|
;
:

EVENING STAR, SATURDAY, MAY 1,

- A and vivid awhiter oould do it—in the M or
) ments, velnings of whiter electrio A
s : e S s e | e i i
OO NN TN - WE : WO stood up to wat paraders—now den’s hands- from - ~ shoulders.
LIS UL WIS RIS U WS U IS 45 WS U5 ASUS TSNS | B stooa 05"t vl The parndarn—cow | Pigwdans hunde from -Grars: shoubdars
f : 'hﬁoth.ml-dlt_ﬂﬂsdmtophﬂ.n ﬂ:ﬁ% o
. Here or. there a man stood with eyes giued £« . Hr.Jh'h. even
. to:?ammugm_m.gmmg;wmwmm mhlm.
A COLD CROSS = e eraat threns as I et s o 5 s

®

=
7y
L% .
(!
LT T AN T I T TNT A G
" V I ry [} ! 3
(_’K AL ILU IR S IC TE AL B SIS =
fe
(e
Tatnall watche the
Branksome Ing,
notwithstand face
was for his

of & grave 3 e
son Gra) lead mothers
r's eye.
h as it

as

Ims

is elbow

no less a

MNATT 1ll, and held
himself very upright Socially, he was a
rah! nsersy Ko men  and
hor

H wse 1t had
coI it with money. |
It was not nd hardly ever
pal 5 ¥ tw ly ever without
not I MITIE TR 1 was some
colo T Ta conviction
that t B K ey ady as gool
as w

He « E t his own en-
try } 0 ced favor-
1tes Shirew i, with less ci. ceit
of thelr ence, readily concedeld

v of the fairly big field

Ak-

cented the splendor of
chnestnut coat.

d lucky white marks—a star In
, & ringed hind foot. Me stood
wls, full, was a rangy fellow,
, Iree going, game as a bulldog, |
kitten. “T'here were a dozen
‘s In his blood lines, and he
he middle « his three-vear-
Therefore the crowd
till the wvelume of
thin clouds mackerel-

rose
goundd H
Ing a hot bi

In the Branzgsome e was to carry Derby
welght and run the Derby distance. There-
fore tiose for whom he had never lost, at
least Lalf the multitude, openly worshipped
him, aund sat gasping, yet smillng, though
they had given odds rather than taken
them, secure that he would win again, in
Epite of the Childe and all his works.

Chllde Rolande came at Akbar's heels,
with 2 flaming red jacket In his saddle,
and ears lald wviclously back, A raking,

slashing black, In whose veins there min-

gled about equally the blood of 8St. Simon
and the Incomparable Lexington, he stood
an Inch lower than Akbar, vet matched
him evenly In reach and stride. If he had
been three times beaten, he had won much

oftener than his chestnut rival. Hence, sald
the wise ones, he was better seasoned, and,
a8 A betting proposition, safer, also more

tempting With 2 to 1 about him, he had
tempted many.

Akbar's following readlly conceded him
the place. He might even get up first, satd
a few of the more philosophie.

Bo there were plenty to shout him wel-
con welcome that rose and fell, and
rofe agaln, rippling all the quarter of a

that

mile

eager-massed facea lined the

long shots came next—greeted with

scattered, squeaky blurs of sound
tahied to dead silence as Corn Sk,
the paraders, stepped out-on the
Then, all in a breath, a wild
g broke out, undervoiced by faint
> mRnd there. Stronger whoops |
wiled the hisses The crowd |

play—since Corn Silk was there
must be assumed to have a
1 " ad smiled at the hlssing. al-
f course, not jolning in It The
z made him scowl fully |
Hots Diouble-di=tilled te!"" he sald |
to | . of 1T . and they |
e for the-folly ]
of «

[ even anxiously l
Thr & 8 watching Corn |
54 olor tl least bit as he
Wi No h h r<¢ was het-
ter worl v long look. Even the veiled |

WRITTEN FOR TEE STAR BY MARTHA McCULLOCE-WILLIAMS,
Auther of “Next to the Ground,” &c.

A ATE LAY '1 (' ,?'.""'\:,"'f-’\:'fAIT'-"-'f?'-'u‘f?W'\'W?V Mm
ORI JL FCIE IE I IS \x;ﬁ;g@
e

| the

himself a counterfelt, iIf not a cur and a
quitter.

l.-\n,a.'thly at first, with heat and rallings
inier, they had tried to keep him out of it.
Whether or no the horse was game, his
owner would not be balked,

Nobody quile knew who was the owner—
he masked himself as the Saxfield Stable.
Hedden, a shrewd and shifty trainer, was
the acting head of it. Since there were
never arrears of either feed bills or for-
feits, nor complaints of in-and-out running
by Saxfleld hborses, the powers Lhat were
had neot felt themselves called to look fur-
ther than Hedden. .

Tatnall had especlally resented Corn
Bilk. Being what he was, it could but Irk
and gall him to pit the pride of his heart
agalnst what he held less than thorough-
bred, just as years back it had Irked and

| galled him to save his only sister, almost

foreibly, from mesalliance,

He had snuffed out the affair with Asher
Plowden, feeling only that he was dolng
his duty—and handsomely, How was he 10
guess the event—that it would be to keep
Mary a bitter thorn in h's side when she
might easily have matched herseif with
men he fully approved? How was he to
forecast, either, that Plowden, golng west,
would turn out a millionaire? Tatnall him-
self was not a millionaire—indeed, he held
weaith as somewhat beneath a man

Ereat
of his descent. But he had a dumb sense
that millions might come handy In the

family, now that Gray, still at coilege, had
developed such a passion for spending.
Possibly he had to do it—It was the sons
of millionaires who set the college pace.

Tatnuall had never grumbled at his son,
nor stinted him. But a month back he had
told him exactly what strain the ramily
Income would bear. He had feit that to be
quite sufficient. A gentleman, much less a
Tatnall, could not be spendthrift If he knew
the spending spelled ruin.

“You think Akbar can't lose—eh, gover-.
nor?" Gray sald, momentarily dropping his
glass.

Tatnall merely nodded. GGray looked agaln
at the horses, moving In rhythm to the su-
surrus of the hushing multitude. As he
looked a pencil of suniight rell full on the
white jacket, the emera'd cap of Corn
Silk's rider, making them a vivid fleck In
the foreground of the diminishing parade.
Shivering a little for all the heat, Gray let
fall the glass, saying:

“I wish I'd laid a bit on that fellow—
he's carrylng my college colors—|{t—It might
have brought me luck—other ways."

“What have you backed?' Tatnall asked
slowly. Gray smlled uneasily.

“The yellow boy, of course,”” he sald.
“I came down for the Branksome on pur-
pose to do It. Say, governor—you're not
letting him run loose?”

““Not quite,” Tatnall said, speaking al-
most humanly.
He had Indeed laid much more money

than common on his horse, notwithstanding
the short price. It was llke finding money,
ag he saw things—and ten thousand, even,
pulled out of the fire, would help Appreec-
lably in getling Gray creditably through
the next term. His horror of bills had
forced him to trench a little on the scant
accumulations of his slster's income. He
had sald nothing to her about it—there was
no need; he had told himself. ‘I'ne boy was
her natural helr—besides almost any day
a streak of luck might enable him to make
good.

“I hope they'll get off qulckly,”
sald, mopping his forehead. It's turning
sultry—turning mighty fast. And though,
of course, it's our race, 1 want to be sure

Gray

of it. 1 shall hardly dare draw a long
breath till Akbar's first over the line.'”
“Storm's brewing 1 think—at least I'm
afraid so,”” Maxwell, the Childe's owner,

sald, lumbering up to Tatnall's élbow. He
was blz, with a deep husky voice and rumi-
nant eves that, however, held a twinkle at
bottom. :

“If it should storm, Tatnall,"” he went on
“we'd better begin to say our prayers—else
call for police protection. I don't belleve

| tue Childe can run in mud, no matter what
me says about |
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Plowden Still Held Gray in a Vice-Like Grip. The Boy Hung His Head.

sunshine brought dancing white lights out
all over hls dazzling red sorrel coat, and
made each silken yellow-white hair of mane
and tale glisten.

Certainly the beast was as fit as fit could
be. Certainly, also, he was race-like all
over, from the lean head so well set on a
fawless neck to the firm, finely grained
hcofs that seemed to spurn the course they
trod. The neck ran down into long, sloping
shoulders, a perfect barrel and splendidiy
reaching forearm. Well coupled, with
great length below, his quarters were too
powerful for exact symmetry, but their
massy muscle told how he would go
through miry clay fetlock deep. Yot {
ong ?r nature's fine fronles, both In Coa
fnd In conformation, he threw back more
nearly to his great-great-granddam, a
nameless cart mare, than to any of the
blue bloods In his later pedigree.

Possibly the cart mare was of the blood,
but lacking certainty she gave the cold
cross, which alone kept Corn S8Silk from
being equal favorite with Akbar. He had
run and won on the western tracks since
he was two years old, carrying any welght,
and though not always victorious, was only
once unplaced.

But they had been dashes—those winning
races—six furlongs, or seven, or the Fu-
t y tancd. b

fore the sasterners had nicknamed
him contemptuously *“the quarter horse.”
Therefore, also, they had resented his en-
try {6r the Branksome. A good eno
horse, no doubt, they sald, one who would
answer admirably for a hunter, or ever a
slre of hunters, but lacking class, not to be
named with the real cracks. He could run,
must with those won-

nearly the same with Akbar. Yet I hear
from the ring there's been the plunge of
ten years on the palr of them—straight and
place. Who the plunger is—one body or
several-no man knows. Its all cash, not
a single marker, and put down by close-
mouthed fellows who have apparently some
sort of understanding. They've been at It
ever slnce the first race—so somebody
stands to wlp or lose a tidy fortune. I
w sh‘he d‘lldlil t. Bayl what you will, luck
counts—and It'g nearly always o

of the bookmakers." g S

“It won't be—th!s time,” Tatnall sald con-
fidently. Gray turned away hjs face—a
face suddenly white., At the post all was
confusion; now one horse, now another,
reared, plunged, lashed out th wicked
heels at a fretting, sweating n T.

The thick alr grew momently more life-
less, more stifling. Though the sunlight still
fiitered through midday's mottled veil, re
were low, faint muttering booms of thun v
as yet underworld. Even the least weather-
wise ‘ﬁt the storm in the air, but none

heeded Its portents. The and the
wise beltorgo grew 'l\lpmmm! ::’ o

“rfiére he would nsaliibiy show
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of fortune for speech, or for note
imminent storm.

The wind rose firet In long, 3
sobe. Quickly the sobs swelled to a
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turned all the dust-brown of the course into
foamy, yeollow-brown mud. It was idle to
think of, to hope for, sheiter. The wind,
atill mounting, drove the rain sheets every-
where; the «ash, the seplashing,
stunned and refreshed. The long slant lines
bullt a sliver wall between the watchers
and the post—they could only hope and
pray that all might be well there.

Suddenly there came an appalling flash—
a veritable sword of light thkat shone
throligh the darkness and cleft it in twaln.
Delore the crashing thunder had ceased to
grumbie overhead the rain-squall had swept
un, out to sea, leaving behind a course like
a river, and a small, tricksy, dwindling
shower to aggmavate its own sultry wake.
But the drenched watchers pald no heed to
it, any more than they had done to the mad
wind-and rain. For down course, over its
muddy river, all in clots and bunches, came
nine mad horses, running as If each felt
within himself the might, the strength, the
speed of the storm.

Akbar led the rush, but the Childe was at
his throat latch, and the two a length clear
of all the rest. At the stand they alone
showed colors—those behind had been
splashed to a sodden uniformity. Even
Corn Silk’s rider—all the white he showed
was the back of his jacket—as for the green
cap, it was a mere clod. Corn Biik, indeed,
ran next to last. Tatnall smiled grimly to
see It, saylng to Maxwell:

“That cock is done crowing for ail time,
1 think.”

But Maxwell shook a doubtful head as
he replied: *“Maybe so. But don't holler—
yet. There’s room for a heap of happehiing
in the last mlile of a race.”

That first half mile had been run as
through a rivulet—the course face was little
more—a rivulet which, hindering slightly,
did not hold and tire.

All through the next quarter and on to
the backstretch Akbar and the Childe held
their place of pride. Now one, now the
other, had a nose in front, but neither as
vet serlously challenged, and everything
else seemed beaten off. Tifere was still a
remnant murk in the alr, which, joined to
the drizzle, made clear vision hard.

Gray could not take his eyes from the
glass. He kept It fixed on the flying pair,
his face dead white, his pose rigid.

Tatnall, watching his son as narrowly ad
he watched the horses, marveled greatly.
The boy had always rather disdalned sport
—but, after all, blood told. He was coming
to himself, and would be, as became a Tat-
nall, sport's devotee. Bmiling at the
thought, he lald his hand on Gray’'s shoul-
der, saying:

*So you're findlng out It 1s worth while,
after all?”

Gray started, and shook off hls father's
hand, saying almost impatiently: “I hope
to God 1 may never see such a race again!
But almost instantly he added in an
abashed voice, keeping his eyes to the
glasa: ‘‘You—you mustn't mind me, gov-
ernor! I—I've got down my first awellnbet—
and thats rather upsetting you know.

Tatnall nodded, and put up his own glass
—just in time to see the leaders sweep the
turn around the mile post. He held his
breath—from there home there were traps
and pitfalls untold. Every hoofcup left the
first time over had filled with water that
had soaked and spread all about in a spot
of mushy mire. To go through It, or over
it, was the supreme test. Btill, he did not
fear for Akbar. The horse was no mudlark,
but he had the stuff in him to make him
hold his own In any sort of going.

Half a furlong over the cupped stretch
and all was stiil well. Not a fleck of mud
marked the leaders’ faces, nor thelr colors,
notwithstanding they were mud-coatel
from counter to tall. The ruck behind them
was mud-coated all over. Suddenly some-
thing shot out of i{t—something indistin-
guishable as to coat, but thers was no mis-
taking its mighty reaching stride.=

Corn Bilk was golng up to the leaders,
who still ran like a team. At the furlong
pole he got his nose to thelr talls, but on
beyond it fell back half a length. Then,
over-voicing the pattering raln, the sob-
bing wind, the grumbling of the dying
storm, mad men, madder women began
c_:‘alllng to Akbar, to the Childe: “Come!
Lome on! Come, Akbar! Come, Chlilde!
Come and win! Win! You must!” throbbed
or shrilled in all keys through the tense
air, the tenser seconds, as the fleet, game
creatures swept Into the streteh,

No man, no horse, may do more than he
can. Wihat avail the spred and stay of the
desert, the proud fire of a long, victorious
line against buffeting winds that scant the
breath, against relaxing airs, against suck:
Ing, hindering mud, fetlock deep? Gamely
gallantly as became their blood and In‘eed'
Akbar and the Childe floundered through ll'
with hearr.f_r pumping madly, eveballs al.-
31:-.051 bursting under the killing strain.
_I hey knew the ruck was out of it—even
vefore Et came to the cupped quarter. They
1_5‘.1«] only Corn Silk and each other to beat.
Corn Silk was still half a length to the bad.
ii_'ll.(f must not come nearer if they died for

It was a cruel sight, yet gallant—the
good creacures running on courage when
they had come to the end of breath and
etay. They ran stride for stride—-the
gtrides ghortening by ever so little. Their
riders easily might have clasped hands,
but the hands had other uses. Both boys
nad sat down—whips were fiying, spurs
golug home. KEach meant to come f{irat—
was bound to, If he could, g0 dared not
nave a thought for the horse beneath him.
Wary-eved, with lined, grim faces, they
fougit on and on, never looking behind
tiil a warning groan told them where lay
(he real danger.

At long and at last Corn 8ilk was com-
1:.g—nollehlrl-wind-wlne. the track forbade
—but going down almost flat, then coming
BWAY as if that near approach to earth had
renewed him. With every stride he galned.
Nolt for naunght were those ragged quar-
ters massy with knotled muscle. Honor to
the cart mare who gaverthem, to the stami-
nite cold cross whence came the might to
g0 through mud and mire llke a catapult.
Driving power was needed—and driving
power was there! Running well within
himself, straight and true as a bullet to
the mark, he went under the wire, ma-
jestically alone, with Akbar and Childe five
lengths back, slipping, slaa?arln all but
falling, making it a dead hea tori'he place.

A half minute the hush of the Etorm
seemed to fall upon the crowd, then a cheer
broke out, hearty, full-throated, with a
keen, triumphant tang at the last. It came
from the throats of exultant winners, of
good and game losers—men who felt that
they had got the run of a lifetime for thelr
money. Although here or there a woman
sobbed hysterically, or a man smothered
an oath, in the maln there was satisfaction
keenly touched with regret at passing up a
winner whose price had been six to one.
Maxwell cven began to say Joeularly to
Tatnall: “It's not a processfon, but a fun-
eral—our funeral,"” but stopped short. Tat-
nall was walking qulckly to the course.
Gray was at his elbow, staggering the least
bit now and then, and steadying himself
axh:!n.st l;‘lsdfa.t.her's u!}muldar.

HXWe id not follow them—th 'S
face forbade. It had lost the moth:r bl.?l}t&
ness, grown suddenly aged and lined, till
it showed as a weak likeness of Tatnall
himszelf

Nejther had spoken—nelther, indeed, could
speak, until they were across the muddy
river and In the safe seclusion of a stranger
crowd. Then Gray gripped the rall and
sald, In Tatnall's own volce:

“You didn’t dream H—but we were the
?lunsers. governor—you and I,

cleaned out the ng box—sold every-
thing to raise the money. You sald Akbar
couldn’t lose—and I needed so to be rich,
like the rest. Now we've lost. I'm wonder-

such . Let
m.mtmlwmmuth4
earrest. If we have lost all else we still

STORY OF THE BUFFALO

HABITS OF THE ANIMALS WHEN
THEY ROAMED THE PLAINS.

Their Migrations Not Believed to
Have Been Extensive—Follow-
ing Old Trails to Water.

‘Written for The Btar.

As we have seen, the buffalo was grega-
rious in its habits, but at certain szasons
the herds were larger and more compact
than at others. Especially was this true of
the breeding season, which came chiefly in
July and August. Then vast hordes gath-
ered on the plaing, which were the scenes of
the greatest activity for several weeks, dur-
ing which the roaring of the bulls was
continuous and could be heard for miles,
There was also much fighting among the
bulls, and. while sthese combats occasionally
resulted fatally, usually they did not, and a
few gashes in the tough hide or a broken
horn were. as a rule, the worst injuries
suffered by the vanguished monster. After
the breeding season the herds became less
densely .massed. The compact herds dis-
solved into groups of from twenty to a hun-
dred or two, and the usual peaceful life was
resumed.

Sometimes. after the ‘‘running” season,
herds were found which consisted entirely
of bulls, and other herds or groups which
contalned only cows and young bulls. The
animals were nomadic and wandered from
place to place In search of the best food.
Having found a fertile spot, they would stop
to graze and might remain for several days
or even longer, If there was water near at
hand. It seeme to have been their custom
to lie down during the middle of the day.

Migrations Not Extensive.

There is no doubt that buffaloes were mi-
gratory, but their migrations were probably
not nearly so extensive as many people
have supposed. Although the animals were
found in numbers at the northern limit of
their range in summer and at the extreme
southern limit of it in winter, it is not to be
Iimagined that those which were seen In the
far north were the same as those which ap-
peared on the plains of Mexigo. At all sea-
sons there were some buffalo to be found at
both the northern and southern limits of
the range. There was probably a regular
swinging north and south of practieally the
whole mass: a movement somewhat like
that of crows and certaln other birds—a
journeying of possibly hundreds rather than
of thousands of miles.

In their ordinary wanderings bDuffaioes
frequently traveled far away from waler,
but as they became thirsty the herd would
start In search of some spring or water
ccurse. The lead would be taken by a
single individual, perhaps some experienced
old cow, and the rest of the bunch, perhaps
one or two hundred, would fall in behind.
If they were In a part ol the country regu-
larly frequented by buffaloes they would
probably soon find an old trall leading to
the, nearest water. This they would follow,
cutting this well-defined path still deeper.
These trails were sometimes worn to a
depth of four feet below the surrounding
country and varled In width from a foot or
two to that of a great broad road.

The principal trafls usually extend:d
north and south, and connected the rivers,
which in the main run east and west. Such
tralls also led to the great salt licks, such
as the Big Bone lick in Kentucky, which
was frequented by huffaloes In vast num-
bers up to the beginning of the last cen-
tury, when of course the animal dlsap-
peared forever from the country east of
the Mississippi. The usual galt of the
buffalo, when on -level ground, was a
rather rapld, swinging walk, with the mas-
give head swaying In unison with the
stride, and with the long banners of dark
hair streaming from the forelegs.

Gait of the Buffalo.

When alarmed, however, or when de-
scending a steep hill or mountain, the whole
herd would break Into a gallop, and travel
at great speed, causing the earth to tremble
beneath the shock of their myriad hoofs.
This gait of the buffalo has been described
by some writers as "clumsy,” but I cannot
agree with this in the least. Consldering
the great welght of the animal, the gallop
of a buffalo is to my mind a very easy, elas-
tlc movement. It suggests the bounding of
a gigantic rubber ball.

In the wild state, the buffalo was a very
sure-footed animal and a good climber. It
not only ascended steep mountalns, along
narrow ledges, where It would have been
quite impossible for a horse or even for a
mule to have followed, but was able to leap
downward in places where there was a
sheer descent of several feet and alight In
safety on the rocks below.

The buffaloes now in Corbin Park, N. H.,
where I have been studying them for the
past two years, do not seem to have lost
any of this old-time agllity, as they seem
to dellght in journeying up st ascents
to some of the highest points of Croyden
mountain, and I have seen them leaping
nimbly down from points four and five
feet above the ground where they landed
safely. Thelr cleverness in this direction
may be due in part to their abllity to
spread their toes apart while their feet are
still in the alr, thus giving them a better
hold on the ground and at the same time
distributing the shock. As a rule, however,
in golng from place to place with any par-
ticular object—water, for example—buffa-
loes now, as In former times, take the most
direct route, and the best trails in Corbin
Park today are the buffalo tralls.

ERNEST HAROLD BAYNES.

NUMBERES OF HOUSES.

Great Difficulty Bometimes Experi-
enced at Night in Deciphering Them.

“In view of the fact that so many houses
have been renumbered, owing to the change
of the names of streets,” spald a physician
to a Star reporter, “it is timely to suggest
that some effective way should be devised
to require property owners to display con-
spicuously in all Instances the street num-
ber of their houses.

“In visiting patients, especlally at nlght,
the clans of this city experience a
grea of annoyance in this respect,.

and no doubt it is an Inconvenlence expe-

DWNED BY AMERICANS

Some of the Big Mines of Brit-

ish Columbia.

GREAT COPPER DEPOSITS

Phoenix Properties and the Granby
Smelters.

THE KOOTENAY COUNTRY

Rich in Gold and Silver Ore—A
Mighty Inland Island—Munici-
pal Ownership in the West.

(Copyright, 1908, by Frank G. Carpenter.)
GRAND FORKS, British Columbia.

I am In British Columbla within a stone’s
throw of the International boundary. This
town of Grand Forks is just over the way
from the state of Washington, and about
five hours by rail from Spokane. It lies
hera in the heart of the Rockles. Ragged
brown hills rise high above it, and the Ket-
tle river crosses its principal street. The
place Is only a few years old, but it has
now about 2,000 people, with building lots
sufficient for a elty of twenty tlmes that
size. It is a mining town, supportzd by a
emelter owned by Amerlcans, which turns
out more copper than any other in the
dominlon of Canada.

The Phoenix Copper Mines.

This whole region I a great treasure
house with gold, silver, iron and coal
scattered here and there through It
Only an hour's ride away are the
Phoenix mines, which are said to be
working in one of the biggest copper beds
of the world. The ore is taken out with
steam shovels. It lies In a great body two
hundred feet wide and more than half a
mile long. The deposit is, In fact, wider
than Pennsylvania avenue; and {f it could
be planked down in Washington beginning
at the Treasury Department it would
reach just half way to the Capitel. No one
knows how far down the ore extends. Dia-
mond drills have been sunk into it for
1,000 feet, and one of the shafts is now
taking up copper from levels 40 feet below
the surface,

Mining With Steam Shovels.

The output of these mines is now 3,000
tons per day, and up to the beginning of
last year something llke 2,000,000 tons of
ore had been shipped. The machinery Is
altogether modern. The copper Is loaded
with steam shovels, each of which will pick
up a ton at a bite; and it comes to the
surface In electric cars. The drills ara
worked by Westinghouse motors, and elec-
tricity moves the crushers. The economies
are such that the ore is hardly touched by
man from the tima the dynamite blasts
it out until it is ready for shipment In
great bars about as thick as a loaf of
bread and as long &8 & man’'s arm. These
bars are almost pure, each contalning 99
per cent of copper, sllver and gold.

A Big Bmelter Owned by Americans.

The biggest copper smelter In British
Amsrica ls situated here at Grand Forks.
It is known as the Granby, and it is fed
by these great Phoenix mines. It lies right
on the banks of the Kettle river, shadowed
by mighty mountains and washed by that
stream. The smelting works are high above
the river; and day and night, 8
week days, all the year lfoutﬁd.u:f:{:nﬁg
rigses from their mighty stacks and the

olden slag of their furnaces rolls down
n.i.o the mtet:_-n. =
hese smelters have no superiors in size,
anywhere except Lnose at Butte City, Mon-
tana, and no superiors at all in their treat-
ment ¢f ore. They are now producing
millions of pounds of copper per annum,
and their smelting output last year
amounted to about 40,000,000 pounds of
copper, and In addition allver and gold to
the value of a milllion and a quarier dollars.

¥rom Rock to Copper.

average clty parlor would-be lost inslde
them and so high that thelr tops kiss the
sky at the level of the taller Broadway
roofs,

During my stay I looked into the fur-
naces. The alr blows through like a rush-
ing wind, turning the vast pits to a
blazing hell of brimstone and molten gold,
out of which roll the fumes of yellow =ul-
phur. The sulphur was so strong that I
wore a rubber mask containing a sponge
over my nose and mouth to withstand Ii.
My cheeks burned and I could hear the fire
roaring with a fury greater than that of
the furnace though which Shadrach, Mes-
hach and Abednego walked In the days of
the BSecriptures.

The Granby huas elght such furnaces, and
the molten stream of copper, gold and
sllver flows through them day and night,
year In and year out. The slag comes
forth in a golden stream as big around
as your walst. It falls into .ron pots, each
large enough to boil an ox without cutting
off its iegs or horns. Each pot is on wheels,
and a little dummy engine takes it when
full and dumps it in a ovlazing stream down
the hill, The metals come forth in a
smailer stream, flowing Into tanks, each
of which will hold five tons. As these
tacks fill they are caught by a traveling
crane and poured Into converters. Alr is
Intréduced, the sulphur and bron are burnt
out and within a few moments the metal
has become an almost pure mixture of
sflver, copper and gold. It is now run off
into molds or bricks, and it needs only
to be refined and the gold and silver re-
moved before it |8 ready for telegraph
wires, electric conductors and the other
things for which pure copper is used.

Where Our Copper Comes From.

The most of the copper now produced
in Canada comes from the Phoenix
mines. There are also mines abeve Lake
Superior and elsewhere, and It is be-
lieved that other deposits will be found
in British Columbia. The greater part
of the copper of the world is mined in
the United States. The total production
In 1904 was 660,000 tons, of which 372.-
o) were produced In our gountry. Our
cl:fef copper states are Mfchigan, Mon-
tana, Arizona and Utah, although con-
glderable is mined In California and a
less amount in the eastern and southern
states. Canada stands comparatively low
emong the world's copper producers. Her
output is between 40,000,000 and 50,000,-
004 pounds annually, while Chile turns
out 70,000,000 pounds, Germany about the
same, and Australasia 64,000,000. Spain
and Portugal produce 114,000,000 pounds
and Mexico 107,000,000 pounds per annum.
Our product in 1904 was considerably
over 750,000,000 pounds.

The Kootenay Mines.

For the past week I have been trav-
eling through the Kootenay country. This
Is in British Columbia far below the
main line of the Canadlan Pacific rail-
way. It Is reached by what is known
as the Crow’'s Nest Pass branch of that
rcad, and parts of It are now being sur-
veyed by the engineers of the Great
Northern, which evidently intends teo
fight for Canada and all that is In iL

The Great Northern has a branch run-
ning from Spokane to Grand Forks, and
it is already doing a large part of the
hauling of the Phoenix mines.

This Kootenay country comprises some
of the rilchest mineral deposits of the
Rockles. It has gold, silver, copper, coal,
iron and lead. In coming here I passed
the coal mines of the Crow’s Nest valley,
which are sald to have something like
£2,000,000,000 tons of coal In sight, and
near them, by the side of the track, I
saw a thousand coke ovens blazing away.
Not far from these coal deposits are
mines of hematite iron, upon which the
Canadians expect to build up a manu-
focturing Industry, backed Ey a high
tariff against our goeds.

Comlng further on into British Co-
Iumbla, I stopped at the town of Nelson,
which has 7,000 population, and also at
Fernle, Slocan City and other places.
There are about a dozen mining camps
in this region and a large number of
good properties. There are a number of
fine gold propertiegs near Rossland, a town
of 6,000. One is the Le Roy, which produced
a million and a half dollars’ worth of ore in
1804, and another the Center Star, which did
about two-thirds as well.

At Nelson T met Bruce White, an Amer-
ican miner, who opened up one of the big-
gest silver and lead deposits at Slocan. He
told me how he happened to make the dls-
covery. B8aid he:

“There had been a rush to that reglon,
and I came In with five other prospectors.
When we got to the camp I looked at a
mountain across the way and suggested
that our B0 there to see what we
could find. e dild so, cutting our way
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are covered with firs and tamaracks, and
thelr tops are often capped with snow.

A Great Inland Island.

Among these mighty hills are the head
walers of the Columbla river. Indeed, the
Columbia and the Kootenay wind in and
out among them, now In narrow streams
and now In wide winding lakes which make
one think of Como and Magglore on the
borders of Switzerland and Italy. The
Columbia and Kootenay flow In some places
glde by slde. They turn this way and that
and tcgether they have made a mighty
island right here In the heart of the con-
tinent. If you will imagine two gigantia
wish bones, the feet of which are touching
each other, Incloging a diamond of moun=-
talnous land bigger than the state of
Ohio you will have ome of the curious
formations which nature has c¢reated here,
The rivers almost meet, and a short canal
has been made to connect them. so that
the island Is now complete The island
contains something like 20,000,000 acres, and
it has, 1 am told, mineral deposits of ex~
traordinary value.

Municipal Ownership in British Co-
Iumbia.

These mining towns are up-to-date. Nel=
gon has water works, electric lights and a
street car line. It has sevey churches, &
public library, and gun, cricket, la crosse
and lawn tennis clubs. Grand Forks is
lighted by electricity and so are most of
the larger mining camps. In some of the
towns the Hghts and waterworks are OWTI~
ed by the municipalities, aand 1 find a
strong sentiment almost everywhere 1in
favor of municipal ownership.

Shortly after I arrived In Nelson 1T was
told that the clty owned its waterworks,
electrlc lights and street cars. 1 there=~
upon remarked: I think I wil] Eo and see
the mayor.” The reply came with some
embarrassment:

“Btranger, we haven't got no mayor. Our
d—n mayor has run off.”

Upon iInquiry 1 found that this state-
ment was correct. There had been BOmMe
trouble about taking over the power plant
by the eity and the mayor had grown dis-
gusted and left. I suppose he has returned

by now or that another has been chosen
to take hi=z place.

Grafting in Canada.

As to the matter of grafting, I find evl-
dences that it Is quite as much of a pro-
fesslion north of the boundary as south of
it. Many of the older towns are steadily
milked by publie officials, and the only
trouble with the new settlements is that
th_r-y are too near the ealr age to glive
milk. The accusations of grafting are by
no means confined to the towns, and ex-
officials of the dominion Eovernment are
sald to have made fortunes out of their po-
sitlons. There is considerable talk about
cc—r_m]n raflroad interests controlling legls-
lation. It\usml to be =maid that the Cana-
dlan Pacific ran the Bovernment, and it is
now charged that the Grand Trunk raill-
way, which, with the government, is now
bullding the Grand Trunk Paclfic at a cost
of one hundred and twenty-five million dol-

lars, has taken its place. As to these
things, however, my information Is based
lfTotn rumors and I do not give them as
acts,

These Cities Do Their Own Business.
There is no doubt, however, but ti mu-
nicipal ownership is advancing In favor in
all parts of British Amenica. Edmonton has
Its own electric light plant, and It has taken
posgession of the telephones within
year. It owns the waterworks and sewers
and It charges a minimum cost for Its
various services. The telephone rates are
$20 per vear for dwellings and $30 Per year
for business, and the light rates are low.
Winnipeg is now managing its own water-
works, and it Is giving 4t $24 a year a sery-
ice for which in the past a householder pald
§50. It paves its own streets and has &
municipal asphalt plant. It now Eets a
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the past

part of the earnipgs of the street cars and.

at certaln hours of the day insists on a
three-cent fare In order to benefit the work-
Ingmen and school children.

I am told that Toronto has made a eon-
tract as to the operation of its streeg rall-
ways which will give a three-cent rate at
certain hours of the day and that a certaln
percentage of the street car earnings are to
BO into the city treasury. The contract ie
to run for twenty years, after which the
plant goes back to the city at an appraised
valuation of its stock and materials.

Cheap Municipal Telephones.

All of these city ownership institutions
give cheap telephones. In Port Arthur the
city rates §1 per month for residences and
2 a month for business houses, and on
these terms the mundcipality makes money,

Fort Willlam expects eventually to cut its
residence ‘phones to 50 cents per month and
business houses to §1, while radical reduc-
tions have been made in other quarters.

Reglna has taken over its electric light
plant, bas cut the rates 20 per cent and I8
making money. Medicine Hat owns natural
gas works and is furnishing light and heat
to that town of four thousand at the lowest
rates. The charge is 17 cents for lighting
and heating, and all cooklng is now done
over gas. The town ls also offering lts gas
at 5 cents per thousand for factories, and
several woolen mills and brick-making
plants have already been started. The city
ga= works are only a little more than &
year old, and even at these low rates they
have made a profit of $25,000.

FRANK G. CARPENTER.

Shook the Whole Earth.
From London Nature.

We have yet to awalt accourate detalls of
the great earthquake that oocurred in the
northwest of South America on January §].
The selsmographs In this and other coyn-
tries had told their story of what hap
wilhin & few minutes of the ecatastrophe,
All the world felt the earthquake more or
less. In two hours the effects of the initial
impulses had reached their antipodes, agd
in the interval between these times every
inhabitant of the world had been moved for

at least or four hours on a e
ground swell. All the Instruments in the
world designed to record on
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