Pacific Railways will, or
rather must, make Vancouver their final
British Columbia destination. These
Railways with the Canadian Pacific will
trend the traffic of wheat and oll other
products of the Northwest from as far
as Moosejaw strdight through to Van-
couver which Mr. Douglas says will be a
cheaper *point for Land Transportation
and a better point for Ocean Shipment,
than even the best of the Eastern Ports.

Mr. Douglas’s proposals are huge, but
they are, like himself, essentially prac-
tical; and it is'to be hoped that his suc-
ceeding . years may see him assuming
positions of public influence and import-
ance to enable him to crown a successful
business career with valiant achieve-
ments for the development and expan-
sion of British Columbia and the eleva-
tion and extension of his Idol and our
Ideal City, Vancouver, the Gateway of
the West.
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Trapping in Northern Wilds,

Hon. C. H. Mackintosh

HE Romance of the Fur Trade!

An Empire transferred to “The
Company of Adventurers,” com-

prising a galaxy of prismatic
courtiers, in return for the annual con-
tribution of a few pelts, fewer promises
and fulsome declarations of fervid loy-
alty. The subject has already been di-
lated upon by prolific historians, pro-
foundly discussed by generations of
statesmen and pondered over by philo-
sophers not directly affected by financial
results. Doubtless within a few months
the Hudson’s Bay Company, with all its
picturesque past will cease to exist, to
become a powerful commercial concern,
trading as well in lands where once
roamed myriads of fur-bearing and di-
vidend yielding specimens of animal life.
The North-West Company long ago
passed to oblivion; the army of traders,
trappers and voyageurs disappearing
from the Ottawa, Lakes Superior and

Winnipegosis, seeking spheres for ac-
tivity far removed from the original
posts. “Red River” (the land which ex-
cited Lord Selkirk’s cupidity) instead
of buffalo, beaver, martin, and fox, is
now pouring millions of bushels of cer-
eals into the world’s granary. “Fort
Garry” has indeed dwarfed the prophe-
cies of its founders, Winnipeg, a mag-
nificent city, the Capital of Manitoba,
occupying the site where once British
and French half-breed and Indian strove
for supremacy. Further west the pre-
sent Provinces of Saskatchewan and Al-
berta, a vast expanse of prairie extending
from the boundaries of Manitoba to foot-
hills of the Rockies, are, as all know,
now great farming and stock raising cen-
tres. Cities, towns, villages and hamlets
cover the buffalo ‘“wallows,” hunters and
trappers being forced to seek new fields
in the Northern and Western confines of
the Canadian Territories and the wilds
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of British Columbia. The Indian, relent-
lessly active, slaughtered his best friend,
the bison, ultimately becoming a govern-
ment ward and surrendering his primeval
right to the prairie. Like the buffalo,
he too is disappearing, but neither so
suddenly nor so rapidly, and too often is
only in evidence as a treaty-sustained in-
truder whose glory and reminiscent
prowess have crossed the Great Divide.
At times the traveller comes across “My
Lady of the Snows,” whose knotched
stick shews that she lived in the grand
old days of the Red Man’s supremacy.
The following was taken from life :

%
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An Old Timer.
* The modern Canadian Indian seldom
distinguishes himself as an expert trap-
per, never a considerate or reasonable
hunter. He once loved the plains, his
dogs or his canoe, but the morrow to
him never came. He killed big game
with prodigal indifference : today in Sas-
katchewan and Alberta, he stays upon
his reserve, sometimes starts out as a
guide or on a hunting expedition. Too
often, he is discovered extending moral
support to his squaw, haunting railway
stations, seliing deftly polished cow
horns, passengers bearing these off
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triumphantly as last mementos of the
buffalo epoch. It is marvellous how the
supply holds out! The man of experi-
ence, however, is well aware of the fact
that a real bison’s horn or head is as dif-
ficult to procure as a good buffalo skin
or overcoat. Long ago car-loads of
horns were gathered from the prairie
and conveyed to various phosphate fac-
tories, being converted into fertilising
powder.

Where Indians hunt big game, they
corral and indiscriminately destroy with

a relentiess. avidity conumemorative of
the “‘brave” days of old. The DBritish,
American, French Canadian and half-
breed virtually monopolize hunting and
trapping districts at the present time and
only in emergent cases are Indian guides
brought into requisition. Oné of these,
Jonas Benjamin, and another called Bea-
ver, have both had wide experience as
guides. Trapping in the North-West
Territories and across the continental Di-
vide has become not only a popular
source of amusement for those who can
afford to indulge in this sport, but has
also become a legitimate industry, many
of those prosecuting that arduous occu-
pation, thinking less of the financial pro-
fits than of the excitement and independ-
ence of their calling. When, twenty-
two years ago the first transcontinental
train passed from Montreal to Winnipeg
and across the prairies, piercing the
Rockies and Selkirks, the prospector
with pack and pick and “gun”; the tour-
ist in knickerbockers and deer stalkers,
the hunter and trapper with parapher-
nalia common to the mountains,—all ex-
perienced the exhilirating novelty of con-
templating and conquering what to them
seemed a new world. Today, in the re-
cesses of the mountains, charming cha-
lets, Alpine guides, domestic comforts
and romantic environment are provided
for those inclined to restful methods. In
no such civilized retreat does the trap-
per seek his quarry; he must go where
Nature reigns supreme, spurn modern
luxuries and accept with equanimity cli-
matic changes, hand to hand encounters

with grizzly or black bear, the perils of
'surmounting glacial obstacles and above
all, face the awful solitude,.the mystic

-
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quietude of a six months’ sojourn in
wilds where, mayhap, human foot may
never have trodden, trusting in Provi-
dence to uncertainties of his romantic
existence.

At the head of this article will
be found a “snap shot” of William
Simpson, who for many years has ex-
plored the country and for some time
acted as guide in the hunting and trap-
ping grounds between Laggan and the
Athabasca river. It may be interesting
to accompany Simpson on one of his
expeditions during the trapping season.

Route Chart.

In ordinary times, late in the Autumn
or early in the Spring, upon arriving at
a given point, what is called a “pen,”
is constructed. Two trees, in close prox-
imity—say, seven or eight inches apart,

—are selected; then dead logs are pro--

cured, each end being forced into the
crotch between the two standing trees,
the long ends being made in the form of
an inverted “V.”
tiorse flesh,-or failing that, decomposing

THE NORTHERN

The bait consists of -
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fish. The trap is placed a little to one
side of the opening in the “V” and small
stakes, about four inches in length, dri-
ven on the outside of the jaws of the
trap. This is done to prevent any stray .
or inquisitive animal stepping into the.
jaws and springing the trap. The trap is
then covered with moss, brambles on
grass. Usually, a stick, about two in-
ches long and a quarter of an inch thick,
is placed under the pan of the trap, to
prevent small animals disturbing it. The
prop is green and easily broken or is
sometimes bent, to make sure that bruin
or wolverine or linx, once in, would be
held fast by its own weight. When-
horse flesh or decomposed fish are not
handy, beef is used as bait. A little on
one side of the trap and the outside open-

In the Trap.

ing of the pan, some dry limbs, about am
inch thick and nearly two feet in length
are placed; this is done to prevent a-
bear getting on the outside of the trap, -
the animals being very careful as to
where they place their paws, frequently’
feeling their way and moving cat-like
towards any object attracting their at-
tention. The “pan” is also covered with
fine grass, as the quarry is more readily
deceived by this process. The log to
which the trap is fastened is sound and
of good girth. At times the trapped ani-
mal remains quiet for considerable time,
studying the best means of escape.

The accompanying, is from a photo-
graph taken from life by Mr. Simpsomn.
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On one occasion, arriving at the Saskat-
chewan, early in the spring, Simpson
found that a trapped bear, had, with his
hind paws, excavated a hole half his own
length, and from that vantage point,
raised the trap and pounded it ferocious-
ly against a fallen log, the huge paws
bristling with formidabie steel-like claws.
He was soon despatched and added to
the winter’s trophies.

The traps in general use are Number
5 or 15 Newhouse, mostly manufactured
at present, in the United States. They
weigh from seventeen to twenty-two
pounds. Those considered most tena-
cious in holding, have no teeth or other
indentation or have what is termed the
off-set jaw. These latter have teeth, but
when closed there is a space of about an
inch between the jaws, the teeth dove-
tailing, leaving a little space for play,
preventing the bear lacerating limbs or
destroying the fur. The trap is held by
a chain eighteen inches long and on the
end a six-inch ring, although some trap-
pers substitute a nine-inch ring, and con-
sider the change a great improvement,
The chain is then attached to a log about
eight feet long—thus enabling the bear
to draw it after him through the brush.
It is whittled at one end, to permit of the
ring being driven over and fitted tightly.

The trapper is then ready for business in
other directions.

One hundred and fifty miles north of
the south branch of the Saskatchewan,
big game trapping has hitherto proved
fairly remunerative. As has been said,
the trapper is beyond modern civilization.

For six months in the year he travels on -

snowshoes, sleeps sometimes in a wolver-
ine or linx-lined bag and frequently is
obliged to depend upon the locality for
rations, unless having an appetite for
“pemmican.” Winter traps are covered
by an arch of spruce bows, thus guarding
the traps against snowfalls and conse.
quent disability should an animal step
upon them. They are set under wide
spreading trees, the branches of which
shed the snow outside the radius of the
traps. This does not apply to the trap-
ping of small game and fur-bearing ani-
mal.s; bear traps are never set, until the
spring opens, usually about the first week
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in April, continuing until the _Isth of
June. After that bears shed their coats
and possess little marketable value. No
animal is more vicious than a trapped
lynx. He wiil tear himself to pieces in
a wild effort to regain liberty. Ior in-
stance, Simpson, visiting his trapping
post, on one occasion, found. a lynx mak-
ing frantic movements to withdraw from
the trap. He had all but scraped the
fur from his left paw and had gnawed
with might and main at the stick,
which at last succumbed. In a
second, the animal was climbing an ad-
jacent tree, but came to earth consequent
nupon being shot throngh the head by
Simpson’s revolver.

Trapped Lynx.

As many hunters know, the lynx is a
species of big wild cat, called in the
United States “Bob-cat,” a much smaller
animal. Formerly the Indians gave the
lynx the name of Indian Devil; possibly
there was reason for it, although the
North-West lynx is a cowardly quadru-
ped and it may be that the Congar or
Mountain lion had been confounded with
the lynx. The former is a nasty cus-
tomer, hairy but not furry, and, if at all,
a very distant member of the lynx family.
The wolverine is another fur contribut-
ing denizen of North-West wilds. It
will steal anything, even a traveller’s
boots, moccasins or snow-shoes. Cun-
ping, it will undermine a cabin, with the
instinct of a trained engineer; it can
readily break from a bear trap, is sav-
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age when trapped, but never anxious to
fight its captor.  Hunter's, having
“cached” their supplies in the crotches of
trees and bound the parcel with ropes,
were amazed in the morning to discover
that a wolverine had eaten through the
ropes and made off with their “grub
stake.” The wolverine weighs about
forty pounds, has a long body and short

legs and has been found at times minus

one paw, or all his claws off—still do-
ing business as though enjoying full phy-
sical vigour. This beast can chew
through a trap anchor and the only re-
deeming feature about him is that his
fur is a capital iining for sleeping bags

and even overcoats, the skin being light
and well covered. The average ‘“catch”
of a trapper during the winter season's
work (omitting bear skins—which vary
in value and number) is as follows:
Martin, 50 or 60, value, each. .$9.00

Lynx, 20, value, each ........ 8.00

Wolverine, 2, value, each 7.00

Fox (red and cross) average,
value, each ........... w.,. 7.00

Or about $700 for a winter's work, and it
means hardship, toil and patience. The
man possessing courage, endurance and
intelligence, sufficient to bhe a good trap-
per, should amass a'fortune in any other
cahing of life.

A Season’s Catch.

Two Typical Knockers.

Edgar W. Dynes

STOOD at the foot of First street,
Edmonton, Alberta. At my Dback
was a growing, throbbing city that
had been my admiration for a day.

Before me stretched one of the most
beautiful of landscapes. Far below was
the mighty Saskatchewan, and far be-
yond were miles upon miles of pictur-
esque poplar and interspersed willow
and hundreds upon hundreds of acres of
waving wheat and grain.

What a picture! And I had forgotten
the camera, '

“It’s not too bad,” said a man at my
elbow. “But, then it’ll never ripen.” A
month later, some fields averaged forty
bushels to the acre!

“Been here long?” said I too a rather
communicative gentleman, whom I met
on Jasper avenue a little later in the same
day. “Oh, a little while. Five years.”

“Seen quite a lot of progress,”’I com-
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mented, conning over in my mind that
in the period named Edmonton had
grown from a town of five thousand to a
city of eighteen thousand. ‘“Yes, con-
siderable,” he drawled. “I wish some
one had pulled me into a real estate of-
fice, when I first came here and made me
buy a few lots. But, then it’s only a
bubble—a frozen country—it’ll be desert-
ed in five years.” There was the knocker
again.

I drove through the country. How I
enjoyed it! I had never seen such grain
before; I'm not sure that I ever will
again. Field after fieid that would yield
thirty to forty bushels.

I stopped a man on horseback to en-
quire after a certain house. “Splendid
crops,” I observed, after he had given
me the direction. “Oh, fair,” he replied.
“But, wait till you see a few dry years
and the people will leave this country
like buffalo before a prairie fire.”

“Would I never get clear of this ilk,
the pessimist knocker!”

The iron horse was whisking me
through one of the most beautiful val-
leys in British Columbia. On a moun-
tain just above was a mine producing
over a thousand tons of copper ore per
day; and experts have estimates that
it contains ore enough to warrant pro-
duction at this rate for the next one hun-
dred years. Itis even now paying a very
good profit.

“Quite a mine,” I said to a fellow pas-
senger. “Oh, yes, but it will soon peter
out.”

Good fortune, I thought ; how long did
he expect to live? The inevitable
knocker.

Fruit and more fruit! Twenty-four
boxes on a seven-year-old tree. The big
red apple; juicy and luscious- Trees
bearing a fair crop three vears after
planting. Just like the old farm at home,
only more fruit and quicker results. I
was delighted.

I passed a bunch of loafers on the

110!

MAGAZINE

street corner. Listen to the croaking
comment !

“And they talk about growing fruit in
this country. Pugh! These ten-acre
fruit ranches will only be a cattle pas-
ture one of these days.” My knocker
friend again, of course!

But, there is another kind of knocker.
He is as different from the knocker I
have described as an asp is from an

" elephant or a bumble bee from a giraffe.

He is the knocker who wants to come
into and help to develop this magnifi-
cent heritage which the other knocker
cespises.

I like to call him the new knocker.
[Listen!

He is knocking at the door of Canada
today. The wheat grower knocks: he
would make fruitful our western plains.
The lumberman knocks : he would manu-
facture our forests into building material.
The fruit grower knocks: he would make
our fertile valleys to blossom as the rose.
The manufacturer knocks: he wants to
have a share in the production of our
factories and supplying at first hand the
wants of the people. All are hopeful,
optimistic, conquering men who do
things. They are men of will and men
of force and are coming from here and
there and everywhere by the thousands.
Open the door! The new knocker means
Canada’s. growth and crowning glory
even within the lives of the present gen-
eration.

Thus the optimistic annihilated the pes-
simestic, and so I have recovered some
of the discomfiture engendered by my
first experience of the chronic grumbler
and grunter.

One knocker offsets the other, effaces
him, and transcends him; and soon I
trust that Canada will be so busy with
the prosperity and industry inaugurated
and promoted by the new knocker that
there will be neither time to attend to
nor place for the pessimistic specimen

either in the office or warehouse, on the
street or on the farm.



A Cathedral Romance.

Christine Barrett

ner party at the Dean’s. I live in

a small Cathedral City, where dis-

sipation, even in the mild form of
dining out, is rare, so [ accepted with
alacrity and at once began to ponder ov-.r
the possibilities of my wardrcbe. Par-
sons’ daughters are seldom overly.rdened
with this world’s goods, and iy cheoice
was that of Hobson's. The important
point of costume beir; rapidly settled,
I turned my thoughts to the Dean, and
also to a certain nephew of that kind,
and reverend old gentieman, whom I
had met at various local functions, and
I found myself hoping with an earnest-
ness quite out of proporticn to the oc-
casion, that he would be at the dinner
party.

The much-looked-forward-to night ar-
rived in due time, and I set forth with
the dear old Dad, for the Deanery. It
was a glorious moon-lit evening, with a
suspicion of frost in the still air, and the
grand old Cathedral showed towering
and majestic against the invisible blue
of the sky. Often as Dad and I see
it, its beauties are always new to us, and
we paused now, and gazed up at its
mighty centre tower, with its splenglid
contrasts of inky shadows, and shining
whiteness.

“In all England there is no Cathedral
like our’s, Dad,” I said. “You're right,
my dear,” he answered, “‘and the old
place is at its best tonight. But come,
it is chilly, and I am sure you don’t
want young Neville to see you with a
pink-tipped nose,” and he chuckled sly-
ly. “Oh, Dad, do you think it will get
red? Come on at once, or we shall be
late.”  And, seizing him by the arm,
I hustled the dear old man along at a
pace, which I thought, even if it did
make my nose red, would at any rate
paint my cheeks to match!

I HAD received an invitation to a din-

We were a little late, and everyome
was assembled in the Drawing Room,
when we went in. The Dean, a dear,
comfortable old bachelor, came forward
to greet us. I am rather a favourite
of his, so it was some time before he
gave me a chance to look about me, and
see if his nephew had come to support
his uncle in the duties of host. I had
not far to look; he was ciose behind me
talking to Dad. The next minute my
hand was in his, and, I knew it was go-
ing to be a nice dinner party. I forgot
all about my nose, I don’t think it was
very red after all. I only knew that his
eyes were grey and tender, and that his
hand held mine tightly and long. His
greeting was mundane, however. “It
is ages since I saw you, but I am to take
you in to dinner; so if you aren’t very
hungry, we will make up for all the con-
versations we have missed in the last—
Oh! ever so long.” It was oniy a fort-
night since we had met, but it filled me
with an imbecile joy that he should think
it long.

Striving, however, to cast a decent
veil over my feelings, I answered with
flippancy, as I laid my hand on his im-
maculate broadcloth arm. “I have a
hunger that would put the stoutest yokel
to shame, and I think not even the most
thrilling conversation could harden my
heart to the very delicious provender
the Dean always places before his
guests.” “Yes, my uncle is a positive
old epicure, isn’t he? I am always ex-
pecting him to invent some marvellous
ligueur, like the monks of old; but it is
horrid of you to be hungry, surely no
soup ever invented, and no fish ever
hooked, could be as interesting to you as
my enlightened conversation.” “I am
not at all sure of that,” I answered, as
we seated ourselves at the table, “how-
ever, you can talk while I eat, and by
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the time dessert is put on, I may be
able to give a decided opinion.” “How
can you be so unkind,” he murmured,

“when I have deserted the great Baby-
lon, at the imminent risk of losing many
clients” (he is a lawyer) “simply and
solely for the pleasure of taking you in
to dinner.” “How did you know you
would?” I couldn’t help asking. *“I
haven’t been nephew to my uncle for 30
years,” he replied, “without iearning how
to get things I want out of him.” “So
I am a thing!” I murmured rashly. “If
you are,” he began eagerly, “you are
the sweetest thing I know and I want
you more than anything else in the world,
Maisie dear, will you? *“Mr. Neville,
you will join the glad throng, won’t
you?”’ cried a loud and cheerful voice
from the other side of the table, “or
don’t you like the interior of Cathedrals
by moonlight? Arthur (he had called
me Maisie, so I thought I might at any
rate think of him as Arthur) muttered
something into his serviette, that might
have shocked the Dean, had he heard
him, and answered after a scarcely per-
ceptible pause, “I shall be delighted to
join any glad throng, Mrs. Harvey, but
don’t quite grasp the plot; what throng?
and what interior?”’
persuading the Dean to take us into the
Cathedral after dinner, and see how the
moonlight shows up stained glass,” said
Mrs. Harvey, the cheery Canadian wife
of a minor Canon. “I guess it will look
just fine, and all those frightful gargoylcs
and other graven images may look hand-
some for once, though I doubt even the
moon being able to work such a trans-
formation; I wouldn’t be left in that
place alone all night, not for a million
dollars, T guess I should just die with
fright. Dean, I shall hitch myself on
to you all the time we are in there to-
night, and don’t you leave me for a mo-
ment, or my brain may give way, Fred-
dy,” (to her husband across the table)

I guess you can be rear-guard, I
shouldn’t feel safe with nothing I know
of behind me, and 'you are better than
a gargoyle anyhow.”

A roar of laughter greeted this wifely
remark under cover of which Arthur be-
gan, “Maisie, darling”—but again the

“Why we've been
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shrill Canadian voice stopped him: “Mr.
Neville, you're a brave man aren’t you?
I reckon you look as if it would take
more than a .carved face to frighten you,.
so you can watch out the other side of
me, then I shall feel fixed.” Poor Ar-
thur! he made a desperate effort, but
his voice was certainly not very cordial

‘as he answered, “I shall be charmed,

Mrs. Harvey. With so many protectors
I don’t think you can feel very nervous.”

I was prevented hearing Mrs. Har-
vey’s reply by a voice on my other side.

“Miss Dering, as everyone seems to be
choosing partners for this nocturnal
church-going, may I offer myself, I am
warranted steady, and free from vice.”
It was one of the senior curates, who
had an annoying, and quite unrecipro-
cated affection for me. I had more than
once told him that it was sc, but he de-
clined to be refused, and stuck to me
with a persistency worthy of a burr, or
a better cause. “I didn't know people
were choosing partners,” I said rather
snappishly, “it’s not a game, and I think
the outside of the Cathedral would be
much less creepy, and quite as inter-
esting as the inside, in the middle of the
night.”  “Stay outside then, with me,”
said Mr. Worth, rather diffidently, as
if he were expecting a snub, “and we
will study astronomy instead of stained
glass.” *“No thanks,” I answered brus-

. quely “neither stained glass, nor astron-

omy interests me much, but of the two,
stained glass is the warmest, as one can
study it under cover.” But my heart
sank as I spoke, for I knew that Mr.
Worth would exercise his adhesive qual-
ities either in or out of the Cathedral,
and I wanted to finish my conversation
with Arthur so much. There was no
chance of it for the rest of the dinner
at any rate for Mrs. Harvey was keep-
ing him employed answering her lively
sallies across the table; and once Mr.
Worth had got my unwilling attention, I
knew him too well to hope he would
let it go until the ladies left the dining-
room. He must have thought me more
than usually snubbing, and absent mind-

ed, for 1 was racking my brain for a

plan to rid myself of him in the Cathe-
dral, and despoil Mrs. Harvey of Ar-
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thur. But I was ever a poor plotter,
and by the time dinner was over, and
we ladies alone in the drawing-room, my
ideas were still unhatched. I felt em-
bittered towards Mrs. Harvey too,
though I will do her the justice to say
she seemed quite unaware she was a
spoil-sport. She sought me out in the
quiet corner where I had established my-
self, within view of the door, so that
Arthur could see me as he came in.
“Why, Miss Dering, I guess you are like
a possum stowed away here. May I sit
down?” She did so without waiting for
permission, on the seat that I had hoped
would be occupied by another, and man-
lier form.

“And who is going to protect you in
the trip round the Cathedral? Well now,

I’ve left you the pick, so you needn’t look
so cross; but I guess if I had one glass
eye and the other bunged up with a
green shade, I could see who it was go-
ing to be. Well, I hope he’s worth his
name, my dear, if you will overlook the
horrid pun.  Ah, there now, how you
blush child! Yes, I saw it all at din-
ner; that’'s why I kept young Neville
occupied, so he shouldn’t spoil the fun.
Aren’t you grateful to me?” “But, Mrs.
Harvey,” 1 began protestingly yet un-
able to help laughing, as the humour
of the situation struck me, “It is not,
—I mean I don’t—" “Tut, child, don’t
tell me, I've been there myself, and I
just love to help young folks all I can;
I'll see you have a good chance tonight,
never fear. Ah, here come the men, and
Mr. Neville is making straight for this
corner, the wretch! I'll fix him” : and she
was gone like a flash and “fixed” Ar-
thur half way, while I had the unspeak-
able exasperation of seeing Mr. Worth
sink his long person into the depths of
Arthur’s chair, and beam upon me with
a suavity quite undiminished by the sight
of my sour countenance.

“The Dean will soon say, “Gentlemen,
choose your partners,” he began amiably
“and then everyone will make a dash
for their respective enslavers, so I
thought I would save time and trouble
by coming here at once.” I smiled a
grim, embittered smile. “How thought-
ful of you, but how do you know that

in the rush which will surely ensue in
my direction you will not be over-
whelmed, and the prize borne off by some
apparent outsider?” “I have no fear,”
he answered gaily, “An Englishman’s
house is his castle; possession is nine
points of the law; finding’s keeping ; and
so on. No man would dare invade a
territory which is so obviously, for the
time at least, mine.”

I looked round. Alas! he spoke truth.
We were almost hidden, save for that
view of the door, by tall palms, while a
group of statuary (The Dean has a pas-
sion for statuary, draped, of course) and
a beautifully wrought Chinese screen,
added to the impression of concealment,
and love-making, which we must inevit-
ably have presented to the rest of the
room. Well, I was caught in my own
trap, and with a sigh of resignation, I
turned to, and made the best of it.

I began to flirt with Mr. Worth, at
the imminent risk of his proposing again,
but nothing seemed to matter much just
then, and I should rather have enjoyed
refusing him. He, poor man, was de-
lighted at my change of manner and
grew more and more confidential, and
to the outward eye, accepted-lover-like. .
I saw Arthur cast several ferocious
glances in our direction, but he was held
fast by the fluent tongue of Mrs. Har-
vey, who doubtless thought her scheme
was proceeding admirably, and that I
was getting the wished for proposal out
of Mr. Worth several times over. At
Jast, when I was getting to a positively
hysterical pitch, and should probably
have accepted Mr. Worth, if he had-
screwed up sufficient courage to propose
for the third time, the Dean rose, and
going to Mrs. Harvey, said, “Now shall
we sally forth, and brave the gargoyles?
Mrs, Harvey, I think I am your chosen
knight on this occasion,” and he offered
his arm. “Yes, Dean dear,” responded
she, gaily, “but you are not the only
one, there’s safety in numbers you know.
Mr. Neville, here’s my other hand, clam-
ouring for an arm to snuggle into. Hub-
by dear, get my cloak, and then to your
post in the rear-guard. Now, I guess
we're fixed.

Her laughing voice trailed away into
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the hail,—the Dean and Arthur with her.
The other guests paired themselves off,
and disappeared in the same direction.
Then I rose with a flounce, and looking
with sudden wrath at Mr. Worth still
stretched  indolently 'in his chair, “I
thought you were so anxious to act as
my cavalier on this auspicious occasion,
yet you don’t seem to be burning with
excitement now,” I said, with some acri-
mony. “But you didn’t want to go at
dinner,” he said, lazily lifting his eye-
brows, “Why not stay here in the warmth
with me, instead of going into the cold,
though chaste, moonbeams with a crowd.
Much better stay where we are Maisie,
they’ll never miss us.” “You pay a great
compliment to my social charms as well
as your own,”’l responded tartly. I
wasn't going to stay there with him
whilst Arthur was stained-glass gazing
with Mrs. Harvey. Not I! “I am tired
of staying here, besides I have talked
to you the whole evening and change is
good for us all. Get up and don’t look
so horribly lazy,” and I moved towards
the door without waiting for him.,

He was by my side directly. “Your
wish is my wish,” he murmured, arrang-
ing my shawl for me with most unde-
sirable tenderness. “You know that,
Maisie.”  “Very weil,” T said unkindly,
“be quick with my shawl, and don’t call
me Maisie.” He said nothing to this, but
looked hurt and surprised, as perhaps
is not to be wondered at, considering my
previous behaviour. I was sorry direct-
ly, and slipped my hand through his arm
as soon as we got outside, as a mute

“apology. He took the hand in his, and

held it tightly, which was more than I
meant, but I said nothing, and let it stay
there, only walking with great speed
across the close, on pretence of cold.

We went in through the Dean’s side
door, and [ insisted on joining the: others,
who were in the choir, though Mr. Worth
made desperate efforts to detain me in
the unpeopled parts. If he had been
Arthur he wouldn’t have had to exert
himself ; I should have stayed without
any pressure being brought to bear.

The sight of Arthur still pinioned to

Mrs. Harvey’s side, made me frantic;

and I again began to concoct plans to

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

drag him thence. But the first thing
was to lose Mr. Worth. This I found
almost impossible, but at last, after many
fruitless efforts, I got him entangled with
a fat and fluent doctor of divinity, and
his equally fleshy and conversational
daughter. Then.I flew!

I slipped through the west door into
the nave, and although somewhat daunt-
ed by its vast majestic silence, made
positively eery by the moonbeams, I sped
down the whoie of its tremendous length,
nearly -to the great west door. Then 1
sat down in a chair, in the shade of a
pillar, and waited. My intention was to
wait there for the rest of the party; for
I felt sure they would come down the
nave, to see the moon through the great
rose window ; to let Arthur get alongside,
and then to calmly join him, and then I
felt sure fifty Mrs. Harveys would not
keep him!

I sat revolving these thoughts in my
head for some time, when suddenly the
intense silence of everything struck me.
Where were they all? They had left the
choir, and must be coming my way now,
but I could hear no sound of feet, or
whispering voices. A sudden terror
shook me. Surely they were not going
out by the little side door, which was
so far off, right on the other side of
the great building! I sprang to my feet,
and started down the nave. I had only
gone a yard or two when a distant bang
took the breath from my lips. I paused
in agony. They had gone out and not
noticing I was missing, had shut and
locked me in. Only a second I stopped;
then fear lending wings to my feet, I
simply flew towards the side door. Oh!
what a long way it seemed; and every
second they were getting farther off and
I more utterly alone. When I reached
the door, panting and trembling, it was
close shut and locked. I pulled at it
madly, and beat on it with my hands,
but with no result;—they were all too
far off. I could not hear the slightest
sound of their footsteps, though I held
my breath to listen. There I was, alone
in that awful edifice, and I mightn’t be
missed for hours, not until Dad wanted
to go home. What should I do?

Already the utter silence was begin-
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ning to tell on my nerves, and everything
looked so weird and strange in the
ghastly moonlight. Then a glad thought
struck me. Perhaps the great west door
was not locked. It might be only bolted
on the inside, and I could get out that
way. I rushed back as quickly as I had
come; and reaching the great door, fev-
erishly pulled back the heavy bars and
bolts, and seizing the ponderous handle,
turned and puiled with all my strength;
but it did not move a jot. It too was
locked, and my only chance of getting
out gone! I sat down in a chair, with
the cold, unsympathetic moon peeping
at me through a mullioned window, and
cried like a child, from sheer fright.

You may think me very silly and ner-
vous, but I really think most girls in the
same situation would have done the same.
I cannot explain the immense overpow-
ering emptiness and loneliness of the
place.

How long I sat, drenching my hand-
kerchief, and spoiling my complexion, I
do not know; but suddenly a horrible
feeling, worse than the loneliness, and
silence, came over me—a feeling of be-
ing watched. I removed the handker-
chief from my swollen eyes, and looked
around. Nothing but great white pillars,
and rows upon rows of empty chairs.
Then I looked up, up at the great vauit
above me. Merciful Heaven! What
was that? DBut before I describe what
I saw let me explain that in the Cathe-
dral, there are three great stone galleries,
one above the other running along one
side of the nave at the top. On great fes-
tivals some of the choir are sent up to
these galleries, and the effect of their
voices floating down from that great al-
titude, is very sweet and strange. Pro-
bably by reason of this custom the gal-
leries are called the Angel Choir.

My terrified glance, in looking up,
lighted on the top gallery, and there,
full in the path of the moon, and ap-
parently gazing intently down at me, was
a face—white, weird, and horrible. I
gazed paralyzed with terror for a full
half minute. The face did not move,
but continued its stony stare in my di-
rection. I felt the hair upon my head
beginning to stand up, and the blood in

my veins turning chill, when an over-
powering wave of reassurance swept over
me. Of course, it was a gargoyle!

I sank back in my chair with a sigh
of relief. My muscles relaxed, and my
eyes, before almost starting from their
sockets, closed. Then swift fear return-
ed. I had never seen a gargoyle or any
graven image up there before; and I
knew the Cathedral, as a child its
mother’s face. Had my eyes deceived
me? I looked up again; the face had
disappeared. I blinked my eyes and
again looked. Most certainly there was
nothing there now, but the cold, pale
moonlight, turning the old grey stone
into whitest marble. I stared with breath
suspended, and heart thumping. What-
ever the thing was, it had gone; and,
horrible thought! might be coming
nearer every moment.

My eyes dropped to the second gallery.
If terror kills, I should have died that
moment, for even as I looked, there sud-
denly appeared the face again, still in
the light of the moon, which cast an
eery path diagonally across the three gal-
leries. Once more it fixed its full gaze
upon me. As I sat shivering and limp
with indescribable fear, it disappeared in-
to the shadow. I seemed to see a dim
form flit along the gallery a moment,
then—nothing.

For a second or two I felt powerless
to move. Then the instinct of flight,
always great in the feminine breast, over-
came even my terror, and I rose and
slipped noiselessly into the shadows be-
hind a pillar. From there I fixed my
gaze upon the third gallery, for by some
instinct I knew the face would appear
again there. I found myself repeating
again and again in a whisper. “The
third time is fatal, the third time is
fatal.” Then I pulled myself up with
a jerk. Was terror depriving me of
reason? I felt almost like it, but I must
at any cost keep calm, for if this horror
I was imprisoned in the Cathedral with,
was to assume tangible shape, I must
have all my wits about me to evade it.

I pinched one of my arms until under
ordinary circumstances I should have
shrieked with pain. The present effect,
however, was to stop the chattering of
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my teeth, and the whirling feeling in my
head. I wiped the cold dews from my
forehead and hands, then with a des-
perate calmness, I looked up at the third
gallery. What was that? A shadow
darker than the ones cast by the moon
moved swiftly along the gallery, and
then—the face again.

Nearer now, and I could distinguish
features and wild, glittering eyes. It
leaned over the side, and looked down
to the place where I had been sitting.
For a moment it gazed, then laid a long
white hand on the parapet and leaned
over dangerously far, sweeping all the
part below lit by the moon with its wild
gaze. I could see it well now, and it was
a man,—thin and attenuated, apparently
by the look of the hand; mad, by the
ook in the face. My horror was in no
wise lessened by the evident fact that
he was looking for me. He moved a
little further along the gallery, and again
leaned over, searching the space below,
then straightened himself, and stood a
moment as if thinking. ’

A sound like a laugh smote my ears,
and then he disappeared once more into
the thick darkness. What in the name of
all that was ghastly was going to hap-
pen next? Was he coming right down
mto the nave to look for me? At the
thought I turned cold and sick, and
leaned against the pillar with shaking
limbs. Then a distant sound brought me
back to stiff, agonized, attention. Foot-
steps, hurried and loud, were echoing
along the pavement, and drawing every
moment nearer. They seemed to beat
into my brain, setting every nerve on
edge. I gathered up my skirts, even in
that moment of terror thanking Provi-
dence, and the sparseness of my ward-
robe, that they were black, and un-rust-
ling, and stealing from behind my pil-
lar, fled down the shadows past the great
locked west door, and into one of the
side aisles. My hope was to get to one
of the vestries, or some such haven,

without being seen, where I could lock
myself in,

I stopped to listen again. The ring-
ing footsteps had ceased; but above the
heavy beating of my heart I could hear
a soft pad-pad, and knew the creature
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was coming down the strip of matting
laid along the aisles. I had stopped be-
hind a pillar, around which I peered, and
saw a figure coming down the middle
aisles,

Wild and maleviolent it looked—muov-
ing in a semi-crouching position, with
one hand at its throat, and turning its
head from side to side in a restless, hun-
gry way. Which way would he turn
when he got to the great west door?
Oh! merciful God! which way? If to
the left, I might still have time to find
a safe hiding place; if to the right—
but of that I dared not think.

When he reached the door he stopped
and looked from side to side hesitating-
ly. I was perhaps unwise not to seize
the opportunity, and fly at the risk of
his hearing me; but I was fascinated,
and stood staring like a bird at a snake.
Then he turned to the right, and came
swiftly in my direction.

The spell was broken, and I turned,
and ran like a hare. Further down the
aisle was a window, through which the
moonlight streamed. Across this be-
traying path I must go. Would the
horror behind see me? It was no time
for hesitation. I could hear the scudd-
ing of feet not far behind me. Across
the white stream I flew. A Thorrible
sound behind me told me I was seen.

A yell of triumph, ending in a chuckling
laugh!

Then began such a ghastly game of
hide and seek, as surely, never had been
played before. I dodging behind pillars,
with panting breath, and bursting heart,
and the maniac silently gaining upon me.
Finally T reached the iron gates leading
into the choir. By some heaven-sent
lt}ck one was open, and I burst through,
flinging it to behind me. It snicked; and

I‘heard the rattle as the maniac flung
himself upon it.

Opening it delayed him a second or
two, and I had time to fly between the
choir stalls,—the carved angels . with
their mild, sweet faces looking benign-
antly down upon me—on through the
rlght hand door; on, past dead brave
knights and their illustrious dames—
past horrible carved faces of men and
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beasts, but none so dreadful to me as the
living one behind.

Dear heaven! What a way it seemed!
Should I ever reach that little vestry
tucked away in a corner, the door of
which I knew was never locked? Now
my legs were beginning to tremble un-
der me, and my breath to come in chok-
ing sobs. I must get there if I died
in doing it,—better that than the horror
coming behind. I could hear the mad
wretch’s feet again now, nearing and
nearing; and then, just as I thought he
must reach me, I heard a door clash, a
voice cry ‘“Maisie, Maisie, where are
you?” I gave a wild shriek “Arthur,”
plunged blindly forward a few more
steps, and fell into Arthur’s arms!

Of what happened then I have a very
indistinct and confused recollection. I
caught a glimpse of Mr. Worth, Dad,
and one or two other men whom I did
not know, rushing past me. There was a
yell, and a dreadful sound of scuffling;
then silence. Then, while I hid my face
on Arthur’s very starched and uncom-
fortable shirt-front, I heard one of the
strange men say. ‘‘We were only just
in time, Sir. Nothing could have saved
the young lady if once he had got hold
of her. He’s the most dangerous case
of homicidal mania we’ve got, and as
cunning as a fox.”

I felt Arthur’s arm tighten round me,
and safe in that shelter took courage to
look up. Someone had lit a flaring gas
jet near by, and I saw my waking night-
mare stretched upon the pavement, one
burly stranger holding his arms, the
other sitting stolidly upon his legs. Dad
was standing, very pale, looking down
upon him, and Mr. Worth, holding his
handkerchief to a rapidly blackening eye,
was looking with the other at Arthur
and me, while various expressions chased
cach other over the portion of his face
still visible.

I moved towards Dad, and held out
trembling arms: “Dad, Dad, take me
home,” I whimpered. The instant
came near him, the maniac became fur-

iously excited, foam broke out upon his.

lips, and he wrestled and writhed with
appalling strength. Arthur and Dad
sprang forward and seized me and Mr.

Worth, dropping his handkerchief, flew
to the assistance of the keepers, who,
burly giants though they were, had great
difficulty in subduing the wretched man.

“Better take the young lady away,
Sir,” gasped one of them. “This ain't
no sight for her, and she seems to make
him worse.” Dad put his arm around
me, and hurried me to the door, while
Arthur, with a hasty word in my ear,
and a tender pressure to my hand, went
to help Mr. Worth and the keepers, who
were still struggling desperately.

Dad explained things to me as he led
me across the Close. The party had not

noticed I was missing for some time, but
thought I was ensconced behind the

palms and statuary with Mr. Worth
again, as he too had disappeared (to

smoke a pipe in the moonlight, he told
me after), and when people, Arthur es-
peciaily, began to enquire as to my
whereabouts, it was yet longer before
it dawned upon them I must have been
left in the Cathedral. When this struck
them, Arthur, Dad and Mr. Worth in-
stantly set forth to liberate me. As they
hastened across the close the two keep-
ers met them and informing them that
a dangerous lunatic had escaped from
the asylum at B , asked if they were
going to the Cathedral, and if so, might
they take a look round there, as though
it was scarcely probable he could have
got in without being discovered, still no
stone must remain unturned in searching
for him. The rest I knew only too welil.

When we reached the warm, lighted
Deanery, everyone instantly crowded
round us asking questions. Our white,
scared faces silenced them however, and
I further distinguished myself by sitt-
ing down on the mnearest chair, and
bursting into tears for the second time
that night. Dad explained as quickly as
he could, and the men immediately rush-
ed out to the Cathedral. Never had
they displayed such haste to reach the
holy edifice, I feel sure! Then I was
taken in hand by Mrs. Harvey and the
other married women, and petted and
cosetted as if I had been a hurt child.
I longed privately for Arthur’s wshirt
front, and Dad’s kind voice, but it was
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very ungrateful of me, for they all were
gentleness and kindness itself.

It seemed ages before we heard the
men’s voices in the Hall again, sounding
muffled, but excited. “By Gad, how he
fought, it’s no wonder they sent the keep-
ers out by two's to look for him. He
would have knocked one galley-west in
no time,” were the first words we heard
as the door opened, and they streamed
in “That’s a nasty eye you've got, Worth
my boy,” I heard someone say. “Can’t
. appear at Matins on Sunday, I fear,
looks so bad you know.” “Yes, it is
‘swelling wisibly,” ” answered the victim ;
“that fellow must have learned boxing
in his sane days, and he hasn’t forgotten
the art now. But where is Miss Dering?
How is she, Mrs. Harvey? Her experi-
ence tonight was too horrible to even
think of with calmness. By Jove! Miss
Dering, most ladies would have fainted
a dozen times over by now. Do you
mean to say you haven’t even gracefully
swooned once? Well I call that too bad,
here we have all the necessities for a
most blood-curdling drama, and you de-
prive us of one of the greatest essenitals.

“Please faint at once.”

I knew he was babbling on in this way
to give me a chance to recover myself,
for I was still half hysterical. I gave
him a -glance as expressive of gratitude
as the swollen, and puffy state of my
features would permit, and took Dad,
who had come up to me, by the arm,
“Dad, take me home,” I whispered. “Yes,
dearie, yes,” he answered, “the Dean has
ordered his carriage round for you.
Worth, would you mind seeing if it is

............

ready yet. The sooner I get this little
woman home the better. Her nerves will
be all over the place tomorrow.” Mr.
Worth disappeared, and .I was led off
by Mrs. Harvey to be wrapped up.

When we came down the carriage was
waiting, and after a confused jumble of
good-byes, everyone pressing round and
all trying to shake my hand at once, I
was hustied in by Dad. Just as we were
about to start, Arthur fled down the
steps bundling on his great coat, and
sprang in after us. *‘I must see you safe
home,” he said, “you don’t mind, Mr.
Dering?” “Not a bit my boy, delighted,”
answered my well-brought-up old Dad,
and considerately looked out of the other
window, whereupon Arthur instantly
took possession of my hand.

The last glimpse I had of Mrs. Har-
vey she was excitedly pointing after us,
and apparently trying to push poor Mr.
Worth down the steps. She evidently
thought I had got the wrong man again!

Well, she found out her mistake the
next day, when she came to ask after
me, for Arthur and I managed to finish
our interrupted dinner conversation in
the drawing-room at home, while Dad -
was getting cigars out in his study, and .
it was quite the nicest conversation I
have ever had!

So my Cathedral adventure ended

happily, though it was long before I
got over the effects of that awful night;
and even now, when Arthur and I have
been married three happy years, the

sight of a Cathedral by moonlight turns
me cold all over.




A Lake of the West.
Orvilzle Bertly

It lies twixt two smoky mountains
‘ All covered with firs and pines.
Its waters are still, and tranquil,
And its glossy surface shines.
"Tis bordered by drooping willows,
That fall to the water’s brink
As if they were searching vaguely
Fer a cool and soothing drink.
There, where the water is shallow
By the edge, tall rushes grow,
And yonder there comes the murmur
Of a stream’s unceasing flow—
A stream that for years and ages
Has emptied into that lake,
Winding its way unweariedly
Through the woods without a break.

At last the stillness is broken

By the flaps of Mallards’ wings;
They light on the placid waters,

Sending forth a thousand rings.
There’s a spiash—a moment’s silence;

They’ve gone to the bottom sand!
They rise again to the surface—

There’s a shot from off the strand!
Another—and still another!

They start to the airy height;
There’s a quack—a sudden flapping,

And the rest have taken flight.
And the three poor bleeding ducklings,

That fell by the sportsman’s gun,
Roll on the trembling waters

That glitter in the sun.

Out over the wid’ning circles
The water-dog wends his way,
And brings at his master’s bidding
The spoils of the weary day.
Only a few bleeding Mallards—
Three fowls that are limp and damp!
The hunter smiles as he takes them,
And hurries away to camp.
For a moment there’s a rustle
Where the tall green rushes grow :
Then there’s nothing but the murmur
Of a stream’s unceasing flow—
A stream that for years and ages
Has emptied into that lake,
Winding its wav unweariedly
o Sestn e wouds without a break.

Sloug



Under the Northern Lights,

Mabel L. Stuart

N the smoke-grimed kitchen of the
I minister’s shack a roaring wood fire
blazed merrily, casting a moving
patchwork of light and shadow over the
dingy rafters and blackened walls.

Full in the path of its ruddy glow a
girl was seated, leaning forward, chin
on hands, staring absently into the flick-
ering flames. She seemed utterly out
of place in her comfortless surroundings,
like a beautiful cameo in a dull and ugly
frame ; yet her sweet face expressed such
perfect contentment that her old-fash-
1oned name of “Joy” seemed abundantly
justified.

It was not without some trepidation
that she had come, but a few months
before, to keep house for her favorite
brother. But the call of the West had
come to her with such force, that she had
yielded, as have most of us, who have
felt that deep, inexplicable longing for
the great, new land, with its mysteries
and hardships—its glories of success.

Outside on the lonely trail, the white
moonshine beat down, pitilessly cold;
frosty stars glittered intensely through
the clear, biting air, reflected from a
myriad diamond-points of snow. Long
shadows of majestic pines fell across
the clearing, and the moonlit path into
the dim recesses of the forest looked
ghostly, and uninviting in the utter still-
ness of the night,

At the edge of the clearing a man’s
figure appeared, stumbling slowly, and
painfully up the gradual incline toward
the little homestead. In the shadow of
the trees, he stood a moment, straining
his eyes to catch a glimpse of the distant
light—then with a cry of thankfulness,
staggered forward.

“I'll do it yet,” he muttered, “if only
I can reach the shack, the minister’ll see
that the parcel gets to the Head, and

Miss Joy can fix up frozen fingers bet-
ter than the doctor himself.”

He put forth all his strength; nearer
and nearer grew the light—only a few
steps more; a last desperate effort and
he reached the door, falling forward on
the steps with a despairing cry, and sink-
ing into blissful oblivion. ’

The sudden crash brought the inmate
of the shack to her feet with a start of
surprise. Instantly she divined its cause.
It was not the first time that winter that
a solitary wayfarer, travelling the lonely
trail to Deer’s Head, had fallen exhaust-
ed at their very door. A moment later,
she had the door open, and was bend-
ing pitifully over the prostrate figure.

“Poor chap,” she murmured, raising
the drooping head, “I wonder if he’s
badly frozen; I must get him in, some
way.” And straining every muscle, she
dragged him over the threshold into the
light and warmth of her haven of re-
fuge.

As she unwound the woollen muffler,
she gave an exclamation of surprise.
“Why it’s Long Bob, from the Lumber
Camp, and what is this that he is clutch-
ing so tightly in his poor, stiff fingers?”
Deftly she unclasped the clinging hands,
and drew the box out into the-light. It
bore the simple inscription—“Dr. Jack.”
Joy understood at once. “The poor soul
has snow-shoed all the way to Helton
for the medicine,” she commented, “It's
no wonder he fell exhausted; but I be-
lieve he’s coming to, now.”

The heavy eyelids raised, and the man
looked at her vaguely. “That you, Miss
Joy?’ he whispered, “Is the box all
right?”  “Yes, Bob, but never mind the
box. Your hands are badly frost-bitten;
just drink this, and don’t think of any-
thing but ‘going to sleep, for the rest of

‘this night.”

Bob fixed his eves anxiously on her
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face, “Where’s the Minister,” he said.
“l got ter get that box to the Doctor,
this very night; it’s anty-something fer
the dyptherie, and there’s five of the
boys dead already up at the Head.”

“My brother went over this afternoon,
to help the Doctor, but don’t worry about
the box ; T'll take it over myself, as soon
as I have made you comfortable. There
must be a terrible outbreak at the Head.”

“It’s fearful, Miss, but Dr. Jack’s a
white un. He’s give his life a dozes
times over, fer the lads up at the Mines.
But you can’t go that iong trip alone:
‘tisn’'t safe. It's more’n five miles, znd
the w—. Well, it just isn’t safe at nights,
Miss.”

“I'm the only one to go, Bob, and
I'm not in the least afraid. Why, I
simply must go. Those poor fellows
can’t be left to die, with help so near.”

“Well, I've been all the way to Halton
and back, fer this stuff, since yesterday,
and it’s fifty mile, easy. I'm just bush-
ed; can't go another step.” -

“I should think not, poor fellow, and
I am very thankful that you reached
our door, alive. Now you lie still, and
rest. Your hands are better already, so
I can leave your supper ready, and you
can enjoy yourself while I'm gone. As
for me—I have my rifle and plenty of
warm furs, and can do the trip in no
time. What are five miles on a moon-
lit night, with a good pair of snow-
shoes ?”

Bob looked doubtful; but it was the
only way, and if she was wiliing to face
the dangerous trail for the sake of the
score of sufferers at the mining camp—
it was not for him to stop her.

“Well, Miss Joy, you're a hero, and
us boys always said so; and if you do
this, why they’ll call you a saint, fer
sure. Never you mind me; I'll be all
right, and if you git away while the
moon’s up, you can make the Head be-
fore midnight.”

He watched the girl anxiously as she
buttoned her fur collar tight around her
throat, and strapped her snow-shoes se-
curely to her gaily-moccasined feet.
“Your rifle loaded, Miss?” he inquired.
“Yes, it’s all ready for action,” replied
the girl, slinging it over her shoulder,

and taking the precious box in her hand.
“Now don’t be afraid to shoot anything
that threatens you. Don’t be tender-
hearted; it doesn’t pay, miles away from
a human being, out on the lonely trail.
And God bless you, Miss; you're a
brick.”

%k & b ¥ ¥

“What a bitter night,” Joy murmured
as she strode unhesitatingly into the dark
shadows of the wood. The snow was
crisp and fine, and her snow-shoes bore
her lightly, and swiftly over the heavy
crust. A keen north wind blew icily
through the pine branches, and her
cheeks tingled in the clear, bracing air.
“Oh, the joy of living,” she thought;
“and yet I may never see Deer’s Head;
for I know, and Bob knew, that the
wolves have been out lately, and though
they avoid human beings at most times,
they are ravenous this year,—and one
never knows.”

The long shadows grew denser, and
the gloom, deeper, as she tramped fur-
ther, and further into the forest. Then
the trail lay over an open plain, white
and empty in its lonely winter sleep.
On went Joy, catching her breath at ev-
ery sound, listening intently for the low,
distant wail, which she dreaded each
moment to hear.

Never an instant, did she slacken her
pace. One mile—two miles, glided by,
and yet no sign of lite on the desolate
plain, or the tangled underbrush. Joy
took courage; after all the wolf story
had been but an idle tale.

Three miles passed, and her breath
came more quickly. The strain of the
rapid pace was telling, so she slackened
a little, and glanced at her watch ; eleven
o’clock, and two miles still to go; she
was doing splendidly, if only her
strength would hold out. She did feel
rather tired, she was forced to admit.

Suddenly she stood still. IFfar away,
faint and indistinct, but unmistakable,
rose the dreaded sound; a sound which
chills the blood, even when the listener
is seated by his comfortable fireside, safe
behind barred doors.

“Wolves!” she cried, “God help me,”
and summoning all her strength, she bent
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her head and sped along the snowy path,
for her life.

Another mile siipped away; still she
could hear the hunting-cry of the hun-
gry pack, driven by sheer starvation
from their northern home, nearer to the
haunts of mer. Yet the mournful wail
seemed no nearer than before, and the
girl’s courage began to revive. “They
haven't got the scent yet,” she told her-
seli, “if only I can reach the village.
But my breath is gone; this pace is kill-
ing—and still, I dare not rest.”

Now the trail, gleaming silvery-
white in the brililant moonshine, led over
heavily-wooded hills, down into a long
valley, and over a frozen river to the
tiny village, nestling on the mountain-
side. The gloom of the forest enveloped
Joy once more, and with a painfully beat-
ing heart, she recognized that the dis-
tant wail was growing nearer—the
wolves were on her trail in hot pur-
suit, gaining on her at every step.

She was nearing the end of the for-
est. In a moment she would be able
to look down on the distant lights across
the river. But a soft patter, and snuf-
fing breaths warned her that the time
had come to turn at bay. With a quick
motion, she unslung her rifle, and lean-
ing back against a huge pine, awaited
her pursuers.

There were four of them—Iean, grey,
dog-like creatures, with gleaming eyes,
and lolling tongues. They stood hesitat-
ing. The scent of the humankind, filled
them with vague terrors. They hardly
dared risk an attack—and yet famine
had made them desperate. The leader
sneaked forward. It was his place to
investigate this unusual enemy. Then
with a vicious snarl, he prepared to
spring.

A flash—a sharp report—and the rifle
burst into flame; the huge beast spran
into the air, and rolled over—dead. This
only maddened his comrades, and with
howls of rage, two more drew near, the
fourth hanging warily in the background.

Joy fired quickly, shot after shot; an-
other wolf fell heavily to the ground,
but the third sprang aside, unhurt, and
began to sneak up behind her.

The horror of it all swept over the
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girl with a sudden, dreadful reality. This
was not a dream; she was not sitting
in her cozy home in Old Ontario, read-
ing the adventures of some poor way-
farer on the Steppes of Russia; it was
she—Joy McLaren, fighting for her life,
alone in the dreary forest of the North-
land—dreadfully alone. With a groan,
she reaiized that her last shot had been
fired; she was at their mercy now.

She raised her rifle over her head,
and brought it down with all her
strength, as the third wolf with snapp-
ing jaws, sprang towards her. TFor a
moment he was stunned, and in that mo-
ment there arose a sound in the forest
behind her—a .sound which caused her
heart to cease beating, then brought the
blood to her face in a throb of joy. It
was a whistle, clear and sweet, and she
knew its note; six long, lonely years had
not dimmed its memory.

“Jack,” she cried, “Jack! Help,” and
the world grew black.

When she opened her eyes, she was
lying on a somewhat lumpy bunk, the
hum of a steaming kettle in her ears,
and the light from a green-shaded lamp
falling sottly on her face. Beside her
sat a grave-eyed man, a watch in his
hand, and fingers on her wrist.

The girl lay languidly, watching him.
Could this be the gay, debonnaire, youth
from whom she had parted but a few
years before—this bronzed, sad-faced
man, with square-set jaw and unsmiling
mouth? What a wonderful change those
years had wrought! Yes, it was he;
they had met again at the ends of the
earth.

“Jack,” she said softly, “You saved
my life.”

The man’s hand closed over her’s, as
he laid the watch on the table, and turned.
toward her, his eyes softening wonder-
fully.

“A poor reparation, Little Girl,” he
said bitterly, “after ruining both our
lives.”

“Not ruined, Jack—never that. I
have come through the furnace unscath-
ed, and you—you are a great man now."”

A poer doctor in a rough mining

town—truly, a great career for an honor
graduate, eh, Joy?” - '
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“You are a great man,” she insisted,
“more truly great than any of your
wealthy, self-satisfied class-mates. Why,
you have given your life for these peo-
ple; they adore you; Dr. Jack’s name
is always on their lips. You have chang-
ed since that miserable night six years
" ago. What is it, Jack? What’s the rea-
son ?”’

The man’s face brightened. “You re-
member why we parted, Joy,” he said,
bending over her. “You said that any
man who scoffed at God, was not fit to
live on God’s earth. And I wasn’t fit,
Little Girl; I know it now. So you told
me to go—and I went. I sank down,
down to the lowest depths. Then it was
‘Deo Profundis,” and I vowed to devote
my life to making reparation. That was
five years ago, and I have tried to do
my best.” ‘

“I’'m proud of you, Dr. Jack,” said the
girl. “I always knew you were made of
the right material—the stuff that heroes

. are made of; and heroes, like precious

stones, are found in the most unlikely
places.”

Dr. Jack shook his head. “You rate
me too high,” he said, dejectedly. “And
Joy, I can’t ask you to share this wild,
rough life with me. You aren’t used to
it; you couldn’t stand the hardships.”

Joy took his big, brown hand in both
her own. “But I prefer ‘The Simple
life,” she whispered.

The sequel needeth not my pen

To tell to gods or even men.

But Joy infused Jack’s heart anew
With thrills revived and ever true.
And nothing could o’ercloud their life
All full of Love—all free from strife.

A Threat.

By Pete

I want you to understand clearly,

That tho’ I repine,

And though in this world you are cruel,
In the next you’ll be mine,

I know in the years that have vanished,
Hundreds of years before,

You loved me and I was unfeeling,

In the ages of yore,

And now, oh I love you so madly,
The rapture would be,

Live Heaven to Hell's shade returning,
Should you come to me.

Yet I know that you'll come not, and I must

Just love to the end,

Till Death shall take pity and gently,
Her messenger send,

And then when on earth I'm returning
I know for my pain, .

Your heart will be mine for the taking,

For aye to remain,

And so though I suffer in torment,

Just loving in vain,

T try to be patient in waiting,
~ The prize for my pain.



The Stolen Necklace.

L. Harward

HE Post Office clock struck six as,
with a sigh of relief, and a rue-
ful glance at a pile of still unan-
swered correspondence, the oc-

cupant of the little office in Pitt Street
reached for his hat. As he did so the
beil of his desk telephone rang furiously.

“Yes !”

“Is that Harkley Clinton?”

“Yes.”

“I am James Sturdy, of Sturdy Bro-
thers, George Street. Can you come
around at once?” _

Clinton, who had been looking forward
to a long evening spent on a cool ver-
andah with a book and pipe, made a
forcible remark of one syllable.

“Eh?” said the telephone.

“T'll be with you in ten minutes.”

Probably there is no better known firm
in Australia than Sturdy Bros., Sydney.
Disdaining the modern fashion which
leads other jeweliers to make glittering
shows, this old-established firm contents
itself with a shop of very modest dimen-
sions.

Mr. James Sturdy, whose appearance
and dignity of bearing would do credit
to a bishop, met Clinton at the shop door
—hatless, coatless, and with his tie un-
der his left ear.

“ A mysterious business, Mr. Clinton "’
said the old man, as he led the way to
his office. “Sturdy Brothers have been
robbed—robbed in broad daylight! A
diamond necklace valued at twelve hun-
dred pounds has been stolen from our
window-case today, though how, or by
whom, it is quite impossible to say.”

“"W mdoE\r broken ?” asked Clinton.

‘No. The glass is of extra thickness,
and supposed to be practically unbreak-
able. It is not our custom to make a
display. A few specimens of really ar-
tistic workmanship and jewels of es-
pecial beauty are taken from the strong-
room every morning in the presence of

either my brother or myself and placed
in the window-case. It is a rule of the
establishment that only one of th epart-
ners or Mr. Dyson, our head salesman,
who has been with us for thirty years,
shail open that case. In the evening, the
articles are returned to the strong room,
under supervision. This morning I
chose for a centrepiece a diamond neck-
lace, which we have just completed for
one of our clients. I designed it my-
self and am a little proud of the work.
As my brother is taking a holiday, I re-
mained on the premises the whole day,
having luncheon sent in to me. This
evening, at closing time, I went to the
window, and was horrified to find the
necklet had disappeared, though the cas-
ket stood just where I had seen it placed
at nine o’clock this morning.”

“Was the window-case opened during
the day?”

“Not to my knowledge.”

“Who attended the shop?”

“The junior salesman took some: order
for repairs, and Mr. Dyson made a few
sales. I spent the greater part of the
day in.my office which, as you-see, com-
mands a full view of the shop. Mr.
Dyson and Mr. Neil, his junior, are still
here if you care to question them.”

“Have you sent for the police?”

“Yes, and here comes Sergeant Han-
nan now,” replied Sturdy, as a man,
whose profession was unmistakeable in
spite of his mufti, strode through the
shop.

It was evident from the sergeant’s
curt greeting that he regarded Clinton
as an interloper, and Clinton on his part
waited with ill-concealed impatience,
whilst the official questioned and cross-
questioned Mr. Sturdy and made volu-
minous notes in a fat pocket-book.

Presently, at the sergeant’s request,
Sturdy produced the velvet case which
had contained the necklet, and, as Han-
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nan laid it down, Clinton pounced upon
it.

“Was this mark here this morning,
Mr. Sturdy?” he asked, pointing to a
slight but distinct scratch extending right
across the purple velvet.

“I don’t think so. No, I am sure it
was not.”

" “Made by the thief’s nail as he snatch-
ed the necklace,” said Hannan.

“The thief had pretty long nails,
then,” retorted Clinton, “for in the cen-
tre the velvet is almost torn. 1 beg
your pardon for interrupting, sergeant.
You were going to question Dyson and
Neil, were you not?”

The examination of the employees dis-
closed nothing of note. Dyson asserted
that the window-case could not have been
opened without ms knowledge, except
during the luncheon hour, when Mr.
Sturdy took his place. Both men de-
clared that to the best of their belief
the window-case had not been opened,
and that it was utterly impossible that
the theft could have been committed by
any person concealed about the pre-
mises.

The cross-examination which followed
was so' wearisome to Clinton that he took
up a newspaper which lay on the office
table and began to read it—a proceed-
ing which Hannan noted with a con-
temptuous smile.

“Any questions you wish to ask, Mr.
Clinton?” said the sergeant at last.

“Your catechism has been so exhaus-
tive that you have left me nothing to
say, sergeant. By the way, Mr. Sturdy,
did you see this lunatic on a lamp-post
this morning ? Here is a paragraph about
him in this paper. Ah! here it is,” and
Clinton proceeded to read:—

“Strange Freak of a Drunkard.’

“Considerable excitement was caused
in George Street this morning by the
strange conduct of a young man who, af-
ter parading the street with a coil of
rope over his arm, suddenly swarmed up
the iron standard which supports the
electric light in front of Messrs. Real's
Music Warehouse. Making one end of
the rope fast to the branch whence the
lamp depends, he tied the other in a run-
ning noose round his own neck, and hav-
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ing loudly announced his intention of
‘putting an end to it'—presumably mean-.
ing his life—he seated himself astride
the lamp bracket, and proceeded to har-
angue the assembled crowd. It was not
without considerable difficuity that he
was induced to forego his suicidal in-
tention and descend, when he was at once
taken charge of by the police. From
inquiry at the police station we learn
that the culprit is a young bushman, who
has come from Back's Beyond on a holi-
day.”

“Oh, yes! There was a great to-do,”
replied Sturdy. “It was fully half an
hour before they could get him to come
down, and the street was fairly blocked
by the crowd.”

“Do you think the man really meant
harm to himself?” asked Ciinton, turn-
ing to Dyson.

“I can hardly say. He had obviously
been drinking,” replied the: foreman.

“I fancy I know the man,” remarked
Clinton thoughtfully. “You are the
youngest here, Mr. Neil, and your eyes
should be the best. What was he like?”

“A square-built fellow, with a fair
moustache,” began Neil.

“Really, Mr. Clinton,” interrupted
Sergeant Hannan, "1 don’t think these
questions have any bearing on the case.
A man might see the neckiace from the
lamp-post—it's just opposite Mr. Stur-
dy’s window—but he couldn’t steal it..
He couldn’t reach across the street, you.
know.”

“I stand reproved,” said Clinton, with
a smile.

The mollified officer proceeded to ex-
amine the window-case, which was one
of the ordinary box-like erections of
wood, lined with mirrors, extending from
the wall to the door, but only half way
up the window.

“You see,” explained Sturdy, “‘the only
access to the case is by this sliding panel
hehind the counter, and that is in full
view of any person, either in the shop
or in my office.”

Sergeant Hannan poked his head
through the panel, withdrew it and shook
it sagely.

“One moment,” he said, drawing Clin-~
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ton aside. “Do you know what the Stur-
dy’s financial position is?”

“Worth from twenty to thirty thous-
and, I should think. You don’t suspect
him of making away with his own neck-
lace?”

“Such things have happened, Mr. Clin-
ton, but it is my belief -that one or both
of the salesmen are in this affair. I shall
make further inquiries about them. I am
off now. Are you coming?”

“Not immediately.”

“You have a clue?” demanded Han-
nan suspiciously.

“I haven’t commenced to look for one
yet!” ‘ ‘

“Well, if you come across anything,
let me know. Good-night.”

“Mr. Sturdy,” said Clinton, as the door
closed behind the sergeant, “please turn
off the electric light and give me a
strong lamp. I want to examine this
window-case. The necklet certainly was
there, and that gives us a starting point.”

Provided with the lamp, Clinton first
narrowly scrutinized the outside of the
case, then stood on the counter to in-
spect the top of it, afterwards lying on
the floor to peer at its bottom; then

wriggled himself head-first into the re-
ceptacle.

“When were the mirrors cleaned last?”
he demanded, as he backed out of the
case,

“Yesterday morning,” replied Sturdy.

“Ah! Who owns this building ?”

“This shop and the next on the left
belong to the Royal Bank. The next
shop is merely a single room, as our
workshops extend behind it.”

“Who is the occupant ?”

“Kelly, the newsagent, had it until
lately ; but it has been taken by the Lon-
-don Cycle Company. It is being refitied
for them, and the noise is almost un-
bearable at times.”

“Please don’t allow the window-case
to be touched at present, Mr. Sturdy. [
have work to do outside, but I'll see you
tomorrow.”

When the “drunken bushman” was
brought up at the Police Court, the day
after the robbery, Clinton quietly slipped
nto a seat at the solicitors’ table, next
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to that of the inspector of police, who
was to conduct the prosecution.

“You are charged with attempting to
commit suicide yesterday. How do you
plead?” asked the magistrate,

“Your worship,” said Inspector Allen
rising, “with permission of the Bench the
police will withdraw that charge and pro-
ceed on the minor count—that of creat-
ing a disturbance in a public place.”

“I plead guilty to that, your worship,”
said the man eagerly. “I’ve come down
from the bush for a bit of a spell, and
I had had a nip too much. I am very
sorry, and if your worship will deal len-
iently with me, I'll leave the town at
once.”

“This is a serious matter,” objected
the inspector. “The traffic was stopped
for half an hour or more, by this man’s
foolish antics. Still, we know that bush-
men are like schoolboys let loose when
they get into town, and if we had surety
that the man would leave town we might
not press for the full penalty. Have you
anyone who would speak on your be-
half ?”

A gentlemanly-looking individual, at-
tired in well-made town clothes, and
wearing blue glasses and new tan gloves,
stepped forward.

“Your worship, my name is Ronald
Chirmside. The defendant has worked
for me for some time at Kamelroi. As
I found him a very decent sort of fel-
low, I shall be pleased to give him a
job again. I am leaving for my sta-
tion tonight, and if you will let the man
off with a fine I will take him home with
me.”

Ciinton whispered something to the in-
spector,

“Your worship, this is evidence as to
character and must be taken on oath,”
said the inspector. “Will you step into
the box, Mr. Chirmside ?”

Though evidently taken by surprise,
Chirmside complied with the request.

Remove your gloves, whilst being
sworn,” said a constable.
. Chirmside obeyed and Clinton, watch-
ing the operzation, noted with satisfaction
a fresh cut extending half across the
palm of the witness’s right hand.

At the close of the evidence the bush-
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man was fined ten pounds and treated
to a homily on the evils of drink, to
which he listened with respectful atten-
tion. Having thanked the magistrate po-
litely, he withdrew, accompanied by a
constable to whom he would pay the fine.

Chirmside, strolling quietly out of the
Court; was tapped on the shoulder by a
sergeant.

“Ronald Chirmside, alias William
Apsworth, I arrest you on the charge
of stealing a diamond necklet, the pro-
perty of Sturdy Brothers, in George
Street.”

“It is an exceedingly neat capture, Mr.
Clinton, and I congratulate you,” said
Inspector Allen. “Do you think we can
convict ?”’

“Sure of it! There’s evidence that
Apsworth, posing as Manager of the
London Cycle Company, employed little
Cohen, the agent, to visit the shop next
to Sturdy’s. I had Cohen in Court this
morning, and he signalled to me that the
supposed Chirmside was the man. We
know that only two workmen—Apsworth
and the supposed bushman, no doubt—
were engaged in refitting the shop. The

digging out of the bricks in the wall is
an old trick, but it was pretty daring to
move the mirror, and abstract the neck-
let in daylight. Of course, Apsworth
did that, whilst the bushman distracted
attention by playing the fool on the
lamp-post.

“Sturdy, Dyson, and Neil were all
watching the man’s antics for some time,
and it was then the theft was commit-
ted. The scratch across the velvet Cas-
ket showed that the necklet was pulled
from its bed by means of a metal in-
strument, which would not have been
necessary if the robber had used the slid-
ing panel. The side of the window-case
next the wall is lined by two mirrors
joined in the centre by a line of beading.
Just at the beading I found a faint trace
of blood, and I guessed at once that the
side of the case had been tampered with,
which could only be done through the
wall.”

The necklet being recovered, as well
as many other missing valuables, a pa-
ternal Government decided to accord the
pair free board and lodging for a lengthy
period.

Sociological Affinities.
Test Dalton

two-storey houses stretched in long

lines with a sameness that grew

monotonous—they were plain, ugly
and substantial. The music of the street
was the song of the old clothesman, of
the milkman, and of the baker, with the
shrill screech of the grocery boy’s whis-
tle. The interiors -of the houses were
blessed with turkey-red carpets, cheap
tinselled chandeliers, and shaky bannis-
ters that led to rooms fitted with loose-
jointed locks that persistently defied the
uncertain keys of lodgers who werc
prone to return at uncertain hours. The
bath-tub was an ancient relic, and the
hat-rack a modern nuisance.

IT was a dismal part of the city, where

These details had been noticed by Su-
san when she first came to Mrs. Gim-
ple’s, but Susan, though fastidious, was
neither the leader of a lost cause nor a
reformer. She was somewhat of an
iconoclast in regard to breaking dishes,
but that was more a matter of careless-
ness than of conscience. Susan was the:
maid of all work—the drag horse that
Mrs. Gimple stirred to renewed activity
when affairs in the boarding-house did
not arrange themselves as peacefully as
they should, and Susan, mindful of the
aimichty six shillings and her little room
at the top of tire house, kept hier obser-
vations under cover, as all evils should
be kept in a well-ruled municipality.
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Susan laboured unceasingly, which in
many cases is a virtue; from her stand-
point, a necessity. She was a fair look-
ing girl of neat appearance and looked
(quite the part of a modest servant girl,
and no one would have suspected that
she had ambitions. Her dialogue was
couched in fairly good English and had
a touch of the romantic; whether it was
from the books she read or on account
of her board-school education, was of
no concern to Mrs. Gimple, so long as
Susan did not get flighty and fall in
love with the butcher boy or with Mr.
Locke, of second floor back. Susan was
free to do as she liked after hours—and
if “eddicashun” was what she wanted,
it was all right, “Pervidin’,” of course,
she did not try it on her mistress.

In the middle of an afternoon when
the last dish from lunch had been washed
and placed upon the shelf, Mrs. Gimple
deemed it no waste of time to gossip with
Susan. Artistes of the Vaudeville stage
doubtless spend much of their time in
houses presided over by ladies like Mrs.
Gimple, for they always bandy a joke
between them just as this good lady al-
ways repeated the theme of her argu-
ment, and Susan, listening carefully,
gave approval at the proper time. For
several weeks her mistress had been re-
volving the idea of questioning Susan
on the exact state of her feelings to-
wards Mr. Locke, and Susan, not sus-
pecting this, was continually praising
that gentleman. Mrs, Gimple being no-
thing of a diplomat, and Susan merely
a servant, the good lady deemed it her
duty to speak out her mind.

“Susan!” she said sharply, “are you
gone on Mr. Locke?”

Now this being unexpected, and Su-
san i no way prepared to avoid it, the
poor girl could only stammer and mum-

ble something about his being so dif-
ferent. '

“He ain’t
Gimple.

Susan blushed and tried to defend
herself. “He doesn’t seem like 2 com-
mon working man,” she ventured,

“Susan, why don’t you talk the way
common-sense folks talk?” said Mrs.
Gimple. “You talks like a book and I

different,” retorted Mrs,
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tell you it ain’t right. No, Susan, it
ain’t right trying to improve on the nat-
teral gifts of God.”

Susan refrained from a direct reply,
and her. silence seemed proof conclusive
to Mrs. Gimple that the girl was really
in love, so changing her tactics, she de-
cided to show how ordinary and com-
mon-place was Mr. Locke, the hero. Not
that she disapproved of Mr. Locke, but
rather that she might show Susan he
was but an ordinary man.

“Why aint Mr. Locke
workin’ man?” she began.
=)

“Oh,” said Susan, “his manners and
his polished style.”

“Well, if he is perlite and has his
shoes shined—there ain’t nothing new
in that.”

“He reads so much.”

“Better than drinking,” commented
Mrs. Gimple.

“And his wonderful command of lan-
guage.”

“There you go again, Susan, I do de-
clare you talks awful. His eddicashun,
you mean, may be. Why, Susan, that
ain’t nothin’ but night school, and tend-
in’ lectures at the Lyceum wot’s known
as the ’ot-bed of anarchy. I ’spect Mr.
Locke’s a anarchist. He shure will read
himself plumb crazy and you won’t be
far behind when they trundles up the
ambulance to carry him off.”

“I like an ambulance,” mused Susan.

“Well, if you don’t beat the Dutch,
I don’t know.”

“It wouldn’t take much intelligence to
beat some Dutch people, I know.”

“My groceryman is Dutch, Susan, and
I ain’t never been able to beat him.”

“That would not be fair, would it?”
replied the girl.

“I don’t know as whether it's fair or
not, but I'd do it if I got the chance,
but I suppose your being such a eddu-
Ea:tcic}’ lady you wouldn’t hurt the skin-

int.

111 .
| I am not a lady,” said Susan, “only
a’ Socialist.”

::And”wh_at’s a socialist, Susan?”
Oh,” said Susan, “that is a secret.”
.On a morning in the seventh month of
his residence in the house of Mrs. Gim-
ple, Henry Locke came down to break-

like a
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fast at a late hour. Mrs. Gimple thought
at first he was out of work, until she
recalled that it was a bank holiday.

Mr. Locke sat down in no easy frame
of mind, for he was facing the great
crisis which comes at some period to
every man. He was tall, strong, and had
the firm, square jaw of a man of power.
His hair was tinged with grey and the
circular spot was spreading in an alarm-
ing manner.

“Susan is a working girl,” he was
thinking to himself,” and I am a labour-
ing man. I think she likes me, and I be-
lieve I know her fairly well—but, hang
it, I wonder if she loves me.” Then
he squared his shoulders as though he
had decided to take a desperate step.
“Yes, I shall ask her,” he said aloud.

Susan heard his voice and came into
the dining-room. “How will you have
your eggs, Mr. Locke?” she asked.

“What is that?” he said,
sion.

in confu-

“How do you wish your eggs prepared
this morning ?”’

“Oh, my eggs,” he replied.
I will have them palatable.”

“Sorry,” she retorted, “but Mrs. Gim-

ple won’t allow me to serve whiskey
punch.”

“In that case I will try them fried,”
- he responded gravely.

When Susan returned with the break-
fast she blushed deepiy, so fixedly did
Locke gaze at her.

“Susan,” he said abruptly, “there is
something I have made up my mind to
say to you.”

“Do you want to take another picture
of me?”

“No,” he said.

“You must have about eighteen.”

“Yes,” he stammered. “I know it was
an imposition, but you see I am a fiend
on this subject.”

“You certainly are a nuisance.”

“Now Susan, didn’t you take one of
me for each one of you I snapped?”

“It was a fair exchange,” she retorted,
“and you proposed the thing.”

“That is quite right, Susan, and I
suppose we are even. Now I want to
speak to you about——"

“T think

“Why did you take so many photo-
graphs?” she questioned. |

“Because, Susan, I—I care so much
for you.”

“In that case why don’t you take
She stopped abruptly and turned to leave
the room.

“Take you, Susan? Do you really
mean it? Could you care for me? Su-
san, if you only knew how much I loved
you.”

“Please—please don’t,” said Susan,
holding up her hand as though she would
prevent him saying more,

“But I must tell you.”

She looked down. “If you love me,
please say nothing untii the twenty-
third?”” Then he gave an exclamation.

“Do you know ?”’ she questioned.

He recovered and looked her square
in the eyes. “I know it will be the
greatest day in my life.”

“You may despise me,” she ventured.

“And on the twenty-third you may
hate me,” he answered, :

“Is it a secret?”

“Yes, Susan, a secret,
crime.”

“You do not look like a criminal.”

“The ink marks may not show.”

“Ink marks!” she gasped, then glanced
quickly at her own hands.

“Susan,” he continued, “ever since I
have known you my preconceived ideas
of the working girl have undergone radi-
cal changes.”

She looked at him sharply. “I sup-
pose you miss the bangles and the col-
ogne, but, speaking of the working man,
I have never seen you carry a dinner
basin.”

“No, Susan, I am a master mechanic.
The dinner pail is the badge of the la-
bourer—or of the married man. My po-
sition i1s not very exaited, but I ima-
gine I gain more from life than many
wealthier people. Susan, tell me, what
is your idea of life?”

“Life,” responded Susan, “is a comic
paper.”

“Of course, be funny. Women, as a
rule, are feather-brained.”

“Do you think so? Life, I think, is
rather a limitless subject and too weighty
for you and me to discuss.

2

perhaps a
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I believe Henry George says of life:

“To me it seems only intelligible as the

’r»

avenue and vestibule to anothr life.
“Henry . George!” . he . exclaimed.
“What do you know of Henry George?”
“I have read ‘Progress and Poverty.””
“What!” he shouted, jumping from
his chair., -

Susan retreated towards the. door.
“And a bit of Carl Marx,” she retorted.

“I suppose you have likewise heard
of Schopenauer?”

“Yes, and of Nietzche,” she flung back
at him as she closed the door.

At this moment Mrs. Gimple came in
from the kitchen, “Who is Mr. Nietz-
che?”’ she said, “a friend of yourn, Mr.
Locke.”

“No,” he said tersely, as he took his
hat and started for the street. “Nietz-

che, my good woman, is a friend of the
devil.”

“Well, I never in my born days heard
the likes,” gasped Mrs. Gimple.

* * *k * ]

On the twenty-third Susan showed un-
due signs of nervousness, and was so ab-
sent-minded that she worked on the
nerves of Mrs. Gimple until that good
lady overpaid the butcher and did not
argue with the gasman,

As soon as the work was finished Su-
san donned her hat and left the house.
Straight to the nearest bookshop she
walked, and in a short time found the
new book she sought. Dimly she heard
the platitudes in praise of the book sSpo-
ken by the wary clerk. She stood by
the counter turning over the pages and
did not look up until the insistent sales-
man had placed another book within her
hand.

“This might interest you, miss,” he
said, and Susan took in the name of the
work at a glance,

It certainly would interest her, and
she handed the man hali a sovereion,
Then she opened it and gave an exclatl’n-
ation of astonishment, and the book fell
from her trembling hands to the floor,
“Are you ill, miss?” questioned the
clerk.

“No, no,” she said, faintly,

“Here is your change,” he said.
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“Keep it,” she replied, and fled in dis-
may from the shop.

The clerk gazed at her in astonish- .
ment. “Mad,” he muttered, *“stark mad.”

“And to think he would do this,” mut-
tered Susan, as she fled on her way to
the house.

Locked safely within her room she
tried to look -at the affair in a rational
manner, but it was a difficuit thing to do.
His act was certainly not that of a gen-
tleman; then she stopped and reviewed
many preceding events., Her final con-
clusion that it was unjust and unfair
was clapped by the stern resolve never
to forgive him, though circumstances
might be mitigating and though he plead
ever so bravely.

When the well-known step, somewhat
earlier than usual, and a little lower,
sounded on the outer steps, Susan was
prepared for battle, and Mr. Locke was
greatly surprised when she opened the
door and requested that she might speak
with him alone in the dining-room.

“Mr. Locke,” she said, holding up one
of the new books, “do you recognise
this ?”

“Yes,” he said, wearily, “my new
book.” ‘

“So this is why you wished my photo-
graphs. How could you do it? Doubt-
less you thought I would be honoured
by these pictures of myself as the modern
working girl.”

“Susan, I give you my word I am very
sorry that this has happened. Only late-
ly did it occur to me that I should have
asked your permission and I have tried
everything within my power to have the
photographs discarded—but it was too
late. I do not suppose you will ever for-
give me. There is something I should
like to show you.” He unwrapped the
book, the counterpart of Susan’s first
purchase. “This book on the modern
working man was doubtless written by
you, as my person is used to illustrate
the story.”

“Surely you do not care? A man does
lfot feel about these things like a woman,

am sure.

“No, Susan, [ dou't carc except that
everyone in my publishing house has
showed these pictures to me and said
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what a shame it was that the woman
had been writing of an amateur.”

Susan grew faint. Do you mean to
tell me that.you are not a working man?”

“No, Susan, I am merely a writer.”

“I suppose my publisher has likewise
discovered that your type oi the work-
ing girl is my miserable self. Henry—
we are imposters.”

“And the worst of it is that the world
will know it.”

“Perhaps our respective publishers
may compromise by both remaining quite
silent.”

“But the respective office boys will
not.”

“Henry, you must bribe those boys.”

“I will do my best, dear. Tel me,
‘Susan, you do not hate me.”

“No, Henry, I shall have to forgive
you, and we must try to think of some
plan. Why not sue each other’s pub-
lishers for using our pictures?”

“What, Susan! Ruin the financial
standing of our publishers and cut off
our royalties? No, I see where we can
make a noble use of those forthcoming
funds.”

“In what way?”

“Let us ask for an advance payment—
and—and »?

“Yes, and—"

“And go on a long honeymoon.”

“But, Henry, you haven’t asked me
to——"

“But I have intimated, and I felt sure
that you understood.”

“But a proposal from a lover is worth
a hundred hints from an admirer.”

“Susan, you confuse me so that I for-
get all the things I would like to say.
I am not good at this sort of thing, but
give me a chance and I will prove to you
how deep and strong is my love for
vou.”

“I will, on condition that you pro-
mise never again to use me as the hero-
ine of your stories.”

“I promise, Susan, and I think it
would be a wise thing for us not to be
so secretive about our writings in the
ruture. Let us call Mrs. Gimple and
teil her the good news, and Susan, in
the meantime, I should like to congratu-
late you upon your first book. No,” he
continued, as she held out her hand. “I
want to show my approval in a more de-
cided manner.”

“"Hush!” said Susan, as he clasped
her within his arms, “Mrs. Gimple is
coming.”

“Oh, Susan, I love you very dearly.”

“And I iove you, Henry,” she said,
looking at him with shining eyes.

As Locke heard the approaching steps
of Mrs. Gimple, he flung open the door.

“Mrs. Gimple,” he shouted. “Susan
and I are to be married.”

“I knowed it,” said Mrs. Gimple.

“You knew it!” they exclaimed.

“Yes, I knowed it, and [ says God
bless you both. Susan is a good girl, Mr.
Locke, and I knows you don’t drink—
at least, I ain’t never seen you that way.
Yes, I knowed it a long time—that’s why
I got anotier girl today. Didn’t I hear
you two about a month back a-talkin’
something about the twenty-third. When
I hears that, says I to myself, they are
going to splice. And so I engaged for
a new girl to come on the twenty-third,
and I hope to goodness she ain’t no so-
cialist.”

“Don’t you like socialists?”

“Yes, I s’pose I likes them all right
when there ain’t no anarchists in the
house.”

“Mr. Locke is not an anarchist,” said
Susan.

“No,” interrupted Locke,
author.”

“And a photographer,” said Susan.

“Well, I guess you are both that
spooney like you don’t know what you
is. But I'm glad you're going to be
married, and I sure wish you joy,” con-
cluded Mrs. Gimple.

“l am an
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A NEW YEAR’S WISH.

What shall I wish in the glad New Year,
What shall T wish for you?

I wish all joy and never a tear,

Never a cloud and never a fear,
And the smile of Fortune too!

Yes! Iwish all this in the glad New Year,
I wish all this for you:

May Love encircle and guard you dear,

And, one more wish with a heart sincere,
May all that I wish come true!

HE Editor of “Westward Ho!”

like Caesar of old, has issued a

decree—it is this—that this cot-

ner of his delightful magazine

shall be dedicated for ever and a day,

to the greatest of all the world's great
empires, the Empire of Woman.

As members of the Empire of Wo-
man—although when one considers the
uestion every woman is an empire in
herself—we will meet month by month
in this our own domain, and discuss the
affairs of the feminine body politic. Now,
as every woman knows, the ramifica-
tions of the feminiie body politic are
manifold in design and limitless in
measure, so that our choice of subjects
is practically endless.

I have decided that the very best way
to enjoy our monthly chat, is to
introduce a little imagination.  Jou-
bert has said, “Imagination is the eye
of the soul,” and I want you, my dear
fair readers (of course you are equally
dear and fair, because no mere man
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would think of reading a woman’s page)
I want you to open that inner eye of
yours ‘wide, and see much more than
just the printed words on this page. It
1s your inward vision that will malke
these little meetings of ours real and
joyous, as well as, I hope, mutually
helpful and entertaining.

I will tell you what I think—Ilet us
all have tea by proxy once a month. I
know that tea by proxy is rather tan-
talizing and not very revivifying, but
just imagine the chatter we can indulge
in—"the feast of reason and the flow of

- soul”—and how nice it will be through

this medium to grow in time to know
each other better. Not for one single
moment must you think that I want to
do all the chattering—that would be too
monotonous: I want every woman who
is interested in other women to write to
me, so that we may have the benefit of
many opinions, and in this way obtain
the broadest possible outlook on the
things pertaining to our kingdom—or
rather our Queendom!

While I cannot promise to talk of
everything at once, any question sub-
mitted that is of paramount interest to
the Empire of Woman will be dealt with
in its own turn; and in this way we
shall reap the harvest of each other’s
thoughts.

This month we will taik of ideals: we
will begin at the top—in the heights
where the sun is always shining, no
matter how much the clouds obscure or
the shadows dim. Carlyle has said:—
“Ideals must ever lie a great way off,”
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but methinks the eye of the soul brings
them' very near; and although in a
mundane world we cannot perhaps al-
ways realise our ideality, we can idealise
the reality which is the next best thing,
and in this way come nearer to the lofty
conceptions of which we dream.

MY IDEAL WOMAN.

It is not my intention to write of
ideals in the abstract, at least just now.
I am going to deal with something more
tangible and real, and tell you about my
ideal woman, and how she appears to
me. ldeal woman! did I hear somebody

say—does she really exist after all? She
certainly does exist in my imagination,
and I am going to write her down in
all the beautiful adornment I have pre-
pared for her.

We hear quite a iot about Woman
now-a-days, and many are the com-
parisons drawn between ourselves and
our grandmothers: but in spite of the
many unkind things that are often said
about her, I believe the woman of to-
day is just as sweet and womanly at
heart, as was the woman of *‘the good
old days,” who, like Lady Teazle played
Pope Joan with the curate for recrea-
tion, and fainted on the slightest pretext
because she thought it the right thing
to do. The woman of today is made of
sterner stuff, but that need not neces-
sarily detract from her womanliness.

Of course, ideals depend entirely on
the idealist. As there is no perfect uni-
formity between any two things in the
natural world, so there are no two ideals
quite alike—the endless variety of ideals
regarding women conclusively proves
this. Writers, poets and painters have
vied with each other in attempting to
portray her; but no one appears to have
really fived the ideal. “Quot homines,
tot sentiae,” but so far as the outward
aspect is concerned, the ideal woman is
the woman who most nearly realises
that ideal of life which the idealist is
cherishing. No two artists have as yet
agreed on the perfect contour of her
face, or the symmetry of her form; nor
have poets achieved a much greater suc-
cess, although Wordsworth gives us an
ideal woman in the lines:—

“A creature not too bright or good, for
human nature’s daily food:

For transient pleasures, simple wiles,
praise, blame, love, kisses, tears and
smiles.”

x % ok kX
“The reason firm, the temperate will,
endurance, foresight, strength, and
skill,

A perfect woman, nobly planned, to

warn, to comfort, or command.”

In all nations and ages the ideal re-
mains practically the same, although race
or latitude may cause a different stand-
ard to be set up.

We hear much about the social
equality of the sexes, but the true equal-
ity of man and woman will be found
only in their relation to one another.
Each is supplementary to the other, and
has in it the elements of completion to
the other. Each is as excellent as the
other in its own sphere. They meet on
the true equality of worth and not kind,
and when this complementary standard
is best maintained, then does the rela-
tion hetween the sexes approach nearest
the ideal.

“He is the half part of a blessed man
Left to be finished by such as she:
And she a fair divided excellence
Whose fulness of perfection lics in him."”

Together they lost their Eden; surely
it is together they will find it again. I
am convinced of it. It is no use for
Adam and Eve to start off by different
roads to regain their lost Paradise; the
journey must be undertaken together,
and hand in hand. The path is the same
old path trodden in by-gone ages by
millions of pilgrim feet who have passed
that way, and yet it is as fair and fresh
today as when the first lovers followed
its alluring route to the goal of their
desires. '

But these are generalities, I must get
back to my ideal! What is she like?
She is like herself, and therein lies her
chief charm. She is just her own sweet
self and not an imitation of anybody
else. With regard to exteriors, she is
nice to look at, and although she need
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not necessarily be possessed of faultless
features, I say with Max O’Rell, “Good
figure P—Decidedly I’ About her face
lingers an’ indescribabie charm and
witchery; but it lurks more in the gen-
eral expression, that intangible some-
thing that is so elusive, than in the or-
dinarily accepted lines of beauty. It
ripples around the soft, mobile lines of
her mouth, and peeps out roguishly from
the clear depths of her eyes. Sweet eyes
they are—truthful and brave; the very
mirrors of her soul. Now they are danc-
ing with fun—now they are thoughtful
and serene—now they are humid with
sympathy, the limpid homes of tender-
ness and love.

So much for those quaiities which
more directly make their appeal to the
senses, but there are more potent charms

than these. My ideal woman possesses
a beautiful “soul-side,” rich in those
higher attributes which delight the mind,
and wherein lies the intrinsic worth of
true womanhood. But this “soul-side”
is not public property; it is reverently
reserved for the one to whom she gives
her life and love. However, she does
not make marriage the one aim and ob-
ject of her life, although, hidden away
in the secret recesses of her heart there
may linger the sweet hope that some day
perhaps, she may find favor in some-
body’s eyes, and rest secure in some-
body’s love. She remembers that unti
the somebody comes, she has her little
life to live independent of anybody; and
that she has a little barque of her own
to navigate across life’s treacherous sea.
With eyes fixed on the stars, and hands
firmly grasping the helm, she shapes her
course through stress and storm, through
calm and sunshine : and if she never finds
an anchorage in the harbor of an earthly
love, she still smiles and steers straight
on toward the fair haven of her highest
hopes.

My ideal is, above all things, essen-
tially a womanly woman, and she never
attempts to make of herself a feeble
imitation of a man. She realises that
she is portion of a great universal wo-
manhood ; and rising to the true dignity
of her position, she does her best to
uphold in all its grandeur and perfection,

the mighty fabric of which she is a part.
She also goes in largely for ‘“Woman’s
Rights,” exercising to the full the rights
divine that God and Nature have en-
dowed her with. These rights constitute
the strongest plank in her platform—the
most potential power in her possession.
From this platform she issues her mani-
festo—not on Universal Suffrage, or the
Final Extinction of the Masculine Gen-
der—but on the highest and noblest des-
tiny of her sex, that of the Makers of
Home, and the Mothers of Men; the
real power behind the intricate workings
of this often bewildering old world. In
spite of the manifold manoeuvres of the
so-called “militant sisterhood,” she knows
in her own heart that “women will in-
deed find their place, but it will neither
be that in which they have been held,
nor that to which some of them aspire.
Nature’s old Salic law will not be re-
pealed, and no change of dynasty will
be effected.”

Heigho! for my ideal woman with her
cheery greeting and happy smile for
everybody. She realises that the All-
Fatherhood of God means the All-Bro-
therhood of Man; and she possesses in
all its subtle sweetness, the “heart at
leisure from itself to soothe and sym-
pathise.” In times of sorrow, distress
or suffering, she is indeed a ministering
angel. She wins the love of everybody
by that charm of manner which has its
root in unselfishness and a sincere de-
sire to please and make others. happy.

She has plenty of common-sense. She
does not, when a man makes a confi-
dante of her, telling of hopes and fears
that have connection with the practical
side of things, and which are so often
uppermost in his mind—chime in with
irrelevant questions and inconsequent re-
mgrkg.——she listens with interest, and
bringing her commonsense to bear on the

subject, counsels and advises to the best
of her ability.

She does not condemn the weak nor
point scornfully at the fallen—her heart
is full of pity and a divine compassion
for such as they. She remembers the
“veined humanity” running through all,
and in a human world she gives human
sympathy. Her hand is the saving line
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stretched out over the waters of despair,
strong to help weary, despondent souls
to the shore of Hope. '

. Dear me! there seems to be quite a
lot in my ideal woman. Did I hear
somebody say, “Yes, everything but flesh

and blood ?”  You are wrong, Mr. Some-
body; (of course you are a man, because
no woman would make so disparaging a
remark) this ideal woman of mine is not
at all a vague, shadowy unreality, and
I can assure you that if you pinched her
it would hurt! I shouldn’t wonder if
she had the powers of retaiiation and
pinched you back again, or perhaps pull-
ed your hair by way of varying the pro-
gramme! Why, my ideal is real jolly,
and can see a joke before the joke can
see her. She is a veritable gleam of
sunshine, flitting here and there, and
brightening up the dull corners—yes,
even if she has to use a brush and duster
to do it with! She believes in looking
for the beauty and goodness in life, not
in grovelling among dust-heaps to find
the rubbish. She is a philosopher too:
she knows that there is nothing like
a draught .of wholesome philosophy, ju-
diciously administered, with which to
swallow the bitter pills of life.

Although I have said much about my
ideal woman, I feel she must be known
to be really appreciated. Why did I
write of my ideal woman, rather than of
my ideal man? Weil, you see, I know
most about women: I am a woman my-
self, which in itself is an independent
education on the subject!
have an ideal man also, and next month
[ will array him, like Solomon in all his
glory, so that you may see him, and tell
me what you -think of him. When my
ideal man marries my ideal woman, then
indeed will “Love take up the harp of
life,” and as the tremulous chords are
struck, each one grander, sweeter, purer,
and clearer than the last, then two people
at least in this work-a-day world will
catch a strain of the—

Elysian music—that diviner theme
Love wakes within the soul;
Until the Dreamer and the splendid
Dream, |
Blend in one perfect whole.

However, I

WANTED THE OTHER NURSERY.

An anxious mother determines to ring
up the day nursery to ask for some ad-
vice as to her child. Calling for the nur-
sery, she is given Gottfried Gluber, florist
and tree-dealer. The following conver-
sation ensues :—

“I called for the nursery. Is this the
nursery ?”’

“Yes, ma’am.”

“I am so worried about
Rose.”

“Vat seems to be der madder?”

“Oh, not so very much, perhaps, but
just a general listlessness and lack of
life.”

“Ain’d growing righd, eh?”

“No, sir.” .

“Vell, T vill dell you vat to do. You
dake der scissors und cut off abound two
inches from der limbs und ”

“Wha-a-at?”

“I say, dake der scissors und cut off
aboud two inches from der limbs, und
den turn der garten hose on it for aboud
four hours in der morning ?

“Wha-a-at?” And the
brated at her tone.

“Turn der garten hose on for aboud
four hours in der morning, und den pile
a lot of plack dirt all around und sprinkie
mit insegt powter all ofer der top v

“Sir-r-r!” -

“Shprinkle mit insegt powter all ofer
der top. You know it is usually noddings
but pugs dot ”?

“How dare you, sir? What do you
mean by such language to me?”

“Noddings, but pugs usually causes

my little

receiver vi-

. der. troubles, und den you vant to vash

der rose mit a liquid breparations I haf
for sale here ?

“Who in the world are you, any-
way ?”’

“Gottfried Gluber, der florist.”

“0-0-oh!” rather weakly. “Good-bye.”

PRETTY GOOD AT SPELLING.

Mr. Jones was writing a letter. Writ-
ing is not his strong point, neither is
spelling, and he called on Mrs. Jones,
who was sewing in the room.

“Maria,” he said, suspending his pen
in the air and catching a globule of ink
on his nose, “is there any ‘h’ in sofa?”
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“Of course there is!” answered Mrs.
Jones, taking from her mouth a button
that she was going to sew on Willies
best jacket. ‘“S-o-p-h-a, sofa.”

“Thanks! That’s the way I always
spell it, come to think of it,” said Jones,
airily. Then there was a silence. Sud-
denly he asked:—

“Are there two ‘g’s’ in sugar, Maria?”

“Mercy, no!” said Mrs. Jones, sharp-
ly. “I should think you could spell a
little word like that, Jeptha, S-h-u-g-a-r,
sugar.” :

“That’s so,” assented Jones, “but I
forgot the ‘h’; thought the word didn’t
look right,” and he scratched in the mis-
sing aspirate. Then he folded his letter
and set about directing it. ‘

“How many ‘i’s’ in Pimlico?” he asked,
balancing a postage-stamp on his. tongue.

“About a dozen!” snapped Mrs. Jones,
who had just discovered that both heels
of Willie’s stockings needed repairing.
“You ought to keep a dictionary, Jeptha,
and not depend upon me for everything.”

“I don’t need one when you’re around,
dear,” said Jones, with a sly wink at the
ceiling.

“I always was a pretty good speller,”
said Mrs. Jones, complacently. “It
comes natural for some folks to spell,
and I suppose I'm one of them,” and
she proceeded to darn Willie’s heels,

while Jones went out and posted his
letter.”
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HE authorities who have dealt
with the last stage of Simon
Fraser’s journey to the Pacific
Ocean do not all agree as to the

starting point of the expedition, but it is
not necessary here to enter the contro-
versial lists in support or defence of the
arguments set forth by different writers.
For all intents and purposes, Fort
George, at the confluence of the Nechaco
and Fraser Rivers, was the point from
which the fur trader started on his bold
and hazardous undertaking. In passing
we will quote one, and but one, authority
in favour of this contention. John
Stuart, who by the way was Lord Strath-
cona’s maternal uncle, in the “notes”
which were appended to A. C. Ander-
son’s manuscript history of the North-
west Coast remarks that “The establish-
ment on McLeod’s Lake was founded in
1805, those on Stuart’s and Fraser’s
Lakes in 1806; that of Fort George in
1807, and it was from there that, in

1308, the expedition that traced the Jac-
kanet (Fraser) River of Sir Alexander
MacKenzie down to its mouth, in latitude
49 north, took its departure.” As John
Stuart accompanied Fraser, it would cer-
tainly appear that he would be entitled
to speak with authority in the premises.

Moreover, David Thompson, another
pioneer whose achievements have al-
most been forgotten by the present gen-
eration, in his great map entitled “Map

‘of the Northwest Territory of the Pro-

vince of Canada from actual survey dur-
ing the years 1792 to 1812,” embodied
Stuart’s plan or survey of the newly ex-
plored river, upon which .plan or survey
we find, on the line of the g4qth parallel
of latitude, where it intersects the Fra-
ser, the legend—"“The place of Mr. Si-
mon Fraser’s and Party’s departure.”
Peculiarly enough Fort George is not
mentioned on the chart,—although its
position is indicated by the letters “N.
W. Co.”, by which abbreviation we infer
that Thompson denoted the sites of posts
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—and, more strangely still, the Nechaco
does not appear at all.

David Thompson’s map, an invaluable
record, is still preserved in the Parlia-
ment DBuildings at Toronto. Not the
least interesting part of it is the follow-
ing note appended to the title, “This
map made for the North-West Company
in 1813 and 1814 and delivered to the
Honourable Wiliiam McGillivray taen
agent embraces the region lying be-
tween 45 and 60 degrees North Latitude
and 84 and 124 degrees West Longti-
tude comprising the surveys and dis-
coveries of twenty years, namely, the
Discovery and Survey of the Oregon
Territory to the Pacific Ocean, the sur-

~vey of the Athabasca Lake, Slave River

and Lake from which flows MacKenzie’s
River to the Arctic Sea, by Mr. Philip
Turner, the route of Sir Alexander
MacKenzie in 1792 down part of Ira-
ser’s River, together with the survey of
this River to the Pacific Ocean by tae
late John Stuart of the North-West
Company by David Thompson, Astron-
omer and Surveyor.” Here it will be
observed that the cartographer specific-
ally acknowledges his indebtedness to
John Stuart for information respecting
the course of the I'raser River. From
the wording of the note above recited
it would appear that Thompson merely
inserted Stuart’s plan in his own map,
without altering or correcting any part
of it. The knowledge of the official sur-
veyor of the Northwest Company con-
cerning the newly discovered waterway,
from personal experience, could not have
been extensive because the field of his
labours in the West lay south of the
Fraser River, in the Rocky Mountains,
in the Valley of the Columbia, in the
plateau of the Kamioops country. Simon
Fraser’s Journal and notes were appar-
cntly considered of little value from a
cartographical point of view, at least one
would infer as much because David
Thompson, a man of high ability and
reckoned in those days of some worth
in his profession, does not even refer to
the information gathered by the fur-
trader. It is evidently due to the fact
that the first map of the Fraser River
was compiled by John Stuart that in
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some quarters he has been looked upon,
and called, the real leader of the ex-
pedition, leaving to Simon Fraser the
titular honour only. We are inclined to
think that this is a mistaken view. It
is true that Stuart’s training as an en-
gineer enabled him to use the data he
gathered to good advantage, but apart
from this we fail to find any convinc-
ing evidence that I‘raser was not the
actual head and real director of the ex-
pedition. The evidence before us in-
deed is distinctly in favour of the view
that Fraser, and Fraser alone, was re-
sponsible for the conduct of the explor-
ation. Throughout the whole journey
John Stuart rendered his superior the

‘most loyal support and he assisted him

in every possible manner.

Before giving an account of the ex-
pedition we must briefly refer sto the
fact that Fraser’s Journal, as published
by Masson, commences with the date
May 22nd, 1808, but the next entry is
dated Sunday, May 29th. If the first
date is correctly given we are at a loss
to explain the cause of the delay which
consumed the 23rd, 24th, 25th, 26th, and
27th, days of the month. Nor does the
Journal itself enlighten us upon the point.
Certain it is that, between the 22nd and
the 29th, not more than a day’s journey
was accomplished. If the expedition left
Fort George on the 22nd, then a con-
siderabie delay must have occurred 1m-
mediately after the start. DBut it 1s use-
less to conjecture. At the present time
we can only follow the Journal of Simon
Iraser as published by Masson. Until
that document is proved to have been
incorrectly copied, or edited, we must
accept it as authentic.

At the outset it may be well to state
that it is impossible to recognize all the
places referred to by Fraser. When
following him it is often difficult to deter-
mine where the points described may
be. This is especiaily the case when he
referred to the different portages, or
carrying places—he seldom tells us whe-
ther the canoes and supplies were car-
ried on the right or the left bank. Now
and again, however, there is no mis-
taking his description. For instance, we
have no difficulty in recognising “Cam-
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chin” as the present site and Indian
name of Lytton, because he noticed and
so named the Thompson River, which
enters the Fraser just above that little
town. But, as a rule, the country he
passed through was of such a nature as
to render a description of any one spot
applicable to another, not far distant it
may be, yet distant enough to make con-
fusion possible, and frequently probable.
It is true that Stuart’s chart helps us
more or less, but even with the aid of
that sketch the student will often be
confused because names and piaces are
marked thereon which are not mention-
ed by EFraser, and many names bestowed
by the latter are not given at all.

In Masson’s volume the Journal of
Simon Fraser covers sixty-five octavo
pages, and consequently it is not possible
to more than give here the briefest re-
sume of it. The document itself is re-
plete with interest—in it we find a more
or less full description of the latter part
of the third overland journey to the
Pacific. Sir Alexander MacKenzie in
1793, and the expedition under Captain
Lewis and Captain Clark in 1805 and
1806, had reached the ocean, and now,
n 1808, Simon Fraser is to follow a
new route to the sea.

VII.

“Having made every preparation for
a long voyage,” Iraser marshailed at
FFort George his little force of nineteen
voyageurs and two Indians, officered by
himself, as commandant, John Stuart,
second in command, and Jules Maurice
Quesnel. The little party embarked at
five a.m. on the 22nd of May according
to IFraser’s Journal, but, if we follow
[Father Morice, on the 28th day of that
month. With the swift current in their
favour the canoes soon made eighteen
miles, but at this point strong rapids
were encountered, in which one of the
little vessels was nearly wrecked. Be-
low the rapids the river contracted into
a narrow channel not more than seventy
vards wide, between rock-bound banks.
Thus early in the voyage did the men
have a foretaste of the difficulties they
would be called upon to encounter in
the lower reaches of the river.

On the second day the voyageurs
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sailed past beautifully varied scenery.
“This scenery,” Fraser writers in his
diary of May 29th, “has a very fine as-
pect, consisting of extensive plains, :and,
behind these, hills rising over hills.” ‘And
again, ““This country, interspersed with
meadows, hills, dales, and high rocks,
has on the whole a romantic and pleas-
ant appearance.” But these were :only
fleeting glimpses—presently the land-
scape would assume an aspect of :wild
and forbidding grandeur, and the river
would become a foaming torrent.

Apparently the country now being
traversed was populous for many Indian
dwellings and villages are noticed. : On

Monday, May 3oth, Fraser landed at a
large house, probably in the vicinity of
Soda Creek, where he met a few natives,
one of whom told the fur-trader that it
would be dangerous for him to proceed
“before his intentions were publicly
known throughout the country.” There-
upon he decided to remain during the
rest of the day. The Indians possessed
horses, and mounted couriers were de-
spatched to the tribe below with the news
that strangers were about to pass through
their territories. In the course of the
day, “Tahowtins” and “Atnaughs” rode
into the village. “They seemed peace-
ably inclined and happy to see us,” re-
marks Iraser, “and observed that hav-
ing heard by their neighbors that white
people were to visit their country this.
season, they had remained near the route
to receive us.” The natives told the
explorer that the river was but “a suc-
cession of falls and cascades,” and urged
him to discontinue his voyage and to
remain with them. Firearms were un-
known to these people and when the voy-
ageurs discharged their pieces, the re-
ports so astonished them, that, they
“dropped off their legs with fright.”
“Upon recovering from their surprise,”
says Fraser, “we made them examine
their effect. They appeared quite un-
easy on seceing the marks on the trees
and observed that the Indians in that
quarter were good and peaceable, and
would never make use of their arms to
annoy white people; yet they remarked
that we ought to be on our guard, and
proceed with great care when approach-
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Suspension Bridge Near Spuzzum.

ing villages, for, should we surprise the
natives, they might take us as enemies,
and, through fear, attack us with their
arms.”  The advice of the natives was
sedulously  foliowed; Iraser always
thereafter induced men of one tribe
to mtroduce him to the next.

On the 3tst Uraser met a chief, whose
slave roughly sketched on two oilcloths
the course of the river to the sea. But
he was not particularly impressed with
the knowledge or ability of the artist,
although it was not difficult to gather
that the course below would bhe intricate
and dangerous. The chief was friendly
and commended the white men to his
people. Iraser, in return for this cour-
tesy and consideration, hinted that a new
trading post might be established in the
territory in the necar future. This in-
timation so pleased the chief that he im-
mediately volunteered to accompany the
expedition all the way to the coast. Thus,
by a little delicate attention and diplom-
acy, the discoverer secured an invalu-
able ally.  The chief accompanied the

expedition for many days, but eventu-
ally, repenting of his decision, slipped
away one dark night and returned t
his people. '

At different places along the river,
bales of salmon were cached for the re-
turn journey. During the greater part
of the voyage, the men were dependent
for provisions upon the Indian tribes.
Salmon, dried and fresh, berries, nuts,
wild onions, oil, and other delicacies were
as a rule freely bestowed by the natives
—nor must we forget that the voyageurs
were frequently feasted with dog’s flesh,
looked upon by them as a rare tit-bit.

Now proceeding calmly upon the
breast of the flooding tide, now dashing
wildly  down tremendous rapids, the
canoes proceeded swiftly forward. Not
infrequently, however, everything, can-
oes and all, had to be carried over long
and difficult portages, where deep ra-
vines, steep hills and yawning precipices
almost completely barred the way. It is
impossible to form an adequate idea of
the sufferings of these men. Sometimes,
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their path would be so rough with jagged
stones that their moccasins would be
completely worn out, and then, footsore
and weary, they would carry their heavy
packs from the head of a*canyon to a
safe point below it. Day by day, by
waler or by land, the expedition worked
its way towards its goal, until at last
valour and determination were rewarded
and the blue waters of the Gulf of
Georgia were reached.

The expedition encountered its first
serious difficulty on Wednesday, June
1st. At this point commenced that se-
ries of canyons and rapids of which the
Indians had so often warned them in
the last two or three days. For two
miies the river foamed and Dboiled be-
tween “high banks which contracted the
channel in many places to forty or fifty
yards.” The Journal continues—"This
immense body of water passing through
this narrow space in a turbulent manner,
forming numerous gulfs and cascades
and making a tremendous noise, had an
awful and forbidding appearance. Nev-
ertheless, since it was considered as next
to impossible to carry the canoes across
the land on account of the height and
steepness of the hills, it was resolved to
venture them down this dangerous pass.

“Leaving Mr. Stuart and two men at
the lower end of the rapid in order to
watch the motions of the Natives, I re-
turned with the other four men to the
camp. Immediatzly on my arrival, I or-
dered the five best men out of the crews
into a canoe lightly loaded, and the canoe
was in a moment under way. After
passing the first cascade, she lost her
course and was drawn into the eddy
where she was swirled about for a con-
siderable time, seemingly in suspense
whether to sink or swim, the men hav-
ing no power over her. However, she
took a favourable turn and by degrees
was led from this dangerous vortex again
into the stream. In this manner she
continued flying from one danger to an-
other until the last cascade but one,
where, in spite of every effort, the whirl-
pools forced her against a low project-
ing rock. Upon this, the men debarked,
saved their own lives and contrived to
save the property, but the greatest diffi-

»
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culty was still ahead, and to continue
by water would be the way to certain
destruction.

“During this distressing scene, we were
on shore looking on and anxiously con-
cerned; seeing our poor fellows once
more safe afforded us as much satisfac-
tion as to themselves, and we hastened to
their assistance, but their situation ren-
dered our approach perilous and diffi-
cult. The bank was extremely high and
steep, and we had to plunge our daggers
at intervals into the ground to check
our speed, as otherwise we were exposed
to slide into the river. We cut steps
into the declivity, fastened a line to the
front of the canoe, with which some of
the men ascended in order to haul it
up, while the others supported it upon
their arms. In this manner our situa-
tion was most precarious; our lives
hung, as it were upon a thread, as the
failure of the line or a false step of one
of the men might have hurled the whole
of us into Eternity. However, we for-
tunately cleared the bank before dark.”

In such a manner was the journey con-
ducted.

So far the Indians had behaved re-
markably well. The nation which IFraser
mistakenly called “Atnah” (this word,
merely  meaning  “ foreigner”  or
“stranger,” has no ethnological signi-
ficance), particularly impressed him.
From an entry in his Journal (June 3rd)
we learn that the men were “tall and
slender, of a serious disposition and in-
clined to industry; they say they never
sing or dance, but we observed them
playing at hazard, a game well known
among the Indians of Athabasca. They
besmear their bodies with oil and red
earth and paint their faces in different
colours; their dress is leather. They
are great travellers and have been at
war beyond the Rocky Mountains, where
they saw buffaloes, seeing our powder
horns they knew them to be of that ani-
mal. They informed us that white peo-
ple had lately passed down the first large
river (the Thompson) to the left; these
were supposed to be some of our friends
from the department of Fort des Ifrair-
ies.”” On the day following one of the
Atnah people returned to Mr. Quesnel a
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pistol he had lost, so Fraser concludes
that the Atnahs are “more honest than
any other tribe on this side of the Rocky
Mountains.”

Continuing the voyage, the party pass-
ed down many dangerous rapids, until
they arrived at a great canyon, identified
by Judge Howay, of New Westminster,
as the one near IKelly Creek, for
a description of which we will turn once
again to the Journal. Under the date of
Friday, June oth, the following entry
appears: ‘“This morning, our men put
on their best clothes; our two Indians
having only a beaver robe and an ori-
ginal skin, I gave each a blanket and a
braillet, so that we might appear to more
advantage to the eyes of the new Indians
we were to meet at the rapids couvert.
At 7 a.m. our arms and everything be-
ing in due order, we embarked, and in
a few hours after we were at our des-
tination,

“Here the channel contracts to about
forty yards, and is enclosed by two pre-
cipices of imimense height which, bend-
ing towards each other, make it narrower
above than below. The water which
rolls down this extraordinary passage
in tumultous waves and with great velo-
city had a frightful appearance. How-
ever, it being absolutely impossible to
carry the canoes by land, all hands with-
out hesitation embarked as it were a
corps perdi upon the mercy of this aw-
ful tide. Once engaged, the die was
cast, our great difficulty consisted in
keeping the canoes within the medium
or fil d’eau, that is, clear of the preci-
pice on the one side and from the gulfs
formed by the waves on the other. Thus
skimming along as fast as lightening, the
crews, cool and determined, followed
cach other in awful silence, and when we
arrived at the end, we stood gazing at
cach other in silent congratulation at our
narrow escape from total destruction.
After breathing a little we continued
our course to the point where the In-
dians were encamped. Here we were
happy to find our old friend the Chief
and the interpreter who immediately
jomed our party.”

The Indians here made a rough chart
of the river below, “which represented
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it to us as a dreadful chain of apparently
insurmountable difficulties,” and they as-
serted that it would be impossible to
navigate the turbulent waters of the
stream and again urged the explorer to
proceed by land, as advised on a former
occasion. They explained that in many
places it would not be possible for strang-
ers to proceed either by land or water,
owing to the rapids of the river and the
mountainous nature of the country
through which it passed. The explorer:
were also told that certain precipitous
places could only be passed by means of
rope ladders. DBut the undaunted leader
of the expedition, having prevailed upon
an Indian to accompany him .as pilot,
proceeded on his way. Writing of the
country through which he passed on the
afternoon of this eventful day, Fraser re-
marks: “l scarcely saw anything so
dreary and dangerous in any country,
and at present, while writing this, what-
ever way [ turn my eyes, mountains up-
on mountain whose summits are covered
with eternal snows close the gloomy
scene.”

At last (Saturday, June 10th) it was
forced upon Simon Fraser that it would
be absolutely impossible to proceed by
water and accordingly it was decided to
continue the journey by land. In the
neighbourhood of Pavilion Creek, if we
judge aright, a scaffold was erect-
ed and upon it the canoes were
was erected and upon it the canoes were
placed, covered by branches of trees to
shade the gum-sealed seams from the
sun.  Such articles as could not be car-
ried were buried in the ground. All
this openly, before the Indians. But on
the following day another and a secret
cache was made unknown to the natives,
as it was not deemed advisable to place

implicit trust in their expressions of good
will,

The canoes used up to this point, it
should be remembered, were the ordin-
ary birch-bark ones of the voyageurs.
These little vessels, which so often figure
in Canadian literature, were admirably
adapted to the exigencies of the fur-
trade. They were light, strong, and well-
made by the expert Canadian boatman
who was an adept at the art. A light



SIMON FRASER 67

Hell’s Gate Canyon.

framework held the bark in position;
the seams were sewn and then well
“gummed” to render them watertight.
In spite of their fragile appearance, the
canoes so made were wonderfully dur-
able and very seaworthy when properly
handled. In the fur-trading days this
style of craft was in general use from
end of what is now Canada to the other.
There was no stream, or lake, of im-
portance in the whole of the vast North-
west Territories that had not carried on
its bosom the graceful craft of the voy-
ageurs. What the camel was to the
Arab and the desert tribes of Asia and
Africa, the birch-bark canoe was to the
Canadian fur-trader and early explorers
—practically their sole means of trans-
portation. The canoes being so lightiy
constructed could be easily carried when
a “portage” was necessary to avoid
rapids or dangerous places in the rivers
so frequently traversed by the brigades
with their precious cargoes of supplies
or peltries. Malcolm McLeod, in his
notes on Archibald MacDonald’s account
of Sir George Simpson’s canoe voyage

from Hudson's Bay to the Pacific, gives
some interesting particulars concerning
the canoes of the fur-traders.

The canoes of the Indians of the I'ra-
ser River were of a totally different type
from those which the fur-traders brought
with them. But it is not necessary to
describe them here as the reader will be
familiar with the beautifully formed ves-
sels of the Coast Indians, which, in de-
sign and workmanship, resemble those
used on the Lower IFraser a hundred
years ago.

At 5 a.m. on the morning of Sunday,
June 11th, each man shouldered his pack
of eighty pounds of “indispensible ne-
cessaries” and once more the expedition
moved forward over the rough pathway
which irregularly followed the course of
the river. Now and then Fraser or Stu-
art would anxiously scan the stream in
the hope that it might be possible to
launch their frail craft on the troubled
waters. But “the channel was deep, cut
through rocks of immense height and
forming eddies and gulfs which canoes
could not even approach with safety.”
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Once the party was surprised by seven
Askettihs (Lillooets) who prepared to
attack the strangers with bows and ar-
rows, believing them to be enemies, but,
fortunately, the new arrivals discerned
their mistake in time and, laying aside
their weapons, joined the adventurers,
and, to show their friendliness, shook
hands with them. In the evening the
Indians re-visited Fraser and his men
and regaled them with native delicacies
—roots, wild onion, syrup, dried salmon
of an excellent quality, and berries. Fra-
ser's new friends -informed him that the
sea was distant “about ten nights from
their village.” A garrulous old man of
the tribe claimed that he had been to
the sea where he had seen “great can-
oes.” He then gav a pantomimic exhi-
bition of the behaviour of the white men,
who, he said, were well-dressed and
haughty. Clapping his two hands upon
his lips he strode about the place with
an air of importance, saying: “This is
the way they go.”

The territory now being traversed be-
longed to the “Askettih nation” (Lilloo-
ets), and Fraser describes it as ‘‘the
most savage one can imagine, yet we
were in a beaten path and always in sight
of the river, which we could not, how-
ever, approach, as its iron-bound banks
had a very forbidding appearance.”

On the 14th of June Fraser reached
a place which he called “the Forks,” in
all probability the junction of the Bridge
River with the Fraser. Here Indians
“dressed in their coats of mail,” advanced
to meet him as ambassadors of the “As-
kettih” tribe. A palaver is held and the
ambassadors, who “looked manly and had
really the appearance of warriors,” spoke
with a certain rude grace and fluency
which apparently had a great effect on
the natives present. The old chief of
the “Atnahs,” who had so far accom-
panied the expedition, replied to the ad-
dresses of the new arrivals, referring in
high terms to the good qualities of the
white strangers. Iraser shook hands
with many natives and endeavoured to
impress upon them the great advantages
that would accrue to the neighborﬁw
tribes if friendly relations should be es:2
tablished betiveen them and the white
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men. At this place it was learned that
the river below was navigable—a piece
of information which was welcome in-
deed.

The fifteenth of the month dawned
cloudy and rainy and in consequence of
the change in the weather, which here-
tofore had been uncomfortably hot, the
men indulged themselves with a longer
rest than usual. On rising, Iraser, to
his mortification, found that the old
chief, the pilot, and the interpreter, had
stolen a march upon him and disappeared
in the night. The abrupt departure of his
allies was doubly a matter of regret to
him; they had behaved uncommonly
well since they joined the expedition on
May 31st, and Fraser had wished to suit-
ably acknowledge their services.

This untoward incident caused the ex-
plorer anxious thought as we may well
infer from an entry in his journal : “Here
we are,” he states just after recording
the disappearance of his native iriends,
“in a strange country, surrounded with
dangers, and difficulties, among number-
less tribes of savages who never saw
the face of a white man; however, we
shall endeavour to make the best of it.”

Before leaving his encampment, Fra-
ser once again tested the chart making
abilities of his friends in need, the In-
dians. From the information afforded
by the map so hastily and roughly com-
piled, he came to the conclusion that
navigation would still be a difficult mat-
ter; he also learned that to the east-
ward there was another large river, run-
ning parallel to the stream he was then
exploring.

Having obtained this information, Fra-
ser crossed the river and visited a small
fort one hundred feet by twenty-four feet,
which was “surrounded by pallisades
cighteen feet high, slanting inward and
lined with a shorter row which supports
a shade, covered with bark, constituting
the dwellings.” This, we are informed,
is “the Metropolis” of the *“Askettih”
nation. It is altogether likely that the
fort was situated near the Lillooet of the
present day. :

After much difficulty a canoe was ob-
tamned at the village, for which, after
much haggling and bargaining, the In-
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dians agreed to accept a fyle and a ket-
tle; as for provisions, only thirty dried
salmon could be obtained. The canoe
was soon laden with the supplies and
John Stuart, with a crew of Indians pro-
ceeded down the river, while the rest of
the party followed by trail. Fraser did
not relish the idea of his friend being
left to the tender mercies of the natives
and hastened after the canoe. Nor were
his fears diminished when, on reaching
the appointed meeting-place, he found
neither the Indians nor his lieutenant
there. Continuing in haste for ten miles,
he at last found the canoe and all well.
It transpired that as Stuart could not
make himself understood, he was forced
to proceed at the pleasure of his crew.

In speaking of the Lillooets, Fraser ob-
served that they dressed the same as the
Atnahs, or, as they are now called, the
Shuswaps. They were civil enough but
would not readily part with their pro-
visions. IHe noticed that they used a
variety of roots, some of which tasted
like potatoes. The bows and arrows of
the Atnahs were neatly made, and the
mats with which they covered their tem
porary dwellings were made of grass and
“watap or pine roots.” Here were ob-
served several articles of European man-
ufacture, including a new copper tes
kettle and a large gun, which the ex-
plorer deemed of Russian make.

The day following his departure from
Lillooet, Fraser met men of the tribe he
called “HaKamaugh,” and also two of
the *‘Suihonie” clan; the former were
undoubtedly the Thompson River In-
dians, but the latter are not so easily
identified. It is very unlikely, thinks
Mr. James Teit, of Spence’s Bridge, an
authority on the Thompson Indians, that
the men Fraser called ‘“‘Suihonie” were
of the tribe now known as the “Sho-
shone.” The HaKamaugh were exceed-
ingly well dressed in leather, and pos-
sessed horses, with which they very
obligingly assisted Fraser at a carrying
place nearby.

The next few days were spent by the
travellers much as the days before had
been spent. Sometimes the canoes car-
ried the men, and sometimes the men
carried the canoes, for the navigation
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did not improve as the expedition worked
tts way southward. The news of the
coming of the white men had spread
from man to man, from tribe to tribe,
and curious crowds of savages gathered
at various points to gaze in wonder at
the pale faces as they passed down
the river. Here they were regaled
with salmon and dogs and roots and
baked moss cakes; there they had diffi-
culty in obtaining any provision at all;
yesterday they lived on the fat of that
poor land; on the morrow they lacked
even dried salmon.
Now and again
were noticed in

European articles
the possession of
the natives—a tea kettle, a camp
kettie, and “a sword of tremend-
ous size made of sheet iron,” especially
attracted Iraser’s attention. Birthplaces
and tombs, peaceful Indian villages, wild
gorges, tremendous mountains, foaming
torrents, all pass before us in quick pan-
oramic succession.  But the glimpses
vouchsafed us are all too fleeting. Our
interest is aroused and then—we are
hurried on to behold new scenes, to wit-
ness new acts in that strange drama play-
ed in the valley of the I'raser a hun-
dred years ago. Yes, it is a thousand
pities that honest Simon Iraser did not
give us a book, instead of a few humble
pages. But we may well be thankful
that we have a record at all. We have
done our best to lose the little we have,
and now, all these years after the death
of the chief actor in the scene, we grum-
ble because we have not a longer and a
better account of that wonderful third
overland expedition to the Pacific ocean.
Dut we must proceed with our story.

A village of four hundred souls was

reached on the 19th of this same month
of June, 1808. This place may have been
the old village near Stryne Creek, some
little distance above Lytton, but the re-
marks of the explorer might lead one to
conclude that the site of the hamlet may
have been nearer the village he called
“Camchin,” now the Lytton aforemen-
tioned. Some of the people are old,
very old, for they have spent their
days among the mountains, in pure air,
living on wholesome food, not forget-
ting to observe primitive sanitary rules.
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We are told that they were clean and
healthy.. The principal Chief of this
wholesome clan, welcomed the strangers,
invited them to cross the river, received
them there at the water side. Simon
Fraser was treated with quiet dig-
nity; he was led Dby the arm up
a hill to the camp there situated.
Here were seated twelve hundred
savages, all in rows, a fine sight,
an impressive sight, surely—twelve hun-
dred red men clad in their native dress
all marshalled there, row upon row, line
upon line, to welcome the passing strang-
ers. Simon Fraser was gracious; he
shook hands with each man there. In
such a manner and with such simple
dignity these primitive folk of Cam-
chin, met for the first time the
fur-trader.  Then the Great Chief
of the tribe spoke to his warriors,
waxing eloquent as he proceeded; he
pointed significantly to the sun, to the
four quarters of the earth, and then to
the strangers within their gates. The
very old father of the Great Chief was
carried to the guests of honour—he
stretched forth his hands tremulously,
nervously to feel those of the strangers,

for the light had forever departed
from his eyes and he could not
see them, but with that wonder-

fully sensitive, pathetic touch of the blind
he learns all that he can ever know of

the pale-faced men who came too late
to be beheld by him.

The Hakamaugh, or Hacamaugh
(Fraser takes advantage of poetic license

and speils it both ways) differ much
from their neighbors the Askettihs, They
have many chiefs and great men, health
and wealth they have also. Oratory is
not unknown amongst them, indeed is
practised by them—"their manner of de-
livery is exceedingly handsome.” In
the evening there is much feasting—
more salmon, berries, oil and roots, and,
for the voyageurs, six of those little fat
dogs so beloved by them. All night
high revelry and singing and dancing,
whereat the men are mightily amused
and well entertained.

Th}e village of “about four hundred
souls’. may, or may not, have been the
old village near Stryne Creek, but we
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have no difficulty in recognising the
large village near the confluence of the
Fraser and Thompson Rivers as the
predecessor of the town of Lytton.

Before leaving the locality, Fraser
named the Thompson River in honour
of the great David Thompson, astron-
omer, surveyor, explorer, fort-builder,
and fur-trader, also of the Northwest
Company.

VIIL

On the morning following the memor-
able reception at Camchin, two wooden
canoes were obtained, not without difh-
culty; the Indians did not haggle over
prices, however, but merely accepted
what was offered, from which we gather
that they were a proud race.

At 10 a.m. the expedition once more
embarked, accompanied by the Great
Chief of the Hacamaughs, and a little
fellow, of whom we shall hear much
hereafter. Aided by the current, the
canoes swept forward, until rough water
and rapids again intervened and a
halt was called. “Here,” reads the
Journal, “the canoes and baggage
were carried up a very steep hill; the
ascent was dangerous, stones and frag-
ments of rocks were continually giving
away from our feet and rolling off in
succession. One of the men was hurt
by stumbling on one of these stones, and
the kettle he carried bounced into the
river and was lost.” The Indians tell
the explorers, that, several years before,
at this very spot, several men of their
tribe lost their balance, fell headlong in-
to the river and perished. The steep
hillsides was strewn with graves, heaped
over with small stones. In this descrip-
tion we may recognise Jackass Moun-
tain, where, fifty years later, gold seekers

also encountered difficulties of a similar
nature.

In the rapids at this point a serious dis-
aster was narrowly averted. It seems that
the men, growing tired of carrying their
heavy burdens over a road well-nigh im-
passible, on their own authority launch-
ed the canoes, and attempted to proceed
by water. Their disobedience and temer-
ity were wrought with direful conse-
quences. One of the canoes was swamp-
ed and upset. All but one of the crew
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managed to make the bank. The unfor-
tunate voyageur, who had been unable
to extricate himself, was carried three
miles down the turbulent stream in a
semi-conscious condition. At last, more
dead than alive, he was washed ashore
at the foot of a precipice, which, after
wmore or less recovering from the effects
of his long immersion, he managed to
scale. It is difficult to conceive how he
escaped from such an awful predicament.
He was discovered by Simon Iraser in
an exhausted condition. Later in the
day the rest of the men were found and
the baggage recovered. The Indians on
this trying occasion rendered every as-
sistance, which Iraser gratefully ac-
knowledges.  After this mishap, the
party encamped, happy at being safely
together again with all their supplies.
The most serious result of the day’'s pro-
ceedings was the loss of a canoe which
could ill be spared.

In a journey which was nothing less
than a series of remarkabie and strange

happenings, it is umpossible to say that
any day of it was mnot an eventful
one, but we have by this time hecome
so accustomed to the recital of adven-
tures of an appalling nature that we may
be excused if now and again we slip
hurriedly by whole days and nights.
The 22nd, 23rd, 24th, and 25th days of
June were remarkable indeed, but not
more so than many which had preceded
them. New tribes were met; dogs, sal-
mon, berries, nuts, and oil were obtained
from friendly natives; the severe hard-
ships and privations of the march began
to tell upon the men; Mr. Stuart’s canoe
filled in a rapid and narrowly escaped
destruction; the men were entertained
by the natives. singing and dancing be-
ing always the most popular numbers on
thg programme of these impromptu
soirees; curious Indian graves are no-
ticed; two canoes are traded for two
calico nightgowns (exhibiting a hecom-
mg modesty on the part of the native
men and matrons) ; more rapids are en-
countered and two of the canoes collide,
one of them losing its stern piece and
the steersman his paddle; natives flock
from all quarters to see the strangers;
an Indian encampment of five hundred
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souls is visited; . some of the natives
“drop down” at the report of the guns;
and so the days depart.

The Chief of the “Camchin” bade fare-
well to Fraser on the 25th and returned
to his home, much to the explorer’s re-
gret. “This man,” we read in the
diary, “'is the greatest chief we have seen,
he behaved uncommonly well towards us,
and in return I made him a present of
a large silver brooch which he imme-
diately fixed on his head, and seemed
exceedingly well pleased with our atten-
tion,” ‘I'he Little Fellow, who had
proved himself so useful and assiduous,
promised to stay with the expedition un-
til the end.

On this Sunday morning the men were
up betimes and the little brigade started
at the early hour of g5 o'clock. After
making a considerable distance the ine-
vitable rapids proved a bar to further
progress and a long and difficult por-
tage had to be made. For an account of
the perils experienced at this time we
may turn once more to the Journal so
frequently quoted: “Here,” it reads, “we
were obliged to carry among loose stones
in the face of a steep hill between two
precipices. Near the top, where the as-
cent was perfectly perpendicular, one of
the Indians climbed to the summit and
by means of a long pole drew us up
one after the other. This work took
three hours and then we continued our
course up and down hills and along the
steep declivities of mountains .Whel‘e
hanging rocks and projecting cliffs, at
the edge of the bank of the river, made
the passage so small as to render it, at
times, difficult even for one person to
pass sideways. Many of the natives who
accompanied us were of the greatest ser-
vice on this intricate occasion. They
went boldly on with loads in places
where we were obliged to hand our guns
from one to another, and \vllgre the
greatest precaution was required in order
to pass even singly and free from en-
cumbrance.”

We can scarcely be wrong in assum-
ing that the expedition had now 1‘eac]1ed
that grandly beautiful stretch of the river
long since named the Big or Great Can-
yon, which culminates in, or commences

with, Heil's Gate, some little distance
above Yale. Anyone familiar with the
country in that neighbourhood will mar-
vel at the temerity of the white men who
first passed through it.

‘After a labourious and exciting day,
the party encamped at 6 o'clock in the
evening. John Stuart, ever ready to as-
sist his Chief, and in whom the latter
placed implicit confidence, was at once
despatched to examine the river. He
did not return, but remained all night on
the top of a neighbouring hill. On the
shore opposite the camp a native was
fishing with the dip net of the neigh-
bourhood; one of the friendly Indians
who had followed Fraser, borrowed one
of these implements and succeeded in
taking five fish, which, “divided among
forty persons, was little indeed, but bet-
ter than nothing.”

Monday, the 26th, dawned, and the
laborious task was continued. Shortly

after the start, John Stuart appeared and
reported that “navigation was absolutely
impracticable,” and, therefore, the ex-
pedition had to follow Indian guides
along the treacherous pathway om
the bank. The stupendous nature of
the country is well portrayed by Fraser..
“As for the road by land,” he writes,,
“we could scarcely m.!e our way with
even only our guns. I have been a long:
period in the Rocky Mountains, but ¥
have never seen anything like this coun-
try. It i1s so wild that I cannot find
words to describe our situation at times.
We had to pass where no human being
should venture; yet in those places there
is a regular footpath impressed, or rather
indented, upon the very rocks by fre-
quent travelling. DBesides this, steps
which are formed like a ladder or the
shrouds of a ship, by poles hanging one
to another and crossed at certain dis-
tances with twigs, the whole suspended
from the top to the foot of immense
precipices and fastened at both extremi-
ties to stones and trees, furnish a safe
and convenient passage to the native, but
we, who had not had the advantage of
their education and experience, were of-
ten in imminent danger when obliged to
follow their example.”

The country here described we judge



74 WESTWARD HO!
o e

HOME-MADE SYRUP

A New Way to Make Your Own Syrup is Dissolve
Granulated Sugar in Water and
Add a Rew Drops of

«MAPLEINE’’==(The Maple Flavor.)

This makes a delicious syrup with the genuine nutty maple
flavor, neither sticky nor sickly like so many of the syrups.

IT IS CGHEAPER TOO.

A 2 oz. bottle of Mapleine costs 35 cents at your grocer’s (if not send
to us direct). It will make 2 gallons of syrup at a cost less than 6o cts.
a gallon, and a better syrup, too, than the old-fashioned maple.

A COOK BOOK RREE.

Let us send you our recipe book “Mapleine Dainties,”’ full of good
and new things, including ices, sauces, fudges and candies.
and a two-cent stamp will bring you a sample bottle of the Mapleine.
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It is free

CRESCENT MANUFACTURING COMPANY
SEATTLE, WASH.

EWMWWM

to be that which borders the rugged
banks of the Fraser between a point near
Boston Bar and Alexandra Bar. The
ladders of which such an interesting de-
scription is given were in use long
after the explorer’s day and generation.
Indeed some of them still existed
in a state of good repair at the
time of the construction of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway, although the Cari-
boo Wagon Road, it is likely enough,
had by that time practically superceded
them. An engineer, for many years em-
ployed on the railway, informed the
writer recently that he well remembers
seeing a camp outfit, consisting of a
cooking stove and other heavy material,
carried by an agile Indian up a ladder
of native make to a place of safety above
it. The ingenuity of the natives is well
exemplified not only in the construction
of these ladders but also in the construc-
tion of bridges over small streams. One
of these bridges at or near Spuzzum
was built upon the cantilever principle,
exhibiting a quite remarkable intelli-
gence on the part of the native engineer
responsible for it. Peculiarily enough

Fraser refers to a bridge which he no-
ticed in this neighbourhood.

Towards the end of the day’s journey,
an Indian encampment was noticed on
the opposite side of the river. The na-
tives ferried the strangers over the
water and kindly entertained them. Here
Fraser obtained canoes, but as the little
vessels were above the canyon they were
cut loose and allowed to run with the
stream-through the rapids, for they
could not possibly be carried over the
trail which in the last two days had
caused such infinite anxiety and distress.
The canoes were found the following
morning far down the river, both of them
so badly damaged in their wild career
that much time was lost making the
necessary repairs.

It has been intimated before how dif-
ficult it is to mark with precision the
various places referred to by Fraser.
Only here and there can we say with
certainty that on such a day the explorer
was at that or the other spot. And there-
fore it is always interesting when we can
put our finger on the map and assert with
authority that the man reached this
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point on a certain day. The story of
the stirring adventures of the brave fur-
trader loses much through the fact that
it is so hard to follow him step by step,
from place to place. How interesting
and instructive it would be if we could
now recognise the various points men-
tioned by him. Then indeed would that
splendid achievement assume for us, even
at this late day, a more definite form and
shape. But this is a digression. We were
about to remark that on the 27th day
of June, the expedition reached a point
which may more or less easily be identi-
fied as the place where now stands the
little hamlet of Spuzzum, Fraser called
it Spazum. Here more hospitality, in-
cluding fresh salmon, boiled, green and
dried berries and the inevitable oil and
wild onions. Fraser visited the village
burying ground and he was impress-
ed with the monuments to the departed
worthies there erected. “These tombs,”
we are informed, “are superior to any-
thing of the kind I saw among the sav-
ages; they are almost fifteen feet long
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and of the form of a chest of drawers.
Upon the boards and posts, are beasts
and birds carved in a curious but rude
manner, yet pretty well proportioned.
These monuments must have caused the
workmen much time and labour, as they
must have been destitute of proper tools
for their execution; around the tombs
was deposited all the property of the
deceased.” From this and from many
other remarks touching Indian customs
and articles of manufacture by the na-
tives, we may conclude that the discov-
erer was a close observer. On these
grounds, the Journal, brief a it is, is of
value to ethnologists.

Again we must hurry on or we shall
never get to the end of our narrative.
The 28th and 29th days of the month,
we may infer, were consumed in travers-
ing, that stretch of the river lying be-
tween Spuzzum and Yale. The country
was evidently populous, for many Indian
villages and encampments were passed.
At that season of the year the natives
would all be near the river from which
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they obtained their winter supply of sal-
mon. Fraser mentions that at intervals
rude stages had been built from which
the native fishermen wielded their hand
nets with much dexterity and success.
He also noticed a net of large size by
means of which deer and larger animals
were captured. A little later he refers
to “rugs made from the wool of Aspai
or wild goat and from dog’s hair, which
are as good as the wool rugs found in
Canada.” The dogs of the village, it
was observed, had been lately shorn.
Then at another place, we catch a
glimpse of “an excellent house, 46x32,
and constructed like American frame
heuses; the planks are three or
four inches thick, each plank over-
lapping the adjoining one o couple
of feet; the posts which are very
strong and rudely carved, receive
the cross beams. The walls are eleven
feet high and covered with a slanting
rool.” We may marvel that in the midst
of difficulties and dangers Fraser found
time to note such things. As to the na-
tives themselves they were “stoutly
built and some of the men handsome,”
but the women outwardly were not
attractive. The Indians volunteered

(To be

MAGAZIXNE

the information that white men had as-
cended the river as far as the Bad Rock.
On John Stuart’s map, previously re-
ferred to, at a point which we should
judge to be a little above Yale, we read
the following legend: “To this place
the white men have come from the sea.”
Who these adventurers were, we cannot
say, nor shall we ever know now. It is
scarcely likely, however, that white men
had previously visited this region.
Proceeding, Fraser met Indians who
were extremely civil and obliging, so
much so in fact that their sincerity
was doubted. FHere again were ob-
served some of those dog hair
blankets, which are today so rare.
The art of making them has been
lost and even the peculiar dogs, whose
hair was used in their manufacture, have
apparently disappeared from off the face
of the earth. Perhaps the disappearance
of the dogs may be accounted for by the
fact that their hair lost its value as soon
as the blankets of the fur-traders made
their appearance in the country. The
breed, no longer maintained in its pur-
ity, no doubt lost its identity amongst

the hosts of curs that abounded in every
village.
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Improved Method of Gas Production.
W. Thomas

P to a comparatively recent date

all coal gas was made in horiz-

ontal retorts, involving an im-

mense amount of strenuous la-

bour in charging the retorts with coal,

raking out the coke and hosing, shovel-

ling and carting same. Then came the

system of inclined retorts, which rapidly

grew in favour in Europe, owing to the

enormous saving in labour and operating

expenses. This spurred on invention, and

machine stoked retorts became the suc-
cessful rivals of the inclined system.

Last of ail was discovered the fact
that all former ideas as to what goes on
inside of a gas retort were wrong to an
unthought of degree, and it has been
fully tued out and proven that the gasi-
fymo of coal in vertical retorts results
in more gas (from the same coal) and
of Dbetter quaht), and also the produc-
tion of better coke, better tar, twenty-five
per cent. more anumonia (the most val-
uable of by-products) and the utter elim-
ination of napthalene (the bane of all
gas companies), besides effecting such
economy that even water gas now takes
second place.

The reason why the vertical retort is
such a step In advance of the horizontal
and inclined retorts is that in the latter
all the gas generated, and also all the

condensable tar and other vapours must’

travel a considerable distance in contact
with the highly super-heated roof of the

retort, thus decomposing the vapours and_

forming chemical ‘compounds, which is

not the case when these gasses and va-
pours find their outlet thlough and up
the center of the coke column in a ver-
tical retort.

For the same reason the sulphur in the
gas 1s reduced to a very small percent-
age, thereby greatly lowering the cost of
purification.

The Inclined Vertical Retort has all
the advantages of the straight vertical re-
tort, and m addition makes it possible
to not only to use low grade coal but also
reduces the time required for distilla-
tion, owing to its primary and second-
ary action, whereby the coal is first treat-
ed in the inclined portion of the retort
and is then, by automatic process, push-
ed into the vertical portion, taking up
an cntireiy different position, and giving
off its gasses freely and quickly.

The retorts are also automatically
charged and dischargd without opening
the (loors thus saving all gas produced,
and by reason of the means provided for
the heating of the rctorts it is possible
to manufacture good marketable coal gas
from mine refuse.

The compound producer is particular-
ly designed for the generation of illum-
inating and power gas from waste pro-
ducts such as low grade coal, mill refuse,
lignite, peat, etc.

The producer comprises ~an enclosed
chamber having a feed hopper through
which the fuel or refuse is automatically
delivered. This chamber is sub-divided,
preferably into three relatively deep fur-
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nace chambers, each of which is provided
with an independent grate beneath which
air and steam are delivered at will.

The material from which it is proposed
to make gas is subjected to what may
be termed a primary and secondary ac-
~tion.  First, the fuel is giving up its
gas in one chamber, and secondly this
gas by passing through the second cham-
ber is fixed by combination with the vo-
latile tar produced from the green fuel
therein. This gas may be further en-
riched, for illuminating purposes, by
passing a spray of oil through the in-
candescent fuel in the second chamber.

The producers are provided with two
gas outlets, one adjacent to the grate
and one on top, both provided with ex-
hausters regulated so that straight pro-
ducer gas is drawn off below and the
volatile vapours above. By this means
the vapours are condensed and redistilled,
making an illuminating gas equal in heat
units to coal gas and suitable for all
purposes for which coal gas can be used,
and any surplus can be utilised by ex-
tracting resin, tar, etc., therefrom.

MAGAZINE

This process is a distinct advance on
anything hitherto employed in this coun-
try. The Royal City Gas Improvement
Company, Limited, of New Westmin-
ster, is to be congratulated on its enter-
prise which will undoubtedly result .in
large dividends to its shareholders and
cheap gas to the community, besides he-
ing a great additional inducement for
manufacturing concerns to locate on this
favoured spot on the Fraser River.

A STRONG COMBINATION.

Possibly one of the largest financial
transactions that has taken place in
Western Canada during the past year
was that of the uniting of the Imperial
Trust Company with the Dominion Trust
Company, Limited, both with headquar-
ters in Vancouver, B.C. The combina-
tion of these two financial interests will
be continued under the name of the Dom-
inion Trust Company with a capital stock
of $2,000,000, of which over $700,000
has been subscribed, and almost $600,000
paid up, and a reserve of $75,000, with-

ROYAL CROWN WITCH HAZEL TOILET SoAP |

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

€~ A GOMPLEXION BEAUTIFIER =G

and yet sold at the price of ordinary s0ap;

DELICATELY AND EXQUISITELY PERFUMED

Wwith pure odor of flowers.

MANUFACTURED BY

The Royal Soap Company, I-td |

VANCOUVER, B. c.



PROGRESS AND PROFITS

out any bonded indebtedness of any de-
scription.

The Dominion Trust Company has al-
ready constructed the largest office build-
ing in New Westminster, and will erect

substantial office buildings in Victoria
and Vancouver, having already acquired
for this purpose excellent sites in the
taking over of the Imperial Trust Com-
pany, so that before the close of 1909
this well known financial institution wili
be represented in the three principal
cities of British Columbia with its own
buildings, and it is the intention of the
directors to open other offices in such
centres as they shall deem of sufficient
importance.

The Dominion Trust Co. was organ-
ized in 1905 with a capital of $250,000,
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which was subsequently increased to
$500,000 and then to $2,000,000. The
Company will now represent a dozen of
the largest and most important life, fire
and accident insurance companies.

The Dominion Trust Co. has recently
purchased the debentures of the Central
Okanagan Land & Orchard Co. of
Kelowna, B.C., amounting to $68,000,
and will continue the process of assist-
ing in financing large undertakings need-
ing capital to develop the resources of
the West. Its management and directors
represent the most conservative but pro-
gressive element in the commercial met-
ropolis of British Columbia, and under
the continued guidance of Mr. J. B.
Mathers this strong combination will be
no small factor in the rapid development
of Canada’s Pacific Province,
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NORRIS SAFE AND
LOCK CO.

New Year
GIFETS

Nothing will please THE MAN more
than one of our splendid G. B. D, B.B. B,
or Loewe pipes or an initial pouch, or a
cigarette case. I have the stock to select
from—and can satisfy you in price. Mail
orders promptly .attended to.

PADMORE’S
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—————
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Sate Deposit Vaults,
Fail and Prison Tork.
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316 Cordova Street West,
VYANCOUVER, B. C.

Frank G. Benson, - Local Manager.
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Vancouver, B. C.
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NEW BOOKS
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FOR THE NEW YEAR

The Riverman, Stewart W. White. .31.25
Holy Orders, Marie Corelli........ $1.25
The Trail of the Lonesome Pine,
Pno, Iox.
Peter, F. Hopkinson Smith ........ $1.25
Sowing Seeds in Danny, McClung..$1.00
The Undertow, Knowles .......... 3$1.26
The Liberationist, Bindloss....... $1.25
The Wheel O Fortune, Louis
Tracy vevvee viveen s ool 25
The Soul of Dominic ‘Wildthorn,
Hocking ...... ...... ... ... L.26
. Lewis Rand, Mary Johnston ..... $1.50
to put an Amberol {-minute attachment

The Firing Line, R. W. Chambers..$1.2b
Jack Spurlock Prodigal, Lorimer..$1.25
The Money Changers,
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Victor, Edison, and Columbia
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GEO. GIBSON STATION ERY G

342 Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C. 325 HASTINGS ST. "PHONE 3520
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NO MORE
GREY HAIR

Madante Hunaphreys has Just received

a-large constenment af Mary T. Goié-
m:ms tiadr Resxteorer, without exceplion
the beust article of its kind on the
: market todny. Just ag good for gentle-
5 men as ladies; easy to use! does not
i rub oft.

2 Beautiful Murcel Wave, 80c; Sham-
35 poo,. B5¢ and 50 Fuce Massage and
treatment for all kinds of skin troubles,
and bullding up of wasting tissues and
Aabby muscles.

Pimples and blackheads
henlted.

"

positively

Young gentlemen treated as well as
fadies at

The Alexandra

-« Madam Humphreys

589 Granville 8t. -

VANCOUVER, B.C,
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SAN FRANCISCO FUR CO.

E. A. Ronenrs, Manages,
919 Granville St , Vancouver, B, C.

DR. T» TELIX GOURAUD'S

~ ORIENTAL CREAM

Or Magical Beautifier.

Purifies as well as Beantifies the Skin.
No other cosmetic will do it
Removes Tan. Pimples, Freckles, Moth
Patches, Rash and Skin Diseases, and
every blemish pn beauty, and defifes de~
tection. It has stood the test of &0
r‘mr&. no -other has, and s so harm-
exg—~—we taste it 1o be sure it is pro-
perly made. Accept no ceunterfeit of
Cslmilar name, The distinguished Dir. L.
A, Bayre said to a lady of the haut-ien
ta patient): *“As you ladies will vse
them, 1 recommend ‘GOURAUD'S
CREAM® as the least harmful of alt the
skin preparations.”

GOURAUD'S ORIUNTAL TOILET
POWDER

For iufante and adults, Exquisitely per.
fumed.  Relleves Skin Irritations, cures
Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion,

Price 35 cents, by madil.
GOVRAUD'S POUDRE SUBTILE
Removes superfucus Halr
Price $1.00, by mail.

YERD. T. HOPXINS, Prop.
Kew Tork City.
HENDERSON BROS.,
Wholssals Distributors.
Vanconver and Victoris: B.GQ

Uncertain waather
tends 1o couths
and colds nud even
wores., Gilmoure
Cough Emulsion 1»
the wovevelgn ans
unfafling remedy.
Price 50c. By mall
wqcuTrely packed,
750,

LEBLIE
0. HENDERSON,

Cor. OGeorgia snd
Grapville 8., and
8419 Weatminater.

VANCCUYER B C
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SUTTON'S SEEDS

The Best
For All Climates

They are Earlier, Mo Handy, More
Vigorous and Morve Productive thap
Eastern Sewds,

New stoek of Farm, Vegetable and
Flower Seeds just avived.

Farmers, market gardencrs, and oth-
ers requiring large gquantities should
write for speclal price lists.

0 not experiment with cheap and
uncertain seeds,  The Best Sealds are
the most eceonomical.

Wreite for Geneeal Catalogue and
Cultivatos' Guide—its free,

Remenber they ave celisble ondy
when bearing oor name amd teade
utrk.

SUTTON & SONS

Reedrmen by IToval Warrnnt to His Majesty
Wing Fdward V1

sole Agents—
The Brackman-Ker Milling Co., Ltd}
13 Hastings 8t W,

mem VANCOUVER. B, C.

HENRYS

My Trees
Grow.

The Stock was never het-
ter than it is to-day,

MADE FROM LONG SOFT FULL.-
LENGTH FIBRES “AUSTRALLAN WOOL
ALWAYS ELASTIC & COMFORTABLE §

Made im Canada by
The C. TURNBULL Co.
or GALT LIMITED .
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i Known Wherever the £

Buy directe—you zave sl
agents” profis, and have the
satisfaction of dealing direct
with the best “nown nursery
it the Pacific Coast
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¥ Backed byaF iy

Cataloyg Free,

M. |. HENRY 5 WoRLo-wing ™ S
Greenhnuse: ff
3010 Westminster Road, 5:
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& FRUIT AND DAIRY FARMS, A
2 T have a lntge st of finproved and unimproved farm lands, varying in size from 5 g; :
33 W 0 acres  Soil is a deep, vich lnam—the very best of fruit land. Lowest prices: ¥

w *malleash pnyment, balanee on casy tevins

Write for my fiee list,
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RESTAURANTS.
The Granville Cafe-$5.00 meal tickets for

.80, Four course dinner,

25¢,  Special
breakfast, 1bc. Neat, clean, homelike. Trays

The place for your Cushions, Awnings,

YACHT AND LAUNCK FITTING.
S(grlnl
Berths, ete, Langridge & Co., 1039 Gran~

ville 8t. Phone B 1460, Vancouver, B.C.

sent out. 182 Granville 81, opposite Opern
Housge, Vancouver, B.C. W. ¥, Winters.

MASBSEAGE
Thermal Baths by Sclentific Masseuse. Mag-
netic Vibratory and Electric Treulments.
Flat §ix, 679 Granville Street, Vancouver.

Repalrs of

W AT OH.MA. T
Watches, Jewelry and Optieal
goods at lowest prices. All work guarabe
teed, 1% years in buxiness. Maill orders &

specially.  Albert Ufford, 237 Carrall St
Vancouver, B.C

OLP BOOXS.

I buy Otd Books, Magagines, Manuscripts, ete.

Have on hand large selection of reference

bookxs and works, Write full particulars. E.

J. g,anoway, 782 Granville Si., Vancouver,
B. C

“*aoax FREE

iaw Lo Lears
™

Mount Birds

and Animals,
SPORTSMEN! Fisherment
e MHunters! Naturalints)
v ‘Tho wonderful professionotf Axldermy,
y 80 Jong Kept recret. an now he easily
lomraed right o your own bam

¥ We Teach by Mailtot

mouni

Birds, Anlmais, Cams Heads, tan skins,
MAkE rugs, 214 proeersd aill trophies.
EACUihuinad (ascinating art for men and
watmen, Fasily and quickly learned duelng
SPACS time, Uecorste homa and doa with Ans
fraphivs, Of cormnmand big Incoine reiling
mouniod epecimena aml mounting for
others, Skilled Taxidermints in wront demaiul, Succeas grar
anferd or no (uition fre, Endorsed by thouesnds of satished
keadoaten. Write teday for our Ureat Free Hook * Hew to Learn
&9 Mount Bleds sné Animele **  Also our hesutifu} Taxtdermy
Mapsxine, BOTM FPREE. Writs tday —de 13 now.

The N. W, SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY., Inc.
Rex 415 Omahis, Neb.

BRITISH COLUMBIA TIMBER

We are exclusive dealers in British Columbia

Thnber 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

Golden
Opportunities

If you are interested in the Canadian Weat,
send 10 cents in stamps for three late mmgi
of Westward Ho!, containing fully ilustrated
deseriplive articles about dairying, fruit grow
ing, poultry raising am! general tarming con
ditions o Maniteba, Raskatchewsn, Alberta
and British Columbia.




Shorthand School

Day and evening classes.
Class or private tuition,
Competent teachers,

Shortest and  quickest  possible
method.

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

Chesterfield School

North Vancouver, B.C.

Restdentiag]l and Doy Schond for Boys,
Princiyeds — AL H. Beriven, Esq., BA,
R. H. Bates, Esq., B.A.

Boys prepared fne the Universities
and Commirree. Preparatory Jeparts
ment.  Manual Troong, Gymbasties,
Military  Drill Five acres athietic
field, covered pluyogrounmd
Prospectus and terms on application,

ST. ANN'S ACADEMY

406 Duasmuir 8t., WVancouver, B.C.

Boarding and day school, conducted
by the Sisters of 5t. Ann, offering suit«
able accommodations, modern sanitary
sguipments, Discipline mild, but firm,
uniting a careful training of manners
and character, with the beat intellectuul
and physical training.

Curriculum - Primary, Intermediaie
and  Academic grades, together with
Music and Art Studies, A complete and
practical Commercial Course I1s also at-
tached to the establishment.

For further particulars, apply to
SISTER SUPERIOR.

Our Xeynots s

PRACTICAL
EXPERIENCE

Muy we gend you onr Prospectus?

Calgary Business College

CALGARY. ALTA.

KIGHER STUDIES, LANGUAGES, ETC.

Also. slementary classes; careful pre-
aration for all examinations. Bev. A,
St. John Mildmay, M.A, Qxford (late
Principal Vernon College), 1061 Barclay
8t;, Vancouver, B. C.

Studio of Arts and Crafts.

Classes in  china decoration, metal
work, leather craft, and stencilling. Pull
stoek of materials Rept.  For terms

apply to—
o MRS, ELLIS
1056 Georgia St., VANCOUVER, B.C

Shorthand

AND

Business College.

The oldest, largest, and Bext oguipged college on
the Pacille Coast AL cutemerond snlgeris
tanght, frbividual taition, Bpecal sttenbion given
to backward stadents,

Pitman’s

Vees ane wmanth #1500, Three 5
monfhe 373 Toat ook free

(R TUNE TURCHETY

Wipite for prospecine, sl Teee 36 a oy address

GELAN 5% bep ooy Steisl, YANGUL VER, B
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DRUNKENNESS CAN BE CURED BY THE

~ EVAN'S GOLD CURE TREATMENT

© o The Evans Institute hag now been
~established over fourtesn yvears in Win-
Cniper and cone year in Vanvouver. [t
Chas metl with entire #uccesg, even in
“eazes which had been reganted as ab-
solutely hopeless,  The treatment oot

only entirely dispels the craving bal
gmaws & positive distaste Tor stimu-
wnts,

1t algo restores the nervous Fys.
tem, Induees . patural  sleep, creates s
h#nithy appetite and tmproves the gen-
oral health of the patient, The treat-
Cment  i¥ gradual, and patients are ale
Jowsd  their usual stimulants ualtid n
Sfvorn o four to five days, they no lsnger
Cwant them,

o We refer. by permission, to the fol-
lowing. from among the thousands whu
Tare fawmibiar with and approve ot the
Evaps treatment: The Hon Hugh Joun

950 PARK DRIVE

(Grandview Carline)

Macdonald, ex Minister of the Intérlor
and  ex-Premder  of  Manitobs Vo,
Archdeacon Porlin, Hely Trintty, Winal-
peR. Reve. Dr. Duval X o3 v. figne
ceal Assembily, Pr Yy SHurrn of
Canadal ex-Mayer el p e Winnipes:
ex«Mayor Hyan, Winnineg wy-Mavor
damesen,  Winnlpeg, A
Creary, Winnty Loy LW Garden
cRaiph Connery, Wianlpeg, r ¥ &
Chapman, M., Winnipeg, Judge Prits
chard, Unrman, Man Pra?t 30 M Rt
dell, Winnlpe,

A prospectus coendaining full i -
mation tegnrding ibhe treatment will be
mallnd privately on application,

The Evany Insthinie of Vancoovep
has now removed o more commaedious
guarters at

VANCOUVER, B.C.

PHONE

1370

JHugtrated B
Estimates

fiote {
St

L e
focorporated with the Vancouver Photo Eugraving Lo,

Sotyper,
and” ELECTROTYPER,

653 Granelils $4., YANCOUV

graver

T

e B

- HAINES BROS. PIANO

It is now nearly 6o years since the creation of the first Haines Pros Pan

‘. New York by Napoleon J. Haines.

This *Piano Aristocrat” is famous wherever music 13 oultevatod e ann Grte

the most celebrated artists of modern tines

Patii, Nilsson, Keliog, Campanmn:,

Strakosch, Abbott, Galassi, Brignoli, are a few only of those whsee putoweaph

mportation almost prohibitive,

original scales, patterns, etc.

idded. Easy Terms.

fetters are among the cherished possessions of the present Huwss Bros

. 7 For over g0 years the Haines Bros. Pianos have been sold 1o the best
families in Canada continuously by one of Canada’s oldest piana builders and
‘dealers. Lately, however, the customs duty has been so dnglh ox 1o porster chor

To meet this gopdition the Flanws Unoa G
ave now a factory of their own in Uanada where e Voaos o i

TE

For 'a while these splendid pianos will be sold at New York prices freights

36-44r HASTINGS STREET,

the Montelius Piano House L

VANCOUVER, BC.



INVESTMENTS SECURITIES

<> LANDS B oNDS,STOCKS,ETC. €\5

THE SOUTH-WEST ALBERTA LAND CO., Limited

(INCORPORATED IN PROVINCE OF ALBERTA),

invests funds on first mertgages on Albertan Wheat Farms at Elght to Ten v Cent
por annum.  The Liarge margins sund the upward trend of values make these lands ‘th
best secured investments at the highest interest for both hoeme and British Capital

ARTHUR C. KEMMIS, PINCHER CREEK, ALBERTA, CAN.

Refor to UNION BANK OF CANADA Solicitar for 8, W, Mbem 1agd Co,, Lid

f You Wish to Buy or Sell Shares in THE ROYAL COLLIERIES, LIMITE

SEeE H. M. DALY

MEMBER VANCOUVER STOCK EXCHANGE

501 Pender Street VANCOUVER, B. C

meney JOHN J. BANFIELD esr

TO REAL ESTATE, IN

LOAN INSURANCE, INVESTMENTS. 189
607 Hastings St. W., Vancouver, B.C. '

Yorkshire Guarantee &

Securities Corporation,
Limited, of Huddersfield, England

CAPITAL . . .  §2,500000

MORTGAGES ON REAL PROPERTY
MUNICIPAL BONDS BOUGHT AND SOLD
ESTATES MANAGED, FINANCIAL AGENTS.

Vacant and Improved Properties for Sale in Vancouver, North Vancouvn
Victoria, and New Westminster

Also SUBURBAN AND FARM LANDS in Lower Fraser Valley.

YORKSHIRE FIRE Ab%gne{ai!FAEge?tssmg ALy
NSURANCE COMPANY, LI )
OF YORK, ENGLAND (Established 1824, Assets $xo,,ooo,mm)MrrE

R. KERR HOULGATE MANAGER
440 SEYMOUR STREET . - - vmcouvza, B
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'WE ARE PREPARED

ﬂvnwgotlom Bond Issues of 200,000 npward«
gsncmtroad. wtreel ear, gas, electeie. water,
- building, ‘wanufactoring, timber. cost and
Jegitimute faduslrinl ropositions,

P opercent, Preferred stoek 8100 Par, with
Bomus of - 1 Common, of an exlablivhed,
dividend-aying corparation for saic,

~ LEWIS N. ROSENBAUM CO., Inc.
- INvestNENT HoNns
90710 Washington Bullding, Seattle, U5, A,

i
gf C

Estnhlizhed 1800
Purely - Mutual—urely Canndian.

Wil te gladt to trnish rates and =smples of
policied for nspection, and it would be o business
mitlake Tor anyone contemplating life insuranve, to
ggqle hix spplication -wih any company without

L camaudling me,

WILI;IAM,J. TWISS, Manager
VANCOQUVER. B, C.

WESTWARD HO! MAGAZINE

*

Would You Invest in

Government Bonds
At 24 Per Cent?

A doed for busd b the fertiie

Nechaco
Valley

s a% seure an frevesdment s v Urninen
Praniels,

Uncultivated, 516 acrs.
Cultivated, $30 acre.

We requlre iy aosimall ameunt down st
give you s yoars fo pay for i, Wy Yy §
Por euil, on all pay punte mnde and ot Phe ol
of R Fonrs Wi buy the luisd from Vet at 2 g
venh ward than you pasd for it 50 yon then
wish to mell

Write for our “Prosperity Pragosition ™

APPLETON INVESTMENT COR., LTD.,
Faltfield Bldg., Vancouver, B.C.

or
‘White Bldg., Seattle.

Sl
it

Lot
L e

- Do You

s s

S
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5
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536 HASTINGS STREET, .
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Want to

Advance?

Any bright young man or woman, who is anxious for advancement can
win a scholarship worth $75.00 by utilizing their spare time in working for
‘Westward Ho! Send your name, age and a reference and we will tielp you
--on the road to success. Write today.

The Westward Ho! Publishing Co.

VANCOUVER, B.C.
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oLt ot Pl §E T P P

bave satisfied their nsers for 18 yi

40,000 IN USE

They dsvelop their rated horse
ard are ressonakle iu prics

Model X.

28 Powell St., Vancouver
V.. M. Dafoe, Wosters Conadian Renresentative.
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" 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.

b S

“Pathfinder 327 H.P.~Speed, 20 miles an hour.
o WE GUARANTEE YOU RESULTS.
- OUR ENGINES HAVE A NAME FOR RELIABILITY AND ECONOMY.
~ EASTHOPE BROS,,  ENGINE AND BOAT MANUFACTURERS,

OFFICE AND FACTORY 1705 GEORGIA ST,
"PHONE A36s8 = - - . - VANCOUVER. B. C.
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i ' ' PR E
i oxing IS L00d CXEICISE ¥
xS o - i
i Soxing Gloves provide good indoor sport duaring the. 3
gi Winter mouths.  Set of two pairs with best vier kid: ?y
§§ covers, & oz gloves, laced puln} and Qadded wrist, m:llhg; gzg
33 cross Anger bars.  Guaranteed to give good service. i:/é
i Price .....ievs sernsunee vascecnnann x....m.,,,,”s"sw é
s Pl ,
3t 3
i B
: [~ =
B
% o=
& Striking Bags :
- riking Bag o
23 . . o
i Superior leather cover, pear-shaped bag, zg;
1 complere with circular steel platform, well L
44 - .
¥ braced: special price ... $10.00 }
it

EE FL.LOOR AND CEILING STRIKING
¥ BAG, complete with elastic cable. Aay be
£ bung in a corner i the bedroom.

BOPrice oot i e $4.50

sagrsens

”»

14

tJ. A. FLETT. LTD

b1

:‘: ] L L ] L 3

3

B XY . »

i 111 Hastings St., Vancouver, B. C.

T T e SR TS ST S R0

Just the Present

GlobeWernicke
‘iElastic” Bookcase

with perfect end-locking
device, perfection roller-
bearing dust-proof doors.
A perfect sectional books
case for home or office.
Just the thing for a

X'MAS PRESENT,

WHAT COULD RE MORE BENSINLE THAN TO OFFER A GIFT OF BE-WERNIC

RLASTIC SECTION AL BUOORCASES., Wesell hundreds of th%slﬁwery cn!;’mﬁtg

“Those who have thein add to them. Those whe have not Inaugurated a plan of keep

ingand protecting books that will be nppreciated by the recipient for all time,
Catalogues ol roquest,

THE WEBSTER-HANNA CO.
4284028330 Cordova-Stret; West: VANCOUVER, B, C
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a For Young
Useful or ©id
Gift What Nicer

- is Than
Always a
ppreciated Kodak
‘ Write for Catelogue and Prices '
KODAK HEADQUARTERS

COCKBURN'S ART_GALLERY

665 Granville St.
VANCOUVER, B. C.

Nicola Valley Coal mumms

THE BEST DOMESTIC AND STEAM
COAL IN THE WEST.

 Agencies at:—
5 VANCOUVER, ASHCROFT, KAMLOOPS, REVELSTOKE,

VERNON AND OKANAGAN POINTS,
NELSON AND KOOTENAY POINTS.

Head Office:—VANCOUVER, B."C.
Collieries :—MIDDLESBORO, B. C.

Nicola Valley Coal and Coke Co. Ltd
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NEW WESTMINSTER

NEW WESTMINSTER is the centre of the agriculture, fishing, and lumber-
ing industries of the Fraser Valley, British Columbia.

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

converge at New Westminster, adding considerably to the commercial prosperity
of the city.

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

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

The B. C. MILLS, TIMBER
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 Roxes and ail Descriptions of Laterior
s lll]&,xs‘

Westminster Iron Works | Dominion Trust Co., Ltd
JOHN REID, Praprietor
Mannturtiurers of W mugbl!rm Gutes, Fences, le Es(nte, Insurance and

g H it feens . .
Onmmuuu‘l“(ln?m:‘.f‘t(.“h re Esen e, Fm:mcml Brokers.

OFFICE AND WORKS, taTH STREET. FARM AND FRUIT LANDS A SPECIALY
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THE ROYAL CITY

Doe———y
———

NEW WESTMINSTER iz the Government scat for the Domemion Puhlic
Works, jail and asylum as well as the Fisheries, Land and sber auencies,
“while the ¢ity is also the headquarters of the Provincial Ghoerntient N et

NEW WESTMINSTER is pre-eminently the home of frdustriws for framn
Works, Feed Mills, Fruit and Fish Canneries, Cigar TFuetories, Glass Works,
‘Lumber Mills, Tanneries, Ship Yards and Can Factories.

NEW WESTMINSTER boasts of 14 Chuorches, 3 Collewes, 3 Basks.

3
Hospitals, as well as High and Graded Schools and a Public Library. There

.are two papers published daily in the city.
. The assessed value of realty is estimated at $5,500,000 and persons
© conservatively, at $1.000,000

NEW WESTMINSTER, on account of the steady growth snd development
of the resources of the surrounding territory offers desirable openings in omany
‘manufacturing, wholesale, retail and professional lnes. among whicrhs might he
mentioned Wholesale Grocery, Woollen Mills, Furniture Factories, Potsre
Starch and Beet-Sugar Works, a Hemp Factory, Fruit Canneries, as well 45 4
plant for condensing milk. The city also offers advantageons 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 chieerfully supply same.

propeity

B Wilberg Willlam Wolz . B, Hrown 1 H, Lennd
B. C. CIGAR FACTORY The Settlers' Association
* » &
MANUFACTURERS OF of B. C.
High-Grade Havana Cigars Real Estate, Flusncial & Customs Brokers
BRANDS=. C.". "0 Sports”, “Prilliants", Auctioscers
TAutos” and Qppesite Wiadsur Hotel.

PLUDUUTE OF THE FRAOER VALLEY
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Neglected
Opportunities .

Of the hundreds of thousands of acres of great virgin forests of softwoods in the
‘West almost &1l were either subject to entry or for sale at very low figures fen JoArS
&go. FPew realized that choics timber claims--then s0 easy to Acquire--were O ROOR
10 be worth thousands of dollars. A few realzing how rapidly the American forests i
wers disappearing took advantage of conditions in Washington, Oregon, and British
Colwmbia to acquire all the timber land possible while it was to be had at suck low
figures, As 2 result they have made immense fortunes—fortunes that will continue
to grow more rapidly in the future than in the past.

Gifford Pinchot, chilef forester of the United States, declares that st the pméat o
rate of counsumption the timber supply of the United States will be exhausted fn
twenty years and that the hardwood supply will be exhausted in from twslve to -
fifteon years.

Did you take advantage of the opportunity to secure some of this timbeér when it

Was to be had for oniy a fraction of its present value, or did you neglect it nntil it
was too late?

At the same time this timber wax Deing secured wo cheaply much of the hest
Iarming and irrignted land of the state of Washington was alsio belug homestonded,
or houghkt at prices 30 low as to be almost unbelievable now. o

These wonderful opportunities were not taken advantage of in n Inrges way until . |
within the past ten yenrs. The West was sparvely settled and pot much devalopsd up
to that time, The first to take advantage of such conditions naturally realized the |
greatest profits,

Until recently Americans invested little or nothing in other countries. They have
neglected opportunities in Mexico which surpass. anything heretofore existing in the
Uuited States or Canada.

This Company has takXen advantage of the opportunity to secure one of ths fSnest |
and best loontad hardwood timber tracts in the world. It is in Mexico Just nerons the
Gulf from Louislana and Texas and is within two miles of ocean transportation.

The varieties of timber comprise mshogany, rosewgod, Spanish cedar, lgnurm J
vitas, and other Xinds of the most valuable woods known to man.

The tract iz a very large one and averages 20,000 feet (hoara mumm&t}f
per acre. ,

A lmited amount of the capital atock of the Company is offersd for sale. All
shares ars fully paid, non-assessable, and equally participating. e

. b'rah. thuber will bring investors returns many times more than the prasent cost
oLl 2 08,

After the timber iz removed the land is uansurpassed for tropical plantation
purposes. Good tropical plantation land brings returns egual to ths best irrigated
isnd of this country. e

Banana, rabber and sugar-cane plantations yield snormous profits. s

This Company's land is sdmirably suited for the cultivation of these producttnid :
A great :uany more such as oranges, lemons, limes, pine-apples, cocoanuts, indisn corn,
cocon, etc. :

It is your opportunity now to participats in this yropoxition. Are you golug to
neglact it? $3000,000,000 of forelgn money, two-thirds of which is American n:?
iv now being invested in Mexico annually. It has besn prophesiad that in the “ten
years Mexico will prodnces mors millionaires than any other country in ‘the wor)

Do you want to participats in thess profits? It is safe to say you will never hage
another opportunity offer you that is the equal of this one.

Drop us a postal for prospectus and let us tell you more of this proposition,

Chacamax Land Development Company |

*

American Bank Building, Seattls, Wash, U. S, A,
References:—National Bank of Commerce, Seattle, Wash., U, 8. A.
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As Long as You
Live

SECURED BY SMALL MONTELY
PAYMENTS
‘The less moncy you have, the greater
the need to glace it where it will
work hard and fast for you

Fill Out and Return Coupon Just Now

Do you want an income of fram 219006 to 31,006 & year for life? If so, rotury
thix coupon promptly.  You take abselutely ne risk of Aoy kind. If upen exams
Ination von are not thoroughly convincod that this is one of the GREATEST
OPPORTUNITIES of vaour life to secure a steady, permanent income, as iong
a8 you Hve, you are under no obligation,

Plense reserve fOU NIC L. L0 iii e ife-lncome Investment Ronds
tvalue 100.00 each). Send tull information. £ 1 am eanvineed that FOuUr ane
terprise 18 ade of the BounGest charvacter, und will prove Enormounsly profit
abde, 3w pav for the seme at the rate of $15.69 cash and $3,00 per month
on ek 310000 Bord untlt fully pabl. No more than 100 Bonds reserved for
®HIVY ONE PUrson.

THE UNITED SECURITIES COMPANY

1163 EMPIRE BUILDING, SEATTLE, WASHINGTON.




ADVERTISING SECTION, WENSTWALD HO! MAGAZINE

YANCOUVER, B. C,



" Santt wliit the mittress i% wade i er how n

&aw i 0T amade and  dew £ Lals ahen

. bm mh‘ liux ﬁ»wnmmr i »%mw nim;«;m;b
W deers e say: CYourmatirers soas goewd atty
wém}«-hm years' use as the day it was booght”

tis 31»«! as- easy- Tor you 1o get the gesanine {iaivr
oor o5 an inferior mvitatio—and you will pay bulbe
oy, more==for the lower cost of making the damte
o wocommteracted by the Targer proit necessary 1o

uhiee the Gealer-to hndle 3t

)stermoor
attress %15

- Bt vou must remember and insist on sceing the
ﬁ\*rrmrr wade wark, sewn inte the end buaul, o
vmu want the one mattress thar is budlt np. vheet upoa
‘iwu, shint will.gior mat, pack or Tamp, Thus sl
srseinir will remain luseriously elastics sopremedy oo
fortable and restful for a Lifetime.

‘Our Booklet and Ticking Samples
' Sent Free.

Sleep an.an. Ostermoeor mattress for a monthe-then
M for any reason vewre dissatisfiod, we'll return wvery
peniy of your WOy,
Chere i6 an Ostermoor dealer i mosy plageseiis
Lvist ivereham iy the town, T o'l wrste ue sl e
eo s bante, Bt don't trke chaneds with imitations,
at otlior stoTetenake sufe YouTe geitmg the geiome
vesmyonrs o O yrade mnrk dabel & pour guerantey

ALASKA FEATHER & DOWN
COMPANY, Limited

MONTREAL
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Let Your Savings
Work For You

Deposit your savings with us, add what
you ¢an from week 1o week or month to
month,  We will add the interest earned
on the 3tst December and the 3oth June
of each vear. Should yon wish o witli=
draw all or any of your savings ut any
time, you can ahvays dooso. Uil further
notice interest will be allowed at the ol
Iowing rates. i arrapgements are muaide
at the nime ol depositing,

O eurrent account., 3%
I deposited for 12 mos,, 431%
i deposited for 23 mos., $¥4%

1 deposited for 36 mos. ar over, 3%

Meney withdrawn before the expiration
of e pmae agreed upon will be allowed

s

477 anterest,
Savings Dnuk open from g am ¢l 3 pm,
Iy, except Saturday, Saturday from 9 1o

12 nom., uwnd fram 7 ow 3 o%¢lock n the

everhLg




