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Bcampering ta Calgary from east and
west, that has transformed thou-
sands of acres of the most common-
place cowpasture into bil land"
commanding prices up to $3,000 an
acre and more. - -

Why "Oil or Hell!" You have to
go to Kipling to explain the slogan:

For some years it has been the cus-to-

hereabouts, when gas was re-
quired for domestic, industrial or
dental purposes, to sink an augur into
the prairie and set fire to the atmos-
phere? And Kipling being fresh from
the land where the clank of the meter
chills the heart of dad, was so im-
pressed by it during his visit to these
parts that he mumbled some historic
words about "Standing on the trap-
door of Inferno" as he departed to
catch the 4:45 without waiting for
the hotel "bus. So, that's where you
get "oil or hell."

W. S. Herron, the central figure in
the big oil boom, arrived here some
years ago from the Cobalt mining
district in Northern Ontario. He
staked his all on the acquiring by
outright purchase of land in the dis-
trict. First drilling was begun on
the Dingman property adjacent to the
Herron holdings, culminating in the
"strike" of May 15, when the well
gushed to a height of 80 feet

You can only guess how many mil-

lions Herron's farm is now worth!
Brokers offices opened in every

block. Bootblacks sold their stands
to lease and stock sellers for hun-
dreds of dollars, when the police
made war on the curb brokers, the
hotel rotundas became seething cen-
ters of excitement. Lines formed in
front of the offices of popular com-
panies, buyers fighting for the privi-
lege of acquiring the dollar shares.
Perspiring clerks tossed the money
into large clothes-baske- ts and then
called for more baskets!

But the buying powers of the pub-
lic could scarcely keep pace with the
avalache of shares ranging in price
from ten cents up. Companies sprung

1 up dozens daily, --until it is estimated
that their aggregate capitalization
now exceeds one hundred million dol-

lars!
In the long, lean months of last

winter, when Old Boreas, in league
with Gen. Depression, was sweeping
across the bleak prairie, Jennie Earle
had her eyes glued on the main
chance. Miss Earle was stenog-rath- er

in the office of man who has
since become one, of the leading oil
operators of the district.

Her imagination was stirred as she
tapped the keys by stories she heard
of "expected" gushes and nches. One
day she learned of some government
leases about to lapse. A few min-
utes later she had taken her place in
the line at the land office steps..
Nightfall found her still awaiting her
turn. The doors' clanked shut. It-w-

cold, and the men in front of her
dropped off one by one.

Soon she became No. 1 in the line.
Result: For a deposit of $160 she
had acquired the mineral rights for

year on one of the most valued sec-
tions of land in the oil district. Now
she owns a quarter interest in a

company and occupies the
post of secretary-treasure- r. Stock
has been in lively demand. So Miss
Earle's bank account, in addition to
her holdings, runs high into the tens
of thousands.

Jennie Fitzgerald, who was at the
notion counter of department store
drawing weekly wage of $8, also
drew a prize package at the land of-

fice.
After two strangers came in one

morning and placed on the counter
a marked check for $11,000 as an of-

fer for her holdings, Miss Fitzgerald
spent many delirious hours. Now
she's on honeymoon trip down

Dakota in touring car.
It has cost an Edmonton man

about $10,000 to take pleasure trip
to his old home in England. Last
fall City Electrician Brown lent him
$100. He has had the pleasure trip
and Brown has the several hundred
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