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The  LECKIE  SHOES 
for  men  have  won  an  enviable  place  in  masculine  esteem. 

In  the  first  place  they  appeal  on 

the  score  of  distinctively  good 

style.  Next,  as  to  wearing  qual- 

ity, they  prove  themselves  trusty 

friends  that  a  man  can  feel  at 

home  with,  or  rather  in,  for 

they're  comfortable  and  easy.  Lastly,  they  talk  to  his 

pocketbook,  being  money-savers,  as  they  are  made  of  the 

finest  quality  of  leather  and 

their  durability  is  of  the  strong- 

est, the  soles  being  sewn  by  the 

Goodyear  Welt  process. 

If  your  shoe  dealer  does  not  carry 

them  write  for  name 

of  the   nearest   agency.    Satisfaction   guaranteed  or 

your  money  back. 

J.  LECKIE  CO.,  Limited 
Vancouver    -     -     Canada 



r.RITISII   C<  M.L'MHIA   MAGAZINE 

\ 

\ 

>> 

/ 

Ss. 

\y: \ 

v 

^kr. 

AA 

\k 

VANCOUVER 
BRITISH    COLUMBIA 

'  A   Pointer  to  Outside   Investors  " 

Note  the  peninsular-shaped  section  of  our  beautiful  city. 
All  bridges  connect  with  it  —  all  car  line  systems  empty  into  it. 
The  arrow  encloses  the  high-class  Financial,  Wholesale,  Retail 

and  Apartment  House  Districts  of  Vancouver. 
Investments  in  this  area  will  show  handsome  profits  within  the 

next  five  years.  Why  ?  Because  its  limits  are  so  clearly  and  in- 
disputably defined. 

Our  advice  is    "  Purchase  Inside  the  Arrow." 
We  are  specialists  in  inside   buying. 

"Preserve  this  page  for  future  reference."     Write  or  call  on  us. 
We  will  be  pleased  to  answer  any  questions. 

SHARPLES& 
REAL  ESTATE- LOANS-INSURANCE 

416  Seymour  St. Vancouver,  B.C. 
AwotLL  Ens. Co. 

•a  i  iling  to  /  British  ( 'olumbia   M.i. 
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THE  BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE  FINANCIAL  DIRECTORY 
OF  VANCOUVER,  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

AND  THE  NORTHWEST 

160-Acre  Farm  For  Sale   *?ur Tmilevs  <T  "°js    1  he  Los  Angeles  of  Canada 

4<»  acre-  in  tall  wheat,  2  acres  in  bearing  fruit  trees;  Lruod  house, 
harn,  granary,  corral  ami  sheds  for  stock;  100  acres  cleared  ready  for 
the  plough;  all  fenced  and  cross  fenced;  school  and  church  close; 

telephone;  <^ood  hunting  and  fishing;  best  market  in  British  Columbia; 
heavy  black  loam;  good  outside  range  for  stock.  Price,  $6,000;  easy 
terms.  Owner  retiring  on  account  of  old  age.  Farm  has  only  been 

cultivated  for  five  years,  and  it's  a  sacrifice  at  the  price. 

160 -Acre    Farms,  improved   and   under   cultivation,  five  miles 
from  the  Canadian   Pacific  Railway. 

Nu    irrigation    required;    good    outside    range    for    running   stock 
adjoining.     Prices  ranging  from  $25  to  $40  per  acre.     Good  hunting 
and    fishing;    climate    famous    throughout    the    West    for    its    dry, 

bracing  and   health-producing  qualities;   best  of  markets;  soil   heavy 
black  loam.     We  specialize  in  improved  farms. 

I'ull  particulars  on  receipt  of  enquiries. 

British  American  Trust  Company,  Limited 
Cotton   Building  ::  ::  ::  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

PORT  MANN 
The  Pacific  Coast  Terminus  of  the  Canadian  Northern Railway 

MOTHERWELL   &    DARLING 
Immense  profits  \\<>i    made  in   Prince   Rupert.     Why    not 
invest    in    Port   Mann?       We    recommend    our    listings 

and  ten  ai  -  hi  larger,  which 
.  not  hesitat<  will  rapidly  increase  in    value.        MERCHANTS  BANK  BLDG  NEW  WESTMINSTER.  B.C. 

Write  u-  for  particulars 

WATCH   NORTH   VANCOUVER 
"^'OW  that  the  bridge  across  the  inlet  to  Vancouver  is  assured,  all 

property,  especially  in  vicinity  of  the  Imperial  Car  Company's immense  plant,  must  advance  soon.  Lots,  from  $.^50  to  $1 UU0,  on 
easy  payments,  can  he  had  now.  Buy  hefore  you  are  too  late,  these 
will  double  in  a  few   months.  C  Write  for  full    particulars  to 

GEORGIA  REAL  ESTATE  GO.    544  Georgia  St.,  Vancouver 
HI  K  1    I)    FROST    !    PHONE  6331 

When   writing  to  AdYp'tiserf  please  mention  British  Columbia   Magazine 
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FARM  LANDS 

Along  the  line  of  the  G.  T.  P.  Railway 

FORT  GEORGE  DISTRICT   NEGHAGO  VALLEY 

  BULKLEY  VALLEY=== 
Reasonable  Prices  Easy  Terms  Title  Guaranteed 

Write  for  full   information  : 

NORTH  COAST  LAND  COMPANY  LIMITED 
410-11-12  Winch   Building,   Vancouver,  B.C. Paid-up  Capital  $1,000,000 

First  Mortgages 

on  Vancouver  City  Property, 

(improved)  bearing  interest  at 
the  rate  of 

7%  to  8%  per  annum 
in  sums  from  $1000  upwards, 

for  sale  by 

H.  T.  Devine  Co. 
Limited 

437  Seymour  Street 
Vancouver,  B.C. 

Reference 

Royal    Hank  of  Canada 
East   Rnd   Branch,  Vancouver,   B.  C. 

WRITE  US  FOR  FULL  PARTICULARS 

If  it's  a  Farm 

If  it's  Fruit  Land 

If  it's  a  Chicken   Ranch 

Chilli lwac k 
•The    Harden    of  British   Columbia- 

is  the  Place 
Write  for  Our  Map  and  Prices 

CHAS.   HUTCHESON   &  CO. 

CHILLIWACK,  B.  C. 

When    writing   to   Advertisers   please   mention    British    Columbia    Magazine 



hKITISII  COLUMBIA   M   ■  '.  Y/A  NE 

Fraser  Valley  Farms  and  Small  Holdings  »™  "SSSFS&ZXJ& —————— ^^-^^—^——— ————«— ^———    enquiries.     Fire,  L/ife  and  Accident Insurance. 

Wm.  McAdam,    744   Columbia   Street,  New  Westminster,   British   Columbia 

Edmonds,  Burnaby  The  Tst Tpopular .  r£sidential  "f™  b2ween  theTH uu.»vri.u»9    *""«««;      Clties   for   Impro\t.t|    Property,  Suburban  Houses  or  Lots. Apply 

P.  B.  BROWN,  Real  Estate  Office,  Edmonds,  British  Columbia 

BRITISH   COLUMBIA 

Mines  Bought,  Sold,  Examined  and  Operated 

Will  Bond  Gold,  Copper  or  Coal 
for  Development 

H.  B   (BULLDOG)  BROWN 
510  PENDER  ST.  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Steamboat,  B.  C.  Hedley,  B.  C. 

YORKSHIRE  GUARANTEE  & 
SECURITIES  CORPORATION 

LIMITED 
Authorized    Capital, 
Subscribed  Capital, 

$2,500,000 
$1,327,450 

MORTGAGE   LOANS,   INSURANCE,  REAL 
ESTATE  AND  GENERAL  FINANCIAL 

AGENTS 

itish  Columbia  for 
KSHIR]  CO.,    UMITED 

"I  \  !.m<| 

""  [PAN'S   of  New   York 

R.  KERR  HOULGATE,  Manager 
440  Seymour  Street  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

PHONES  8188  and  6189 

Cruised  last  year.  65,000,000  feet  oi 
choice  timber  on  VANCOUVER  ISI/AND. 
The  first-class  only  being  taken  into  consid- 
eration. 

ITI.I,   PARTICULARS  ON   APPLICATION 

The  Royal  Business  Exchange Limited 

413  Hastings  St.  W.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
PHONE  2020 

Two  Special 
Burnaby 

Bargains 
5H  ACRES  IN  D.  L.  79,  overlook- 

ing Burnaby  Lake,  fronting  on  Pole 
Line  Road  and  intersected  bv  new  tram. 

Priced  for  a  quick  sale  at  "$1,200  per acre;  $1,500  cash  will  handle  it. 

2-ACRE  BLOCKS  IN  D.  L.  83. 
overlooking  Deer  Lake  and  in  direct  line 
ol  big  improvements.  Only  $800  per 
acre,  on  terms  of  one-quarter  cash  and balance  over  two  years. 

We  Specialize  in  Burnaby  and 
South    Vancouver    properties 

Ross  &  Shaw 
318  Hastings  Street  West 

lease 
mention   British   Columbia   Magazint 
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THE  INTERNATIONAL 

FINANCIERS,  LIMITED 
ESTATES 
MANAGED 

RENTS 
COLLECTED 

AGREEMENTS 
BOUGHT 

DEALERS  IN 

REAL  ESTATE,  TIMBER  and  MINES 

C  We  have  a  large  clientele  throughout  the  Dominion  of  Canada 

and  the  United  States  of  America.  C  Investments  made  for  out- 
side clients.     ©,  Before  investing  write  us. 

REFERENCES:     THE    HANK    OF    VANCOUVER 

MONEY  SUITE  30,  31,  32  EXCHANGE  BUILDING 

LOANED  142  HASTINGS  ST.  W.    VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

HIGH-CLASS     FARM      LANDS     AND      RANCHES     A     SPECIALTY 

TWIN  CITY 
Adjoins  the  City  of  New  Westminster  on 
the  r.ist  and  is  in  the  centre  of  the  indus- 

trial   development    <>n    the    Fraser    River. 

WITH  MANY  INDUSTRIES 
on  its  borders,  some  of  which  art-  the 
largest  of   their  kind   in    British   Columbia, 

TWO  RAILWAYS 
the  C.  I'.  Railway  and  the  G.  N.  Railway 
now  crossing  the  property,  and  the  B.  C.  E. 
Railway  Company  contemplate  building  a 
tram  line  this  season,  with  facilities  for 
shipping  bv  rail  and  water;  a  buy  in 
Twin  City  lots  at  $350  each 

IS  A  SOUND  INVESTMENT 
Special  inducements  to  factories.  Write 
to  day  for  illustrated  folder. 

North  West  Canada  Trust  Co. 
Limited 

433  Homer  Street,  Vancouver,   B.C. 

tjflf  you  are  interested  in  the  New 
Gold  Camp  at  Steamboat,  I  can 

recommend  with  some  degree  of 

confidence  a  purchase  of  a  few 
shares  at 

2  l-2c  per  Share 
in  the 

Holamar  (Steamboat)  Mines 

$25  buys  1000  shares 

$50  buys  2000  shares 

Maps,  Folders    and    Particulars    on    request 
from 

Donald  M.  MacGregor 
Member  Vancouver  Stock  Exchange 

216  Cotton  BIdg.  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

When   writing   to  Advertisers  please  mention  British   Columbia   Magazine 
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THE  VANCOUVER  TRUST  CO.  LTD. 

INDUSTRIAL  SITES 
CITY  PROPERTIES 
FARM  LANDS 

We  shall  be  pleased  to  have  your  enquiries  and  to 
give  you  the  benefit  of  our  experience  at  all  times. 

The  Vancouver  Trust  Co.  Ltd. 6,4Pc
ndrW Vancouver,B.C. 

Three  reasons  why 
R.  Atkinson's  Royal  Irish  Poplin  is  an  ideal  material 

NECKWEAR 
€L  Their  Ties  not  only  wear  longer  than  any  other,  hut 
retain  their  beautiful  rich  appearance  to  the  last. 

C  They  are  made  in  all  shapes,  and  in  an  endless  variety 
of  the  loveliest  shades.    They  cost  no  more  than   imita- 

tions, which  are  naturally  numerous. 

Ct,  See  that  you  get 

Richard    Atkinson's    Royal    Irish     Poplin 
Prices  75c  and  $1.00 

Special  Coronation  Colors  Selling  Agent   for   H.  C. 

E.  CHAPMAN 
Bower  Bldg.,  545  Granville  St.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

When   writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention   British   Columbia   Magazine 
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Choicest  New  Westminster  and 

Near-by  Property  on  the 
Market 

Full  sized  Lots  (132x66)  in  Lulu  Island  Subdivision  (within  City  limits)  on 

Ewen  Ave.  and  H.  C.  Electric  Car  Line.  Si  00  cash  and  easy  terms.  Rapidly  devel- 

oping Industrial  section  of  city. 

5  acre  blocks  at  Kennedy  Station,  Scott  Road,  on  B.  C.  Electric  ( N.  W.-Chilli- 

wack  Line),  ten  minutes  from  N.  VV.  City  by  tram.  $300  to  $500  an  acre,  easy 
terms.      Will  be  worth  same  money  per  town  lot  soon.      Apply  to 

KENNEDY  BROTHERS  LIMITED 
Corner  Columbia  and  Begbie  Sts.         New  Westminster,  B.C. 

Over  Merchants   Bank  PHONE   335 

STEAMBOAT 
LOTS 

Sole  Agents  for  the  Townsite 

BEVAN,  GORE  &  ELIOT,  Limited 
503  Pender  Street  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

When   writing   to  Advertisers  please   mention   British    Columbia   Magazine 



\\^ander~lhirst 

By    B.    MacArtW 

From  "Collier's   Weekly") 

There  are  some  who  want  the  sea, 

And  some  who  want  the  pine, 

But  pine  and  sea  are   both  for  me 

Since  wander-thirst  is  mine. 

The  long   trail-call  is  on   me 

Wherever  I  may  be; 

I'm  blessed  or  cursed  with  wander-thirst, 
And  so  the  Road  for  me. 

Sometimes  I  am  a  sea-gull 

II  here  the  shouting  combers  crash; 

I  swoop  and  dip  where  blue  tide-rip 

And  spume  and  spindrift  flash; 

If  here  the  wicked  little  cat's-paws 

W  hisk  across  the  ground-swell's  breast, 
Or  the  oily  sea  lifts  lazily 

With  storm-clouds  in  the  west. 

The  Road  that  girths  the  hemispheres! 

What  witchery  it  gains 

When  the  wide  earth  leaps  before  you 

With  the  sunlight  and  the  rains/ 

If  hen  the  mist  is  on  the  meadows, 

And  the  traveller  casts  his  load, 

Oh!  the  moonlight  and  the  shadows 

And  the  magic  of  the  Road. 

And  I  have  been  a  fir-tree 

In  a  bull-elk's  mating  ground; 

I've  heard  the  hill-wind  singing 

Upon  his  midnight  round; 

I  watched  the  patient  foot-hills 
And  saw  the  growing  light 

Of  coming  morn  when  day  ivas  born 

From  out  the  womb  of  Night. 

So  long  its  length  has  led  me 

O'er  continent  and  sea 

That  I  have  power  to  become 

Whate'er  I  wish  to  be; 
From  the  lark  that  rules  the  meadows 

To  the  coyote  in  the  hills — 

/  may  be  any  wild  thing 

My  vagrant  fancy  ivills. 

Just  now  I  am  a  white  beach; 

Behind  me  grasses  sway, 

Before  me  hiss  of  sea-foam  kiss 
And  slap  of  lazy  spray; 

The  snipe  that  pipe  at  daybreak, 

The  lost  things  thrown  ashore, 

I  fere  find  a  home  'mid  stranded  foam 

And   crashing   combers'  roar. 

(i 

So  some  may  want  the  sea. 

And  some  may  want  the  pine, 

But  pine  and  sea  are  both  for  me 

Since  wander-thirst  is  mine. 

The  long  trail-call  is  on  me 
Wherever  I  may  be; 

I'm  blessed  or  cursed  with  wander-thirst. 
And  so  the  Road  for  me. 

(i 
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Yachts  of  the  Royal  Victoria  Yacht 
Club's  Fleet 
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The    City   of 

Cherries 
By    Garnett    Weston 

H  E  spring  develop- 
ment story  of  a  West- 

ern town  is  like  the 
necromantic  fables 

linking  the  present 
with  that  old  city 

supposedly  some- 
where in  the  shadow 

of  the  Thirsty  Hills 

which  run  into  Thibet  and  loop  a  fertile 

plain.  It  is  known  in  history,  which  is 

somewhat  obscure,  as  "the  city  that  never 
was  in  the  land  that  doesn't  exist."  Won- 

derful stories  are  told  of  its  growth  and 
power,  for  it  is  sometimes  claimed  to  have 

been  the  birthplace  of  that  great  Tartar 
hero,  Genhez  Khan. 

In  southern  British  Columbia,  where 

climatic  conditions  permit  of  uninterrupted 
constructive  progress,  the  spring  renewal  of 
activity  is  not  as  marked  as  on  the  prairie, 

for  the  simple  reason  that  there  is  no  re- 
newal. It  is  merely  a  freshened  impetus  to 

a  cycle  or  an  action  described  in  decimal 
terms  as  a  repeater. 

When     the     whispering     waters     of     the 

Fraser  ribbon  out  from  under  the  tall  hills 

they  rinse  the  shores  of  old  Queensborough, 
or   New   Westminster  as   it  was  re-named. 
When    I   (first   saw     New    Westminster     it 

appealed  to  me  as  a  two-color  picture.     The 
colors    were    blue    and    gold,    for    the    sun 

splashed    yellowly   on    the   houses,    and    the 

side-scenes,    the    mists    and    the    mountains, 
were  blue.     New  Westminster  has  the  ex- 

pression  of   a  city    being   retailored.      It   is 
like  an  old  painting,  begun  in   1859,  partly 

erased  a  dozen  years  ago  by  fire,  and  now 
being  reworked  by  a  brush  belonging  to  the 
twentieth  century  and  with  modern  colors. 

The    city    is    the    blossom    grown    on    a 
stem  of  farm  land.     The  land  is  the  Fraser 

river   valley.      It   includes   the   wealthy   dis- 
tricts  known     as   Delta,     Surrey,    Langley, 

Matsqui,  Sumas  and  Chilliwack.     Roughly, 
this  territory  is  one  hundred  miles  long  and 
twenty   miles   wide.      Practically  the  whole 
of  the  south  side  of  the  Fraser  valley  and  a 
considerable  area   in   the  north   side   is   rich 

pasturage    land,    capable    of    growing    any- 
thing in  the  way  of  roots,   fruits,  grain  or 

vegetables.      Peaches,    grapes,    cherries    and 
323 
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FARM    I. AM-   IN  THE  YAl.I.EY  BEHIND 
WESTMINSTER 

other  small  fruits  ripen  to  a  degree  of 

lusciousness  not  surpassed  anywhere.  Pump- 
kins and  melons  mature  as  well  as  in  the 

south.  Dairying  and  poultry-raising,  cattle 
and  horse  breeding,  cheese  and  butter  mak- 

ing are  the  principal  industries,  although 
there  are  scores  of  shingle  and  lumber  mills 

giving  employment  to  a  large  number  of 
men. 

The  extensive  activities  of  the  railway 

companies  in  the  districts  will  leave  open- 
ings for  laborers  for  several  years  to  come. 

A  district  of  vast  fertility  is  being  opened 
to  the  traffics  that  follow  hard  on  the 

advance  of  men.  From  this  agricultural 

and  fruit-growing  country  have  come  the 
products  which  have  built  up  the  enormous 
market  which  occurs  every  Friday  in  New 
Westminster.  The  Great  Northern,  the 

British  Columbia  Electric  and  the  Canadian 

Pacific  bring  the  people  of  the  valley  in  to 

the  market  and  provide  efficient  transporta- 
tion, making  it  possible  to  accomplish  the 

round  trip  in  one  day. 

The  market-place  is  hounded  on  one  side 
b\  the  lines  of  three  railways,  and  on  the 

other  by  the  Fraser  river,  making  both  rail 
and  water  methods  of  supply  possible.  It 

is  the  best  pa\  ing  market  in  the  west. 

The  ultimate  success  of  a  city  is  depend- 
ent solely  on  its  situation.  If  it  is  luckily 

placed  it  is  destined  to  succeed  in  the  com- 
mercial wrestling  match  of  cities.  Some- 

time^ it  is  purelj  chance  which  throws  a 
city  to  the  front,  but  usually  a  western  city 

is  great  or  small  according  to  the  stakes  of 

the  rough  prospector  or  home-maker  who 
makes  the   first  a\e-stroke  on   the  site. 

New  Westminster  is  placed  on  a  wide, 

navigable  stream  which  comes  through  a 

wealth-potent  country  and  Hows  broadly 
into   the   open   sea.      The  water  which  slips 

up  to  the  piers  is  free  from  the  destructive 
i eredoes  which  destroy,  by  persistent  dining, 

the  piles  of  wharfs  in  salt  water.  An  ocean 
\essel  invariably  comes  into  port  with  its 
hull  below  the  water  line  covered  with 

barnacles.  The  I'.S.S.  Dakota  recently  had 
six  hundred  tons  ot  sea  growth  removed 

from  its  hull.  Ships  coming  up  the  Fraser  to 

New  Westminster  are  scraped  free  of  en- 
cumbrances by  the  action  of  the  cold,  fresh 

water.  The  value  of  this  is  apparent  when 

the  saving  to  a  shipping  company  in  docking 

and  scraping  is  explained.  With  the  pos- 
sible exception  of  Portland,  New  Westmin- 
ster has  the  finest  harbor  on  the  coast. 

During  1910  one  million  two  hundred  and 

eighty-eight  thousand  six  hundred  and 
thirty  cubic  yards  were  dredged  from  the 
river  mouth.  Last  year  from  the  1st  of  April 
to  the  30th  of  November  there  were  seven 

hundred  and  sixty-seven  in-bound  coasting 

vessels  with  a  tonnage  of  fifty-three  thou- 
sand five  hundred  and  seventy-four  and  a 

crew  of  five  thousand  one  hundred  and 

thirty-six  men.  Outward  there  were  seven 

hundred  and  ninety  vessels,  tonnage  fifty- 
two  thousand  and  twelve,  with  a  crew  of 
five  thousand  four  hundred  and  seventeen. 

The  ocean  vessels  numbered  fifty-six,  ton- 

nage seventeen  thousand  and  ninety-three, 
crewr  one  thousand  and  fifty-two. 

The  big  river  which  smoothes  by  the  city 
is  world  known  for  the  run  of  salmon  which 

yearly  come  up  from  the  sea.  The  salmon 
canning  industry  is  one  of  the  big  things 

making  big  money  in  a  big  country.  There 

are  thirty-nine  canneries  on  the  Fraser,  and 
a  great  amount  of  the  money  made  in  the 
business  is  invested  in  the  city  of  New 
Westminster.  The  Columbia  Cold  Storage 

Company  is  one  of  the  largest  in  the  city. 
There  is  a  large  factory,  the  Cliff  Can 

Company,  which  makes  the  majority  of  the 
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cans  used  in  the  canneries.  Thousands  of 

men  earn  a  paying  livelihood  in  the  fishing 

industry,  one-third  of  the  entire  Canadian 
output  being  obtained  in  the  Fraser.  The 
river  presents  something  of  the  appearance 
of  an  industrial  fever  when  thousands  of 
fishboats  set  sail  as  the  sunset  gun  sends  its 
powder  message  into  echoes.  The  boats 
rapidly  reduce  into  nothing  as  they  race  for 
some  favorite  place  up  the  river  or  on  the 
Gulf  of  Georgia.  When  they  return  they 

are  laden  with  the  "spring"  or  "red  cohoe," 
which  you  can  buy  on  any  market  in  the 
east  and  Great  Britain.  Many  trout  and 
sturgeon  are  taken  from  the  river  and  one 
cold-storage  plant  of  great  size  is  engaged 
solely  in  taking  care  of  the  halibut  brought 
into  port  by  the  steamers. 

The  Royal  City  has  a  population  of  six- 
teen   thousand     people.       Tributary   to   the 

city  are  some  sixty  thousand  people  living  in 
a  valley  where  there  is  room  for  a  million. 

They   are   adding   to   the   city's   wealth    by 
their  labors  in  agricultural  and  fruit-grow- 

ing lines.     This  alone  should  make  tue  city 
important.      In  addition,   however,   there  is 
a  government  timber  reserve  in  the  Fraser 
valley  estimated  to  contain  two  billion  feet 
of  logs.     A  conservative  estimate  shows  that 
the  cost  of  opening  the  Fraser  river  to  the 
largest  ocean  steamers  would   be  repaid   in 
fifteen  years  by  the  increased  receipts  from 
the  towage  of  logs  alone.     Adjacent  to  the 
Fraser  there  are  seven  hundred  and  seventy 

thousand  acres  of  timber  land  with  an  esti- 

mate of  fifty  billion  feet  of  lumber,  repre- 
senting two  million  five  hundred  thousand 

dollars  in  stumpage  dues  alone.     The  city's 
situation  ensures  its  reaping  a  full  share  of 
the  enormous  wealth  inevitably  resultant  on 
the   logging    of   this    area.     The   Small   & 

Backlin,  Brunette  and  Royal  City  mills  are 
the  largest  within  the  city  limits.  Each  of 
these  mills  uses  on  an  average  twenty-five 
million  feet  of  logs  per  annum.  These  are 
worth  approximately  two  hundred  thousand 
dollars,  which  is  about  equal  to  the  payroll 
of  each  of  these  firms.  It  is  difficult  to 

secure  authentic  figures  regarding  the  in- 
crease in  value  of  logs  reduced  to  board 

feet,  but  it  is  probably  in  the  neighborhood 
of  one  hundred  and  fifty  per  cent,  when 

overhead  expenses  are  paid.  "Overhead" 
expenses  as  they  are  termed  is  a  species  of 
self-insurance  against  all  the  accidents 

which  are  likely  to  happen  during  the  in- 
terval between  cutting  and  the  final  ship- 

ping of  the  lumber  from  the  mills. 
The  Fraser  mills  are  the  most  extensive  in 

the  world  and  have  recently  been  enlarged 

by  the  erection  of  additional  buildings 
and  the  purchase  of  machinery.  The  view 
from  the  centre  of  the  Westminster  bridge 
across  the  Fraser  shows  several  miles  of 
shore  faced  with  mills,  and  the  soft  blue 
smoke  from  their  burners  lazes  out  over 
the  stream,  the  heat  and  smoke  together 
forming  a  ribbon  like  a  piece  of  watered 
silk. 

New  Westminster's  great  steel  bridge  is 
so  well  known  that  it  is  repetition  to  men- 

tion it.  Briefly,  it  cost  a  million  dollars 
to  build,  contains  four  thousand  tons  of 
steel,  is  eleven  thousand  nine  hundred  and 

eighty  feet  long,  the  main  span  being  three 
hundred  and  eighty  feet  long  and  resting 

on  a  central  pier  one  hundred  and  forty-one 
feet  below  high  water  mark.  The  selec- 

tion of  the  territory  at  the  south  end  of 
the  bridge  as  the  location  of  the  western 
terminals  and  the  site  of  car  building  works 

by  the  Canadian  Northern  Railway  Com- 
pany   brought    Port    Mann    onto    the    map 

Till-'.     LUMBER    MILLS    LSI'.    TWENTY-FIVE 
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ami  introduced  the  certainty  that  New 

Westminster  would  have  a  companion  city 

ot  possibl)  ten  thousand  people  in  two  or 
three  years. 

New  Westminster's  fire  department,  bar- 
ring the  comparison  ot  numbers,  is  on  an 

equal  footing  with  Vancouver's,  which  is 
saying  a  great  deal.  The  present  efficiencj 
of  the  force  is  the  result  of  a  number  of 

years'  constant  training  under  Fire  Chief 
Watson,  who  was  with  the  department 
before  the  fire  in  1898.  There  are  five 

fire  halls  in  the  city.  Recently  the  force 
equipment  was  improved  by  the  addition  of 
a   McLaughlin  fire  truck  motor. 

The  police  force  of  nine  men  have  charge 
of  what  is  probably  the  most  orderly  city 
in  the  west.  People  who  still  nurse  the 
idea  that  the  west  is  where  bold,  bad  men 

with  arsenals  hung  around  them  come  into 
town  regularly  and  shoot  up  the  place, 
would  be  disappointed  in  their  dime  novel 
expectations  if  they  were  to  spend  a  few 

days  in  New  Westminster.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  the  mountains  in  the  background, 

it  is  just  like  a  city  in  Ontario. 

The  question  ot  water  supply  is  one  which 
amounts  to  paramount  importance  in  the 
affairs  of  any  city.  Canadians  are  blessed 

with  a  countn  gi\ ring  clear,  fresh  water  in 
almost  all  its  parts.  The  nightmare-like 
horror  of  buying  water  at  the  door  from  a 

pedlar  has  not  yet  come  to  us.  The  Pro- 
vince of  British  Columbia  is  particularly 

well  insured  against  this  evil.  Where  there 

are  mountains  usually  there  is  a  plenitud  : 
of  clear  mountain  streams  and  lakes.  The 

water  used  in  the  Royal  City  is  conducted 

from  I.. -ike  Coquitlam,  twenty  miles  distant, 
through  a  piping  system  which,  at  the  pres- 

ent time,  is  being  enlarged  to  tubes  eighteen 

and  twenty  inches  across.  The  enlargement 
will  treble  the  supply.  The  long  slope 

from  Lake  Coquitlam  gives  a  terrific  force 

to  the  water.     A  large  reservoir  in  Queen's 

Park   contains  an   emergency  supply   of   the 
clearest  water  ever  supplied  to  any  city. 

The  growth  of  a  city  is  usually  judged 

by  its  increase  in  population.  In  1907  the 
census  showed  a  city  of  nine  thousand  four 

hundred  and  forty-six.  Now  it  counts 
teen  thousand.  Three  years  ago  the  assess- 

able valuation  was  five  million  one  hundred 

and  forty-six  thousand  seven  hundred  and 
fifty  dollars;  for  1910  it  was  ten  million 

eight  hundred  and  ninety-two  thousand 
nine  hundred  and  fifty-five  dollars.  The  in- 

crease in  assessable  property  denotes  a  great 
activity  in  building  operations.  At  present 
there  are  a  number  of  structures  under 

course  of  building  and  averaging  one  hun- 
dred thousand  dollars  each  in  cost.  The 

Hank  of  Commerce,  the  British  Columbia 

Electric  depot  and  the  new  opera  house  are 
three  of  the  largest  buildings  being  built. 
Also  there  are  a  number  of  five  and  six 

storey  office  buildings  which  will  average 
thirty  or  forty  thousand  dollars  each.  The 

^  .  M.  C.  A.  and  the  Masonic  Temple  rep- 
resent each  a  cost  of  fifty  thousand  dollars. 

It  is  probable  that  the  Dominion  govern- 
ment may  concede  a  part  of  the  land  on 

which  the  present  city  hall  is  built.     If  this 

LANDING  HALIBUT  FROM  THE  "ROMAN"  AT NEW  WESTMINSTER 



1. 

THE  ROYAL  CITY  HAS  SIXTEEN  THOUSAND PEOPLE THE   WATER-FRONT 

is  done  the  building  will  be  sold  and  a  new 
one  erected. 

The  growth  of  the  residential  parts  has 
been  as  rapid  as  the  business  section.  Since 
last  fall  between  three  and  four  hundred 
houses  have  been  built.  New  Westminster 

has  a  beautiful  park-like  home  section.  The 

avenues  are  wide  and  well  kept.  The  city's 
position  on  the  sloping  face  of  the  hill  gives 
it  a  commanding  view  of  the  river  and  at 

the  same  time  permits  of  excellent  sanita- 
tion. Because  of  the  artistic  appearance  of 

its  houses,  New  Westminster  has  been  nick- 

named the  "city  of  homes."  In  the  spring 
time  when  the  Mowers  begin  to  bloom,  so 
profuse  are  the  cherry,  apple  and  other 
blossoms,  the  city  has  gained  also  the  name 

of  "Cherry  City." 
The  amount  of  money  being  expended  on 

public  improvements  is  an  indication  of 
prosperity.  In  1910  over  three  hundred 
and  seventy  thousand  dollars  were  spent  on 

the  improving  of  the  city.  Quite  recently 

the  city  passed  by-laws  which  provided  for 
the  expenditure  during  1911  of  nearly  six 
hundred  thousand  dollars.  Of  this  amount 

three  hundred  thousand  dollars  will  be  spent 
on  street  improvements.  The  parks  will 

receive  thirty-five  thousand.  Westminster 

people  have  the  westerner's  love  of  the  open 
places.      They  have  indulged   themselves  in 
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a  number  of  beautiful  parks — Queen's, 
Moody,  Crescent,  Tipperary,  Toronto 
Place,  Clinton  Place  and  Leopold  Place. 

The  grounds  in  many  cases  overlook  the 

Fraser  river  and  in  every  instance  the  moun- 
tains are  visible,  sleeping  in  a  sheet  of  slaty 

haze.  The  engineering  department  is  fin- 
ishing the  extensive  sewer  improvements  be- 

gun in  1910. 
As  a  factory  town,  it  has  a  number  of 

advantages  for  makers  of  various  utilities, 
The  railroads,  the  river,  the  electric  power 
are  all  factors  in  the  strengthening  of  the 

magnet  which  draws  the  big  brick  buildings 
with  their  accompaniment  of  stacks  from 
which  waves  the  long  black  smoke  banner 

of  industry.  The  present  industrial  division 
has  in  its  regiments  nearly  every  kind  of 
the  commoner  manufactures.  Bricks,  boxes, 

boilers,  steel,  pipes,  wires,  paper,  carriage-, 

leather — these  are  a  few  only  of  the  articles 

made  in  the  city's  factories.  The  grain 
produce  of  the  Fraser  valley  gives  employ- 

ment to  a  number  of  Hour  mills,  and  the 

other  products  of  the  valley  and  the  river 

have  their  natural  accompaniment  of  fac- 
tories which  prepare  them  for  the  use  of  the 

public.  New  Westminster  and  Port  Mann 

will  one  day  be  the  Ottawa  and  [dull  ot 
the  Fraser  river. 

New     Westminster     is    the     see    ot     both 
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tni  .unl  Rum. in  Catholic  bishoprics. 

riu-ic  are  twent\  churches  in  the  city, 
which  include  almost  .ill  the  different 
churches  of  America.  A  number  of  schools, 

;i  high  school,  Columbia  and  St.  Louis  col- 
leges provide  tin*  necessarj  educational 

advantages  for  the  young  of  the  city. 
I  I  itside  of  the  mereh  business  and  social 

aspect  of  the  -  fe,  New    Westminster 
has  \\>>n  a  national  name  as  ;i  citj  of  sports- 

men, fhe  game  of  lacrosse,  Canada's  own 
:.  has  no  more  worth)  devotees  and 
linh  no  more  enthusiastic  admirers  than 

the  people  of  this  city.  I  Ik-  standing  of 
the  team  is  sometl  which  the  people 

proud,  and,  as  with  everything  else  in 

the  citj  from  the  people's  point  of  view, 
noth  -   :oo   good    for  tin1   team.      Thev 

arc  the  present  holders  of  the  Minto  Cup 
and  will  probabl)  carrj  off  the  tropin  in 

this  year's  league  games. 
The  future  ot  the  Royal  Citj  is  one  ot 

those  things  which  we  know  beforehand. 
It  looks  at  you  from  the  river,  from  the 
mountains,  from  the  faces  of  the  people  you 
meet  on  the  street.  The  days  are  like 

phonograph  records  put  on  the  machine. 
endlesslj  playing  their  prophec)  oi  Times 
ami  Profits  that  lie  just  around  the  next 

year-stone.  When  the  city  has  passed  that 
year-stone,  a  great  metropolis  u;i\  iiiLT  home 
to  manj  peoples  w  ill  he  upon  the  north  shore 

ot  the  old  gold-floored  river,  and  the  city's 
motto.  "In  God  We  Trust,"  will  have 
brought  its  ow  n  reward. 
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The  Renaissance 

or  Yachting  at 

V ictoria 

By   Alfred    Hustwick 

N  the  days  when  yacht- 
ing was  a  select  and 

unobtrusive  s  p  o  r  t 

at  Victoria,  be- 
f  o  r  e  the  challeng- 

ing racket  of  the 

aggressive  motor-boat 
was  heard  in  its  pic- 

turesque harbor,  the  gentlemen  sailors  of 

the  outpost  port  quartered  in  a  floating  club- 
house which  rose  and  fell  with  the  tide^  of 

James  Bay.  It  was  a  structure  of  respect- 
able proportions,  two  storeys  in  height  and 

boasting  commodious  compartments  for  the 

stowage  of  gear-,  an  office  for  the  con- 
venience of  the  secretary,  and  a  comfortable 

smoking-room.  In  the  latter  the  devotees 
of  the  royal  sport  were  wont  to  gather  after 
a  hard  day  afloat  and  hold  high  revel  about 

the  club  piano.  From  1893,  when  the  pen- 
nant of  the  Victoria  Yacht  Club  first  flut- 

tered at  the  masthead  of  the  club-house, 
until  1907.  when  Commerce  found  the  site 

too  valuable  for  a  sportsmen's  rendezvous 
and  blotted  it  out  with  steamship  wharves, 

the  smoking-room  piano  served  its  admirers 

faithfully,  albeit  its  tone,  when  it  was  in- 
stalled, was  of  a  softness  not  often  in  accord 

with  the  weather-roughened  voices  which 
it  supported. 

The  club-house  had  a  career  of  many 
vicissitudes.  First  a  blundering  steamship 

punted  it  from  its  moorings  and  submerged 
it.  Later  the  pontoons  which  were  designed 
to  give  it  buoyancy  failed  miserably  in  their 
duty  on  three  occasions,  and  the  waters  of 
the  bay  gulped  it.  After  these  submarine 
adventures  the  club-house  was  given  a  more 

stable  foundation,  piles  replacing  the  faith- 
less air-tanks.  All  this,  by  the  way,  is 

history. 

I.AI'NCII      TAN 

When  the  smoking-room  was  restored  I 
order  the  yachtsmen  approached  the  piano, 
which  had  been  neglected  in  the  excitement 
of  the  four  salvage  operations,  with  some 

livings.  To  their  surprise  they  dis- 
ced that  the  much-abused  instrument, 

despite  its  immersion,  had  suffered  little.  In 
fact,  the  warping  of  wood  and  softening  of 

felt  padding  which  constituted  its  chief 
damage  had  given  it  a  bolder,  if  less  dulcet, 
resonance,  thus  enhancing  it  as  a  nv 
maker  in  the  opinion  of  its  owners. 

This  is  traditional.  I  would  not  relate 
it  were  it  not  for  its  similitude  to  the  career 
of  the  Victoria  Yacht  Club,  which,  after 

sinking  into  the  sea  of  apathy,  was  refloated 
through  the  persistence  of  a  few  optin 

and  is  today,  like  the  historical  piano,  mak- 
ing more  noise  than  ever. 

As  time  is  reckoned  in  the  newer  places 
of  the  West  the  V.  Y.  C.  is  a  comparatively 
old  institution,  having  been  organized  in 
1892.  There  were  a  few  white-winged 
pleasure  craft  at  the  capital  city  during  the 

'eighties,  but  club  yachting,  both  in  British 
Columbia  and  Washington,  dates  back  only 
about  twenty  years,  if  my  authorities  are 
correct.  Searching  among  the  tew  exist- 

ing records  of  the  V.  Y.  C.'s  early  d;  I 
have  found  the  names  of  many  men  who 

have  played  a  prominent  part  in  the  public 
and  commercial  life  of  the  province.  Some 
of  them  are  still  prominent  in  yachting 
circles;  others  have  reluctantly  retired  from 
active  service  with  the  fleet;  while  here  and 

there  crops  up  the  name  of  a  pioneer  who 
has  sailed  the  last  great  race  of  all  and  left 

a  gap  in  the  goodly  company  of  true  sports- 
men. The  passing  of  Capt.  J.  Ci.  Cox,  for- 

merly Lloyd's  agent  at  Victoria,  and  "Tom" Harmon,  whose  death  but  recently  called 
forth  much  regret  and   reminiscence  in  the 

_ 
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s,  removed  two  of  the  club's  earliest  and 
most  energetic  members. 

The  first  patron  of  the  club  was  Colonel 

Prior,  and  among  those  most  prominent  in 

In  inauguration  were  A.  Mulcahey,  J.  H. 
Seeley,  \V.  B.  Charles.  H.  F.  Lowen  and 

l  reorge  A.  Kirk.  The  last-named  gentle- 
man generously  financed  the  building  of 

the  floating  club-house  to  which  reference 
has  been  made.  Of  the  boats  which  flew 

the  red,  white  and  blue  burgee  of  the  club 
in  its  halcyon  days  the  Inst  known  were  the 

Volage,  Swallow.  Victoria,  Mona,  Petrel, 
Scud,  Kalooloo,  Undine  and  Fawn.  I  have 

heard  many  a  story  of  races  fought  out  by 

these  old-timers;  grilling  contests  over  the 
triangular  course  from  the  harbor-mouth  to 

Albert  Head  and  back  by  way  of  a  buoy 
off  Trial  Island  ;  long-distance  runs  to  Port 

Angeles  and  Puget  Sound;  regattas  among 
the  many  rocks  and  currents  of  Oak  Bay; 
stories  replete  with  daring  doings  in  all  the 
weathers  that  the  Strait  of  Juan  de  Fuca 

knows.  From  all  accounts  it  appears  that 
the  Victoria,  Scud  and  Petrel  divided  honors 

pretty  evenly.  The  name  of  the  Volage  is, 
however,  most  familiar  to  present-day 

yachtsmen.  -  ;  still  in  service,  I  believe, 
at  Vancouver,  having  gone  to  the  mainland 

port,  like  several  other  yachts  which  once 

Hew  the  V.  ̂   .  C.  pennant,  during  the  lean 
years  in  the  life  of  the  Victoria  organization. 

To   one    who    attended    the    international 

regatta  at  the  capital  last  July  it  seemed 
hardly  credible  that  only  two  years  had 
elapsed  from  the  time  when  the  V.  Y.  C. 
seemed  about  read]  to  give  a  final  gurgle 

and  expire.  Vet  such  is  the  case.  Various 
causes,  not  of  sufficient  interest  to  bear 

speculating  on  in  this  story,  brought  the  club 
to  a  vcr\  low  ebb  in  1906  and  1907.  Mem- 

bers found  '"pressure  of  business"  and  other 
reasons  for  withdrawing,  and  several  of  the 

best  yachts  wen-  sold  or  taken  to  other  ports. 
In  1007  the  club-house  in  which  the  yachts- 

men had  gathered  for  twelve  years  was 
destroyed  to  make  room  for  the  wharves  of 
the  Alaska  Steamship  Company.  Having 

no  riparian  rights  the  club  was  left  without 

a  home,  its  membership  dwindled  to  thirty- 
live,  and  there  was  considerable  talk  of  dis- 

banding it.  A  retrospective  view  of  this 
hiatus  in  the  progress  of  the  royal  sport  at 

the  capita!  reveals  a  few  of  the  members  at 
their  best.  These  men,  with  the  optimism 

which  is  the  chief  quality  of  the  successful 

yachtsman,  refused  to  acknowledge  defeat. 

B.  B.  Temple,  one  of  the  club's  oldest  and 
most  experienced  members,  kept  the  pennant 

flying  at  the  mast  of  his  boat-house,  about 
which  a  handful  of  yachts  were  moored  by 
a  faithful   few. 

During  1007  the  club  literally  struggled 

for  existence.  J.  S.  Gibb,  commodore.  G.  V. 

Cuppage,  honorary  secretary,  and  William 
Piggott,  honorary  treasurer,  worked  like 

Trojans  to  restore  it  to  life.  They  can- 
vassed their  friends  and  the  merchants  of 

the  city  and  received  assurances  of  financial 

support.  They  appealed  to  yachtsmen  to 
rally  to  the  club  flae.  They  planned  the 

building  of  a  new  club-house.  At  the  annual 
meeting,  held  in  March,  1008,  Mr.  Piggott 
was  able  to  report  a  balance  of  $148  on 

hand  and  bright  prospects  for  the  coming 
season.  The  meeting  was  attended  by  a 

large  number  of  yachtsmen  and  their 
friends,  and  so  successful  were  the  officers 
in  their  appeal  to  the  sporting  instincts  of 

these  gentlemen  that  the  secretary  and 
treasurer  were  soon  kept  busy  enrolling  new 

members,  registering  additions  to  the  fleet 
and  acknowledging  contributions  to  the 

club-house  fund. 
The  renaissance  of  the  V.  V.  C.  was 

celebrated  by  a  "stag"  cruise  to  Albert  Head 
on  May  13,  when  the  officers  were  able  to 
announce  to  an  enthusiastic  assembly  that 
the   membership   had    increased    to    127    and 
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that  the  club-house  was  already  under  way, 
only  $300  of  the  estimated  cost  being  un- 

subscribed. It  is  significant  that  of  the 

thirty  craft  which  participated  in  this  cruise 

fully  half  were  power-boats.  How  much 
the  co-operation  of  the  motor-boat  men  with 

the  yachtsmen  was  responsible  for  the  club's 
revival  is. hard  to  estimate,  but  there  is  no 

doubt  that  the  sinking  of  mutual  prejudices 
had  much  to  do  with  the  growth  of  both 

branches  of  the  sport.  The  chugging 

launches,  for  long  looked  upon  with  dis- 
favor by  the  men  of  the  white  wings,  had 

come  to  stay.  This  fact  was  realized  by 

the  club  as  soon  as  it  became  apparent,  and 

races  for  power-boats  were  arranged  in  con- 
nection with  the  regatta  held  in  August, 

1908.  As  if  the  weather  gods  conspired  to 
impress  the  sailors  with  the  importance  of 
controlled  locomotion,  lack  of  wind  made  it 

possible  for  the  motor-boat  races  only  to  be 
held  on  the  day  set.  The  sailing  events 

were  postponed  for  a  week. 
At  the  end  of  the  year  the  club  had  a 

gratifying  season  to  look  back  upon.  Its 

handsome  new  club-house  had  been  opened 
with  all  due  ceremony  and  great  enthusiasm 
on  August  8,  Premier  and  Airs.  McBride 

officiating.  At  the  annual  meeting,  held  in 

March,    1009.  the  ofFcers  reported  a  mem- 

bership of  184  and  a  balance  of  $112  on 

hand  after  all  expenses,  including  the  erec- 

tion of  the  club-house,  had  been  defrayed. 
The  election  of  officers  resulted  in  few- 
changes  being  made,  the  club  fortunately 
retaining  the  services  of  the  men  who  had 
accomplished  so  much  in  the  face  of 
difficulties. 

Public  interest  in  yachting  at  Victoria 

was  greatly  stimulated  during  1000  by  the 
election  of  J.  S.  Gibb,  commodore  of  the 

V.  Y.  C,  as  president  of  the  Northwe  : 
International  Yacht  Racing  Association;  the 
selection  of  the  port  for  the  international 

regattas  of  1010;  and  the  race  betweeen  the 

famous  Alexandra  and  Spirit.  In  1007  the 

Spirit  had  beaten  the  Vancouver  club's  re- 
presentative, which,  however,  had  turned 

the  tables  in  the  following  year.  The 

Spirit  was  then  purchased  from  'Ted" 
Geary,  the  clever  young  designer  of  the 
Seattle  Yacht  Club,  by  a  Victoria  syndicate. 

Flying  the  V.  Y.  C.  pennant  and  captained 
by  Charles  W.  Mcintosh,  the  Spirit  sailed 
against  the  Alexandra,  Capt.  Deane,  over  a 

triangular  course  of  13^2  miles  outside  Vic- 
toria harbor  on  May  22,  Empire  Day.  The 

prize  was  the  Citizens'  Cup,  presented  by 
the  people  of  the  port,  and  a  purse  of  money. 

From  a  yachtsman's  viewpoint  the  race  was 
far  from  thrilling,  the  wind  being  light. 
The  Alexandra  easily  beat  her  opponent, 

covering  the  course  in  2  hours  58  minutes, 

and  winning  by  over  21  minutes. 
Victoria  was  named  as  the  scene  of  the 

international  regatta  in  1010  at  a  meeting 

held  the  year  previous  to  the  event  in  the 

West  Seattle  club-house.  The  Northwest 
International  Yacht  Racing  Association, 

having  in  mind  the  condition  of  the  V.  Y.  C. 

in  1007  and  the  early  part  of  1008,  inti- 
mated to  the  Victoria  yachtsmen  before  the 

meeting  that  it  would  be  in  order  for  them 

to  refuse  the  regatta  if  they  did  not  think 
their  club  strong  enough  to  conduct  it.  If 

anything  was  w7anted  to  complete  the  con- 
va'e-xence  of  the  club  it  was  just  such  a 
reflection,  however  justified  by  past  events, 

on  its  status.  The  V.  Y.  C.  "got  its  K'<-' 
up"  at  once,  acccepted  the  offer  of  th?  re- 

gatta and  immediately  laid  plans  to  make 
the  affair  the  most  successful  of  any  that 
b.a (1  been  held. 

The  advent  of  the  Pacific  International 

Power  Boat  Association,  which  is  to  the 

motor  fraternity  what  the  N.  W.  I.  Y.  R.  A. 
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is  tn  the  yachtsmen,  was  a  Large  factor  in 
the  international  meeting  of  1910.  The 
N.  W.  [.  Y.  R.  A.  was  formed  in  1893  by 
representatives  of  the  Victoria,  Nanaimo, 

Seattle,  Tacoma,  Fairhaven,  Port  Towns- 
end  and  Bellingham  clubs,  and  has  been  the 
mainstaj  of  the  royal  sport  in  the  waters 
of  British  Columbia  and  Washington  since 
its  inception.  Vancouver,  by  the  \va\ ,  was 
not  enrolled  until  1903,  but  has  made  up 
for  lost  time  in  characteristic  manner.  The 

Royal  Vancouver  i  acht  Club  is  now  the 
largest  organization  of  its  kind  north  of 
San  Francisco. 

Like  the  yacht  racing  association,  the 
P.  I.  P.  H.  A.  was  formed  to  promote  the 
interests  of  sport  on  both  sides  of  the 
boundary  line  and  has  beeen  successful  in 
fostering  a  spirit  of  healthy  rivalry  among 
the  clubs  composing  it.  Much  has  been 
written  and  more  said  concerning  what 

some  pessimists  are  accustomed  to  call  "the 
decadence  of  yachting,"  and  the  increasing 
popularity  of  the  power-boat  is  held  by  them 

to  have  superinduced  this  alleged  condition. 
They  foretell  the  day  when  the  beautiful 
white  wings  will  be  a  thing  of  the  past.  In 
the  same  way  we  have  been  told  that  the 
motor-car  will  displace  the  horse  entirely, 
and  that  the  aeroplane  will  eventually  dis- 

place the  motor-car, just  as  the  locomotive  has 
displaced  the  stage-coach  and  the  steamship 
has  made  the  sailing-ship  a  back  number. 
No  sane  man  will  quarrel  with  progress, 

and  the  coming  of  the  motor-boat  is  in  line 
with  modern  ideas  of  combining  sport, 
pleasure  and  utility  in  one  as  with  the 
motor-car  and  aeroplane.  But  yachting  is 
not  decadent,  for  all  this.  Many  yachts- 

men are  possessors  of  both  types  of  craft  and 
utilize  them  as  weather  and  time  allow. 

Others  have  compromised  on  the  auxiliary 

type  of  yacht,  while  those  having  sufficient 
leisure  to  depend  solely  on  the  winds  for 
their  sailings  are  building  bigger  and  finer 
yachts.  The  gasolene  boats  now  outnumber 
the  sailing  craft  by  at  least  three  to  one,  but 
there  is  no  sensible  decrease  in  the  number 
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of  white  wings  which  disport  during  the 
summer  months  in  the  Strait  of  Juan  de 

Fuca,  the  Gulf  of  Georgia  and  Puget 
Sound.  The  essence  of  enjoyment  in  both 

yachting  and  power-boating  lies  in  com- 
munion with  the  open  air  and  sky.  The 

modern  yachtsman  is  as  handy  with  a 

twelve-horsepower  gasolene  engine  as  he  is 
with  the  halliards  and  tiller  of  his  sloop 

or  yawl.  The  decadence  of  yachting  will 

not  come  before  the  decadence  of  yachts- 
men— and  the  yachtsmen  of  the  Northwest 

are  far  from  decadent. 

I  have  digressed  thus  far  from  my  review 

of  the  V.  Y.  C.'s  history  largely  on  account 
of    the     splendid     manner     in    which     both 

yachtsmen  and  motor-boat  men  combined  to 
make  a  success  of  the    1910  regatta.     The 

two  international  associations  held  most  suc- 

cessful races  and  the  regatta  under  the  aus- 

pices of  the  entertaining  club  was  produc- 
tive   of    excellent    sport.      Several    hundred 

visitors  thronged  the  Y.  Y.   C.  club-house 

during  the  four  days  that  the  events  were  in 

progress,  and  the  prevalence  of  fine  weather, 
the  absence  of  untoward  happenings  and  the 

liberality  of  the  Victoria  yachtsmen  so  en- 
thused the  representatives  of  the  Vancouver 

and  Puget  Sound  clubs  that  they  unanimous- 
ly decided  to  hold  the  regattas  of  1911  and 

1912  at  the  capital  city.     In  making  this 
announcement  at  the  annual  meeting  of  the 

N.  W.  I.  Y.  R.  A.,  held  on  July  0,  Com- 
modore McNeil,  of  the  R.  V.  Y.  C,  dwelt 

at  some  length  on  the  advantages  of  Victoria 

as  a  yachting  centre,  its  convenience  as  a 
rendezvous  for  other  clubs,  and  the  true 

sportsmanship  and  royal  hospitality  of  its 
\achtsmen.  And  this  was  less  than  three^ 

years  from  the  time  when  the  less  hopeful 

members  of  the  V.  Y.  C.  were  discu->;nj 

the  advisability  of  disbanding! 
This  year  the  international  meeting  is  to 

be  on  a  larger  scale  than  last  year.  All  the 

clubs  represented  in  the  associations  are  sub- 
scribing to  the  expense  of  the  entertainment, 

thus  relieving  the  home  club  of  the  full  bur- 
den of  financial  responsibility,  which   it  so 

courageously   assumed   in    1910.     A  record 

attendance  of  yachts,  launches  and  visitor- 
is  anticipated,  and  no  effort  will  be  spared 

to  justify  the  wisdom  of  the  yachtsmen  in 

selecting  Victoria  for  the  regattas.  The  pro- 
gram of  the  last  meeting  will  be  duplicated 

and   additional   features  are  being  planned. 

For  reasons  with  which  every  yachtsman  is 
conversant   there   will   be   no   races   for   the 

Alexandra  and   McNeil   trophies,   but   it   is 

hoped  that  the  adherents  of  the  international 

and    universal    rules  will   reach   an    under- 
standing which  will  allow  of  representative 

international  racing  in  1912. 

At  the  present  time  the  Victoria  club  is 
in    a   most   flourishing   condition.      It    faces 

the  coming  season  not  as  the  "V.  ̂   .   C," 

but  as  the  "Royal  Victoria  Yacht  Club,"  the 

Admiralty  warrant  for  the  prefix  "Royal" 
and  the  right  to  fly  the  blue  ensign  having 

recently   been    granted   to   the   organization 
through  the  instrumentality  of  Capt.  Clive 

Phillips-Wolley  and  the  retiring  commodore 
of   the   club,    Mr.    Granville    V.    Cuppage. 

This   much-coveted   privilege,    already    the 

possession  of  the  Vancouver  club,  has  repre- 
sented  the  goal  of  the  Victoria  yachtsmen 

in    their    revival    of    the    royal    sport.      Its 

achievement  has  been  made  possible  bv  the 

addition  of  many  fine  yachts  to  the  club"- 
fleet  during  the  last  two  years,  chief  among 

these  being  the    Dolaura.    the    well-known 

steam  yacht  owned  by  former  Lieut.-Gover- 
nor  Dunsmuir:  tne  Anemone,  a  ketch-rigged 

auxiliary  vessel    owned    by  C.   D.  Taylor, 

which  cost   its   first  owner,   a   Denver  mil- 

lionaire, over  $70,000  to  build,  and  is  rated 

at    Lloyd's   higher   than   any  other   wooden 
vacht  in  America;  the  Chaos,   an  auxiliary 
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schooner  of  48  toils,  owned  bj  E.  S.  Wise 
and  formerly  employed  as  a  mission  boat; 
the  Chinook,  a  large  schooner  yacht  recentl) 
added  to  rhe  fleet  by  its  owner,  J.  Bartle; 
the  Mabel !e,  another  recent  arrival,  owned. 
bj  J.  A.  Sayward  and  reckoned  to  be  one 
of  the  finest  motor-boats  in  British  Colum- 

bia waters;  and  the  Tamils,  a  twin-screw 

launch  of  31.2  tons,  owned  by  J.  Arbuth- 
not.  Of  the  sailing  craft  not  mentioned 
above  the  Ariadne,  40  tons;  the  Truant, 

owned  by  Vice-commodore  Walter  Adams; 
the  Gwenol,  owned  by  J.  S.  Gibb  and 

William  Piggott;  the  Varumi,  owned  by 
Harry  Barnes;  and  the  Ailsa,  owned  by  the 

retiring  commodore,  Mr.  Cuppage,  are  the 

best  known  and  Largest.  The  motor-boats 
are  speedily  growing  into  a  fleet  of  consid- 

erable proportions,  scarcely  a  week  passing 
but  one  or  more  gasolene  craft  are  put  into 

the  water.  The  Jessie,  a  25-ton  cruiser, 
owned  by  A.  \V.  Bridgman  and  associates; 

the  Princess  May,  owned  by  Commodore 

Musgrave;  the  Gypsy,  owned  by  J.  S. 
Gibb;  and  the  Ioilo,  owned  by  P.  R. 
Buchart,  are  all  splendid  boats,  and  well 

suited  to  waters  surrounding  Victoria,  on 

the  bosom  of  which  the  amateur  sailor  may 
experience  every  phase  of  weather,  from  the 
oily  calm  of  summer  days  to  the  violent 

white-caps  of   the  winter. 

To  guide  the  destiny  of  the  Royal  Vic- 
toria Yacht  Club  during:  the  next  twelve 

months  the  following  officers,  all  ex- 

perienced and  sport-loving  yachtsmen,  were 
elected  at  the  annual  meeting  held  on 

March  30:  Commodore,  J.  Musgrave; 

Vice-commodore,  Walter  Adams;  Rear- 

commodore,  F,  O'Reilly;  Secretary-treas- 
urer. Capt.  H.  G.  Jarvis.  The  committee 

of  management  is  composed  of  Messrs. 
Beatson,  Dr.  Harper,  C.  Bennett  Thomp 
son,     W.   A.   Turner,     G.    Temple.     E.    S. 

Wise,  I).  O.  Rochfort  and  Harry  T. 
Barnes.  Representative,  as  they  are,  of  the 

finest  type  of  yachtsman,  these  gentlemen 
can  be  relied  upon  to  successfully  continue 

the  good  work  of  the  retiring  officers,  who 

have  placed  the  club  on  a  firm  financial  foot- 
ing and  restored  it  to  a  position  of  promi- 

nence in  the  yachting  circles  of  the 
Northwest. 

Plans  are  at  present  being  considered 

which  will  provide  for  the  erection  of  a  new 

and  larger  club-house,  the  fleet  of  yachts 
ami  Launches  having  outgrown  the  present 

mooring  grounds.  The  growth  of  Victoria 
during  the  last  two  years  and  the  resultant 
enhancement  of  waterfront  property  make 

possible  the  sale  of  the  club's  present  build- 
ing at  a  big  profit  on  the  original  invest- 

ment, which  will  provide  ample  funds  for 
the  establishment  of  a  finer  building  in  a 
more  favorable  location.  At  the  time  of 

writing  the  fleet  tonnage,  Thames  measure- 
ment, is  close  on  2,000  tons,  and  new  boats 

are  constantly  being  registered,  so  that  re- 
moval to  Esquimalt  harbor,  Cadboro  Bay  or 

some  similar  retreat  is  imperative. 

In  this  sketch  of  the  club's  career  I  have, 
through  the  limitations  of  space  and  other 
reasons,  been  forced  to  omit  references  to 
the  work  of  many  members  who,  while  not 

occupying  official  positions,  have  been  un- 
tiring in  their  efforts  to  make  the  Royal 

Victoria  Yacht  Club  a  worthy  representa- 
tive of  all  that  is  best  in  sport  as  the  men 

of  the  capital  city  know  it.  To  these  men 
the  thanks  of  all  good  yachtsmen  are  due, 
as  well  as  to  those  who  have  shouldered  the 

club's  official  responsibility  from  year  to 
year,  and  to  the  whole-souled  patrons  of 
the  royal  sport  who,  when  the  club  was 

threatened  by  failure,  aided  in  its  renais- 
sance with  ready  advice,  encouragement  and 

financial  support. 
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HE  "domesticated"  pros- 
pector is  a  pathetic 

personification  of  rem- 
iniscence. He  is  a  re- 

plica of  the  eagle  which 
was  forced  to  dwell 

with  barnyard  fowl. 
He  is  with  us  in  the 

body,  but  his  heart  is  ever  traversing  lone 

valleys  and  mountain  wastes. 

Take  a  walk  about  Vancouver's  suburbs 
any  of  these  fine  spring  days  and  you  will 

likely  see  the  one-time  prospector  in  his  neat 
little  garden.  He  is  bent  with  age  and  the 

weight  of  many  a  pack  borne  in  other  days 
up  mountain  steeps  and  along  rocky  shores. 
His  limbs  are  stiff  and  sore  from  years  of 

contact  with  glacial  streams.  His  knotted 
hands  hold  a  garden  rake,  but  he  uses  it 

mainly  as  a  staff  upon  which  to  lean  while 

he  gazes  out  toward  the  rocky  solitudes 
which  speak  to  him  day  and  night.  The 
cool  mountain  breeze  plays  with  his  hoary 
beard  and  wafts  to  him  pine  smells,  bird 

calls  and  brook-song.  Luring  voices  these, 

and  only  the  ever-tightening  thongs  of  age 

hold  him  in  the  little  garden  on  the  city's 
outskirts.  With  a  sigh  he  stoops  slowly 

and  takes  up  a  handful  of  pulverized  soil. 
Then  he  moves  his  hand  as  though  it  were  a 

placer  pan  and  lets  the  sand  sift  through  his 

fingers  "jist,"  as  he  explains,  "to  see  if  I 

hev  forgot  how." 
But  there  is  another  species  of  the  genus 

prospector,  and  he  still  follows  the  lure.  He 
is  essential  to  the  great  drama  of  mines.  He 

is  its  advance  agent.  He  searches  out  and 
makes  known  the  secret  places  where  Nature 
has  cached  her  mineral  wealth.  He  goes 

fearlessly  into  the  vast  lone  valleys  of  the 
interior  with  no  weapon  more  formidable 
than  a  small  rock-hammer.  On  his  back  he 

packs  a  blanket  or  two  in  which  are  wrapped 

neatly    a   few   simple   cooking    utensils     and 

small  quantities  oi  tea,  sugar,  flour  and 
bacon.  Often  for  a  stretch  of  three  months 

he  sees  no  human  being  save  his  own  image 

in  the  crystal  brooks.  What  mysteries  must 
Nature  reveal  to  this  her  solitary  child  as 
he  revels  in  her  rugged  beauty  and  rests 

upon  her  quiet  breathing  breast. 
It  was  in  a  little  fishing  village  far  up  the 

western  coast  that  1  first  met  these  scouts  of 

the  ever-advancing  army  of  commercialism. 
The  sun  of  northern  latitudes  had  sunk  re- 

luctantly inch  by  inch  and  the  village  was  in 

shadow.  High  on  the  shoulder  of  a  neighbor- 

ing mountain  still  glowed  a  crimson  circle, 
and  out  from  it  came  the  figure  of  a  man. 
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He  had  a  pack  on  his  back  and  with  long, 
tain  strides  he  came  toward  the  twilit 

village.  The  cannerymen  and  fishers  lined 
the  narrow  winding  sidewalk  to  exchange 

greetings  with  him.  Even  the  Siwash  "kids" 
lisped  "Klahow)  a,  Bill." 

Hill  laid  down  his  pack,  and  with  eager 
bearded  taee  entered  the  bar,  where  a  sloppy 

individual  ladled  out  blue-stoned  whiskey. 
\  week  later  I  again  saw  Hi".  It  was 

earh  morning.  He  hail  sent  his  samples  ol 
ore  down  to  the  assaj  office,  ami  with  what 

little  money  he  had  saved  from  the  saloon- 

keeper's clutch  had  purchased  a  new  grub- 
stake, and  was  heading  out  on  a  new  trail. 

Suddenly  he  came  upon  a  man  sitting  de- 
jectedly   upon  an  old   dug-out. 

"Hello!"    said     the    man;     "oft    on     the 

trail?" "Yes,"  answered  Hill  laconically. 

"Wishta  God  I  was  goin'  with  ye,"  said 
the  stranger. 

"Come  along,  then;  why  don't  ye?" 
"I  can't,"  continued  the  disconsolate.     "I 

haven't  got  a  red." 
"I've  got  a  ten-spot,"  said  Bill.  "If  ye 

wantta  come  yer  welcome." 
Joyfully  the  stranger  took  the  proffered 

money  and  sped  back  to  the  village.  Hill 
sat  down  to  wait  for  him.  There  was  not 

a  trace  of  doubt  or  distrust  upon  his 

weather-brown  face.  In  a  short  time  the 
other  returned  with  a  new  pack  strapped  on 

with  new  pack  straps.  Hill  rose.  "My 
name  is  Hill,"  he  said,  as  he  stepped  out  be- 

side  his   new   companion. 

"Aline  is  Hen,"  answered  the  other,  and 
like  life-long  friends,  the  strangers  jour- 

neyed toward  the  wilderness  of  mountain 
and  forest. 

Three  months  passed  and  I  was  lying  upon 
a  narrow  hospital  bed  in  another  coast  vil- 

lage. It  was  night,  but  1  couldn't  sleep.  1 
heard  voices.  Someone  came  in.  I  heard 

the  kind  doctor  ask,  "What  is  your  name?" 
and  a  Strangely  familiar  voice  answer,  "Hill, 

jist  Hill." A  nurse  bustled  in  and  smoothed  down 

the  pillows  ot  the  next  bed  to  mine.  Then 

Hill  came  leaning  heavily  upon  Hen.  Both 

men  were  bearded  and  uncouth  in  appear- 
ance, yet  even  the  gentle  nurse  could  not 

have  handled  Hill  with  more  tenderness 

than    did    his   "prospect   pardncr." 
Later   Bill   explained    to   me  that  he  had 

suddenly  lost  the  use  of  his  legs,  and  Ben  had 

packed  him  on  his  back  the  most  of  fifty 
miles  over  rock  and  stream  and  fallen  tim- 

ber. They  had  staked  several  likely  claims 
and  brought  away  some  samples  of  ore 
which  Ben  w  as  going  to  take  down  to  the 

assay  office  in  Vancouver.  If  the  ore  turned 

out  as  well  as  it  promised,  they  would  read- 
il\  sell  their  claims  and  information  to  some 

mining  capitalist  at  a  good  figure. 
But  Fate  willed  it  otherwise.  Bill  had 

spent  but  twenty-four  hours  in  the  hospital, 
when  in  they  carried  Ben,  and  laid  him  on 

the  next  bed.  He  wTas  groaning  in  an  agony 
of  pain.  While  descending  the  narrow 

hatchway  of  a  tugboat  upon  which  he  in- 
tended going  to  Vancouver,  he  had  fallen 

and  broken  his  thigh.  Stiffness,  brought  on 

by  the  long  tramp  under  his  heavy  burden, 
was  the  cause  of  the  accident. 

For  some  days  the  men  suffered  in  silence. 

When  at  last  they  began  to  recall  little  in- 
cidents of  their  sojourn  in  the  mountains  I 

listened  with  interest. 

At  one  time  Bill  looked  up  from  kindling 
his  fire  to  see  a  great  bear  standing  over 
him  ready  to  hug  him  in  its  awful  arms. 

Bill  had  no  weapon,  so  he  banged  the  frving 
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pan  with  a  large  spoon.  The  bear  turned 
a  backward  somersault  and  scurried  off  to 
the  woods. 

In  another  instance,  after  a  long  and 

perilous  clim'b  to  reach  a  layer  of  likely 
looking  rock,  Ben  scrambled  pantingly  upon 
a  narrow  ledge,  only  to  be  confronted  by  a 
large  cougar.  Ben  could  not  go  back,  and 
he  barred  the  only  avenue  of  escape  for  the 
panther.  The  great  beast  crouched  snarling 
against  the  cliff.  For  an  awful  moment 
Ben  waited  to  be  hurled  to  death  below  or 

torn  to  pieces  on  the  ledge.  Then  the 
cougar  leaped  clean  over  the  man  and  with 
true  feline  agility  zig-zagged  safely  from 

jutting  rock  to  tree-top. 
One  day  a  Salvation  Army  representative 

came  into  the  hospital.  He  had  lately  been 
stationed  in  the  village  on  a  salary  of  $12 

per  month,  writh  the  privilege  of  boarding 

himself.  He  dropped  his  bundle  of  "War 
Crys"  on  a  table  and  attacked  Bill  and  Ben 
about  their  religious  beliefs,  as  he  had  been 
accustomed  to  do  with  slum  dwellers  of  his 
former  fields  of  labor.  I  had  been  reared 

in    an    atmosphere   of    the   stereotyped    the- 
IIT 

ology;  but  full  as  I  was  of  its  feticisms  and 

prejudices  I  could  not  but  note  how  in- 
ferior was  this  popinjay  with  reversed  collar 

and  comfortable  opinion  of  himself  to  the 
men  he  presumed  to  teach.  They  listened 
patiently.  It  was  Ben  who  spoke  at  last. 

"Were  ye  ever  out  in  the  mountains,"  he 
asked,  "when  all  was  hush  but  the  little 

trickling  brooks  and  the  tiny  chickadee?" 
"No!"  answered  the  preacher  with  evi- 

dent pride.  "I  ran  an  elevator  in  T.  Eat- 
on's store  before  I  donned  the  Lord's  uni- 

form." 

The  prospectors  looked  at  each  other  and 
then  at  the  speaker  with  an  expression  of 

deep  pity.  "Maybe  ye  won't  understand, 
then,"  continued  Ben,  "but  I  have  mostly 
lived  with  Nature,  and  I  can  only  talk  for 

myself.  Often  and  often  when  I've  been 
out  alone,  I've  looked  at  the  mighty  moun- 

tains and  great,  quiet  valleys,  and  I've  list- 
ened to  the  little  birds  so  happy  there.  At 

night  I've  seen  the  sky  full  of  bright  stars, 
and  each  star  in  its  own  place.  I  know  all 

these  beautiful  things  didn't  make  their- 
selves,  and  I  says,  'Ben,  there  must  be  a 
great,  kind  Maker  somewhere,'  and  I — well, 

I  reckon  I  worship  Him." Ben  was  soon  able  to  sit  up,  but  Bill  grew 
worse.  One  day  I  heard  him  say  to  the 

doctor,  "I  reckon  it's  all  off  with  me,  Doc. 
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How  soon  do  you  think  I'll  come  to  the 
jumping-off  place?"  The  doctor,  knowing 
well  the  courage  of  his  patient,  answered 

him  candidly,  "I'm  afraid  it's  serious,  Bill, 
but,  of  course,  that  isn't  saying  you're  going 
to  die  right  off.     You  have  a  chance  yet." 
"Thank  you,  Doc!"  said  Bill,  as  he 

turned  over  and  was  silent. 

A  few  days  later  he  became  delirious.  Ben 
sat  by  his  side.  He  began  to  rehearse 

snatches  of  his  past  life.  "Ben,"  he  said  one 
day,  "I  didn't  mean  to  kill  that  Siwash. 
Honestta — God,  I  didn't!  He  was  beatin' 
his  poor  little  klootch.  I  didn't  know  I  was 
goin'  to  hit  so  hard.  Poor  little  Marie! 
Maybe  she'll   miss   me.      You'll   know   her 

cabin,  Ben;  it's  that  one  with  the  picket 
fence.  I  made  that  fence.  You'll  give  her 
my  share  of  the  money  when  you  sell  the 
claims.  What  do  you  think  of  the  boy, 

Ben?  Say,  pardner,  don't  let  them  plant 

me  with  the  Siwashes." 
Across  the  brook  from  the  Indian  village 

is  a  single  grave  and  above  it  a  small  marble 

slab  bearing  this  simple  inscription,  "Bill." Marie  still  dwells  in  the  little  cabin.  There 
are  curtains  on  the  windows  now,  and  the 

picket  fence  is  whitewashed.  She  has  sent 

Bill's  boy,  her  son,  to  school  in  the  East. 
Ben  is  still  prospecting  in  Northern  Bri- 

tish Columbia. 



A  Visit   to   Lawoilamsk 

By   J.    H.    Grant 

FOR  almost  half  a  week 
 the  Camo- 

sun  nosed  northward  through  the 
dark  Coast  waters,  trailed  by  a 
foamy  trough  that  gleamed  white 

beneath  a  black  smoke-blanket.  Then  she 

slowed  up  and  headed  in  toward  the  strag- 
gling wharf  of  Lawoilamsk.  Her  deep 

whistle  boomed  across  the  still  bay  and 
crashed  from  rock  to  rock  of  the  rugged 
shore.  A  sightseer  moved  to  the  deck  rail 
and  gazed  shoreward  with  an  air  of  languid 

disappointment.  "Thought  this  was  a 
Siwash  town,"  he  remarked  between  puffs 
at  his  cigar.  "Darned  if  it  don't  look  to 
me  like  the  old  village  down  East." 

The  boat  came  to  a  stop,  her  donkey 
engines  clicked  and  two  stacks  of  pilot 

bread-cases  marked  "Hudson's  Bay"  were 
deposited  on  the  rickety  wharf.  "Say!" 
ejaculated  the  tourist  again,  apparently  ad- 

dressing everybody  in  general  and  no  one 

in  particular,  "these  Siwash  guys  have  sure 
been  throwing  the  paint  brush.  Those 
houses  are  all  the  colors  of  the  rainbow. 

Are  these  pot-bellied,  bow-legged  lobsters 
Indians?  Looks  to  me  like  those  pet  Japs 
of  the  C.  P.  R. — gee!  look  at  those  swells 
with  the  blue  serge  suits  and  scarlet  neck- 

ties! They're  'all  same'  gang  of  Dagoes  in 
Sunday  regalia.  What!"  he  shouted,  as 
suitcase  in  hand  I  moved  toward  the  gang- 

plank. "Going  to  vegetate  with  that 
bunch?" 
The  vessel  loosed  her  ropes  and  contin- 

ued her  journey  northward.  From  one  of 

the  "swells"  I  learned  that  drummers  and 
junior  bank  clerks  had  no  longer  a  mon- 

opoly on  the  malady  known  as  "swelled 
head,"  and  incidentally  that  the  missionary I  had  come  to  visit  was  himself  on  a  visit 

to  the  "Up-River"  Indians. 
I  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  wharf  and 

brooded  over  my  disappointment  at  the  evi- 
dent modernization  of  Lawoilamsk  and  the 

absence   of    my    friend,    the   missionary.      I 

had  pictured  bark  wigwams,  and  blanketed 
tribes  and  sachems.  I  had  no  idea  where  I 

should    stay   until    the   missionary's   return. 
Presently  a  bevie  of  boats  flitted  in  from 

the  smooth  bay  and  nosed  a  sandy,  sloping 
beach  a  short  distance  from  the  wharf. 

Some  were  fishing  boats  and  bore  the  names 
of  various  salmon  canneries  along  the  coast. 
One  was  a  long,  graceful  craft,  and  it  rode 
the  water  lightly  like  some  great,  dusky 
bird.  It  was  an  ancient  war  canoe  refitted 

with  paint  and  row-lock  to  serve  an  age 
more  tranquil.  Each  boat  was  laden  with 
piles  of  tiny,  shining  fish.  Oolachans  these, 
or  candle  fish  they  are  sometimes  called 
because  when  dry  they  are  often  used  by 
the  Indians  for  lighting  purposes.  So  full 
of  oil  is  the  tiny  creature  that  when  lighted 
at  the  tail  it  will  burn  throughout  with  the 
lasting  and  lighting  capacity  of  an  ordinary 
candle. 

Klootchmans  loaded  huge  baskets  with 
the  fish,  and  placing  them  upon  their  heads, 
carried  them  to  a  clump  of  trees  which 
stood  nearby.  Here  other  Klootchmans 
and  girls  strung  the  fish  and  suspended  them 
in  great  fringes  between  the  trees  to  dry 
in  the  sun.  Close  beside  the  trees  stood  a 
small    house    from   every   crack     of     which 

SMOKE-DRYING  SALMON 
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issued  blue  wreaths  of  pungent  birch-smoke. 
This  was  the  smoke-house  where  the  oola- 

chans,  after  having  been  partially  sun-dried, 
received  the  much  sought  acrid  flavor. 
(  )olachans  thus  cured  are  a  \er\  wholesome 

and   palatable  food. 
Some  of  the  klootchmans  threw  their 

oolachans  in  great  piles  and  left  them  to 
tester  and  stink  in  the  hot  sun.  Of  these 

fish  was  to  be  made  "oolachan  grease,"  the 
fish  butter,  for  the  manufacture  of  which 
from  time  unreckoned  the  Tsimpsheans 

have  been  famous  anions  all  the  Coast 

tribes.  This  rotting  process  makes  the  oil 
easier  of  extraction,  and  the  Indian  is  not 

particular  as  to  the  odor  of  his  diet. 
On  another  part  of  the  beach  numbers 

of  great  black  cedar  canoes  reposed  in  grot- 
esque decay.  I  was  glad  they  were  there. 

They  were  relics  of  the  Indian  as  he  was, 
the  Indian  as  I  had  pictured  him.  Their 

presence  helped  to  dispel  the  disappointment 
of  my  introduction  to  Lawoilamsk.  My 
imagination  quickly  manned  them  with 
rows  of  savage  warriors.  In  fancy  I  saw 
the  waves  dash  from  their  arching  prows  as 
ranks  of  broad  paddles,  like  great  wings, 

sent  them  flying  through  the  surf. 
But  I  was  suddenly  recalled  from  these 

visionary  realms.  A  sound  like  none  I  had 
ever  heard  floated  across  the  still  waters 

now  dusking  with  evening.  It  was  high 

octaved  and  minor,  yet  swreet  withal.  So 
weird  it  was,  and  coming  as  it  did  when  my 
mind  was  busy  with  phantoms,  it  caused 

a  chilly  sensation  that  I  have  not  yet  for- 
gotten. The  figures  on  the  wharf  moved 

uneasily.  Some  made  their  way  to  the 

water's  edge,  and  slipping  into  canoes, 
pushed  out  into  the  twilight.  A  bevie  of 

girls,  dark-eyed  and  silken-shawled,  came 
out  of  the  village.  The  magic  halloo 

sounded  once  more  and  wras  answered  by  a 
deep  voice  from  the  shore.  Soon  the  dark 
bay  was  dotted  with  darker  boats,  and  from 
each  the  strange  song  rose  fitfully,  now  in  a 
clear  tenor,  again  in  a  soft  contralto  or  deep 
baritone.  Its  chromatic  cadences  suggested 
shrieking  winds,  washing  waves,  gurgling 
brooks  and  whispering  trees.  It  was  heath- 

enish, beautiful,  fascinating.  With  the  set- 
ting of  the  sun,  Lawoilamsk  had  harked 

back  ages. 

"Hello,  young  fella,"  said  a  gruff  voice 

close  to  me.  "Cioin"  to  set  here  all  night?" 
A  tall,  angular  man  with  a  red  face  and 
hair  of  a  similar  hue  looked   down  on   me 

OOLACHANS  DRYING  ON  THE  RACKS 

out  of  one  pale  blue  eye.  "Siwashes  got  a 
singin'  ifit  on  tonight,"  he  continued.  "My 
old  woman  is  off  with  the  rest  uv  the  bunch, 

and  darn  the  bit  uv  supper  I've  had.  Better 

come  along  with  me,"  he  added  ;  "that  mis- 
sionary chap  might  not  be  back  for  a  cuppla 

days.  My  name's  Bill,"  he  concluded. 
'Pinky  Bill'  they  call  me." 
Pinky  Bill  lives  with  his  Indian  wife  in 

her  cabin  on  the  reserve  and  can  tell  you 

things  about  the  Indians  you'd  never  learn 
from  the  "missionary  bulletin."  He  has 
seen  them  in  all  their  heathenish  orgies.  He 

was  once  in  a  chief's  house  where  many  of 
the  village  people  had  gathered  to  await 
the  coming  of  the  new  medicine  man.  This 
candidate  for  the  office  of  medicine  man 

had  left  the  village  several  days  previous  to 

woo  the  spirits  by  fasting  in  mountain  soli- 
tudes. But  on  this  evening  strange  moans 

and  whistles  had  been  heard  on  the  moun- 
tain behind  the  village,  and  the  terrified 

inhabitants  huddled  together  in  the  largest 
house.      Some    squatted    on   the   clay    floor, 
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some  stood  against  the  walls,  some  busied 
themselves  with  the  fires  that  ruddied  the 

grim  faces  all  about  and  added  biting  smoke 
to  the  fetid  miasma  of  the  place.  All  were 
silent,  tense.  A  slight  scratching  sounded 

outside ;  then  a  footfall  on'  the  flat  roof. 
Suddenly  a  loose  slab  shifted  and  a  starved, 
crazed  creature  with  burning  eyes  and  lithe 
body  shot  down  into  the  fire.  With  a 
bound  like  a  panther  he  seized  a  maiden 
who  stood  by,  and  tearing  a  mouthful  of 
flesh  from  her  soft  shoulder,  gulped  it  and 
fled  into  the  night.  He  had  obeyed  the 
spirits.  He  had  eaten  human  flesh.  He 
would  return  to  the  village  in  a  few  days 
a  mighty  medicine  man.  The  maiden, 
though  writhing  in  pain,  exhibited  her 
bleeding  shoulder  with  pride,  for  it  was  a 
great  honor  to  be  the  chosen  victim  of  the 
spirits. 

When  Pinky  Bill's  wife  came  in  I  asked 
her  to  sing  some  of  her  native  songs  for  me, 
but  she  only  showed  her  handsome  teeth 

and  laughed  a  low,  gurgling  laugh.  "Ugh," 
grunted  her  husband  in  no  good  humor  at 
having  had  to  wait  so  long  for  his  supper. 

"You  might  as  well  try  to  get  a  sea  cow 
tu  sing  as  an  Indian  if  he  don't  feel  like  it. 
They've  got  some  dope  about  gettin'  their 
music  from  the  sea  an'  the  trees  an'  the 

birds  an'  the  brooks,  an'  they  think  they 
can't  sing  unless  the  sea  or  the  trees  or  the 
river  tells  them  to.  Sounds  tu  me  like  they 

got  it  from  the  kiyoots,"  he  concluded, 
wasting  a  vicious  look  upon  Mrs.  Pinky 
Bill,  as  with  a  placid  expression  on  her  dark 
face  she  deftly  prepared  our  meal  of  cured 
salmon,  oolachans,  seaweed  and  pilot  bread. 
The  Tsimpsheans  are  very  musical.  Some 
of  them  can  play  and  sing  our  most  difficult 
music,  but  are  very  fond  of  performing  in 
public.  But  their  own  songs,  old  as  their 
race,  they  will  sing  only  when  prompted 
by  some  inward  influence ;  never  upon 
request. 

Many  of  the  ancient  rites  and  ceremon- 

ials have  been  forbidden  by  the  country's 
law.  In  some  of  them,  Pinky  Bill  says, 
they  used  human  flesh.  The  victim  was 
usually  a  slave  baby.  Later  they  robbed 
the  graves,  and  dried  portions  of  flesh  to  be 

kept  on  hand.  Bill  knew  a  half-breed 
woman  who  fought  off  the  medicine  man 
with  a  gun  when  they  tried  to  take  her 
baby  for  the  ceremonial.  And  even  yet,  he 

says,  there  are  times  when  the  luring  whis- 

per overcomes  the  fear  of  the  white  man's 
law.  Then  some  old  klootch  or  medicine 

man  produces  a  few  flakes  of  dried  flesh  and 
the  village  starts  up  as  one  man.  Silently 
but  swiftly  with  fevered  tread  they  go, 
over  rocks  and  fallen  timber,  through  deep 
forests,  down  gorges,  across  rushing 
streams,  till  at  last  by  some  lone  lake  far 

from  the  white  man's  ken,  with  no  spectator 
but  perhaps  a  surly  old  grizzly  or  wander- 

ing bighorn,  the  weird  whistles  moan,  the 
medicine  men  chant  to  the  music  of  the 

tom-toms  and  the  gruesome  rites  begin. 
Tamx  Clach  is  an  ancient  Tsimpshean. 

Maybe  he  has  a  drop  of  Norsk  blood  in  his 
veins.  He  has  always  been  the  white  mans 
friend,  and  upon  several  occasions  saved  the 
lives  of  missionaries.  For  the  last  fifty 

years  he  has  kept  a  diary  in  English.  From 
him  I  learned  many  things  about  his  nation. 
The  Tsimpsheans,  he  informed  me,  are  the 
most  powerful  of  the  many  tribes  scattered 

along  the  coast  of  the  mainland  and  speak- 
ing the  Zamaliach  language.  Their  chief 

village  is  Lawoilamsk.  They  were  ever  the 

most  formidable  enemy  of  the  fierce  buc- 
caneering Hydahs  who  inhabited  the  Queen 

Charlotte  Island  and  held  in  abject  terror 

every  tribe  from  Alaska  to  Vancouver. 

When  at  last  a  scourge  of  smallpox  deci- 
mated the  marauding  Hydahs,  the  Tsimp- 
sheans defeated  them  in  a  great  battle. 

Clach  says  the  Hydahs  still  pay  yearly  trib- 
ute in  canoes  and  blankets  to  their  Tsimp- 

shean conquerors. 
The  old  man  proudly  escorted  me  about 

the  village,  pointing  out  the  principal 

"sights."  There  were  ancient  graves  of 
great  men  guarded  by  hideous  grinning  to- 

tems, of  the  wolf,  beaver  and  eagle.  There 
was  a  large  cabin  upon  whose  door  was  no 
lock.  This,  he  said,  the  tribe  had  built  for 
the  accommodation  of  strangers.  Visitors 
to  the  village  were  free  to  spread  their 
blankets  on  its  floor  and  cook  their  meat  on 
its  fire  as  long  as  they  cared  to  remain. 

He  directed  my  attention  to  four  great 
posts  upon  which  rested  the  ends  of  four 
mighty  riders.  The  posts  stood  about 
twelve  feet  above  the  ground  and  the  riders 

were  logs  about  fifty  feet  in  length  and 

three  feet  in  diameter.  Together  they  con- 
stituted the  framework  of  an  ancient  chiefs 

house.  "You  see,"  said  Clach,  "dena  four 
post?  Well,  under  every  post  one  dead 
man.  Big  chief  build  heem.  He  want  all 

people  know  he  hiyu  skookum    rich  man,  so 



342 British  Columbia  Magazine 

he  bury  tour  slave  alive  when  he  make  new 

house.  Dat's  way  my  people  do  long  tarn 

ago." 

Once  we  met  some  Indians  with  sharper 
features  and  Longer  legs  than  the  others. 
Clach  explained  that  they  were  the  grand- 

children of  two  Chili  Indians  who  had  come 

north  in  the  employ  of  the  Hudson's  Bay 
Company  and  had  married  Tsimpshean 
wives.  In  another  instance  I  noticed  some 

girls  with  a  brown  tint  to  their  cheeks  and 
kinky  hair.  When  I  questioned  the  old 

Indian  about  their  origin,  he  said:  "You 
hiyu  sharp  eye.  One  tarn,  long  ago — before 
long  ago — some  dem  people  you  call  South 
Sea  Island  got  wreck  right  here  on  dat  big 

rock.  Dar  boat  smash  up  and  dey  can't  go 
\va\  so  dey  many  with  Tsimpshean.  Das 
win  some  Tsimpshean  have  curly  hair  and 

big  round  eye." The  missionary  took  me  to  an  Indian 
wedding.  He  performed  the  ceremony  in 
the  mission  church.  Then  the  whole  vil- 

lage flocked  to  a  large  hall  where  a  feast 
was  spread.  Down  each  side  of  the  long 
tables  were  rows  of  faces ;  dark,  square 
faces  they  were,  some  tufted  with  wiry 
beard,  some  smooth,  some  creased  with  age. 
All  were  eager,  expectant.  Before  each 
individual  was  a  large,  white  soup  plate, 
and  beside  each  plate  a  miniature  stack  of 

pilot  bread.  The  Indians  consume  aston- 
ishing quantities  of  pilot  bread,  and  scarcely 

a  boat  goes  northward  from  Vancouver 
without  several  cases  of  it.  Girls  hurried 
about  carrying  in  one  hand  a  ladle  and  in 
the  other  a  huge  iron  pot  of  steaming  soup. 
Soup,  pilot  bread  and  tea  constituted  the 

meal.  The  bride's  table,  however,  was  sup- 
plied with  fruit,  nuts  and  fancy  biscuits. 

As  a  special  delicacy  the  tea  was  sweetened 

with  honey.  When  all  were  fed  the  pro- 
visions which  remained  were  distributed 

among  the  guests.  Each  klootch  tied  up 
her  little  allotment  of  pilot  bread  and 
stowed  it  safely  away.  Some  one  or  two 
were  quietly  caching  large  quantities  of  it 
in  the  folds  of  their  loose  garments  long 
before  the  general  distribution  began. 

The  giving  over,  speeches  were  in  order. 
The  old  men  rose  each  in  his  turn  and  said 
a  few  words.  A  young  Indian  who  sat 
near  interpreted  for  me  some  of  what  was 
said.  The  speeches  were  simple  and  to  the 

point.  They  w'ere  mostly  the  expression  of 
good  wishes  for  the  welfare  of  the  young 
couple.  The  Zimaliach  is  a  soft  and  musi- 

cal  language   and    the   Tsimpsheans   are   a 

TSIMPSHEAN  CHIEFS 

nation  of  orators.  At  last  one  very  old  man 
arose.  On  his  face  was  a  look  of  deep  sad- 

ness. His  voice  was  full  and  clear  as  it  rose 

and  fell  like  gusts  of  wind  in  the  forest. 
His  body  swayed  with  his  speech.  He 

spoke  with  contempt  of  the  white  man's  mar- 
riage law.  He  said  it  made  women  of  the 

young  men.  He  told  of  his  own  marriage. 
He  and  five  others  had  wanted  the  same 

girl.  Their  gifts  to  her  father  were  equal, 
so  it  was  necessary  to  put  the  rivals  to  a 
test.  The  six  were  made  to  stand  naked 

before  a  blistering  fire,  and  he  who  could 

endure  its  heat  the  longest  was  to  be  accept- 
ed by  the  girl  as  her  husband.  One  by  one 

they  fell,  until  the  speaker  and  one  other 
were  left.  They  fell  at  the  same  instant, 
so  another  test  had  to  be  resorted  to.  The 

girl  was  placed  in  a  tent,  to  reach  wdiich 
her  lovers  must  pass  naked  through  ranks 
of  braves  armed  with  flaming  torches.  It 
was  the  duty  of  these  braves  to  torture  the 
competitors  as  much  as  possible.  They 
thrust  the  burning  pitch  into  their  faces 
and  burned  the  hair  from  their  heads.  The 

one  who  could  stand  up  under  this  terrible 
ordeal  until  he  reached  the  tent  of  his  be- 

loved was  to  be  preferred.  Him  she  would 
immediately  take  to  her  cabin  and  nurse 

back  to  health.  "I  won,"  concluded  the  old 
man,  tearing  open  his  shirt  and  pointing 
proudly  to  the  great  red  scars  on  his  neck 

and   chest.      "Why  are   the  maidens   cheap 
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now  ?  Are  the  young  men  afraid  ?"  The 
old  man  turned  and  hobbled  out  of  the  door, 
leaving  deep  silence  behind.  During  his 
harangue  every  eye  had  kindled  with  a 
strange,  wild  fire.  Now  each  guest  rose 
quietly  and  disappeared  into  the  night. 
When  the  salmon  begins  to  run  it  is 

just  as  natural  for  the  nations  of  the  Zima- 
liach  to  gather  about  Spokeshoot  on  the 
mouth  of  the  Skeena  as  for  migratory  birds 
to  fly  south  in  the  fall.  Here,  in  these  days, 
they  work  for  the  salmon  canneries,  the  men 
fishing  and  the  women  filling  cans.  The 
effect  upon  them  of  the  summer  thus  spent 
is  not  always  desirable.  Their  women  must 
mingle  with  suave  Chinamen,  sly  Japs  and 
unscrupulous  white  men.  All  these  have 
learned  that  a  little  strong  drink  will  gain 
them  their  ends,  for  every  Indian  is  born 
with  a  fierce  thirst  for  alcohol.  It  is  on 
account  of  this  inherited  appetite  that  the 
stores  are  forbidden  to  sell  an  Indian  lemon 
essence  or  Florida  water,  lest  he  drink  it 
for  the  alcohol  it  contains.  This  inordinate 
desire  in  the  Indian  wives  accounts  in  a 
measure  for  the  conglomeration  of  types  to 
be  found  among  their  children. 

The  canneries  closed,  many  of  the  In- 
dians follow  the  salmon  up  the  river  and 

spear  them  at  the  foot  of  its  falls  and  rapids. 
Here  they  build  crude  cabins  and  smoke 
and  dry  the  fish  for  winter  food.  In  these 
cabins,  during  the  long  evenings  of  the 
advancing  season,  the  dusky  fishermen  do 
much  story-telling  in  the  ghostly  light  of 
the  fire  flickers  among  rafters  hung  with 
skins  of  animals  and  sides  of  salmon,  and 
half  illumines  the  circle  of  dark  visages, 
where  are  exchanged  weird  tales  of  spirits, 
ghosts  and  devils.  Often,  too,  these  stories 
are  of  animals  and  birds  with  supernatural 
powers  and  instincts. 

The  Indians  of  the  North  Pacific  Coast 
are  fatalists.  Weedildhald,  a  stalwart 

young  Tsimpshean,  loved  a  girl  of  the 

Hydahs,  and  apparently  the  maiden  recip- 
rocated his  feelings.  But  Gulgadagas,  a 

half-breed  Hydah,  wanted  for  his  wife  the 
same  woman.  Gulgadagas  knew  the  Indian 
beliefs,  but  the  white  blood  in  his  veins 
caused  him  to  disregard  much  of  the  ancient 

feticism.  He  painted  his  face  a  hideous 
red  and  rimmed  his  eyes  and  mouth  with  a 
preparation  of  phosphorus.  In  the  dead  of 

night  he  thrust  his  head  in  at  Weedild- 

hald's  cabin  window  and  repeated,  in  a 
slow,  sing-song  monotone,  "Weedildhald, 
in  fifteen  days  you  will  die  and  be  buried 
with  your  father  beneath  the  big  cedar. 
Give  your  canoe  and  fish  nets  to  the  maid 

you  love.  Prepare  to  die."  Then  he  went 
his  way  and  bided  his  time. 

Weedildhald  went  to  the  mission  doctor, 
but  he  kept  secret  the  nature  of  his  ailment. 
The  doctor  examined  him  carefully  and 
pronounced  him  sound  physically.  But 

Weedildhald's  catch  of  salmon  grew  less 
and  less  each  day.  At  last  he  gave  his  boat 
and  nets  to  the  Hydah  girl  and  begged  his 
companions  to  take  him  home  to  die.  They 
refused,  for  the  salmon  were  running  well 

and  the  trip  would  lose  them  two  days'  fish- 
ing. But  he  grew  thinner  day  by  day  and 

his  pitiful  entreaties  prevailed.  They  land- 
ed him  in  Lawoilamsk.  He  died  on  the 

morning  of  the  fifteenth  day  and  was 
buried  with  his  father  beneath  the  big 
cedar. 

Gulgadagas,  being  a  half-breed,  is  not 
on  the  "Siwash  list"  at  the  Spokeshoot  sa- 

loon. Here  he  has  bartered  for  whisky  all 
his  belongings  save  a  Tsimpshean  canoe  and 
a  salmon  gill  net.  If  Gulgadagas  asks  for 

drink  on  "tick"  and  the  saloonkeeper  de- 
mands his  canoe  and  net  as  security,  Gul- 

gadagas shakes  his  head  sadly.  "No,  no," 
he  says,  "canoe  and  net,  she  belong  my 

klootch." 
When  the  village  of  Lawoilamsk  betook 

itself  to  Spokeshoot  for  the  salmon  season, 
I  bade  farewell  to  Clach,  Pinky  Bill  and 
the  missionary.  Almost  the  first  man  I 
saw  on  the  southbound  steamer  was  the 
talkative  tourist  whom  I  have  mentioned. 

He  had  stayed  off  at  some  village  farther 
north.  His  clothes  were  torn  and  dirty 
and  his  beard  needed  trimming,  but  he  was 

in  high  good  humor.  "Say!"  he  called 
gleefully  as  soon  as  he  saw  me,  "I've  sure had  a  wild  and  wooly  time.  Those  Siwash 

guys  aren't  half  so  tame  and  domesticated 

as  they  look.    Are  they?" 
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earth,  over  and  above,  of  course, 

each  man's  doubtful  title  to  the 

traditional  "six  feet,"  secured  only 
when  he  is  not  in  a  position  to  enjoy  it,  is  a 
clean,  full,  manly  ambition.  There  was  a 
time  when,  if  we  were  big  enough,  we  might 

joyously  chase  our  neighbor  from  his  por- 
tion and  occupy  it  precariously  until  a 

stronger  arrived ;  but  that  era,  known  to 

poets  and  other  cheerful  idiots  as  the  "good 
old  days,"  is  no  more.  Land  is  now  more 
expensive,  as  a  rule,  but  titles  are  safer. 
We  are  all  after  the  land,  the  source 

of  all  wealth,  whether  we  are  conscious  of 

the  pursuit  or  not.  In  Vancouver,  of  course, 
we  are  thoroughlj  awake  to  the  desire,  and 
most  of  us  are  getting  some  small  share 
of  the  land  and  the  unearned  increment 
thereof.  In  the  congested  centres  of  the 
older  world,  where  industry  has  hedged 
myriads  of  humans  into  narrow  limits,  the 
better  to  apply  their  noses  to  the  grindstone, 

the  land-hunger  is  generally  subconscious, 
but  it  is  not  dead.  Given  the  opportunity 
it  will  awake  to  become  a  vital,  gripping 

need,   the  Homeric  "belly-pinch." 
The  thousands  of  immigrants  who  have 

poured  into  the  Canadian  West  in  the 

past  few  years  have  been  impelled  by  this 
emptiness  within  them.  It  partly  explains 

the  "Westward  Ho!"  and  the  "Go  West, 
Young  Man"  slogans.  Realizing  what  land 
hunger   means   and   that   British    Columbia 
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has  the  stuff  to  satisfy  it,  we  can  more  fully 

understand  the  present  influx  into  Van- 
couver of  settlers  from  the  British  Isles. 

These  seek  in  the  new  world  the  heritage 
denied  them  in  the  old. 

British  Columbia  has  a  vast  empire  for 
the  settler,  an  enormous  area  of  rich,  virgin 
soil  that  the  land  speculator  cannot  buy 
with  millions,  that  the  humble  immigrant 
may  have  for  nothing,  or  next  to  nothing. 
The  promise  of  transportation  facilities  for 
the  central  interior  of  the  province  has 
thrown  open  almost  illimitable  possibilities 
for  the  farmer  in  that  region  about  which 
most  British  Columbians  have  until  recently 
know^n  very  little. 

The  largest  and  best  block  of  surveyed 
agricultural  land  in  British  Columbia  open 

for  pre-emption  lies  immediately  north  of 
the  Nechaco  River  at  Fort  George,  between 
the  Salmon  and  the  Stuart  Rivers.     In  the 

A  GRUB-CACHE 
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season  of  1910  Messrs.  Green  Bros.  &  Bur- 
den surveyed  200,000  acres  at  this  point 

for  the  provincial  government.  The  land 
is  surveyed  into  sections,  with  a  post  at 
each  of  the  four  corners  and  a  post  in  the 
centre,  thus  allowing  a  settler  to  pick  out 

his  quarter-section  and  know  exactly  what 
land  he  is  getting.  The  policy  of  the  gov- 

ernment in  surveying  the  land  before  it  is 

pre-empted  saves  the  pre-emptor  the  vexa- 
tion of  making  improvements  on  somebody 

else's  property,  as  has  often  happened  in  the 
past. 

British  Columbia's  development  has  been 
logical,  advancing  stage  by  stage  but  with 
marvellous  celerity  as  transportation  was 
afforded.  The  coming  of  the  Canadian 
Pacific  furnished  the  task  of  building  up 
the  coast  cities.  Later  came  the  turn  of  the 

Kootenays  and  the  Boundary,  the  southern 
slope  looking  to  the  State  of  Washington. 
The  central  interior,  as  we  have  vaguely 

termed  the  Upper  Fraser  and  Nechaco  coun- 
try, lay  fallow,  waiting  for  its  turn  in  the 

cycle  of  development.  Now  comes  the 

Grand  Trunk  Pacific,  and  the  central  in- 
terior is  waking  from  its  sleep  of  centuries. 

There  is  a  market  for  its  wares. 

The  territory  lying  between  the  Rockies 
and  the  Cascades  in  Central  British  Colum- 

bia has  been  compared  to  the  fertile  region 

in  Washington,  the  centre  of  which  is  Spo- 
kane. There  are  some  similarities,  but  the 

former  is  immeasurably  larger,  is  well 
watered,  and  traversed  by  a  number  of  large 
navigable  waterways.  The  chief  rivers  of 
the  region  are  the  Fraser  and  the  Nechaco, 
which  meet  at  Fort  George  and  merge  into 
the  greater  Fraser.  The  Fraser.  rising  in 

Yellowhead  Pass,  flows  south-westward  to 
its  junction  with  the  Nechaco,  and  there 
turns  south.  The  Nechaco  takes  its  source 

near  the  foothills  of  the  Coast  range,  runs 

north-easterly  for  a  great  distance,  receiving 
many  large  feeders,  and  finally  falls  into 
a   large   trough   or   depression   near    Fraser 

Lake.  This  depression  follows  the  54th 
degree  of  latitude  in  its  general  direction 
and  has  a  length  of  about  75  miles  in  a 
direct  distance  and  a  width  of  from  ten 

to  forty  miles.  The  200,000  acres  of  sur- 
veyed land  now  offered  for  pre-emption  lie 

to  the  north  of  the  junction  of  the  Fraser 
and  the  Nechaco  and  between  the  Salmon 
and  Stuart  rivers,  tributaries  respectively 
of  the  Fraser  and  the  Nechaco. 

Curiously  enough,  a  water  tour  through 

this  country  would  leave  the  traveller  im- 
pressed very  little  or  not  at  all  with  the 

agricultural  possibilities.  The  rivers  run. 
as  a  rule,  between  high  cut  banks  of  gravel, 

and  in  most  cases  the  gravel  formation  ex- 
tends back  some  distance  from  the  shores. 

The  soil  almost  everywhere  except  on  the 

river  banks  is  of  the  richest  quality,  how- 
ever. It  is  composed  of  a  fine,  white  silt, 

with  clay  subsoil,  the  silt  in  some  cases  at- 
taining a  depth  of  40  feet.  This  silt  is 

easily  pulverized  until  it  is  as  fine  as  Hour, 
without  a  particle  of  grit  in  it.  It  never 
bakes  or  cracks  in  dry  weather,  as  does 
clay,  and  is  very  productive. 

In  one  respect  the  government  lands  in 
the  Fort  George  district  differ  greatly  from 
virgin  land  in  the  southern  portions  of  the 
province — they  are  easily  cleared.  The 
country  is  lightly  timbered  with  spruce,  red 
fir,  balsam,  jack  pine  and  poplar,  and  thus 
is  easily  cleared,  one  fire  being  sufficient. 
Large  meadows  are  often  met  with,  and 
these  are  easily  proved  to  be  the  result  of 
fires.  They  are  always  level  and  covered 
with  many  varieties  of  nutritious  gras^c-. 
In  the  words  of  one  expert  who  reported 

on  the  country  for  the  provincial  govern- 
ment : 

"These  prairies  are  more  abundant  near 
the  trails  and  rivers,  where  no  doubt  fires 
were  started  by  Indians  or  white  men 
camping.  On  the  north  of  the  Nechaco 
very  large  areas  have  been  burned  and  are 
now    rich    meadows.      Only   a   few   stumps 
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and  the  remains  of  charred  logs  can  be 
found.  The  whole  country  could  be  cleared 

effectually  and  cheaply  by  this  means." The  winter  climate  is  much  milder  than 

that  of  the  prairie,  though  cold  snaps  are 
often  severe  while  they  last.  One,  lasting  a 

day,  a  year  ago  New  Year,  reached  45  de- 
grees  below  zero,  but  the  ordinary  tempera- 

ture for  that  month  was  high,  as  may  be 
gathered  from  the  fact  that  it  rained  a  little 
on  three  different  occasions. 

The  agricultural  qualities  of  the  land 

have  alrcad\  been  tested  by  Hudson's  Bay 
employees  at  the  various  posts  in  the  country, 
and  by  the  Indians.  Light  summer  frosts 
are  prevalent  all  over  the  district,  but  it 
is  rare  indeed  that  any  damage  to  crops 

is  reported,  and  summer  frosts  will  prob- 
ably disappear  altogether  when  the  district 

is  cleared  and  the  soil  cultivated.  It  is  a 

matter  of  history  that  the  first  settlers  in 
New  Brunswick  and  Quebec  had  disas- 

trous encounters  with  these  frosts,  which 
disappeared  as  the  country  was  opened  up. 
Barley,  oats,  and  all  kinds  of  common  vege- 

tables have  been  successfully  grown  for 
many  seasons  at  Fort  Fraser  and  Fort  St. 

James,  two  of  the  Hudson's  Bay  Company's 
posts  in  the  same  general  territory,  but  far- 

ther north.  Potatoes,  one  of  the  most 
lucrative  crops  in  that  country,  at  present, 
grow  to  enormous  size  and  unrivalled  ex- 
cellence. 

Near  Nechaco  post  office,  which  is  about 
sixty  miles  west  of  Fort  George,  a  settler 
named  Lamont  last  year  seeded  ten  acres 
in  potatoes.  The  yield  was  immense,  and 
was  sold  to  railway  contractors  at  the 
modest  rate  of  eight  dollars  per  hundred- 

weight. This  is  something  like  striking 
a  gold  mine  in  a  potato-patch,  rich  pay 
that  runs  $160  to  the  ton  and  never  peters 
out.  Surely  sluicing  in  a  Cariboo  creek  is 
not  in  it  with  digging  potatoes  on  a  Nechaco 

pre-emption  at  eight  dollars  per  hundred- 
weight per  dig. 
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The  prices  to  be  commanded  by  farm 
produce  in  the  next  five  or  six  years  in  the 

central  interior  afford  another  weighty  ar- 
gument in  favor  of  this  district  as  a  home 

for  the  farmer.  Hay  has  sold  at  $100  per 
ton  up  there,  wdiile  six  cents  a  pound  for 
potatoes  is  not  uncommon.  Owing  to  the 
immense  amount  of  railway  construction 
that  will  be  done  in  the  next  five  years  it  is 
practically  impossible  for  production  to  keep 
pace  with  demand  sufficient  to  offset  these 

high  prices,  so  that  farming  will  be  a  money- 
making  business  of  a  high  order. 

There  will  be  $100,000,000  spent  in  rail- 
road building  alone  in  Central  British  Co- 

lumbia in  the  period  mentioned.  Every 
farmer  in  that  part  of  the  province  will 
share  in  the  great  prosperity  attendant  on 
this  era  of  development.  He  will  share  in 

it  in  various  ways.  The  pre-emptor  will 
have  little  difficulty  in  keeping  up  his  farm 
work  and  at  the  same  time  earning  some 
ready  money  in  railroad  work.  He  will 
have  an  opportunity  to  get  a  start. 

In  order  to  get  one  of  these  farms  it 
will  be  necessary  to  go  to  Fort  George, 
where  a  land  office  for  the  district  has  re- 

cently been  established,  and  there  record  his 

pre-emption.  The  Government  has  appro- 
priated $65,000  for  the  purpose  of  building 

wagon  roads  through  this  block  of  land  dur- 
ing the  present  season,  and  a  public  govern- 

ment ferry  is  also  to  be  put  in  from  Fort 
George  to  the  north  bank  of  the  Nechaco 
River  to  connect  with  these  roads. 

The  gateway  of  the  central  interior,  un- 
til the  completion  of  the  Grand  Trunk 

Pacific,  is  Ashcroft,  on  the  main  line  of 
the  C.  P.  R.  There  is  a  wagon  road 
through  from  Ashcroft  to  Fort  George,  the 
section  between  Ashcroft  and  Quesnel  being 
a  part  of  the  old  Cariboo  road,  the  history 
of  which  was  brilliantly  told  in  several  re- 

cent issues  of  the  British  Columbia  Maga- 
zine by  Mr.  E.  O.  S.  Scholefield.  The 

favorite  route  during  the  season  of  naviga- 
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tion.  May  to  October,  is  to  take  a  steamer 
at  Soda  Creek  and  go  up  the  Fraser  to  Fort 
George.  Three  lines  of  steamers  will  run 
between  these  two  points  this  season. 

There  is  one  feature  about  the  central  in- 
terior that  is  not  entirely  in  favor  of  the 

less  fortunate  class  of  settlers,  and  that  fea- 
ture must  be  referred  to  in  fairness  in  any 

description  of  the  country.  It  is  well  for 
the  man  who  takes  up  a  pre-emption  north 
of  the  Nechaco  to  have  some  ready  money 
at  the  outset,  for  until  the  Grand  Trunk 
Pacific  is  completed  machinery  and  supplies 
will  be  extremely  high  there.  It  costs  six 
cents  a  pound  to  bring  freight  in  from 
Ashcroft,  a  figure  that  runs  into  money  in 

a  very  short  time.  It  is  better  for  the  set- 

tler to  go  "well  heeled." British  Columbia  has  advantages  to  offer 

to  the  land-hungry.  The  200,000  acres 
dwelt  on  here  represent  but  a  small  frac- 

tion of  the  farm  lands  open  to  the  bona- 
fide  settler.  An  additional  200,000  acre? 
in  the  same  district  will  be  surveyed  and 

thrown  open  very  soon,  while  there  are  mil- 
lions of  tillable  acres  yet  vacant  in  the  great 

Peace  River  district  and  other  parts  of  the 

province.  The  poor  immigrant  of  to-day 
may  become  tomorrow  ruler  of  a  quarter- 
section  kingdom. 

Blue   Shad< 
By  JAMES    BARDIN 

(Fin///  "Harpers  Monthly"} 

Ceiling  and  walls  were  colored  like  the  sky 

When  sun-born  blues  fade  into  twilight  grays; 
And  like  cerulean  seas  of  Sicily 

The  long  floor  gleamed  where  shone  the  pale  moon's  rays. 
But  she,  who  came  from  out  the  dark  and  stole, 

White  clad,  across  the  threshold  of  the  door, 

Was  like  the  milky  lace  of  waves  that  roll 

In  tumbled  legions  on  a  rocky  shore. 

Slowly  she  moved  into  the  shadowed  room 

And  paused  before  the  open  window,  where 

She  raised  her  hands  to  draw  the  dense  blue  gloom 

Of  billowed  hangings  that  the  wind  stirred  there: 

The  curtains  trembled  and  the  room  grew  dim, 

But  ere  the  moon's  last  ray  was  lost  to  sight, 
I  saw  the  blue-veined  curve  of  breast  and  limb 

Where  clinging  silk  was  pierced  by  envious  light. 
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IN  the  realm  of  histon  and  
romance 

it  is  not  absolute!.)  determined  what 

ship's  prow  led  the  way  into  the  now 
famous  Alberni  Canal.  Captain 

Barclay  discovered  Barclay  Sound,  the  en- 
trance-waj  to  the  Canal,  but  whether  the 

Spaniard's  keels  had  preceded  him,  or whether  Pedro  de  Alberni  was  the  first 

white  man  to  traverse  this  magnificent  fiord 
is  conjectural,  however  it  may  have  been 
settled  by  the  historians: 

'The  fresh  breeze  blew,  the  white  foam Hew, 

The  furrow  followed  free ; 
We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 

Into  that  silent  sea." 
At  any  rate,  the  entire  Alberni  district 

is  a  fascinating  study.  The  Canal  almost 
cuts  Vancouver  Island  in  two,  and,  flanked 
by  its  magnificent  cliffs,  blessed  with  a 
depth  of  many  fathoms,  ami  free  from  rocks 

and  shoals,  it  is  the  mariner's  typical  "snug 
harbor"  combining  everything  for  safe  and 
ample  anchorage. 

What  stories  the  silent  reaches  of  ebb 
and  How  of  tidal  water  could  tell  if  inani- 

mate things  could  speak!  What  strange 
spectacle  of  armed  men  and  Old-World 

voyageurs  staring  at  the  fir-clad  cliffs  along 
this  water-way  in  the  olden  days!  What 
harsh  note  of  Spanish  tongue,  breaking  the 
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stillness  where  before  only  the  plash  of 

leaping  salmon  or  the  "skirr"  of  a  passing 
eagle  marred  the  calm! 

The  ancient  piles  of  the  saw-mill  built 
more  than  half  a  century  ago  still  wait  in 

the  Somass  river  close  to  the  canal's  edge, 
their  station  in  fresh  water  saving  them 
from  the  ravages  of  the  destroying  teredoes. 
Here  in  one  historic  night  long  since,  the 
flames  lit  by  aboriginal  and  revengeful 
hands  sprang  skyward,  burning  their  signal 
into  the  surrounding  space.  Here  had  the 

hum  of  machinery  sung  strangely  in  wilder- 
ness depths.  Here  the  white  man  had  come 

— and  gone. 

IN   AX   ABUNDANT  AI.BKKNI  VINEYARD 



THE  LAKE  DISTRICT  OF  ALBERNI  PRESENTS  A  VARIETY  OF  EXQUISITE  SCENERY 

Domed  in  titanic  majesty,  Mount  Arrow- 
smith  looms  above  the  valley  and  the  canal, 
towering  over  Alberni  and  Port  Alberni. 
His  head  rests  in  the  clouds,  and  the  snows 
of  all  the  winters  streak  his  tangled  beard 

and  hair.  Below,  cloistered  in  the  seclu- 
sion of  tree  and  woodland,  lies  Alberni, 

where  the  dreaming  Somass  drifts  past  in 
liquid  monotone.  Below,  too,  lies  Port 
Alberni,  soon  to  echo  to  the  scream  of  the 
locomotive,  soon  to  be  a  railway  terminal 
and  the  nucleus  of  a  citv. 

There  is  a  classic  repose  around  the  Al- 
berni district,  strongly  emphasized  by  the 

exquisitely  beautiful  surroundings.  The 
Beaufort  Range,  Crown  Mountain  and 
Copper  Mountain  hem  in  what  might  be 
another  idyllic  valley  of  mythology.  The 
mountain  streams  flow  down  with  music 

of  furiously  rushing  waters  in  some  places, 
or  spread  into  mirrors  where  Narcissus 
might  have  bent  above. 

Temples  that  could  rival  Ida  in  beauty 
stand   etched   on   the  mountain   tops,   while 
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lower  down  rest  slopes  whose  Loveliness  will 
well  outmatch  the  Ionian  hills.  Down  these 
huge  contours  the  deer  wander,  and,  seeing 
with  the  eye  of  fancy,  as  the  sun  comes  and 
goes   over   the   mountains,    one   might   sense 
the   spirit   of   a    mythologic    vision   of    the 
chase,  and  mark 

"The  shallow  of  a  Stag  that   Hed   across 

Followed  by  a  giant  shadow  of  a  spear." 
Pan    and    all    the    dryades    and    nymphs 

might  be  heard  in   the  warp  and   woof   of 
the  seasons  here,  in  lisp  of  running  waters, 

in    the   blue    tide's   low   susurrus   along   the 
shingly  shores,  or  in  wild  winds  that  smite 
down  the  reeds  along  the  river  banks. 

The  woods  in  the  Alberni  District  are 
famed  for  their  wonderful  timber,  and  the 

Douglas  fir  and  the  red  cedar  are  found 
here  in  their  highest  perfection.  Thousands 
of  acres  of  stupendous  forest  growth  reach 
cloud-ward,  straight  as  arrows,  and  shutting 
out  the  sunlight  from  dim,  arcadian  aisles. 

Here,  at  all  events,  the  natives  roamed, 

with  bow  and  arrow  and  primitive  weap- 
ons, slaying  the  deer  and  panther,  and 

poised  above  the  mist-crowned  river  falls 
spearing  the  salmon  and  steel-head  trout  as 
they  battled  up  to  the  spawning-grounds. 
What  tales  these  sombre-hooded  forest 
depths  might  unfold ;  what  stories  of  life 
and  death,  of  love,  revenge,  sacrifice,  or 
betrayal. 

For  the  savage  of  those  days  was  warlike 

and  treacherous  and  his  native  pride  un- 

quenched  by  the  fire  of  defeat.  Maquinna's 
capture  and  massacre  of  the  Boston's  ill- 
fated  crew  and  the  killing  of  the  Tonquin's 
crew  were  evidence  of  their  hatred  of  the 

invading  whites.  The  burning  of  the  sawT- 
mill  at  the  mouth  of  the  Somass  river  was 

THE  WOODS  IN  THE  AEBERNI  DISTRICT  ARE 
FAMED  FOR  THEIR  WONDERFUL 

TIMBER 

another  of  their  evidences  of  disapproval. 
The  lake  district  of  the  Albernis  presents 
a  variety  of  exquisite  scenery,  diversified 
with  mountain  and  mountain  torrents, 

placid  stretches  of  quiet  shore,  and  far-off 
peaks  melting  into  the  blue  of  distant  hori- 

zons. Sproat  Lake  and  Great  Central  Lake 
are  dreams  of  beauty  seldom  found  in  close 
proximity.  The  drives  to  both  are  in  full 
view  of  the  mountain  ranges  and  remote 

sight  of  glaciers  and  cloud-banks  that  blend 
with  the  retreating  summits. 

PORT  ALBERNI 



AUiERNI   PEACHES 

Along  these  roads,  where  the  rivers  split 
the  land  with  watery  furrows,  will  still  be 

found  the  basket-weaving  remnants  of  the 
once  warlike  savage.  His  totem-poles  are 
occasionally  seen,  and  he  eyes  askance  the 
traveller,  although  time  has  tamed  the  fire 
in  his  veins.  His  canoes  line  the  river  side, 

and  the  shouts  of  aboriginal  bathers  some- 
times float  up  from  the  current  where  the 

coppery  children  play  and  splash.  But  the 
romance  of  his  earlier  habitat  has  faded. 

History  has  caught  shreds  of  his  former 
glory  and  patched  them  with  a  halo  of  the 
wilds,  but  civilization  has  given  him  a  pipe 
and  a  white  shirt,  and  left  him  a  nonde- 
script. 

With    all    of    its    material    and    splendid 

commercial  progress,  the  Alberni  district, 

as  yet,  holds  something  of  the  shadowy  sug- 
gestion of  the  classics.  Such  heights  and 

depths,  such  Dodonian  caves  on  the  moun- 
tain side,  such  Sibyllic  shade  and  melody  of 

Siren-singing  waters.  Such  beauty  etched 
by  the  cold  moonshine  or  bathed  in  waves 
of  golden  sunlight.  And  in  her  grapes 

purpling  on  the  hill-slopes  comes  a  vision 
of  Bacchus,  crowned  with  leaves,  and  old 
Silenus.  And  in  her  orchard  vistas  might 

Ceres  have  strayed.  And  in  pasture-land 
and  by  the  twilight  reaches  of  shorn  river- 
grass  comes  up  the  far  refrain — ■ 

"O  singer  of  Persephone 
By  the  dim   meadows  desolate, 

Dost  thou  remember  Sicily?" 

2*hfi^ 
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1  he    Orainstack 

B)     LOUISE     MO  R  G  A  X    S  I  I.  I. 

{Ftvm  "//./;  a -;'\  Magazine") 

( )t   faded  antique  gold   it  stands 
Ibrupt  in  the  green  field. 

Its  rounded  roof  by  willing  hands 
I  hatched  with  its  own  rough  yield, 

Like  jome  quaint  hut  in  tropic  lands. 

Near   by   a   Hock   of   sheep   appear 
Like   a   soft    fallen   cloud  ; 

I  heir  moving  bells  with  tinkle  clear, 
Now    murmuring,    now    loud, 

Ring  evening  chimes  of  rest  and  cheer. 

No  pensive  maid   their  shepherdess, 
But  an  old  peasant  dame 

Of  brodd  expanse,  whose  full  round  dress 
Ai.o\  c  her  ankles  came, 

A  sturdj   freedom  to  express. 

Beside  the  grainstaclc  sits  she  down 
I  ler  faithful  guard  to  keep, 

While  the  wise  dog,  with  seeming  frown, 
Shepherds  the  foolish  sheep 

That   without  cause   run   up   anil   down. 

The  grainstack   hears  the  old  dame's  prayer 
As  she  goes  slowly  home ; 

And  later,  when  the  moonlight  rare 
Silvers  its  golden  dome, 

Shelters  low  words  that  lovers  dare. 

At    last,    when    darkness   hides   from   sight 

The  grainstack's  ghostly  mound, 
It   hear>  the  field-mice,  and   the  flight 
Oi  owU,  and  every  sound 

Ot    little    creatures    who    delight 
In   the  dim  mysterj    of  night. 

Emblem  of  generous  fruitfulness ! 
Of    labor   eloquent. 

What  happiness  or  hid  distress 

Into  your  making  went ? 

So   work    in   self-forgetfulness 
All  men,  their  fellow-men  to  bless. 
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Back  to  the  Devil-Dance 

and  the  Potlatch 

By   J.    H.    Grant 

CALVIN  FRASER 
 laid  down  his 

Chinook  dictionary  and  removed 

his  glasses  with  a  sigh  of  satis- 
faction. His  sermon  was  ready 

for  the  morrow.  Another  wTeek's  work  was 
well  completed.  He  let  his  eyes  wander 
complacently  about  the  little  room  which 

was-  at  once  study  and  parlor.  A  soft  breeze 
from  the  Pacific  played  about  the  cabin 
windows,  mixing  the  vines  without  with 
the  lace  curtains  within.  His  wife  sat  bv 

one  of  the  windows,  her  girlish  figure  clad 
in  loose  vestments  of  white.  Her  eyelids 
drooped  low  over  some  delicate  stitching 

until  the  long  lashes  made  dusky  semi-circles 
upon  her  shapely  cheeks.  Great  masses  of 

night-black  hair,  seemingly  the  one  feature 
inherited  from  her  Indian  mother,  lay  in 
graceful  curves  and  rolls  about  her  head. 

She  crooned  a  sweet  native  lullaby  as  she 
gently  stirred  the  cradle  where  slept  their 
first-born. 

A  mighty  contentment  settled  upon  the 
soul  of  Calvin  Fraser.  Two  short  years 
ago  he  had  finished  his  course  at  college, 
married  the  pretty  half-caste  girl  from 
Coqueleetza  School,  and  come  as  a  mis- 

sionary to  her  mother's  people  in  their  little 
Coast  village.  How  his  people  had  objected 
to  his  marriage!  One  old  and  tried  friend, 
after  exhausting  in  vain  his  every  persua- 

sive power,  had  flown  into  a  passion.  Fra- 
ser could  recall  his  every  word  with  peculiar 

precision.  "You  young  fool!"  he  had  thun- 
dered ;  "what  do  you  want  with  that  girl  ? 

You  say  she's  educated.  Oh,  yes,  and  she's 
beautiful;  but  there's  Siwash  blood  in  her 

veins  and  Siwash  she'll  be.  Mark  my 
words!"  Then  the  old  man's  bearing  had 
changed.  His  eyes  had  taken  on  a  proph- 

etic stare.  "Some  day,"  he  had  concluded, 
in  a  tragic  voice,  "you'll  wake  up  to  find 
she's  gone  back  to  the  potlatch,  the  devil- 
dance  and  all  the  other  diabolical  orgies." 

With  such  unwonted  and  intense  vivid- 
ness was  this  uncomfortable  memory  pre- 

sented, the  young  missionary  could  not  for- 
bear a  hasty  glance  toward  his  wife.  The 

child,  stirring  in  its  sleep,  had  thrust  one 
chubby  arm  above  the  cradle,  and  the  girl- 
nurse,  her  eyes  bright  with  mother-love  and 
pride,  was  tenderly  readjusting  the  cover- 

let. A  fond  smile  swept  the  momentary- 
shadow  from  the  man's  countenance. 

Fraser,  too,  loved  his  work.  His  was 

a  deeply  spiritual  nature.  He  had  sacri- 
ficed that  which  his  friends  had  been  pleased 

to  term  "a  bright  prospect,"  to  come  as  a 
missionary  to  this  little  group  of  Indians. 
Even  his  young  wife  had  not  evinced  great 
enthusiasm  in  his  choice.  But  now  he  knew 
he  had  chosen  well.  His  work  had  been 

amply  rewarded.  Every  adult  of  the  village 
professed  the  Christian  religion.  Fraser 
thought  he  had  overcome  the  unswerving 
allegiance  of  the  Indian  heart  to  its  ancient 

feticisms.  He  took  the  wordy  confession- 
and  emotional  demonstrations  of  his  charge 

as  evidence  of  a  great  triumph  for  his  relig- 
ion.   He  rejoiced  unstintingly. 

Once  more  the  missionary's  thought- 
turned  to  his  wife  and  their  happiness. 

"Yhada,"  he  said,  softly.  She  rose  quietlv 
and  came  toward  him.  He  put  his  arm- 

about  her  and  drew  her  to  his  knee.  "It's 
just  two  years  today,  dear,  since  we  were 

married.     We've  been  happy,  haven't  we?" 
"Yes,    happy,    happy!"    she    murmured, 

slipping  her  soft  arms  about  his  neck. 

"Do  you  know,  Yhada,"  he  continued, 

"I  was  just  thinking  of  those — those — nasty 
things  some  of  my  friends  said  before  \\  - 

were  married.  Foolish,  weren't  they?" 
For  answer  she  hugged  him  tighter  and 
kissed  his  cheek. 

For  some  moments  they  sat  silent,  bliV 
ful.    Suddenly  he  felt  her  slight  form  shiver 
and  grow  rigid.     He  looked  up  with  a  start. 
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She  was  sitting  erect.     Her  face  was  white, 

her  lips  parted  as  though  in  terrified  aston- 
ishment, her  brown  eyes  wide  and  staring. 

He  followed   their  gaze  and  saw  only  the 

rickety  winding  sidewalk,  the  rows  of  In- 
dian cabins,  and  the  shambling  figure  of  old 

Mutcheek    coming    in    at    their   own    gate. 

"Yhada!"  he  said.     "Yhada!     What's  the 
matter,  girl?"     She  did  not  answer  at  once. 
"Speak,    dear,    speak!"    he   gasped.      Slowly 
her  eyes  came  back  to  his  face  and  the  ten- 

sion  of  her  bodj  relaxed.     "Not — nothing," 
she  panted.     "1  just  thought  I — I  saw  some- 

thing.    Mother,   you   know,   used   to   think 

she  saw  things,"  she  added  with  an  attempt to  smile. 

Mutcheek  entered,  Indian  fashion,  with- 
out a  rap.  Yhada  rose,  spoke  to  him.  and 

busied  herself  with  the  tea.  Her  husband 

watched  her  anxiously,  for  her  face  was 

still  pale  and  her  explanation  did  not  sat- 
isfy him.  But  Mutcheek  waited,  and  Fra- 

ser  was  particularly  interested  in  Mutcheek. 

The  Indian's  conversion  to  the  Christian 
religion  had  meant  much,  for  he  had  been 

a  great  medicine  man  and  a  mighty  influ- 
ence for  evil  in  the  village.  Soon  the  two 

were  in  deep  conversation,  each  expressing 
himself  as  best  he  could  in  the  inadequate 
Chinook. 

The  medicine  man  seemed  in  an  exuber- 
ance of  spirits.  His  eyes  were  bright.  He 

had  shed  all  his  Indian  taciturnity  and 
talked  rapidly,  suavely.  He  was  apparently 
delighted  with  the  baby.  He  patted  its  soft 
cheek,  cooed  uncouthly  to  it,  and  fondled 
its  chubby  hands.  Fraser  smiled  as  he  noted 
^  hada  cast  sharp  glances  tow  aid  the  unof- 

fending old  man.  Once  when  she  stepped 
outside,  Mutcheek  rose,  trotted  into  the  kit- 

vhen,  and  lifting  the  tea-pot  lid,  peered 
curiously  in,  as  though  to  determine  how 

soon  supper  would  be  ready.  Fraser  laughed 
aloud  at    the  eccentricities  of  their  guest. 

As  the  trio  sat  down  to  supper  the  mis- 
sionary was  glad  to  note  that  the  color  had 

returned  to  his  wife's  cheeks.  Her  eyes, too,  had  stolen  some  of  the  sparkle  from  the 
burning  orl^  0f  Mutcheek.  She  seemed  to 
have  warmed  greatly  tow  aid  the  old  Indian. 
Her  gaze  scarcel)  left  his  face  for  a  mo- 

ment. She  ministered  to  him  incessantly. 
almost  lovinglx .  There  was  a  strange  tense- 

ness about  her.  Fraser  began  to  feel  vaguely 
uncomfortable.  Why  did  Yhada  and  Mut- 

cheek  continually    converse   in    the    Indian 

tongue  of  which  they  knew  he  understood 
nothing  ? 

Surely  his  wife  could  be  guilty  of  no 

duplicity.  He  banished  the  thought  as  un- 
worthy, monstrous,  and  sipped  his  tea  in 

silence.  The  musical  mingling  of  voices  in 
the  soft  native  language  grew  dimmer  in 
his  ears.  Yhada  ceased  to  speak.  Only  old 
Mutcheek  talked  on  in  a  monotone  that 

grew  less  and  less  distinct,  while  his  black 
eyes  gleamed  and  danced  like  witch  fires. 
Fraser  felt  vastly  content.  A  drowsiness 
crept  over  him.  He  leaned  back  in  his  chair 

and  closed  his  eyes.  "Yhada,"  he  mur- 
mured. There  was  no  response,  and  his 

voice  drawled  in  his  own  ears.  She  had 
likely  gone  to  look  after  the  baby.  He  did 
not  trouble  to  open  his  eyes.  Was  that  a 
crash?    What  could  have  fallen? 

Fraser  rubbed  his  eyes  in  an  ecstasy  of 
bewilderment.     He  felt  w7eak  and  sick.     He 
w  as  in  bed  with  his  clothes  on.     How  did 
he  get  there?     Where  was  Yhada?     The 
sun  was  shining.     The  house  was  silent  as 
the  grave.     With  an  effort  he  flung  aside 
the   bed-clothes  and   got   to   his   feet.      He 
walked  unsteadily.     The  cradle  was  empty. 
An  unwonted  terror  seized  him.    Slowly  his 
mind  adjusted  itself.     He  recalled  the  inci- 

dents of  their  evening  meal.     He  remem- 

bered his  own  drowsy  content.     "Ah!"  he 
exclaimed,    suddenly,   smacking   his   lips   as 

though   to   revive   a   half-forgotten     flavor. 

"The  sleeping  flower!"    Where  had  he  got 
it?       With    diabolic    directness    his    mind 

wheeled    upon    the   unintelligible   conversa- 
tion between  Yhada  and   Mutcheek.      Her 

sudden  moods,  her  apparent  infatuation  for 
the    Indian,    flashed   fierce-white   upon    the 
screen  of  his  mental  vision.    Sick  and  tremb- 

ling, he  left  the  cabin. 
On  door  after  door  he  rapped,  but  always 

with  the  same  result.  Some  were  unlocked 

and  he  shoved  them  open.  Moccasins,  foot- 
cloths  and  blankets  lay  scattered  among  pots, 
frying  pans  and  other  cooking  utensils,  but 
not  even  a  dog  remained  to  give  life  to  the 
scene  of  desolation.  With  a  deepening  and 
nameless  dread  he  proceeded*  until  he  had 
reached  the  extreme  end  of  the  "rancherie." 
Here  he  saw-  smoke  issuing  from  a  kennel 
of  ancient  slabs.  He  heard  a  gurgling  mum- 

ble within,  and  without  waiting  to  rap,  he 
pushed  open  the  dogskin  door  and  entered. 
Crouched  by  a  small  stone,  stirring  a  greasy 
pot  with  the  leg-bone  of  a  deer  for  a  pot- 
stick,   was   an   aged   woman.      She   seemed 
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oblivious  to  his  presence.  "Mother-of-the- 
Eagle,"  he  gasped  in  the  Chinook  jargon, 
"where  are  all  the  people?"  The  hag's 
toothless  visage  maintained  a  wooden 

changelessness.  "Speak.  Mother-of-the- 
Eagle,"  urged  Fraser.  "I  can't  find 
Yhada." 

A  change  crawled  over  the  creased  coun- 
tenance of  the  ancient  "klootch."  Fiendish 

joy  glared  in  her  dim,  old  eyes.  She  held 

the  dripping  and  gruesome  pot-stick  high 
in  her  talons.  "Look!"  she  said.  "Son-of- 

the-white  klootch,  Eagle-mother's  heart  is 
high  because  Yhada  has  come  back.  White 

man  stole  Yhada's  mother,  but  Yhada's 
mother  came  hack.  They  all  come  back. 

White  man's  God  is  good  for  the  lips,  but 
Indian's  heart  is  all  for  Indian's  gods. 
When  the  sun  lay  under  the  great  water," 
she  added,  pointing  west  with  her  pot- 

stick,  "my  people  went  into  the  mountains. 
The  Voice  called  them.  It  is  always  call- 

ing. Far,  far  they  go  to  sacrifice  and  dance 

to  their  gods.  Let  not  the  Son-of-the- 

white  klootch  try  to  follow,"  she  con- 
cluded, as  a  look  of  hellish  hate  writhed  over 

her  wrinkled  features. 

Hate,  too,  of  similar  nature  and  origin 

swept  over  the  young  missionary  and  set- 
tled deep  into  his  soul.  With  difficult)-  he 

overcame  a  sudden,  mad  desire  to  trample 
the  sputtering  flicker  of  life  from  the  filthy 
creature  as  she  sat  mouthing  and  crooning 
over  the  pot.  He  turned  and  strode  into 
the  deserted  street,  his  lips  muttering  curses 
that  had  long  been  foreign  to  them.  Vague 

fears  and  possibilities  developed  into  con- 
victions. Each  empty,  sounding  cabin ; 

each  hideous,  grinning  totem  seemed  to  say 

aloud :  "Some  day  you'll  wake  up  to  find 
she's  gone  back  to  the  potlatch,  the  devil- 
dance  and  all  the  other  diabolical  orgies." 

Without  any  definite  purpose  he  entered 
his  own  cabin.  His  Bible  lay  where  he 
had  left  it.  At  that  very  moment  he  should 
have  been  expounding  its  truths  in  the  little 
white  church  that  nestled  in  the  side  of  the 

great,  green  mountain.  He  almost  smiled 
at  the  incongruity  of  things.  Suddenly  his 
eves  fell  upon  an  open  trunk.  Feverishly 

he  fumbled  its'  contents.  They  were  gone 
—the  hideous  devil-scaring  mask,  the  red 
spirit  gown  and  the  beaded  dance  mocca- 

sins. Deliberately  he  rose  and  went  to  the 
pantry.  As  he  expected,  several  bunches  of 
dried  oolichans  were  missing.  Convictions 
concealed  to  damning  certainties.     His  blue 

eyes  assumed  a  cold  glitter.  Quickly  he 
tied  up  the  remaining  oolichans  and  slung 
the  bundle  on  his  shoulder.  For  a  time  he 

groped  blindly,  scarcely  knowing  what  he 
sought.  Ah!  that  was  it,  the  Indian  knife 

with  the  carved  handle.  He  thrust  it,  to- 
gether with  a  small  whetstone,  into  his 

bundle. 

If  Yhada,  lured  by  the  primal  passions 
of  her  race,  had  harked  back  over  a  few 
years,  Fraser  had  harked  back  ages.  It  was 

the  animal  cunning  of  the  cave-dweller, 
rather  than  a  highly  developed  reason,  that 
guided  his  footsteps  with  swift  precision  to 
the  belt  of  forest  northeast  of  the  village. 
Here  again  a  primitive  instinct  sought  out 

among  the  multitude  of  moccasined  foot- 

prints the  track  of  a  lady's  shoe.  Doggedly 
the  man  followed  it.  Another  shoe  print 

appeared,  this  time  a  man's  size.  Yes,  Mut- 
cheek  had  worn  shoes.  These  imprints  lay 

always  close,  sometimes  side  by  side,  some- 
times partly  effacing  each  other.  Jealousy 

and  hate  insensate  burned  in  the  heart  where 

love  so  lately  reigned.  Fraser  drew  out  the 
Indian  knife  and  whetted  it  viciously  as  he 
walked. 

Onward,  ever  onward,  by  winding  paths, 
through  dim  forests,  down  gorges,  along 

deep  canyons,  over  fallen  trees  and  precipi- 
tous rocks,  led  the  spoor  of  the  fleeing 

throng,  and  ever  upon  the  trail  toiled  the 
relentless  pursuer.  Theirs  was  a  haste, 

eager,  feverish,  fanatical ;  his  a  speed,  cer- 
tain, vengeful,  deadly.  At  times  he  won- 
dered why  he  followed,  and  started  as  his 

memory,  it  seemed  from  some  remote  arch- 

ive, recalled  the  words:  "Vengeance  is 
mine,  saith  the  Lord."  But  always  would 
spring  up  the  prophetic  taunt:  "Some  day 
you'll  wake  up  to  find  she's  gone  back  to 
the  potlatch,  the  devil-dance  and  all  the 

other  diabolical  orgies."  Then  would  he 
fondle  the  Indian  knife  with  the  carved 

handle  and  quicken  his  pace. 
At  night  he  threw  himself  on  the  ground 

beneath  the  cedars  and  the  stars,  not  so 
much  because  he  felt  the  need  of  rest  as 
that  he  could  not  follow  the  trail  in  the 

darkness.  Daylight  found  his  eyes  again 
riveted  upon  the  prints.  He  ate  the  dried 
oolachans  as  he  walked,  and  drank  from 
the  springs  and  brooks  by  the  way.  His 
shoes  were  torn,  his  clothes  tattered  and  his 
cheeks  hollow.  But  his  eyes  grew  brighter, 

and  his  muscles  played  tirelessly  to  the  de- 
mands of  a  brain  that  burned.     He  was  an 
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automaton,   self-hurled    upon   a  mission   of 
vengeance. 

Once  he  stopped  suddenly  and  gazed  at 
an  impress  in  the  moss.  The  fragments  of 

a  lady's  hair-clasp  lay  strewn  about.  He 
recognized  the  trinket  he  had  given  Yhada 
on  her  birthday.  There  was  the  imprint 
of  another  form.  The  head  must  have  been 

pillowed  on  the  same  moss-clad  trunk. 
With  satanic  certainty  he  traced  the  meas- 

ure of  Mutcheek.  and  morbid  imagination 
hastened  to  supply  damning  detail.  He 
smiled  a  ghastly  smile,  and  seating  himself 
upon  a  boulder,  whetted  the  Indian  knife 
long  and  lovingly. 

"lx)ord,  mon,  but  ye  look  uncanny. 

What  are  ye  doin'  wi'  the  klootch's 

knife?" Fraser  looked  up  quickly  into  the  face 

of  a  huge,  red-sweatered,  red-bearded 
Scotchman,  and  jerked  out  his  story  in  a 
voice  that  rasped  in  his  own  ears. 

"Ay,  ay,"  answered  the  kindly  Scot ; 
"they  wull  gae  back,  lad.  It's  like  tryin' 
tae  wean  a  wolf-whelp  frae  its  taste  fur 
carrion.  I  saw  the  deevils  this  morning. 

They're  camped  about  a  mile  frae  here. 
I  guess  they  didna  ken  the  G.  T.  P.  had  a 

gang  o'  white  men  in  this  vicinity  or  they wouldna  hae  cam  this  direction.  Most  like 

they'll  commence  their  pow-wrowin'  the 
nicht.  Come,  lad,  we'll  get  yer  wife  fur 
ye,  if — if  ye  want  her." Fraser  made  no  answer,  but  followed, 
caressing  the  Indian  knife. 

The  Scotchman  led  the  way  into  a  new 
building  of  boards,  down  the  center  of 
which  ran  a  long  table,  laden  with  huge 

dishes  of  meat,  bread  and  canned  vege- 
tables, and  surrounded  by  sturdy  workmen, 

eating,  jabbering  and  rattling  the  granite 
dishes. 

Fraser  took  the  chair  offered  him,  but 
ate  nothing.  The  fever  of  his  mind  offset 
the  demands  of  his  body.  The  Chinese 
cookee  eyed  him  curiously,  then  said  can- 

didly: "Me  tinkee  new  man  mebbe  clazy." 
The  big  foreman  left  the  room  with  his 
men,  and  presently  reappearing  in  the  door- 

way, beckoned  to  Fraser. 
Silently  and  swiftly  they  strode  into  the 

gathering  gloom,  the  Scotchman  ahead, 
Fraser  next,  and  twenty  stalwart  Swedes 
behind,  each  carrying  a  hastily  constructed 
club.  An  owl  hooted  in  a  tree-top,  and 
from  somewhere  in  the  distance  came  the 
crazy  laugh  of  a  loon.     For  the  first  time 

since  starting  upon  his  awful  errand,  Fraser 
felt  a  deep  sense  of  desolation.  He  was 
indeed  alone.  Gone  were  wife,  child  and 

God.  Only  revenge  came  nearer,  and  it 
smacked  sweet.  He  squeezed  the  carved 
handle  of  the  Indian  knife. 

"Looke,"  whispered  the  guide,  stopping 
suddenly  and  pointing  to  a  dancing  light. 

"Yon's  their  fire.  They're  preparin'  for 
their  fiendish  orgies."  Silently,  with  dis- 

creet and  cautious  movement,  the  white 

men  approached  until  from  a  dark  belt  of 
giant  cedars  they  gazed  out  upon  a  small 
circular  space  of  open  ground,  in  the  center 
of  which  blazed  a  huge  fire.  The  red  rays 
silhouetted  the  trees  in  black,  crimsoned  the 

rocky  base  of  a  mighty  mountain,  and  threw 
a  lurid  gleam  upon  the  surface  of  a  glacial 
lake.  The  Voice  that  from  time  unreck- 
oned  called  each  tribe  and  sachem  to  the 

gruesome  rites  had  now  lured  their  descend- 
ants to  this  place  of  solitude,  that  they 

might  practise  those  very  rites  far  from  the 
prying  eye  and  restraining  decree  of  the 
white  man.  But  there  was  no  human  being 
in  sight.  A  grizzly  strode  with  impunity 
along  the  lake-shore,  the  firelight  playing 
upon  his  shaggy  hide,  and  the  loose  shale 
crunching  beneath  his  heavy  tread.  From 
far  up  among  the  snows  came  the  bleat  of  a 
wandering  bighorn. 

Presently  on  the  mountain  side  sounded 
a  faint,  moaning  whistle ;  then  another  and 
another.  The  low  rumble  of  dogskin  drums 
trembled  on  the  night  air  and  grew  loud. 
Figure  after  figure,  frightful  with  faces  of 
wolves,  bears  and  eagles,  darted  from  the 
fringe  of  forest  and  danced  wildly  about 

the  fire,  chanting  the  while  to  the  weird  ac- 
companiment of  the  tom-toms.  A  bulky 

figure,  bedizened  in  gaudy  apparel  and 

masked  with  a  horrible  eagle's  head,  strode 
close  to  the  fire,  and  holding  aloft  a  tiny 

scarlet  bundle,  commenced  a  wild  sing-song 
harangue.  At  the  same  instant  appeared  a 

figure  in  a  red  spirit  robe  and  hideous  devil - 
scaring  mask.  It  leaped,  danced  and  ca- 

vorted about  the  man  with  the  scarlet  bun- 

dle. Fraser  gazed  with  a  nightmare  fas- 
cination. 

Higher  and  higher  rose  the  chant  of  the 
medicine  man,  and  faster  and  more  furious 
grew  the  dance.  The  dancers  cavorted  in 

ever-narrowing  circles.  Some  fell  to  the 
ground  and  lay  like  dead.  The  figure  in 
the  red  spirit  robe  flitted  closer  and  closer 
about  the  medicine  man,  with  bewildering 
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speed  and  grace.  Suddenly  the  harangue 
ended  in  a  high  nasal  shriek.  The  orator 
drew  a  long,  flashing  blade  and  poised  it 
above  the  red  bundle.  Fraser  understood 

scarcely  a  word  of  the  oration,  but  a  strange 
force  impelled  him.  He  opened  his  mouth 
to  cry  out,  but  only  a  gasp  escaped  his 

tightened  throat,  as,  followed  by  the  rail- 
road men,  he  stumbled  a  few  yards  into  the 

circle  of  light.  But  what  was  that?  With 

the  fierce  leap  of  a  female  cougar,  the  red- 
robed  dancer  snatched  the  scarlet  bundle 
and  ran  with  the  speed  of  a  mountain  goat. 
Blindly  she  fled,  but  as  though  by  instinct, 

she  came  straight  toward  Fraser.  The  devil- 
scaring  mask  had  fallen  and  her  dark  hair 
floated  about  her  shoulders.  A  look  of  in- 

credible joy  o'erspread  her  pale  face  as  she 
came  to  a  sudden  stop  before  the  white 

man.  "Save  me,  my  husband!  Save  me!" 
she  cried,  breathlessly,  and  sank  on  her 
knees,  straining  the  scarlet  bundle  to  her 
bosom. 

But  Fraser  made  no  move  to  protect  her. 

It  was  the  big  Scotchman's  club  that  crump- 
led up  the  pursuing  Mutcheek  like  a  paper 

doll.  The  other  Indians,  terror-stricken  at 
being  caught  in  the  midst  of  a  rite  so  rigor- 

ously forbidden  by  the  country's  law,  van- 
ished like  spirits  among  the  trees.  The 

young  missionary  looked  blankly  upon  the 
woman  and  child.  Was  that  peaked-faced 
brat,  whining  and  wailing  eerily,  his  child  ? 
Was  that  dishevelled  creature,  stained  and 
bedraggled  from  her  recent  orgies,  his  own 
Yhada?  Why  did  she  cry  to  him  for  help? 
Had  she  not  basely  deserted  him?  Did  she 
imagine  him  ignorant  of  her  guilty  lust? 
He  stood  coldly  aloof,  the  Indian  knife 
half  drawn  and  gleaming  in  the  firelight. 

A  sudden  terror  looked  out  of  the  wom- 

an's eyes.  "These  men!"  she  cried.  'That 
knife,  red  in  the  firelight;    that  awful  look 

on  your  face!  This  is  what  I  saw  when 
I  sat  on  your  knee  that  night  in  our  cabin. 
Oh,  my  husband,  my  husband!  Must  I  tell 

you  everything  before — before   
"It  was  Mutcheek,"  she  continued,  pas- 

sionately, tumultuously.  "He  gave  us  the 
'sleeping  flower.'  It  was  daylight  when  I 
awoke.  Our  baby  was  gone.  They  had 
stolen  him.  The  Voice  had  called  them  to 
their  ancient  rites.  I  read  it  that  night  in 

Mutcheek's  sparkling  eyes.  They  would 
sacrifice  our  child  to  the  Fire  God,  and 
afterward  divide  the  flesh  among  them.  For 
the  Fire  God  must  have  the  most  beautiful 

baby  of  the  tribe.  I  couldn't  wake  you. 
I  managed  to  lift  you  to  the  bed.  I  knew 
you  would  follow  when  the  sleep  had  left 
you.  I  took  some  food  and  this  dress,  for 
I  knew  my  only  chance  to  get  near  my  child 

lav  in  joining  the  dancers.  I  knew  Mut- 
cheek had  our  baby,  and  I  knew  he  wore 

shoes.  I  found  his  track.  I  never  took  my 
eyes  off  it.  At  night  I  lay  on  it.  This 
morning  I  came  close  upon  their  trail.  I 
dared  .  not  show  myself  until  the  dance 
started.  I  lay  down  to  rest  on  the  very 
spot  where  they  had  slept.  I  hid  among 
the  rocks  and  trees  until  tonight.  You 
know  the  rest — I  did  not  see  you  here.  I 
wTas  running  toward  the  railway  camp.  I 
saw  it  as  I  passed  today.  Oh,  Calvin, 

Calvin,  don't — don't   " With  a  sudden,  fierce  gesture,  Fraser 
drew  the  deadly  knife,  and  twirling  it  above 
his  head,  flung  it  far  into  the  darkness. 

"God  forgive  me!"  he  cried,  falling  on  his 
knees  beside  the  woman. 

The  big  Scotchman  and  his  men  dis- 
creetly withdrew  into  the  shadow  while  the 

young  husband  crushed  his  wife  and  child 
to  his  bosom  and  bruised  their  faces  with 

hungry  kisses. 



J 

oy 

By   Rene   Norcross 

WHEN 
 Katrianka  Esel

oada  — 
which  was  not  really  our  hand- 

maiden's name  by  several  syl- 
lables, but  represents  a  praise- 

worthy attempt  on  our  part  at  correct  pro- 
nunciation— informed  mother  that  she  was 

leaving  in  one  month  to  get  married,  dis- 
may settled  thick  upon  us,  and  various  wild 

schemes  suggested  themselves  for  averting 

the  impending  calamity,  domestic  help  be- 
ing very  hard  to  come  by  in  the  Bulkley 

Valley.  In  the  end  we  abandoned  our 
bloodthirsty  designs  on  the  admirer  of  our 

yellow-plaited  damsel,  and  the  Mater  wrote 
to  various  people  we  knew  in  the  Coast 

cities,  beseeching  them  to  send  us  a  good 
girl,  and  failing  that,  a  good  Chinaboy,  and 
failing  that,  any  kind  of  a  Chinaboy.  It 
soon  became  clear  that  girls  were  tempor- 

arily unobtainable,  and  Chinaboys  even 
more  so  on  account  of  the  five  hundred  dol- 

lar head-tax  recently  imposed  on  the  impor- 
tation. Father  remarked  magisterially  that, 

as  patriotic  British  Columbians  with  an 
eye  to  the  future,  we  would  not  wish  to  see 
the  Province  flooded  with  cheap  labor  for 
our  selfish  convenience ;  the  Mater  thought 

it  very  strange  and  annoying  that  people 
should  be  starving  for  want  of  employment 

in  some  parts  of  the  world  while  lucrative 

positions  went  a-begging  in  others. 
Katrianka  departed  while  her  successor 

was  still  a  matter  of  speculation,  and  Amy 
was  reluctantly  appointed  to  the  vacant 

portfolio  of  "Minister  of  the  Interior." 
Ensued  an  unhappy  week  of  scratch  meals 
and  burnt  fingers,  and  then  came  a  letter 
from  one  Mrs.  Humphries,  with  whom 
Mother  had  foregathered  at  some  muffin- 
snatch  or  other  in  connection  with  a  church 
bazaar.  She  was  sending  us  a  Chinaman, 
prepaid.  He  was  not,  she  wrote,  exactly  a 
boy,  and  she  could  not  vouch  for  him  as  a 
cook,  as  he  had  been  brought  to  her  notice 
by  her  vegetable  Chinaman,  but  in  these 
hard  times  we  might  be  glad  to  get  any- 
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thing;  incidentally  she  had  promised  the 

"find"  forty  dollars  a  month  in  our  name 
before  he  would  consent  to  come  at  all.  He 

had,  she  believed,  been  employed  in  a  rest- 
aurant, so  would  no  doubt  prove  satisfac- 

tory ;  at  all  events,  she  hoped  so. 

"So  do  I,"  murmured  the  Pater,  fer- 

vently.    "Forty  dollars!" 
Next  day  he  arrived.  One  glance  satis- 

fied us  that  Mrs.  Humphries  had  exercised 
a  tactful  reserve  with  regard  to  his  age; 
if  he  had  not  worked  on  the  great  Chinese 
Wall  personally,  it  was  not  because  he  was 
excused  on  the  score  of  youth — or  beauty. 
He  wore  a  slate-colored  jumper  over  non- 

descript trousers  decidedly  more  holey  than 
perfect,  and  a  most  untidily  coiled  grey 
queue  surmounted  his  prehistoric  wrinkles. 
He  looked  as  though  he  might  have  been 

washed  up  by  the  Flood  into  that  particu- 
lar corner  of  Chinatown  whence  Mrs. 

Humphries'  vegetable  Chinaman  had  raked 
him,  and  had  certainly  never  been  washed 
since.  A  more  disreputable  looking  old 
scarecrow  never  forsook  his  legitimate  call- 

ing in  the  rag-and-bone  trade  to  masquer- 
ade as  cook  in  a  respectable  kitchen,  and 

his  highly  incongruous  name  was  "Joy!" 
It  was  not  surprising  that  Mother  won- 

dered audibly  what  Mrs.  Humphries  meant 
by  it,  and  Father  was  only  prevented  from 
starting  the  old  vagabond  back  to  the  Coast 

with  a  month's  screw  by  thoughts  of  the 
impending  harvest  and  the  half-dozen  extra 
hired  men  to  be  fed  somehow;  so,  with  a 
shiver  of  chilly  foreboding,  the  Mater  in- 

troduced Joy  to  the  scene  of  his  future  la- 
bors, and  then  sat  down  and  wrote  an  ur- 
gent appeal  to  the  nearest  officer  of  the 

Y.  W.  C.  A. 

I  think  no  member  of  the  family  will 
ever  forget  the  fortnight  that  ensued.  Be- 

fore twenty-four  hours  had  gone  over  our 
devoted  heads  we  knew  that  the  old  fraud 

had  no  more  notion  of  cooking  than  a  South 
Sea  Islander — less,  for  he  would  have  man- 
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aged  to  muff  a  missionary  pot-pie!  It  was 
a  waste  of  time,  in  his  philosophy,  to  boil 

vegetables  soft,  and  the  meat — no  matter 

how  stately  a  joint  it  had  left  the  butcher's 
hands — invariably  came  to  the  table  as  a 
heterogeneous  collection  of  tough,  semi- 
cooked  chunks,  sprinkled  with  a  mysterious, 

gritty,  dust-colored  substance,  inspiring  the 
belief  that  he  had  rolled  each  piece  in  the 

gravel  of  the  drive-way  before  serving  it 
up ;  his  gravy  was  the  unvarying  standard 

Chinese  gravy  that  accompanies  beef,  mut- 
ton, pork  or  veal  impartially,  and  he  usually 

kept  the  dishes  warm  in  the  sill  of  an  open 
window  by  way  of  an  intelligent  finish  to 
the  spread. 

Puddings  he  never  attempted,  which  we 
were  inclined  to  regard  as  a  providential 
escape  after  tasting  some  alleged  pie,  and, 
after  eyeing  his  first  batch  of  bread  from  a 
respectable  distance,  we  laid  in  a  large  stock 
of  soda-crackers  from  the  local  store.  It 
was  in  vain  we  stormed  and  besought  and 

expostulated !  Joy — oh,  the  bitter  irony  of 
that  name ! — took  interference  or  advice  ex- 

ceedingly ill,  and  so  far  from  being  abashed 
by  his  disgraceful  shortcomings,  was  apt  to 

turn  very  sulky  and  indignant  when  his  cul- 
inary efforts  were  slighted  or  criticized. 

Had  it  been  any  time  but  harvest,  the  Pater 
would  have  run  him  out  after  the  first  meal, 

but  such  as  he  was  he  was  all  wre  could  get, 
pending  a  rescue  by  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and 
in  the  meantime  we  were  fain  to  swallow 

our  pride  and  bow  our  necks  to  the  yoke, 

viewing  Joy's  efforts  in  non-committal  sil- 
ence, and,  after  a  scout  had  proclaimed  the 

corridor  between  kitchen  and  dining-room 
clear,  committing  the  bulk  of  what  was 
quite  beyond  mortal  digestion  in  the  bill  of 
fare  to  the  safekeeping  of  the  big  hall 
heater  to  become  a  burnt  offering  when  the 

enemy  should  have  retired  to  his  own  quar- 
ters. It  was  a  shocking  waste,  and  a  most 

humiliating  state  of  things,  for  it  had  to  be 
done  with  the  utmost  stealth,  but  by  this 
means  we  avoided  having  that  particular 
atrocity  served  up  again  at  the  next  meal, 
and  preserved  the  sensitive  feelings  of  the 
venerable  Joy  from  a  rude  jar  which  would 
have  resulted  in  our  losing  the  services  of 

an  excellent  dish-washer ;  for  there  indeed 
Joy  shone ;  we  had  very  early  decided  that 
his  connection  with  the  restaurant  had  been 

entirely  with  the  kitchen  sink  of  that  estab- 
lishment, and  again  Mother  wondered  what 

Mrs.   Humphries    had    meant    by    it,    and 

Father  remarked  bitterly  that  dish-washing 
was  a  paying  business  at  forty  dollars  a 
month. 

Meantime  we  eked  out  a  precarious  ex- 
istence on  soda-crackers  and  coffee  —  he 

could  make  fairish  coffee — and  grew  hollow- 
eyed  with  the  constant  dread  of  having  some 
new  culinary  horror  sprung  on  us.  His 
chief  effort,  judging  from  the  visible  pride 
with  which  he  set  it  before  us,  was  a  kind 

of  sticky  concrete  substance,  which,  after 
much  weary  guessing,  we  decided  must  be 

intended  for  that  stand-by  of  the  rural  dis- 
trict— layer  cake.  Oh,  the  shifts  to  which 

we  were  driven  to  get  rid  of  that  awful 

"cake !"  for  the  old  nightmare  kept  one  con- 

stantly on  hand  in  spite  of  Mother's  sug- 
gestions and  orders ;  indeed  he  went  his 

own  serene  way  in  everything,  returning  the 
same  unvarying  answer  to  every  order  or 

appeal:    "Me  alike;  me  heap  sabbee." 
His  bland  self-satisfaction  was  the  most 

infuriating  thing  about  him,  except,  per- 
haps, his  fearful  and  wonderful  voice.  He 

was  the  only  Chinaman  I  ever  heard  at- 
tempt to  sing,  and  I  trust  he  will  be  the 

last ;  such  a  weird,  high  falsetto  perform- 
ance, absolutely  tuneless,  I  never  heard  be- 

fore or  since.  The  first  time  he  favored  us 
Father  and  I  rushed  into  the  kitchen  under 
the  impression  that  the  man  was  in  some 
kind  of  a  fit,  and  neither  our  indignation 
then,  nor  all  our  commands  or  entreaties 

subsequently,  availed  to  stem  Joy's  tide  of 
song.  We  were  always  sure  of  a  solo  when 
he  was  washing  the  kitchen  floor,  which 
little  job  generally  occupied  him  about  two 
hours.  His  astonishing  voice,  accompanied 

by  the  mop  striking  its  back  teeth  on  the 
boards  every  second  minute  or  so,  made  up 
the  most  appalling  row  I  ever  heard,  and 
we  could  only  close  all  intervening  doors 

and  count  the  days  to  the  end  of  the  har- 
vest. But  it  happened  we  parted  with  Joy 

before  the  end  of  the  harvest,  after  all.  Our 

"permanent"  hired  man,  a  college-bred 
youth  of  concise  speech,  and  what,  for  want 
of  a  better  term,  might  be  described  as  an 
inverted  sense  of  humor,  appeared  suddenly 
before  Mother  shortly  after  dinner  one  day, 
obviously  endeavoring  to  suppress  a  grin. 

"Boss  sent  me  back  for  some  lemonade," 

he  explained,  casually;  "went  into  the  kit- 
chen to  help  myself;  the  giddy  Joy  was 

washing  his  socks  in  the  dish-pan.  Never 

knew  the  beggar  did  wash  'em,  but  it  seems 
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he  does;  and  when  he'd  wrung  em  out  and 
hung  'em  up,  he  dumped  the  cups  and  sau- cers and  so  on  into  the  same  old  water. 

Thought  you'd  like  to  know!" 
"I  can't  think,"  said  Mother,  for  the 

thirty-seventh  time,  an  hour  later,  as  the 
gate  clicked   for  the  last   time  behind   the 

departing  Joy,  "I  can't  think  what  Mrs. 
Humphries  meant  by  it,  but,  thank  good- 

ness! there  is  a  nice,  clean,  wholesome  girl 
coming  up  on  the  next  stage,  and  in  the 
meantime  it  must  just  be  tinned  meat  and 
potatoes,  and  everybody  helping  with  the 

washing  up."     And  it  was! 

Tod 

ay 

By  AUCK  CORKY 

Violet  the  waves,  and  white  all  homing  sails, 

As  past  the  bar  they  run : 

I  only  know  this  twilight  is  the  last 

Before  tomorrow's  sun. 

Misty  the  sea  beyond  our  harbor's  line, 
Slowly  the  night  shuts  in : 

I  only  know  that  by  tomorrow's  light, 
Voyagings  begin. 

The  night  wind  hurries  through   the  little town, 

Calling  the  ships  to  sea : 

I  only  know  it  waits  to  fill  the  sails. 

Those  sails  that  wait  for  me. 

Unknown  the  shores  we  seek,  and,  seeking, 
find ; 

Unknown  the  resting-place: 

I  only  know  how  lonely  is  that  land 

Where  I  find  not  your  face. 

Blow,   sunrise   wind,   and    fill    the   hoisting 
sails. 

And,  morning  light,  break  clear: 

For  now  no  longer  is  tomorrow  feared — 

Because — today  is  here. 



The  Depot  Clerk 
A  Story  of  the  Georgian  Bay  Camps 

By   Wilfrid   Playfair 

THERE  are  hundreds
  of  men  in 

British  Columbia  who  have  work- 

ed in  the  lumber  camps  of  the 

East,  on  the  Ottawa,  the  Gat- 

ineau,  the  "North  Shore"  of  Georgian  Bay. 
Perhaps  some  of  them  may  read  this  and 
recognize  something  familiar,  for  it  was 

told  me  by  a  man  who  spent  the  best  years 
of  his  life  in  the  rough  society  of  the  camp, 
who  was  broad  enough  to  read  the  human 

stories  in  the  thousand  types  that  go  to 
make  up  that  society.  He  loved  the  woods 

well  enough  to  live  in  them,  and — to  die  in 
them,  for  he  went  over  a  falls  on  one  of  the 

rough  North  Shore  rivers  with  a  jam  at  the 
last.  That,  I  believe,  was  the  way  he  would 
have  had  it,  did  Fate  give  us  choice  in  these 

matters.  He  gave  me  this  story  of  the 
Depot  Clerk,  and  now  I  give  it  to  you. 

The  Depot  Clerk  lounged  in  the  doorway 
of  his  log  office  and  looked  languidly  out 
on  a  scene  of  desolation.  There  was  noth- 

ing novel  in  the  view;  its  wretchedness 
merely  chimed  with  his  mood.  On  this 

side  of  the  crooked  little  river  a  sandy  slope 
led  up  from  the  cluster  of  log  shacks  that 
formed  the  lumber  depot  to  a  green  forest 
half  a  mile  away,  and  up  the  intervening 
waste,  dotted  with  blackened  stumps  and 

lonely  rampikes,  a  rough  tote-road  zig- 
zagged away  to  the  camps  beyond  the  hill. 

Across  the  stream  was  another  bare,  fire- 
ravaged  hill,  and  beyond  that  again,  distant 

pine  tops.  It  is  common  enough  in  the  tim- 
ber country  to  see  Nature  emerge  crushed 

and  ruined  from  her  conflict  with  man,  but 

the  Depot  Clerk  was  something  of  a  dream- 
er, and  a  very  sick  man  besides.  He  found 

a  parallel  to  his  own  life  in  the  stricken 
hillside. 

"Five  years  of  it  already,"  he  groaned  as 
he  withdrew  his  eyes  at  last.  "O  Lord, 
how  long?" 

Fate,  unkind  as  usual,  deigned  no  reply, 
so  the  Depot  Clerk  came  out  of  his  door- 

way and  walked  wearily  down  the  road  to 
the  river.  Even  walking  is  hard  work 
when  your  head  is  splitting  and  every  bone 
aches  drearily.  From  time  to  time  the 
Depot  Clerk  swore  under  his  breath.  His 
temper  was  very  thin. 

It  was  late  November,  and  the  company's 
tug  was  due  on  her  last  trip  before  the 
ice  took.  Half  a  dozen  men  were  at  work 

about  a  rude  wharf,  patching  it  up  to  re- 
ceive the  expected  freight.  Two  or  three 

others,  teamsters  awaiting  loads  for  the 
camps,  sat  on  a  log  smoking  comfortably. 
Even  in  the  timber  country  the  lines  of 
caste  are  closely  drawn,  but  the  Depot  Clerk 
was  an  iconoclast  today. 

"Good  morning,  boys,"  he  said,  address- 
ing the  group  on  the  log  with  feigned  civil- 

ity. "It's  a  fine,  healthy  place  here,  but 
there's  nothing  like  a  bit  of  exercise.  Keeps 

the  appetite  up." The  outraged  teamsters  slunk  off  their 
roost,  hating  him  with  all  their  heart.  The 
Depot  Clerk  was  as  unpopular  as  are  most 
sick  men  in  authority,  and  a  little  more, 
since  primitive  man  prefers  round  cursing 

to  the  strange  weapon  of  sarcasm.  Fur- 
ther, he  was  a  gentleman,  a  word  that  even 

on  the  north  shore  of  Lake  Superior  means 

more  than  a  Sybarite  who  takes  off  his  un- 
derclothing at  night.  Unlike  most  of  the 

broken  men  who  flee  to  the  wilderness  to 

hide  their  shame,  he  wore  with  dignity  the 

abhorred  rags  of  his  gentility.  Drunk  or 
sober  he  did  not  belong. 

And  yet  the  Depot  Clerk  felt  desperate- 
ly alone  as  he  took  his  seat  on  the  log  and 

watched  the  sour-faced  teamsters  go  about 
their  work.  His  illness  made  him  weak. 

For  the  first  time  in  five  years  he  was  feel- 
ing   the    need    of    human    sympathy.      He 
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would  have  liked  to' break  down  the  bar- 
riers of  suspicion  raised  against  him  by 

these  simple  men,  and,  finding  no  way,  he 
was  conscious  of  a  childish  anger  against 
them.  He  remembered  now  that  he  had 
mended  their  broken  limbs  and  nursed  some 

of  them  through  the  fever,  but  he  forgot 
something  else  that  was  ever  present  in  the 
minds  of  his  subjects.  It  was  the  disease 
that  had  seemed  to  interest  him,  not  the 
patient.  The  Depot  Clerk  had  once  been 

a  skilled  surgeon ;  the  "timber  beasts" 
thought  him  a  cold-blooded  fish.  Today 
he  was  a  tired,  petulant  child,  craving  the 
deft  hand  of  a  nurse  or  the  strong  arm  of  a 
friend.  Typhoid,  the  scourge  of  camps,  is 
a  mighty  leveller. 

He  nodded  on  his  perch,  rapt  in  his  mor- 
bid fancies,  and  very  weary.  Thinking  him 

asleep,  one  of  the  unwilling  teamsters  be- 
gan to  diagnose  his  case  jestingly.  The  last 

words  came  to  the  sick  man's  ears. 
"Wish  to  God  he'd  fall  off  the  water- 

wagon.     He's  rust\." The  Depot  Clerk  sat  up,  suddenly  wide 
awake.  The  laugh  he  flung  at  the  abashed 
teamsters  as  he  rose  from  his  log  was  a 
hard  piece  of  work,  but  they  never  knew 
that  they  had  avenged  an  insult.  He 
dragged  his  still  limbs  up  the  hill  towards 
the  office,  his  mind  seething  with  a  new 
bitterness.  In  his  hour  of  misery  the  mad 
desire  that  he  had  wrestled  and  thrown 

through  twelve  weary  months  had  arisen 

stronger  than  ever,  exultant  in  his  weak- 
ness, and  the  men  had  guessed  it  or  stumbled 

on  the  taunt  unwittingly.  There  was  no 
fight  left  in  him.  His  cheery  little  office, 
with  its  stove  and  cot,  table  and  two  chairs, 
and  walls  hung  with  trophies  of  the  hunt, 
was  the  hole  in  which  he  sought,  like  a 
wounded  animal,  to  hide  himself.  He 

stumbled  through  the  doorway,  collapsed 
into  a  chair  by  the  table  and  covered  his 
twitching  face  with  his  hands. 

"My  God!"  he  sobbed.  "I  want  to  hang 
on.  I've  got  to  hang  on."  His  shoulders 
heaved  as  he  crouched  over  the  table. 

Presently  he  grew  calmer  and  sat  up. 
His  face  was  drawn  and  lined  with  pain, 
but  the  eyes  were  bright  and  clear.  It  was 

just  one  more  victory.  For  a  time  he  re- 
mained still,  as  if  absorbed  in  thought. 

Then,  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  has  made 
a  momentous  decision,  he  went  to  a  trunk 

in  the  corner,  opened  it  and  took  out  a 

little  tin  safe,  such  as  housewives  and  wan- 
derers use.  An  hour  later,  when  the  cook 

came  to  call  him  to  lunch,  he  found  him  at 
his  table,  poring  over  a  heap  of  papers. 

"Just  coffee,  Roch,"  he  called.  "Make 

it  strong." 
The  fat  Frenchman  shook  his  head  with 

foreboding.  His  kindly  old  heart  went  out 
to  the  sick  man. 

"You  must  heat,  Boss,"  said  he.  "You 
stay  here;  I  bring  some  dam  fine  soup,  ba- 

gosh." 

The  first  toot  of  the  tug  came  from  the 
river  as  the  Depot  Clerk  folded  up  his 

papers  and  replaced  them  in  the  safe.  Before 
the  echo  passed  the  door  was  flung  open 

and  a  big  voice  shouted  in: 
"Hello,  Doc!"  was  its  greeting. 
The  Depot  Clerk  smiled  joyously  as  he 

rose  to  welcome  the  big,  red  man  whose 
shoulders  filled  the  entrance. 

"Old  man,  I'm  glad  to  see  you,"  he  said 
as  they  shook  hands,  and  he  meant  it. 

Don  James,  who  was  clerk  at  Camp  7, 
ten  miles  away,  was  cursed  with  second 
sight.  When  there  was  whiskey  going  he 
scented  it  from  afar,  for  back  in  the  lumber 

woods,  as  he  said,  "however  much  Nature 

beguiles,  it's  a  long  time  between  drinks." To  shorten  the  intervals  he  tramped  down 
to  the  depot  whenever  the  teamsters  told 
him  a  tug  was  due,  for  there  was  always 
sure  to  be  a  bottle  or  two  among  the  new 

arrivals.  He  was  a  rough  fellow,  good- 
hearted  and  sudden  of  temper,  a  brawler  in 
his  cups,  and  reckless  when  forced  by  lack  of 

supplies  to  be  sober. 

"I  just  came  down  to  pick  some  men  out 
of  the  fresh  livestock,"  he  explained,  taking 
the  Depot  Clerk's  second  chair. 

"I  thought  you  came  for  a  drink,"  an- 
swered the  Depot  Clerk,  and  his  visitor  ex- 
ploded with  laughter. 

They  were  an  ill-assorted  pair.  James 
was  of  medium  height  and  stocky  build. 
The  sandy  hair  that  showed  when  he  threw 
off  his  felt  hat  was  thin  and  unkempt,  and 

the  broad,  red  face  under  it  was  lined  and 

weather-beaten.  An  exile  from  better  things 
like  the  other,  he  was  of  the  adaptable  type, 
and  had  taken  on  the  characteristics  of  the 

race  he  herded  with.  There  was  nothing 

in  his  speech  or  his  appearance  to  mark  him 
out   from  the  loggers  about  him.     Sitting 



The  Depot  Clerk 

363 
opposite  him,  the  Depot  Clerk  seemed  like  a 
visitor  from  the  city,  with  his  tall,  spare 
frame,  stooping  a  little  at  the  shoulders,  and 
his  pale,  ascetic  face,  with  its  cold  grey  eyes. 
Illness  they  had  in  common,  for  under  the 
pale  blue,  humorous  eyes  of  the  newcomer 
were  deep  pouches,  and  his  breathing  was 
labored  and  audible  after  the  long  walk. 

"Don't  murmur  it  to  a  soul,  Doc,  but  I 
sure  did  come  for  what  you  say,"  said  James, 
filling  his  pipe.  "I'm  dry  as  a  sermon. 
That  other  stuff  was  purely  official,  for  the 

use  of  the  Old  Man,  and  he  didn't  believe 

it,  either." 
The  Depot  Clerk  joined  faintly  in  the 

other's  laugh,  and  James  looked  at  him 
sharply. 

"Hell,  man,"  he  exclaimed,  sobered. 
"What's  the  matter  with  you?  You  look 

all  in." 
"That's  what,"  replied  the  Depot  Clerk 

slowly.  "I'm  all  in,  Don.  I  was  going  to 
send  for  you." 

"What  is  it?"  asked  James.  "Not  fever?" 
The  Depot  Clerk  nodded. 

"I've  been  fighting  it  for  weeks,  but  it's 
got  me,"  he  said.  "When  I  knock  under 
I'd  like  to  have  you  around  somewhere." 

Silence  fell  for  a  moment.  The  Depot 
Clerk  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  scanning  the 
patch  of  bare  hillside  that  showed  through 
the  window.  After  a  while,  his  face  still 
turned  to  the  window,  he  began  to  speak. 

"Don,  I've  been  wanting  to  see  you  to 

tell  you  something,  so  don't  laugh,  and  don't 
get  mad.  When  you  feel  this  way  you  get 
to  thinking  things  out,  somehow.  We  never 

ask  questions,  but  I  know  there's  something 
behind  your  being  here,  just  as  in  my  own 

case.  Our  kind  don't  drift  in  here  for  sport. 
Now  what  I  want  to  say,  Don,  is  that  if  I 

get  through  this  I'm  going  back  to  fight 

things  out." 
Amazement  was  writ  large  on  James's 

face,  but  the  Depot  Clerk  did  not  see.  His 
eyes  were  still  on  the  window. 

"I  guess  you're  pretty  sick,  Doc,"  said 
the  visitor.  The  Depot  Clerk  paid  no  at- 

tention.    Perhaps  he  did  nbt  hear. 

"There's  another  thing,  Don,"  he  went 

on.  "It's  about  that  heart  of  yours.  You've 

got  to  quit  the  booze.  If  you  don't,  you 
won't  last  till  Christmas.  I  told  you  last 

year   
" 

"And  last  year  I  told  you  to  mind  your 

own  damned  business,"  broke  in  James. 
His  face  was  ugly  with  passion.  "Who  asked 
you  to  cackle  about  my  heart,  eh  ?  You've 
tried  the  water  cure,  and  you're  a  damned 
fine  testimonial.  All  bloody  rot!  What's 
left  for  two  fools  like  us  but  to  get  drunk 
with  whiskey  and  forget  it?  When  my 

heart  stops  I  won't  blame  you  any,  son." 
The  Depot  Clerk,  surprised  out  of  his 

reverie  by  the  outburst,  smiled  at  James 
grimly. 

"That's  right,  you  won't,"  he  said  sooth- 
ingly. "I  didn't  mean  to  offend  you,  old 

man.  It's  hard  for  a  damned  fool  to  forget 

that  he  used  to  be  a  physician — that's  all. 
Let's  shake  on  it." 

The  tug  whistled  again,  this  time  at  the 
wharf.  It  was  time  to  go.  As  both  men 

got  to  their  feet,  a  slow  smile  displaced  the 

frown  on  James's  face.  He  took  the  out- stretched hand. 

"You're  a  cool  hand,  Doc,"  he  said,  "a 
damn  cool  hand.  I'll  see  you  through,  never 

mind  the  water  cure." 
This  was  the  story  of  their  comradeship, 

their  charm  for  each  other.  From  their  first 

meeting,  it  had  been  the  rough  fist  of  the 
pugilist  matched  against  the  keen  blade  of 
the  fencer,  but  the  untaught  men  who  hated 
them  both  and  looked  for  a  final  conflict 
were  doomed  to  disappointment.  Their  very 
difference  made  that  issue  impossible. 

The  squat  river  steamer  was  tying  up  at 

the  wharf  when  they  arrived.  Her  deck 

was  piled  high  with  the  miscellaneous 

freight  of  the  camps,  and  from  her  waist 

was  already  swarming  a  motley  company  of 

pirates.  There  were  about  fifty  of  these, 

combings  of  the  earth,  the  last  draft  sent  up 

by  the  Montreal  employment  agencies  before 
winter  set  in.  Tall  Swedes  rubbed  elbows 

with  Austrians,  Italians,  and  an  occasional 

little  cockney,  while  a  dozen  or  more  were 
"down-homers,"  French-Canadians,  not  of 

the  sturdy  old  voyageur  breed,  but  peasant 

farmers  crowded  out  of  their  native  Quebec 

by  the  law  of  the  multiplication  table. 

While  the  aliens  stood  about  in  silence,  be- 

wildered by  the  strange  surroundings,  the 
"down-homers"  swaggered  up  and  down  the 

dock,  joyously  drunk,  chattering  like  mag- 

pies. 
Taught  by  experience,  James  kept  a  close 

eye  on  the  "down-homers."  The  Depot 
Clerk  said  nothing  as  his  companion  singled 
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out  one  of  the  newcomers  and  opened  nego- 
>ns.  There  was  nothing  to  be  said. 

The  bustle  and  confusion  of  the  wharf 
vexed  him.     He  was  sorry  he  had  come. 

"James,"'  he  said,  suddenly,  "look  after 

things  for  me.     I'm  going  to  bed."' Hack  in  the  office  he  stretched  out  on  his 

and  there  Roch  brought  him  broth  and 

offee.  He  meekly  obeyed  the  cook's  orders 
to  undress,  and  after  Roch  left  he  lay  count- 

ing his  pains,  now  wide  awake,  now  dozing 
uneasily.  In  the  late  afternoon,  when 
James  returned,  the  fever  was  mounting. 

James's  face  was  puffed  and  inflamed  from 
deep  potations,  and  he  walked  unsteadily. 
He  drew  a  flask  from  his  pocket  and  held 

it   to  the  sick  man's  lips. 
"This'll  fix  you  up,  Doc,"  he  said  thickly. 

"Got  it  just  for  you.  Best  medicine  for 

everything." The  Depot  Clerk  waved  away  the  bottle 
with  weak  hands. 

"No,  James,"  he  said.  The  smell  of  the 
spirit  in  his  nostrils  made  him  yearn  with  all 
his  being,  but  he  was  resolute.  The  drunken 
clerk  exploded  in  a  wild  burst  of  passion. 

"\  ou  dam  fool!"  he  roared.  "You  dam 

quitter!  So  you  won't  drink  with  Don 
James,  eh  ?     He'll  see  you  in  hell  before  he 
asks   you   again.      To   hell   with   you,    any- 

i" 

wa>  : 
He  stamped  out  of  the  place,  while  the 

Depot  Clerk  called  weakly  after  him. 

"Don,"  he  called.  "Come  back,  Don.  I 
want  a  drink." 
The  heavy  footsteps  dimmed  and  died 

away.  The  sick  man  turned  his  face  to 
thf  wall  and  swore  helplessly.  But  deep 
in  his  soul  he  was  glad  the  other  man  had 
not  heard  him  call. 

Don  James  awoke  with  a  start.  The 
whiskey  had  died  in  him.  leaving  his  mind 
unnaturally  clear,  and  every  nerve  in  his 
body  tingling.  He  sat  up  suddenly  in  his 
bunk,  and  with  the  exertion  his  heart  began 
to  pound  like  a  trip  hammer,  making  him 
feel  weak  and  very  sick.  He  fell  back  again 
on  the  blankets  and  tried  to  think  things 
out. 

It  was  black  dark  in  the  bunk-house,  and 
on  all  sides  he  could  hear  the  snoring  of 
heavy  sleepers.  Piece  by  piece  the  incidents 
of  the  night  before  came  back  to  him,  the 

arousing  in  the  cook-house,  last  of  all  his 
talk  with  the  Depot  Clerk.     The  memory 

of  this  last  made  him  groan.  Doc  was  sick 
with  fever,  needing  him,  he  remembered. 
He  must  go  at  once. 

He  made  another  effort  and  sat  up.  His 
heart  was  beating  a  tattoo  on  his  ribs,  and 
every  breath  choked  him.  There  was  a 
strange  weakness  in  all  his  limbs.  He 
swung  his  legs  out  over  the  bunk,  and  sat 
there  a  minute,  waiting  for  the  weakness  to 
pass.    Then  he  made  a  discovery. 

"God  !"  he  gasped.  "Doc  was  right.  It's 

got  me." 

The  knowledge  that  he  was  needed  stead- 
ied him.  It  helped  him  to  his  feet,  carried 

him  stumbling  to  the  door  of  the  bunk- 
house  and  out  over  the  road.  His  head 

was  spinning  with  the  whiskey  and  the  sick- 
ness, his  limbs  were  numb  and  heavy,  but  he 

steered  unsteadily  for  the  light  that  shone 
from  the  office  window.  At  last  he  reached 

the  door,  leaned  against  it  for  a  moment  to 
get  his  breath,  and  opened  it. 

Roch  was  sitting  by  the  bed.  The  cook 
knew  of  but  one  remedy  for  all  the  ills  of 

the  body,  and  he  was  urging  it  on  the  in- 
valid wTith  patient  persistence. 

"A  leetle  drop,"  James  heard  him  say. 
"Just  a  leetle  drop  till  the  docteur  come. 

She  is  very  good  for  fever." The  Depot  Clerk  was  very  weary,  and 
his  protest  was  fretful. 

"Take  the  damned  stuff  away,"  he  said weakly. 

Roch  felt  himself  rising  from  his  chair 
and  falling  again,  and  his  fat  body  struck 

the  floor  writh  a  thud.  The  good  cook  looked 
up  to  see  Don  James  standing  over  him, 
gasping  for  breath,  but  belligerent.  He 
picked  himself  up  and  made  for  the  door, 
while  James  dropped  into  the  chair.  The 
Depot  Clerk  recognized  his  deliverer  and 
smiled  a  wan  smile. 

"I  knew  you'd  come,"  he  whispered- 
"You  won't  let  them  give  me  whiskey, 
Don?"  His  mind  was  just  beginning  to 
wander. 

"No,    by   God!"   said   James. 
He  made  the  promise  seriously.  In  a 

few  minutes  the  company's  doctor,  a  young 
graduate  who  was  getting  his  first  practice 
among  the  North  Shore  camps,  drove  up, 

summoned  by  Roch's  messenger.  James 
watched  him  jealously  as  he  examined  the 
patient,  and  received  his  instruction  in 
sullen   silence. 
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"Better  give  him  a  little  stimulant,"  was the  last  order. 

"Damned   if   I  will,"   replied  James. 
The  youthful  physician  was  nettled. 

"Why  not?"  he  demanded. 
"Because,"  said  James  hotly,  "he's  a 

better  doctor  now  than  you  ever  will  be, 

and  he  don't  want  it.     That's  one  reason." 
After  the  angry  young  man  had  left, 

James  was  summoned  to  the  bedside  again. 

"You're  sure  they  won't  give  me  whis- 
key?" whispered  the  Depot  Clerk.    "I  don't 

want    to    take    any,    because   "      The 
whisper  died  away  as  the  sick  man  went 
to  sleep. 

James  was  strangling  of  thirst  and  ins 
head  was  beating  dully.  He  staggered  off 
across  the  room  looking  for  water,  found 
the  pail,  and  drank  greedily.  As  he  did  so 
his  eye  fell  on  the  clock  on  the  table,  and 
he  noticed  that  it  was  only  ten.  A  horrid 
fear  that  he  would  not  last  the  night  out 
seized  him,  and  he  hurried  back  to  his  post. 

Before  the  night  was  gone  delirium  came, 

and  through  the  hours  James  heard  the  De- 
pot Clerk  scream  for  whiskey,  pray  for  it. 

At  times  he  was  forced  to  use  the  dregs  of 
his  strength  to  hold  the  sick  man  in  bed. 

The  strain  took  hold  of  'his  mind  and  he, 
too,  began  to  have  illusions.  He  imagined 
that  there  was  a  conspiracy  on  foot  to  give 

his  patient  drink,  that  every  piece  of  furni- 
ture in  the  place  sheltered  a  lurking  enemy. 

When  Roch  came  at  dawn,  bringing  broth 
and  breakfast,  James  was  sitting  with  a 
loaded  rifle  across  his  knees,  and  the  fat 
cook  was  all  but  frightened  to  death  before 
he  could  persuade  the  crazy  nurse  that  his 
errand  was  peaceful. 

By  daylight  the  strain  relaxed,  and  James 
slept   in  his  chair   for  an   hour.      He  was 

•  sane  when  he  awoke,  and  Roch  brought  him 

a  letter.      It  contained   the   Depot   Clerk's 
will,  and  a  note  for  James. 

"Dear  Don,"  ran  the  message,  "I  know 
you  will  come  back  to  me,  and  Roch  will 
give  you  this.  Please  look  after  everything 
for  me  if  the  fever  bowls  me  over.     Tell 

them  I  wanted  to  go  back.     Good-bye.     I 

boy,   and  don't   forget  the  heart." 
As  James  read,  the  tears  ran  down  his 

cheeks,  and  he  sobbed  aloud  in  his  weakness. 
He  bent  over  the  fever-flushed  face  on  the bed. 

"Poor  old  Doc!"  he  said.  "Poor  old  Doc? 

He  will  go  back!     By  God,  he  will!" 
He  took  up  again  the  routine  of  the  sick- 

room, his  courage  strengthened  by  a  new 
resolve.  He  needed  all  his  determination. 

Nights  of  hideous  delirium  followed  days  of 
lethargy,  and  each  watch  the  nurse  found 
his  task  grow  harder.  The  choking  fits 
came  more  frequently  now,  and  his  weak- 

ness was  pitiful.  At  times  he  could  scarcely 
drag  his  feet  across  the  room.  At  the  end 
he  was  living  on  his  will  for  strength. 

"I've  got  to  stay  with  it,"  he  would  mut- 
ter to  himself  in  his  darkest  moments.  "I've 

got  to  see  Doc  through.  There's  nobody 

else  to  do  it." He  stayed  with  it,  and  at  last  there  came 
a  morning  when  the  Depot  Clerk  passed 
into  quiet,  restful  sleep  just  before  the  dawn, 
and  James  hailed  the  hopeful  sign  with 
joy.  His  task  was  ended.  Doc  would  go 
back ! 

He  felt  his  will  relax,  and  with  that  came 
collapse.  With  a  last  effort  he  staggered  to 
the  table,  took  up  a  pencil,  and  scrawled 

something  across  the  Depot  Clerk's  letter. 
If  Don  James  did  not  go  back,  at  least 
those  who  cared  heard  later  how  he  had 
worked  out  his  salvation. 

"Doc'll  fix  it,"  he  muttered,  as  he  fumb- 
led his  way  back  to  the  chair.  The  first 

light  of  the  late  inter-dawn  was  struggling 
in  through  the  window,  and  fell  across  his 
face — the  face  of  an  old  man.  Something 
like  a  smile  seemed  for  an  instant  to  soften 

its  lines  of  pain.  Then  James  fell  forward 
limply. 

The  light  in  the  window  grew  brighter 
as  the  sun  came  up.  Snow  had  fallen  in 

the  night,  and  the  shimmering  white  carpet 

blotted  out  the  ugliness  of  the  bleak  hill- 
side.    The  Depot  Clerk  slept  placet  ally. 



Shorties  Last  Drunk 
By    Hugh   Molleson  Foster 

c |RIPES!"  taunted  Grayson,  "you fellers  '11  never  git  'er  up."  He 
yanked  at  the  seat  of  his  over- 

alls and  squatted  on  the  curb. 

"Nope?"  insinuated  McCartney.  "T'ink 
not  ?'"  He  edged  away  from  the  other,  took 
out  his  dinner  pail,  put  it  between  his  legs 
and  hugged  it  with  his  knees.  He  opened 
it  and  took  out  a  fistful  of  thick  sandwiches. 

They  were  dry  and  stiff  and  so  bent  that  he 

couldn't  bend  them  back  without  breaking 
them.  As  he  sniffed  his  face  looked  as  if 

he  disliked  the  smell  of  the  meat.  "Shoot!" 

he  muttered.  "She'd  'a  put  in  some  boiled 
-  an'  some  salt  an'  pepper  in  a  little  box 

.in'  some  hot  coffee  an'  it'd  all  been  clean. 

How'd  I  ever  lose  her — must  'a'  been  part 

my  fault — wonder  wot  they're  doin'  now — 
mebbe  he's  tired  of  her  a'ready."  He  turned 
to  the  other  and  grunted,  "Wot's  that  yer 

say.  hur?" 
"'T'ink  not.'  yer  say?  I  don't  t'ink 

nuttin'  'bout  it.  1  tal  yer  I  know — I  don't 
t'ink." 

"Yer  'don't  t'ink/  eh?"  quoted  McCart- 

ney. "I  suspicioned  as  much,  but  I  didn't 
know  yer  knowed  it  yersel'." 

"Look  er  here,  McCartney,  look  er  here 

— yer  needn'  t'ink  you're  the  on'y  t'ing  in 
creation,"  grumbled  the  other.  "I  knowed 

as  well  as  you  do;  you're  on  one  side 
o'  the  fence  in  this  business  an'  I'm  on  the 
other.  O'  course  you're  employed  by  this 
here  erectin'  firm  an'  I'm  paid  by  Mr. 
Reed,  the  main  contractor  of  the  hull  job; 

but  your  boss  is  workin'  fer  my  boss  all 

right,  all  right.  Mebbe  we'll  be  changed 
aroun'  some  daj  or  mebbe  we'll  both  be  on 
the  same  job  together.  Yer  can't  never  tell 
in  this  sort  of  work.  Anyway,  guess  I  ain't 
^'oin'  ter  dirt  yer  ears  none  by  talking  to 

yer.  am  I  ?" 
"Sure,"  paradoxically  agreed  McCart- 

ney; "go  ahead  an'  talk  if  it'll  make  yer  feel 
any  better.  I  ain't  got  no  objections  — 
>ou'll  do  it  an\wav." 

"Look  at  that  girder  there.  Lord  knows 

how  long  it  tuk  ter  fabricate  her,  an'  then 
it  tuk  two  cars  three  weeks  ter  git  her  here 

from  Pittsburg,  an'  after  that,  six  pair  o' 
them  thunderin'  big  horses  an'  the  longest 
reach-truck  in  Vancouver  wasted  two  days 

gittin'  her  on  the  job  from  the  freight  yards. 

Say,  McCartney,  she's  got  heft — ain't  never 
seen  a  bigger  girder.  Sixty  feet  long  an' 
fi'e  feet  high  with  her  flange  er  foot  acrost 
is  goin'  some,  I  guess.  Make  er  kind  of  er 

dinkie  little  charm  danglin'  from  a  man's watch  chain,  eh?  Sorter  oncomfortable, 

though,  ef  she  swung  agin  him,  eh — what?" 
"Onhandy  fer  a  tooth  pick,  yer  might 

say,     assented  McCartney. 

"Well,  ter  tell  yer  the  truth,  didn'  'pear 
ter  me  zackly  like  youse  fellers  picked  her 

up  an'  tossed  her  inter  place  tother  night, 
like  she  was  a  drinkin'  straw  on  a  sodie 
fountain.  We  fixed  everything  we  could 

fer  yer — stopped  all  the  traffic  on  the  bridge 

an'  closed  up  them  streets — youse  was  all 

night  at  it  then,  an'  there  she  sits  on  that 
reach-truck  still.  Looks  like  she'd  sit  there 

till  hell  freezes  over." 
"Air,  cut  it  out,"  growled  McCartney; 

"quit  it,  I  tal  yer.  Say,  do  yer  know  wot 

this  job  is — do  yer  know  anythin'  'bout  it? 
Yer  jess  give  her  dimensions — well,  she 

weighs  some  twenty-odd  ton,  an'  we  got 
jess  five-eighth  of  an  inch  leeway.  Five- 
eighth — do  yer  know  wot  that  means,  yer 
bump-headed  knocker,  yer?  It  means  we 

got  ter  run  a  cable  from  that  hoistin'  engine 
halfway  down  the  block  there  through  a 
lot  er  sheaves  from  them  four  columns  yer 

see  an'  hitch  it  on  ter  the  tongue  o'  that 
truck.  We  got  ter  pull  truck  an'  girder 
an'  all  up  ter  that  big  upright  there.  That's 
a  fourteen-by-fourteen  an'  straight  as  a  line 
an'  sound  as  a  apple.  She'll  never  snap. 
She'll  sink  inter  the  ground  fust  with  ony 

weight.  Lor',  if  she  does  snap,  there'll  be 
a  puddin'  o'  dead  men  roun'  here.  Then 
we  got  ter  take  a  hitch  round  her  middle 
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an'  lash  her  on  an'  haul  her  up,  wid  on'y 
a  block  an'  falls  an'  a  bit  o'  eight-inch 
manilla,  ter  the  top  o'  that  stick,  an'  then 
swing  her  roun'  this  way — yes,  she'll  go  up 
pointin'  with  the  street  an'  when  we  gets 
her  up  we'll  turn  her  crosst — an'  then  slip 
her  inter  place,  wid  five-eighth  of  an  inch 
ter  spare.  A  twenty-ton  girder,  sixty  foot 

long  an'  five-eighth  of  an  inch  ter  spare! 
Wot  do  yer  know  'bout  that,  eh  ?  Why, 
that's  the  wickedest  piece  of  erectin'  ony- 
wheres  roun'  Vancouver.  It's  in  the  poipers 
— there  ain'  never  been  nuttin'  like  it.  A 

twenty-ton  girder  sixty  foot  long  an'  no 
room  fer  a  derrick — nuttin'  but  a  stick  an' 
er  block  an'  falls  an'  a  bit  o'  ole  manilla — 

an'  five-eighth  of  an  inch  ter  spare.  Why, 
it's  worse  'n  puttin'  back  a  hair  inter  the 
same  hole  it  fell  outer  an'  doin'  it  wid  a 

tongs." 
"Well,  wot  er  yer  goin'  ter  do'  'bout  it?" 

complained  Grayson.  "Yer  ain'  goin'  ter 
fluke,  like  j^er  done  before,  air  yer?" 

"Arr,  you  make  me  tired !  We'll  do  it 
all  right.  If  we  don',  we'll  feel  like  tearin' 
up  this  sidewalk  wid  our  teeth  an'  crawlin' 
under  it.  Say,  you  go  plumb  ter  hell,  will 
yer,  please?  Yep,  on  my  invitation.  Nope, 

I  ain'  the  proprietor,  but  they  know  me 
pretty  well  down  there  an'  you  kin  take  my 
place  all  right,  an'  yer  kin  tell  the  little  red 
divil  that's  got  charge  o'  my  reserved  seat 
that  I've  served  my  time  up  here  wid  you." 

The  two  men  sat  in  silence,  biting  their 
pipes  and  waiting,  each  occasionally 
grumbing  at  the  other  and  smiling  at  one 

another's  gibes.  After  a  time  Grayson  tried 
to  brighten  the  gloom.  "Say,  Mac,"  he 
asked,  rubbing  the  stubble  on  his  chin, 

"think  I  need  razor?" 

"Oh,  no,  not  at  all — nuttin'  o'  that  kind," 
answered  McCartney.  "Wot  you  need  is 
a  lawn-mower." 

There  was  a  whoop  from  the  corner  of 
the  street  and  the  gang  of  erectors,  with 
old  man  Dougherty  at  their  head,  came 
down  toward  the  girder  on  the  run.  They 

looked  as  though  they  thought  they  could 
take  it  with  a  charge.  A.  T.  Dougherty  & 
Co.  were  known  as  the  hest  firm  of  steel 

erectors  in  Vancouver.  Mr.  Dougherty 
marshalled  his  men  around  the  long  truck 

and  began  to  hold  forth,  as  if  he  were  a 

general  addressing  his  command  before  go- 
ing into  action. 

"Now,  men,"  he  began,  "we  don't  want 
to  do  like  we  done  last  Tuesday.  Where's 
Shortie?  Yer  see,  last  Tuesday  we  was  ner- 

vous. We've  had  our  try  now  an'  this  time 
we  got  ter  do  it.  Say,  anybody  seen 

Shortie?  There's  free  beer  an'  grub  an'  a 
bonus  for  every  man  here  if  we  git  that 
girder  up  by  midnight.  Is  Shortie  on  the 

job?  Now,  you  men,  you  want  to  remem- 

ber that  nuthin'  was  ever  accomplished  in 
this  world  by  goin'  at  a  thing  half-hearted, 
an' — an'  I  want  ter  tell  you — " 

He  thought  he  had  made  a  good  beginning, 

but  he  didn't  know  how  to  go  on.  He  wanted 
to  say  something  that  would  make  every 
man  work  harder  than  he  had  ever  worked 

before,  but  he  didn't  know  what  to  say.  He 
didn't  even  know  he  was  no  leader,  but  he 
knew  enough  to  know  the  value  of  his  fore- 

man, who  could  say  a  few  quiet  words  to 
men  that  would  make  them  strain  like 

horses — no,  like  men.  Suddenly  he  felt  an 
aching  need  of  Shortie  as  he  had  never  felt 

it  before.  "Can't  somebody  git  Shortie?" 

he  yelled,  whiningly.  "Look  here,  McCart- 

ney, where's  Shortie?" "I  don't  know,  sir." 

"Well,  why  don't  yer?" 
"I  dunno." 

"Is  he  on  the  job?" 
"I  ain'  seen  him,  sir." 

"Well,  look  fer  him." 
"I  did,  sir,  an'  I  couldn't  find  him." 
"Ain't  he  here?" 

"Nobody's  seen  'im,  sir." 
"Well,  find  him.  He's  the  best  man  on 

steel  erection  in  the  business.  He's  the  best 
man  I  ever  had.  He  can  make  men  do 

anything — yes,  even  when  they're  'fraid  of 
it  or  don't  know  how.  I  can  do  my  end, 

I  can  take  care  of  the  office  work,  why  can't 
he  do  his?  He  knows  it  all  right.  Just 

when  I  need  him  most  I  can't  depend  on 
him.  That's  the  only  trouble  with  Shortie 
— I  can't  depend  on  him.  Drunk  again,  1 

suppose.  Ain't  it  hell?  Now,  ain't  that 
hell,  say?  I  tell  yer  what,  McCartney,  you 

go  an'  get  Shortie.  Go  over  ter  his  house, 
an'  if  he's  in  bed,  pull  him  out  whether  he's 
sick  or  drunk.  That's  a  good  feller,  will 

yer?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  and  McCartney  started  to  go. 
"No,  McCartney,  you  stay  here  with  me. 

You're  the  best  in  the  bunch,  anyway.  Send 

the  bov  fer  Shortie  an'  make  him  git  him. 
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You'll  take  Shortie's  place  tonight,  see?  You 
kin  boss  them  fellers.  I'll  teach  yer.  I'll 
make  a  man  of  yer  yet.  Now's  yer  chance, 
McCartney.  You  be  everywhere  ail  over 

the  job,  seein'  everythin'  an'  seein'  that 
everything's  done.  You'll  learn;  you'll  be 
as  good  as  Shortie  some  day — no,  better, 

'cause  you  don't  drink — least,  I  never  known 
yer  drunk  in  hours.  You'll  be  all  right; 
I'll  see  yer  through.  You  stick  by  me,  you 
work  fer  me,  an'  I'll  push  yer  right  up.  You 
make  good  an'  I'll  make  yer  my  right-hand 
man.  Tonight's  your  beginnin',  McCart- 

ney.    That's  the  ua\    1  got  my  start." 
Instead  of  Mr.  Dougherty's  trying  to 

speechify  to  his  men,  they  might  better  have 
harangued  him  and  reminded  him  that  get- 

ting flustered  over  a  particularly  difficult 
piece  of  work  seldom  helps  achievement. 

At  last  things  got  started.  Huge  hawsers 
were  lashed  round  the  girder,  the  wire  cable 
from    the   winch    was    passed    through   one 
guide  sheave  after  another  and  made  fast  to 
the   tongue   of   the   truck,   and    McCartney 
was   sent    to   his    accustomed    work    at    the 

engine.     He  felt  at  once  the  familiarity  of 
old  times  when  he  settled  himself  and  the 
hard,  cold  iron  handle  of  the  starting  lever 
pressed   his  palm.     He  opened  the  throttle 
to  the  first  notch  cautiously  for  the  slowest 

speed,  and  the  long  reach-truck,  with  that 
enormous  girder  on  it,  began  to  creep  for- 

ward.    The  paving  blocks  seemed   to  sink 
visibly  under  the  weight.     Suddenly  there 
was    the    blood-chilling    scream    of    metal 
scraping  metal,  followed   by  the  sounds  of 
iron     wrenching    and     tearing    wood,     the 
scuffling  of  many  feet,  and  then  breathless 
silence.     The  big  beam  had   skidded   from 
the    truck    and    struck    a    quadruple    fire 
hydrant,  which  she  crumpled  like  a  trampled 
flower.  Except  for  that  hydrant  there  would 

have  been,  in  an  instant,  a  dozen  new-made 
widows.      When    the   men     had    recovered 

themselves   they   all    gasped    in   unison   and 
crept  warily  back  to  their  places,  but  not  one 

wrould  touch  the  girder  till  Mr.  Dougherty 
took   hold   of   it   first.      It  seemed   to   them 

now  like  a  sly  monster  awaiting  an  oppor- 
tunity to  execute  a  secret,  deadly  intent. 

Four  hours  the  men  worked  like  ants, 

pulling,  pushing,  swarming  everywhere.  The 
old  man  Dougherty  jumped  around,  waved 
his  arms,  shouted  orders  and  then  counter- 

manded them,  and  called  his  antics  "super- 

intending."    All  day  these  men  had  been 
working  elsewhere  and  now  backs  began  to 
tremble,  hands  shook,  faces  paled  and  ner- 

vous tongues  licked  dry  lips.     All  day  and 

all  night  is  hard  on  engines — it  is  no  easier 
on  men.     McCartney  spent  the  time  jump- 

ing like  a  cat  from  crosspiece  to  crosspiece 
of  the  wide  open  steelwork  high  up  on  the 

bridge-house,  climbing  like  a  monkey  rapidly 
up  and  down  the  great  framework,  running 

from  guide  to  guide  of  the  tackle  and  help- 
ing, directing  and  encouraging  group  after 

group   of   his   fellow-wrorkmen ;    but   every 
minute  or  two  and  between  other  things  he 
would  rush  to  the  winch  to  help  the  lad  he 
had  left  there  or  to  put  his  own  hands  on 
the  familiar  levers  and  give  another  yank  to 
the  long  cable  that  tugged  at  the  big  girder. 

By  twelve  they  had  pulled  the  truck  to 
the  foot  of  the  upright,  lifted  the  girder  off 
the  truck,  hoisted  her  up  to  the  top,  turned 
her  around  to  slip  into  place,  and  then  failed 

to  find  the  five-eighths  of  an  inch  leewray. 
Instead,  they  got  her  only  as  close  as  a  foot 

away  and  then  couldn't  budge  her.     One 
end  dug  deep  into  the  heavy  steelwork  of 
the   bridge-house   and   nearly   a  yard   away 
from  the  bracket  on  top  of  which  it  was 
meant    to   hang.      The    other    end    pushed 

against  the  column  on  wrhich  it  should  have 
rested  flush,  so  that  the  column  looked  as  if 
it  would  fall  any  minute.    The  top  flange  of 
the  girder  stuck  fourteen  to  sixteen  inches 
below  the  roof  which  it  was  meant  to  hug. 
Time    after    time    the    little    engine    had 
snorted,   wildly   trying    to  pull    the    great 
girder  up  into  place;  but  it  seemed  as  if  the 
weight  of  the  girder  would  pull  the  engine, 
tackle  and  all,  down  the  street.     Mr.  Reed, 

the  head  contractor,  in  sleek  soft  hat,  well- 
creased  suit  and  dapper  gloves,  went  about 
clenching    his    hands    and  asking  questions 
snappily,    but   smiling   and    trying   to    look 
confident.    His  chief  engineer,  Mr.  Wetsor, 
who  was  responsible  for  the  drawings,  went 
about  blinking  his  eyes  and  trying  to  look 

wise,  but  he  succeeded  only  in  looking  un- 
comfortable. 

At  midnight  it  was  agreed  not  to  take 
the  usual  hour  off  for  lunch.  Time  was 

too  precious,  and  already  Mr.  Dougherty 
had  whispered  twice  that  he  was  afraid 
some  of  the  men  would  break  down  under 

the  strain.  He  felt  by  this  time  that  if  he 
had   known    Shortie   was   in   his   grave   he 
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would  have  been  glad  to  dig  him  up.     He 
asked  the  men  to  go  to  lunch  in  relays  of 
only  two  or  three  at  a  time  and  to  come 

right  back.     McCartney  went  to  the  cor- 
ner saloon.     He  had  turned  away  from  the 

bar  and  was  walking  toward  a  side  table 
when  a  woman  came  in  with  a  beer  can  in 

her  hand.     McCartney  stared  at  her  stupid- 
ly.     His    big   sandwich,    less   a   horseshoe- 

shaped  bite,  fell  in  the  dirt  and  his  glass  of 

beer  smashed  on   the  floor.      "Gawd!"  he 
stuttered  under  his  breath  in  a  stupor,  "it's 
my   wife — least — I    mean — well,    she   was. 

Gawd  knows  wot  she  is  now.     She's  a — 
she  needn'  come  ter  me.     He  kin  keep  her 
now.    I  wouldn' — I'd  kick  her  out."    With 
her  pail   filled   the  woman  started  for  the 

door.    Their  eyes  met,  crossed  and  the  cur- 
rents  flashed.      A   man   staggered   through 

the   doorway,   rubbed   against   the  woman, 
bent  down  so  he  could  leer  up  into  her  face 
and    whispered    something    that   made    her 
blanch  and  then  blush.     Like  an  unleashed 

hound  McCartney  was  at  the  man's  throat. 
He    threw   him    down    and    the   two   spun 
over  the  floor  like  a  mechanical  toy.     At 
the  other  end  of  the  room  McCartney,  on 

top  and  with  the  other's  body  gripped  be- 
tween his  legs,  pounded  that  face  so  that 

his   arms   resembled   the   rods  of   a   highly 

developed  rapid  machine  made  for  that  pur- 
pose.    The  woman  had  run  away  into  the 

darkness.     The  crowd  gathered  around  the 

fighters  and  they  fought  faster  than  a  stage 
mob  can  come  out  of  the  flies.    They  pulled 

McCartney  off,  and  he  shook  himself  like 
a   Newfoundland   coming  out  of   the  surf 
and  went  back  to  work.     They  picked  up 
the  bundle  on  the  floor  that  had  been  under 

McCartney  and  shook  it  till  it  looked  like 
a  man  again.     Then  it  scuttled  away  like  a 
beetle  that  had  just  escaped  being  trodden 
on. 

McCartney  went  back  to  the  hoisting 

engine  and  found  that  he  felt  better.  Lim- 
bering his  muscles  and  the  rush  of  the  hot 

blood  of  fury  had  relaxed  his  taut  nerves 
from  the  snapping  point.  As  he  took  his 
seat  at  the  engine  and  reached  forward  for 
the  levers  the  coldness  of  the  iron  soothed  his 

hot  hands  and  the  hardness  satisfied  his  de- 
sire to  grip.  From  where  he  sat  he  saw  old 

man  Dougherty,  down  the  street  under  the 

girder,  waving  his  arms,  yelling  and  jump- 
ing about  like  a  wild  Indian  in  a  religious 

dance.  Fifty  feet  above  him  the  men  on 
the  beam  and  those  trying  to  wedge  it  into 
place  called  to  him  from  time  to  time  for 
an  inch  or  a  half  an  inch  more.  At  each 

call  Dougherty  paddled  with  his  hand  in 

the  air  as  a  signal  to  McCartney,  and  Mc- 
Cartney pulled  the  lever  of  his  engine  to 

take  up  that  much  more  cable,  straining 
to  raise  the  big  beam  a  little. 

All  at  once  McCartney  noticed  some- 
thing that  made  him  so  nervous  he  began  to 

talk  to  himself.  "Tight,"  he  muttered,  "she's 
tight — too  tight.  That's  bad — I  don't  like 
that.  Look  at  that  cable — there  she — 

if  I  give  her  one  more  turn  she'll  snap 
an' — .  No,  sir,  I  ain't  goin'  ter.  I  kin 

leave  her  here  fer  a  minute  an'  go  down 
there  an'  tell  ole  man  Dougherty.  He  won't 
see — he  won't  understand.  He  never  does. 

I  don'  care  wot  he  says,  I  won'  put  me 

hand  on  this  engine  agin — no,  an'  I  won't 
let  no  one  else  do  it.  If  I  did,  that  cable'd 
sure  snap  ter  hell,  an'  gone  an'  that  girder- 
— what — say  sixty  tons — she'd  tear  through 
sidewalk  an'  street  an'  all  an'  bury  herself 

half  deep.  Let's  see:  there's  a  dozen  men 
on  her,  there's  another  dozen  or  more  up 

on  the  superstructure,  an'  down  below 
there's  another.  No,  sir,  I  don'  care  wot 

nobody  ses.  I  ain'  goin'  ter  take  up  an- 

other inch." He  felt  a  tap  on  his  shoulder  and  the 

tickle  of  a  whisper  in  his  ear.  "Yesh,  I'm 
back,"  he  heard,  and  recognised  Shortie's 
thick  voice.  "Jesh  got  back — come  long  way 
roun'.  Thash's  why  delayed — un-voi'bly 
d'layed.  Thash  it — thash  fine — like  that — 
'un'voi'bly  erlayed.'  Couldn'  'elp,  Ma, 

sure  couldn'." McCartney  did  not  turn  to  look.  He 
was  afraid  to  relax  his  catlike  gaze  on  the 

gesticulating  figure  at  the  end  of  the  block. 

"Look,  Mc. — look  er  there!  Th'  ole 
man's  si'nallin'.  Yank  her  up.  He  wansh 

more.    Hitch  'er  up,  I  shay." 
"Shut  up,  yer  fool!"  said  McCartney. 

He  bit  off  the  words  and  spat  them  at  the 

man.  "Look  at  that  cable.  She  can't  stand 

the  strain.  She'll  snap  in  a  second.  Feel 

'er,  yer  fool.  Get  down  on  yer  knees  an' 

feel  with  yer  hands  if  yer  can't  see,  yer 

derned  ole  soak." Shortie  stared  stupidly  for  a  minute  and, 

as  a  half-drunken  man's  will  may  be  dom- 
inated by  the  word  of  a  sober  man,  he  went 
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down  on  all  fours  and  crawled  along  like 
a  dull  beast  and  slid  his  hands  up  and 
down  on  the  cable.  Suddenly  he  leapt  to 

his  feet.  Now  he  was  clean  sober — eyes 
darting,  whole  body  itching  to  act. 

"Right — that's  right,  Mc,"  he  snapped. 
"You  saw  first.  I  was  drunk.  Now  slam 
down  the  brake  an'  hold  her  there.  Don' 
let  'em  have  another  inch.  Smash  the  hull 
engine  if  yer  have  ter.  You  stay  here — 

I'll  go  down  an'  tell  ole  man  Dougherty." 
"Go  plumb  ter  the  North  Pole  an'  set  it 

on  fire,  yer  fool,"  snarled  McCartney. 
"Wha'  d'  yer  take  me  fer?  You're  fired,  I 
tal  yer,  an'  I  gotcher  job;  an'  if  yer  wasn't, 
I  ain'  been  waitin'  all  mer  life  fer  a  chancet 
like  this  ter  hand  it  over  ter  you.  I  seen  it 

first.  I  kin  save  the  hull  job  an'  square 
meself  wid  the  boss,  ter  say  nuttin'  er  bein' 
the  saviour  er  two  or  three  dozen  lives. 

Air,  go  teach  yer  mother  how  ter  have 

kids." Shortie  caught  McCartney's  arm  and 
looked  into  his  eyes  as  if  he  would  draw 

them  out.  "Lee  me  go,  Mc,"  he  pleaded, 
"lee  me  go." 

"Go  to  hell,"  was  the  answer. 

"Jess  this  oncet,  Mc,"  Shortie  begged. 
"I'm  straight  now  an'  I'm  goin'  ter  keep 
straight.  I  ain'  never  gon'  ter  touch  a  drop 
agin.  Sowelp  me!  I  cuss  ter  yer,  Mc, 
before  the  Lord  God  Almighty.  Ah,  Mc, 

I  wan'  ter  git  back  mer  job — I  wan'  ter 
square  mesel'  wid  the  boss.  I  gotter — I  tal 
yer  I  gotter.  Say,  Mc,  cancher  lemmie. 

My  woman's  gone  agin  me — ses  she's  gon' 
ter  leave  me  if  I  don'  quit,  so  I  gotter, 

yer  see.     Air,  Mc,  Mc,  won'  yer  lemmie? 

I  got  er  little  kid  now,  too;  an'  my  wife'll 
take  the  little  one  wid  her  if  I  don'  keep 

straight  an'  keep  mer  job." 
"Is  it  a  good  kid,  Shortie?" 
"  'It,'  "  quoted  Shortie,  "it's  a  cinch  ter 

see  you  ain'  got  none.  She's  a  girl.  It's 
fer  their  sake,  Mc. — them  two — not  me. 

You  ain'  got  no  wife  nor  kid,  Mc,  or  you'd 
know  how  I  feel.  It  ain'  the  same  fer 

you. 

"No,  not  the  same  fer  me,"  meditated 

McCartney,  "no,  not  now — an'  I  never 
had  er  kid."  There  was  silence  between 

the  two  while  McCartney  hesitated.  "The 
cable!"  he  yelled,  "look  at  that  cable! 

She's  gon'  ter   " "Mc!" 

"Yep.  Go,  yer  sloucher.  Go,  an'  go 

damn  quick,  before  I  change  me  min\" 
Shortie  ran  frantically  down  the  street 

and  caught  old  man  Dougherty  by  the 
shoulder  and  dragged  him  back,  explaining 

the  situation  on  the  run,  to  where  McCart- 
ney sat  on  the  seat  of  the  engine.  Mr. 

Dougherty's  eyes  bulged  and  he  spluttered 
when  he  understood,  till  his  beard  got 
tangled  in  his  teeth. 

"Hey,  McCartney,  you — you — you  there, 
I  say,"  he  bellowed  and  pointed  trembling- 

ly, "you  ain'  no — why,  Shortie  drunk's 
worth  er  carload  o'  you  sober.     You're  a 
  .     Oh,  you  didn'  see  nuthin',  did  yer? 
It'd  crawl  up  an'  bite  yer  an'  yer  wouldn' 
know  it.  You  kin  look  fer  a  new  job,  vou 

kin." 

He  walked  away  with  his  arm  around 
Shortie  and  patting  him  on  the  back. 



The  Luck  of  Bander  Singh 

YOU  who  read  the  ta
les  I  tell  have 

also  seen  the  things  I  have  seen, 
and  your  knowledge  will,  I  hope, 

fill  in  spots  left  blank  by  my  im- 
perfect knowledge.  Some  stories  are  no 

more  than  glimpses  behind  the  scenes,  where 

men  and  women  are  making  up  for  their 
parts  in  the  play  of  life;  some  reproduce 

life's  ironies,  comedy  and  tragedy;  allego- 
ries of  life  itself.  The  best  stories  are  the 

simplest  and  there  is  no  tale  like  the  simple 
truth.  All  men  are  as  children  in  their 

hunger  for  stories.  This  is  why  the  teller 
of  tales  may  earn  his  daily  bread. 

This  story  shows  that  men  not  Chris- 
tians can  be  practitioners  of  the  Christian 

virtue  of  charity. 
Of  all  Orientals,  the  East  Indian  is  hard- 

est to  understand  because  of  his  reticence. 

The  East  Indian  is  as  shy  as  a  child — I 
mean  the  real  native,  not  the  academically- 
educated  hybrid.  The  Chinese  and  the 
Japanese  are  much  easier  to  get  acquainted 
with.  The  East  Indian  is  generally  meek 
in  manner,  stingy  of  speech,  and  his  few 
penurious  words  carefully  guarded  to  give 
offence  to  no  one.  East  Indians  and  Cana- 

dians will  always  gaze  at  each  other  through 
mists  of  miscomprehension.  This  is  too  bad, 
for  the  East  Indians  have  their  good  points. 
They  deserve  credit  for  many  virtues,  and 
as  strangers,  far  wanderers  half  the  circle 
of  the  Zodiac  away  from  home,  they  ask 
voicelessly  for  a  little  Christian  pity. 

Bander  Singh  passed  the  turnstiles  of  the 
West  which  stand  at  one  of  the  great  doors 
of  the  world,  which  is  Vancouver,  on  Octo- 

ber the  1st.  He  had  been  a  riut,  a  cultiva- 
tor in  Northern  India,  on  leased  land,  with 

nothing  to  look  forward  to  but  hard  work 

and  a  bare  living.  So  he  mortgaged  every- 
thing he  possessed  to  a  money-lender  for 

enough  money  to  come  to  Canada,  with  a 
few  rupees  over  to  keep  his  wife  and  little 
son  until  he  could  send  them  more. 

This  he  did  on  the  strength  of  a  letter 
from  his  brother,  Harak  Singh,  who  had 
been  in  British  Columbia  for  six  months. 

This  letter  had  seemed  just  as  wonderful 
and  incredible  as  the  letters  that  were  sent 

home  by  Spanish  adventurers  of  the  days  of 
Cortez  and  Pizzaro,  telling  about  the  wealth 
of  Mexico  and  Peru.  The  letter  said  that 

the  writer,  Harak  Singh,  was  receiving  for 
common  labor  a  sum  equal  to  8  rupees  per 
day  of  ten  working  hours,  and  urged  Bander 
Singh  to  come  quickly  before  the  madmen 
who  were  paying  the  high  wages  recovered 
their  senses.  For  in  the  part  of  the  Punjab 
where  Harak  Singh  and  Bander  Singh  were 

at  home  10  cents  was  a  full  day's  wage.  It 
was  as  if  you  got  a  letter  from  a  friend  who 
had  found  a  new  Eldorado,  begging  you  to 
come  and  get  a  share  of  the  loot  before  it 
was  too  late. 

But  a  few  days  after  Bander  Singh  landed 

he  fell  sick,  and  instead  of  making  his  for- 
tune, he  found  himself  dependent  on  the 

charity  of  his  fellow-countrymen. 
When  an  East  Indian  is  sick  he  turns  his 

face  to  the  wall  and  waits  for  death.  "The 

term  of  my  years  is  accomplished,"  he  says, 
and  his  fatalism  helps  him  to  die.  Fatalism 
does  not  help  a  man  to  live,  but  it  helps 
him  to  die.  It  helped  Bander  Singh  to  die. 
He  began  with  a  bad  cold  and  finished  with 
pneumonia.  His  fellow  Sikhs  buried  him 
with  the  proper  rites.  They  would  have 
liked  to  burn  the  body,  according  to  the 
custom  of  their  country.  But  facilities  were 
lacking. 

Harak  Singh,  piling  lumber  in  a  water- 
front millyard,  looked  at  the  cloud-shadow- 

ed mountains  across  the  Inlet,  and  thought 

of  his  brother's  wife  and  little  son  in  the  far 
Himalayan  hills.  He  went  home  that  night 
and  wrote  a  letter  in  the  queer  Hindustani 
characters  that  have  no  more  of  the  personal 
equation  in  them  than  type,  so  that  you 

cannot  tell  one  man's  writing  from  an- 
other's. The  letter  was  sent  next  day  to 

the  widow  of  Bander  Singh  in  the  Punjab, 
and  with  it  went  a  draft  for  many  rupees. 
The  letter  said  that  the  writer  had  come 

safely  to  the  distant  land  rich  in  gold,  after 
a  voyage  of  many  days  across  great  waters, 371 
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and  that  it  was  a  pleasant  land,  and  that  he 
was  already  at  work,  and  that  his  wages  for 

a  day's  labor  amounted  to  eight  rupees,  and 
that  he  would  soon  be  as  rich  as  the  money- 

lender, and  would  then  return  home,  when 

they  would  be  happy  ever  afterward.  "That 
which  I  send  with  this  letter,"  the  writer 
said,  "which  is  an  order  to  the  bank  to  pay 
you  100  rupees,  will  show  you  that  I  speak 
truth,  and  that  Harak  Singh,  my  brother, 

spoke  truth  of  this  land  in  his  letter."  The 
letter  was  signed  with  the  name  of  Bander 
Singh,  who  was  dead,  and  Harak  Singh, 
the  living,  as  he  mailed  the  letter,  made  a 
vow  to  himself  under  the  black  hood  of 

night,  standing  at  the  letter  box.  The  vow 
was  that  he  would  keep  up  the  deception, 

and  that  his  brother's  wife  should  never 
know  that  her  man  had  died  in  the  far 

country  to  which  he,  Harak  Singh,  had  led 

him  to  come.     Harak  Singh  was  a  woman- 

less  man,  and  he  would  take  his  brother's 
place.  He  was  a  leader  among  the  Sikhs, 
and  could  easily  keep  the  news  of  his 

brother's  death  from  reaching  the  widow. 
He  would  in  the  course  of  time  return  to 

the  Punjab,  in  the  character  of  his  brother, 

and  the  woman,  his  brother's  wife,  would 
not  know  that  the  long  wanderer  who  had 
returned  was  not  her  husband.  Harak 

Singh  was  as  like  his  brother  as  one  grain 
of  wheat  is  like  another,  and  he  would  say 
that  Harak  Singh,  his  brother,  had  died, 
and  not  he,  Bander  Singh,  if  any  report  of 

Bander  Singh's  death  had  reached  the 
woman.  All  this  he  vowed  and  planned, 
and  I  think  he  will  carry  out  his  vow  and 

his  plan.  From  his  point  of  view,  it  is  a 
good  and  brotherly  thing  to  do,  and  he  is 
going  to  do  it  because  he  blames  himself  for 
having  brought  his  brother  to  Canada. 

The  Smart  Man 

ALL  day  the  
crystal-threaded  por- tieres of  the  rain  had  dimmed  the 

woods  into  the  phantom  of  a 
dream,  as  the  white  rolls  of  fog 

smudged  the  cold  blue  of  the  hills.  But  the 
camp  foreman  did  not  see  the  beauty  of  the 
soft  washes  of  rain  that  toned  forest  and 

mountain  into  a  wonderful  harmony  in  lav- 
ender and  silver;  the  rain  hindered  his 

work.  He  has  no  imagination;  you  don't 
need  one  if  you  are  foreman  of  a  logging 

camp.  An  imagination  wouldn't  help  you 
to  handle  men  and  get  the  logs  out. 

But  that  night  in  the  office  I  found  out 

that  the  foreman  is  a  good  story-teller.  We 
were  talking  about  camps  we  had  known, 
and  he  spoke  with  good  humored  diablerie 
of  camps  in  which  he  had  worked  and  we 
knew  the  tales  were  true.  Men  like  the 
foreman  do  not  lie,  even  when  stories  are 

going;  they  don't  have  to.  The  foreman 
has  lived  more  stories  than  any  man  could 
invent. 

Outside,  it  rained  no  longer,  but  it  was  a 
cold,  unfeatured  night,  and  the  great  gray 

shanties  of  the  camp  crouched  in  a  vacuum 

of  silence  in  the  camp  clearing — great  gray 
monochromes  fitting  into  the  cold  shadows 
of  the  forest.  The  fog  had  come  down  from 

the  tree-tops  and  moved  and  waved  'in 
skeined  veils  and  smoky  wisps  among  the 
trunks  of  the  firs  and  cedars,  and  stole  in 
puffs  and  patches  and  vaporish  shapes  like 
wet  ghosts  up  to  the  very  doors  of  the  camp 
itself. 

But  the  shack  in  which  were  the  office 

and  "store"  was  filled  with  warmth  and 
honey-yellow  lamplight.  Though  it  was  late 
and  the  rest  of  the  camp  had  received  the 
comfortable  gift  of  sleep,  the  talk  still  ran 
round  the  office  store. 

The  foreman,  the  scaler  (the  man  who 

measures  the  logs  on  the  "landing")  and 
myself  sat  beside  the  stove.  The  scaler  was 

also  the  clerk  and  store-keeper,  a  pleasant, 
quiet-spoken  man.  The  foreman  was  usual- 

ly silent  and  thoughtful,  letting  others  do 
the  talking,  but  that  night  he  spoke  freely 
of  camps  and  foremen  he  had  known.  I 
listened  with  hungry  ears,  for  the  stories  of 
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the  men  whose  day's  work  is  in  the  midst 
of  the  deep  woods,  and  who  drink  wild 

milk  from  nature's  breasts  are  often  won- 
derful stories,  and  aromatic  with  the  incense 

of  the  forest.  But  this  story  smells  of  no- 
thing but  human  nature. 

"The  time  I  was  head-faller  in  McCor- 

mick's  camp,  on  the  Piahship  River,"  said 
the  foreman,  with  a  laugh  in  his  speech, 

"the  cook  ran  the  camp.  Dan  Ferguson  was 
foreman,  but  the  cook  ran  her. 

"You  see,  Jack  Regan  was  cookin'  and  he 
liked  Dan's  wife  pretty  well,  and  he  liked 
Dan's  farm,  too.  He  made  up  his  mind  to 
get  them  both.  Dan  and  Jack  came  from 
the  same  place  in  Washington. 

"He  got  them,  too,  both  widow  and  farm. 
How  did  he  do  it?  I'll  tell  you.  Before 
Dan  came  in  he  had  been  drinkin'  pretty 
hard,  and  when  he  came  in  to  the  camp  he 
was  pretty  dry,  and  he  licked  up  the  liquor 
he  had  packed  in  with  him,  only  a  bottle  er 
two,  hiyu  hyak. 

"So  Jack  he  starts  in  makin'  piah-chuck 
on  the  cook-stove.  How  did  he  do  it?  It 

seemed  like  as  if  he  was  expectin'  Dan  to 
be  mighty  dry  when  he  came  in.  For  he 

had  a  barrel  filled  with  oats,  potatoes,  mo- 

lasses and  yeast  cakes,  fermentin'  and 

workin.' 
"Every  morning  he  would  fill  two  five- 

gallon  copper  boilers  with  this  stuff  and  set 
them  on  the  stove  in  milk-pans  of  water. 
He  took  the  lids  off  the  boilers — the  lids 

with  the  cone-shaped  tops,  you  know — tied 
a  tomato  can  to  the  point  of  each  cone  with 

hay-wire,  set  the  lids  upside  down  on  the 
boilers,  and  kept  the  hollows  of  the  lids 
filled  with  cold  water. 

"The  steam  from  the  stuff  in  the  boilers 
would  condense  on  the  sides  of  the  inverted 

cones  in  big  drops,   the  drops  would   roll 
down  and  drip  into  the  tomato  cans. 

"This  was  the  piah-chuck,  and  she  was 
the  pure  liniment,  all  right,  and  she  tasted 
like  a  bush-fire. 

"Three  bottles  was  the  day's  loggin'. 
Jack  would  bottle  the  stuff  in  empty  whis- 

key bottles.  He  sold  some  of  her  to  the  men 

for  two  dollars  a  bottle.  But  we  didn't  get 
enough  of  her  in  the  bunk-house  to  scent 
our  handkerchiefs.  Most  of  the  piah-chuck 

went  to  the  office  where  Dan  was  bunkin' 
and  she  sure  got  a  peavy-holt  on  Daniel, 
all  right. 

"One  morning,  Dan  didn't  get  up  to  turn 
out  the  men,  and  the  cook  came  and  turned 
us  out.  Dan  never  drew  a  sober  breath 

after  that.  He  just  lay  in  his  bunk  and 
drank  that  piah-chuck.  The  first  few  days 
the  cook  brought  him  his  meals.  But  Dan 
soon  lost  his  appetite,  and  Jack  brought  him 

nothing  but  the  piah-chuck.  He  was  stronger 

than  a  bull-block,  but  we  knew  he  wouldn't last  long. 

"In  about  two  months  we  got  up  one 

rainy  morning  and  found  Dan  sober." "Dead?"  the  clerk  and  I  both  spoke  at 
once. 

"Sure!"  said  the  foreman,  lighting  his 

pipe.  "He  was  dead.  He  stood  it  longer 

than  I  could." 
"And  the  cook  ran  the  camp?"  the  clerk 

asked. 

"He  did,  and  you  never  saw  better  log- 

gin'.     He  was  a  smart  man." 
"And  he  married  the  widow  and  got  the 

farm?"  I  said. 
"You  bet  he  did!" 
"The  son-of-a-gun!"  exclaimed  the  clerk, 

thoughtfully. 



Outd oors 

THERE    is    no    deception    a
bout    this 

tale,    as   somebody   else   once   said 

about  another  story  hard  to  believe. 
I  suppose  it  is  all  down  in  blue  ink  on 

the  charts,  but  I  don't  know  where  we  were. 
The  beachcombers  know  that  barbaric  coast- 

line, for  they  follow  its  kindred  contours, 

picking  up  logs.     We  were  not  far  from 
Vancouver.     We  went  in  a  launch,  but  it 
was  in  a  Siwash  canoe  as  lean  as  a  bone  and 

as  steady  as  a  cedar  log  that  we  lost  our- 
selves and  found  the  lake  of  the  one  salmon. 

The  canoe  belonged  to  an  Indian,  who  is  so 
old  that  he  remembers  when  the  white  men, 

either  Bostons  or  King  Georges,  were  new, 
and  the  Indians  were  many;   there  were  no 
canneries  in  the  land  and  the  salmon  were 

easy  to  get.     When  we  came  upon  him  he 
was  dwelling  in  a  tent  in  a  wild  and  lonely 

spot,  and  had  come  to  regard  eating  as  al- 
most a  religious  rite,  because  it  happened  so 

seldom.    We  made  him  happy  and  changed 
his  point  of  view  with  a  little  pork  and 
flour,  and  when  we  saw  the  last  of  him,  he 

was  making  a  successful  flap-jack  in  half  of 
a  broken  fry-pan,  the  red  light  beating  on 
his  rusty  old  face  as  he  crouched  low  over 
the  fire.     His  tent  was  stretched  in  a  little 

natural    clearing,    locked    in    from    all    the 

world  by  a  half-circle  of  hills.    Between  the 
hills  and  the  beach  of  silver  sand  knelt  pic- 

tured cliffs  of  ore  with   their   knees  in   a 
green   thickness  of  Olillee  bushes.     Their 
vertical  faces  were  stained  with  all  wild  and 

unnamed  colors  of  geological  chemistry.    In 
front  of  his  camp  the  strait  was  filled  with 
blue  gray  granite  islands,  red  with  the  wine 
stains  of  oxides  and  patched  with  clots  of 

silver-white  and  copper-red  lichens.     Upon 
these    islands    homed    starved    spruce    with 
their    anchor    roots    thrust    deep    into    the 
crevices.    There  are  thousands  of  these  fairy 
packs  of  islands  scattered  along  this  violent- 

ly-born coast. 
Very  near  this  place  there  was  a  big  can- 

nery that  looked  like  a  school-house  during 
the  holidays.     At  this  point  a  river  came 
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down  to  the  sea,  and  the  cannery  slouched 
on  its  hundreds  of  legs,  which  were  piles  at 
the  river  mouth,  and  from  a  distance  made 

you  think  of  a  great  dull-colored  bird  of 
prey  waiting  there  for  the  homing  salmon. 
With  the  rain's  soft  wash  above  and  the  tip- 

toeing   tide    below    and    the    forest's    blue- brown  shadows    behind     and    the  running 
river  in  front,  the  gray  cannery  waits,  and 
during  its  silent  hiatus  between  the  end  of 
one  season  and  the  beginning  of  the  next 

the  many-windowed  cannery  has  only  one 

inhabitant,  Charley  Yoot.     During  the  can- 

ning season  the  Chinese  "bossy-man,"  Char- 
ley, is  cannery-keeper,  and  lives  in  the  big 

shack  where  all  the  cannery  Chinese  bunk 
and  feed  in  the  joyous  time  of  much  work, 
when  both  lines  of  machinery  are  running, 

and  the  rivers  are  full  of  fish  boring  stead- 
ily against  the  slipping  current.     Charley 

Yoot  is  a  Chinaman    from    the    south    of 

China,  but  he  has  been  so  long  in  British 
Columbia,   and  working  in  canneries,   and 
living  along  the  coast,  that  he  is  almost  as 
much  a  Siwash  as  a  Chinese.     He  speaks  all 

the  Chinook  there  is  as  fluently  as  any  In- 
dian.    Except  during  the  canning  season  he 

seldom  sees  any  people  but  the  Indians. 
It  was  evening  when  we  went  up  the 

river  in  the  canoe  that  was  chopped  and 
sculptured  a  very  long  time  ago  out  of  a 
log  after  the  ancient  design  of  the  Indians 
of  the  northern  coast,  and  was  as  quaint  and 
picturesque  and  unserviceable  a  craft  as  you 
ever  saw.  It  leaked  like  a  basket,  and  its 
shadow,  that  crept  ahead  of  it  on  the  water, 
had  a  barbaric  and  sinister  suggestion.  The 

fantastic  beat  character  in  the  up-carving 
chiselled  bow,  was  weirder  still  in  the 
shadow  that  slid  with  eerie  threat  ahead  of 
the  stealthy  canoe. 

Old  man  Sundown,  my  companion,  had 
a  weird  facility  in  the  handling  of  a  canoe. 

We  left  the  camp-fire  burning  well  and  the 
fire-shadows  jumping  strangely  against  the 
blackness  of  the  woods. 

As  silently  as  a  tree  shadow  stretching  to- 
ward   the    east    as    the    sun    drops    down 
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the  western  grade,  the  canoe  stole 

away.  The  quiet-colored,  warm  night  drew 
unobtrusively  around  us.  As  we  ventured 
deeper  into  the  tremendous  wilderness  the 
waiting  silences  seemed  a  threat,  and  we  felt 
a  shivery  sense  of  dread.  Soon  arose  the 

mysterious  noises  of  the  night,  strange  crepi- 
tations, breathings  and  conferrings,  sinister, 

disquieting,  clandestine,  having  the  flavor  of 
conspiracy.  For  a  long  time  there  was  no 
light  but  the  silver  dust  of  the  starshine, 
then  over  a  ridge  that  pushed  its  backbone 
above  the  ragged  forest  came  a  staining  of 

wine,  and  a  great  ochre-red  moon  cautiously 
lifted,  slowly  topping  the  rough-backed 
ridge. 

In  a  little  lake  where  the  salmon  go  to 

spawn,  we  had  been  told  that  a  mighty  sal- 
mon lived  and  that  he  would  not  look  at 

our  spoon  bait.  We  lost  ourselves  and 

found  the  lake  after  two  hours'  paddling. 
Swimming  in  a  vacuum  of  silence  the 

canoe  entered  the  little  lake,  which  was 
strewn  in  the  centre  with  the  silver  coin  of 

the  moonlight,  but  bordered  with  a  wide 

band  of  unfeatured  blackness,  the  night- 
loom  of  the  pines  and  their  deep,  uncolored 
replica  laid  upon  the  water  like  pigment. 

Into  this  shadow  oblivion  Sundown 

swung  the  canoe,  threading  it  through  a 

myriad-stemmed  grass  and  leathern  lily 

pads.  A  crane,  the  lake  scout,  kwauked  un- 
seen, and  the  many-throated  bellowing  of 

the  frogs  ran  round  the  shore. 
When  we  girdled  the  lake  and  sent  three 

deer  crashing  from  their  drinking  places, 
Sundown  swung  the  canoe  out  into  the 
moonlight  again.  The  tawny  moon  went 
higher  and  hung  high  among  the  abounding 
stars,  and  the  night  gained  in  grandeur  and 

strangeness.  We  laid  the  paddles  softly 
across  the  gunwales  and  sat  motionless.  The 

night's  magic  crept  into  our  hearts  as  the 
splendid  calm  enfolded  us.  The  water  lost 
its  individuality,  when  the  sense  of  motion 
was  taken  away.  We  seemed  to  hang  in  a 

huge  width  of  atmospheric  space.  Of  all 
the  things  that  have  power  to  charm  the 
souls  of  men,  the  moon  has  the  strongest 

spell. 
The  lake  was  a  blurr  of  snow  surrounded 

by  a  darkness  of  trees.  The  sky  was  a  vio- 
let roof  pinned  up  by  the  steel  stars.  The 

horizon  seemed  to  contract  around  us  and 

we   had   an   imprisoned   feeling.     The  sky 
seemed  to  crouch  down  toward  us. 

Suddenly  we  heard  a  great  water-slop- 
ping and  splashing  sound  which  turned  our 

eyes  toward  the  middle  of  the  lake  in  time 
to  see  a  huge  fish  turn  over  with  a  silver 
splash,  wallowing  on  the  surface. 

Instantly  we  came  back  from  fairyland  to 
earth  and  the  delicious  excitement  which  is 

a  part  of  the  siren  lure  of  the  woods 
pounded  up  in  us. 

Sundown  was  shooting  the  canoe  toward 

the  monster's  playground.  "He  sure  is  as 
big  as  a  saw-log,"  said  Sundown.  "My  big 
reel  with  the  copper  line  is  under  the  bow 

deck.  Get  it  out,  son.  There's  a  big  spoon 
bait  on  it.  We'll  see  if  he  won't  take  it. 

By  James,  if  he  does,  we'll  have  a  busy  time 

for  a  while." I  threw  the  formidable  bait  with  its  heavy 
hooks,  and  the  copper  line  followed  it  like 
a  gold  thread  in  the  moonshine.  Joy  beat 
in  my  heart  as  I  felt  a  vicious  tug  on  the 
wire  in  a  minute. 

"Got  him?"  shouted  old  Sundown,  his 

voice  vibrant  with  excitement.  "Then  look 

cut  for  hell !" The  big  reel  whirred  like  a  dynamo,  as 
the  line  flashed  out.  The  short  trolling  rod 

was  strong  and  the  wire  line  was  unbreak- 
able, yet  I  was  afraid  to  try  to  stop  the  first 

frantic  rush  of  the  giant  fish,  and  he  towed 
the  canoe  two  hundred  yards.  Then  he 
sprang  half  out  of  the  water,  and  we  saw 
how  big  he  was.  Then  he  swept  in  a  wide 
circle  around  the  canoe,  and  I  got  about 

twenty  feet  of  line.  Again  he  came  to  the 
surface  in  a  furrow  of  foam,  arching  his 
bronze  back  above  the  water  and  shaking 
his  wicked  head  with  its  long  wolf  snout, 
and  if  he  had  not  been  dumb  he  would  have 

howled  with  fury.  Then,  diving,  he  raced 
away  the  length  of  the  line,  turned,  and 

darted  back.  Sundown  paddled  with  strong- 
wristed  skill,  half  standing  in  the  stern, 

shouting  eager  advice  to  me.  The  water- 
devil  made  shorter  rushes  now,  and  I  got 

about  half  the  length  of  the  line. 
We  knew  we  could  not  get  the  big  fish 

into  the  canoe.  "We'll  land,"  said  Sun- 

down, "and  drag  him  out  on  the  beach." 
He  shoved  the  canoe  toward  the  shore,  tow- 

ing the  fish,  which  sulked.  A  smoky  film 
of  cloud  had  spread  over  the  sky,  and  the 
moon  hung  red  and  dim,  a  crimson  coal  in 
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the  rusty  smudge.  Revolution  by  revolution 
I  reeled  in  the  wire,  tugging  the  fish  as  if 
he  were  a  water-soaked  log.  We  were  close 

to  a  strip  of  sandy  beach  before  the  mon- 
ster stirred  at  the  end  of  the  wire,  rose  with 

a  great  heave  to  the  surface,  twisting  his 
lean  shape  and  rolling  in  a  wallow  of  yeast. 

Suddenly    he    dove    again,    and    the    reel 
screamed. 

This  was  his  last  rush.  The  canoe 

grounded  within  a  minute.  I  jumped 
ashore  with  the  rod  and  reeled  him  in.  Sun- 

down killed  him  with  his  paddle.  He  died 

game,  crumping  his  long  body  on  the  sand. 

The  Story  of  Chahco 

IF  you  cross  the  Inlet,  and  fo
llow  the 

Seymour  road  that  mounts  among 
the  hills,  in  the  midst  of  a  fine  wild 
landscape,  big  mountains  gauzed 

with  grey  mist  and  blue  smoke,  and  pine 
columns  like  great  organ  pipes,  you  will 
come  to  a  place  where  they  are  making  a 

little  hole  in  the  forest  beside  the  road,  clear- 
ing a  postage  stamp  of  land  to  build  a 

house  on. 

You  can't  miss  the  place;  it  is  in  a  nar- 
row valley  plunged  in  shadow  except  in 

midday,  hard  by  an  unpretending  cottage 
sending  up  domestic  smoke.  There  you  will 
see  three  natives  of  Hindustan  working  at 
the  solemn  pace  of  the  unhurrying  East. 

It  is  where  these  strange  outlandish  fel- 
lows are  working  that  the  eye  begins  to  em- 
brace mountain  prospects  that  fascinate  and 

coax  the  artist,  whether  he  works  with  al- 

phabet or  color-tubes  to  try  to  reproduce 
some  of  their  baffling  beauty  and  imagina- 

tion-inspiring bigness  and  simpleness  of 
form. 

Look  at  the  three  laborers  who  are  stead- 

ily but  stiffly  busy  like  puppets  worked  by 
strings.  They  are  attired  in  rags  round 
their  heads  and  overalls.  They  are  the  same 
color  all  the  way  down  from  turban  to 
shoes,  the  color  of  a  charred  log.  It  is  easy 
to  see  that  the  smallest  of  the  three  is  the 
briskest  in  animation.  He  has  less  the  char- 

acter of  a  marionette  than  the  others.  They 
are  piling  logs  in  a  heap.  With  the  eye 
of  experience  the  smallest  of  them  selects  the 

lightest  logs.  That's  just  what  his  elephant 
used  to  do,  in  far-away  India.  He  was  a 
very  wise  elephant,  and  was  employed  in  a 

big  timber-yard,  handling  big  sticks  of 
square  timber,  and  loading  them  on  railway 
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cars  and  doing  other  jobs  around  the  yard. 
There  were  several  other  elephants  working 

in  the  same  yard,  but  this  particular  ele- 
phant was  the  best  worker  of  them  all 

This  little  dark,  unkempt  man  used  to  sit 

on  the  elephant's  neck  and  tell  him  what  to 
do,  and  talk  to  him  in  a  language  he  under- 

stood, much  as  a  teamster  talks  to  his  horses, 

but  the  elephant,  they  say,  is  a  more  intelli- 
gent animal  than  the  horse.  This  man, 

whose  name  is  Chahco,  was  this  elephant's 
driver,  or  mehout,  before  he  came  to  this 

country,  where  there  are  no  elephants  ex- 
cept in  circuses. 

Now  this  is  one  of  the  strange  little  by- 
paths that  branch  off  from  the  main  road 

which  a  man  seeking  truth  and  knowledge 
of  the  Hindus  in  British  Columbia,  and 

their  ways,  must  follow.  This  thin-legged, 
lean-flanked,  slim-waisted,  slouching-should- 
ered  little  man  Chahco  came  to  Vancouver 

about  eight  months  ago,  and  has  been  work- 
ing ever  since  he  came  for  a  certain  concern 

whose  business  it  is  to  clear  iand,  making 
town  lots  out  of  the  wilderness.  But  only 

a  little  while  ago  these  town-lot  makers  re- 
ceived a  very  interesting  letter  from  a  big 

lumber  firm  in  India.  The  letter  ran  some- 

thing like  this:  "We  have  been  informed 
that  you  have  in  your  employ  a  coolie 
named  Chahco,  who  was  formerly,  as  you 

may  not  know,  employed  by  us  as  an  ele- 
phant driver  in  our  lumber-yard  here.  This 

man  left  us  apparently  without  reason  some 
nine  months  ago,  and  with  some  difficulty 
we  have  traced  him,  through  his  friends,  to 
Vancouver.  We  believe  he  allowed  himself 

to  be  persuaded,  perhaps  against  his  better 

judgment,  to  accompany  certain  friends  of 
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his,  who  were  proceeding  to  America.  Now 
this  man  is  extremely  valuable  to  us,  and  we 
would  like  to  have  him  return  to  us,  if  pos- 

sible, for  reasons  which  we  will  try  to  ex- 
plain. The  elephant,  of  which  he  was 

keeper  and  driver,  is  a  very  valuable  animal 
and  exceedingly  useful  to  us.  We  are  sure 

you  have  heard  or  read  stories  of  the  singu- 
lar eccentricities  of  elephants.  This  particu- 
lar elephant,  whose  name  is  Muzzun  Khan, 

will  allow  no  one  else  but  the  man  Chahco 

to  drive  or  guide  him  while  working.  In 
other  words,  the  animal  will  take  orders 
from  no  one  else.  Since  Chahco  left  our 

employ,  his  elephant  has  been  idle,  refusing 
absolutely  to  work.  Moreover,  this  animal 
has  several  times  shown  signs  of  uneasiness 
and  distress,  as  if  the  prolonged  absence  of 
his  former  driver  caused  him  to  worry.  We 
believe  that  this  anxiety  will  culminate  in 
the  serious  illness  and  probable  death  of  this 
valuable  animal  if  we  do  not  succeed  in  get. 

ting  the  man  Chahco  to  return  to  us.  With- 
out a  knowledge  of  the  peculiar  character- 

istics of  elephants,  it  would  be  hard  for  you 
to  understand  the  nature  of  the  intimacy 
that  existed  between  this  driver  and  his 

animal,  which  we  are  convinced  amounted 
almost  to  affection.  We  will  be  immensely 
obliged  if  you  will  do  all  in  your  power  to 
help  us  to  induce  this  man  to  return  to 
India.  If  he  is  willing  to  return  at  once, 
please  cable  us  at  our  expense,  and  we  will 

immediately  provide  by  cable  for  his  trans- 
portation and  other  needs  of  travel.  Also 

we  are  prepared  to  offer  him,  through  you, 
any  increase  in  wages  over  the  pay  which  he 
formerly  received  from  us  that  he  wishes. 
We  take  the  liberty  of  enclosing  a  letter 
(which  we  have  not  read,  as  it  is  written  in 
an  obscure  dialect  of  Hindustani  not  intel- 

ligible to  us)  addressed  to  Chahco  by  one  of 
the  other  elephant  drivers  in  our  yard, 
whose  theory  it  is  that  Chahco  quarrelled 
with   Muzzun   Khan,   his  elephant,   before 

leaving,  and  went  to  British  Columbia  in  a 

tiff.  Queer  beggars,  are  they  not?  An- 
other strange  thing  about  this  matter  is 

that  Chahco  had  taken  a  wife  just  before 

he  left  us  to  go  to  America!" 
Chahco,  ex-mehout  of  Muzzun  Khan, 

work-elephant  in  a  Calcutta  mill-yard,  read 
the  letter  which  the  Calcutta  lumber  com-* 
pany,  his  former  employers,  could  not  read 
because  it  was  written  in  an  adaptation  of 

the  Hindustani  characters  to  a  very  un- 

familiar language,  the  dialect  of  Chahco's 
people  who  were  a  queer  race  of  men  who 
lived  in  the  forest  and  caught  and  tamed 

wild  elephants  and  are  mentioned  in  Rud- 

yard  Kipling's  stories.  Chahco  will  not  go 
home.  His  letter  was  very  short  and  ran 

something  like  this:  "Muzzun  Khan  is  still 
very  angry  because  you  married  a  woman, 
and  would  give  her  what  you  had  always 
given  to  him  and  what  he  thought  was  his 
right.  He  is  very  jealous  of  her,  and  would 
have  killed  her  if  we  had  not  sent  her 

away.  No  man  who  has  given  his  affection 

to  an  elephant  for  many  years  should  trans- 
fer that  affection  to  a  woman.  You  knew 

that  the  anger  of  Muzzun  Khan  would  be 

terrible,  but  the  woman  had  cast  her  witch- 
ery over  you,  and  you  were  not  in  your  right 

mind.  We  knew  not  where  you  had  gone 
when  Muzzun  Khan  chased  you  and  the 
woman  away  the  night  you  brought  her 
home.  The  woman  came  back  to  your  house 

in  the  morning,  but  we  sent  her  away  be- 
cause wre  knew  that  the  elephant  would  kill 

her.  She  told  us  that  you  had  run  in  one 
direction  and  she  in  another,  in  the  dark- 

ness, and  that  she  knew  not  where  you  were. 
We  thought  it  was  a  lie,  until  we  found  out 
that  you  had  left  India.  If  you  return  now 
Muzzun  Khan  would  kill  you,  because  an 
elephant  does  not  forgive.  But  the  heart  of 
Muzzun  Khan  is  broken,  and  he  will  die 
soon.  When  this  happens  I  will  let  you 

know,  and  you  may  then  return." 
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WHEN  a  
man  has  a  job  he  nev

er 
goes  near  the  docks  unless  his 
work  takes  him  there;  when  he 
loses  his  job  he  steers  for  the 

waterfront — he  must.  The  wharves  and 
the  shipping  draw  him  as  surely  as  a  derrick 
boom  swung  too  close  to  the  binnacle,  or  a 
broken  bridge  rail,  or  a  coal  shute  will 
throw  a  compass  out. 

On  the  Johnson  dock  there  is  always  a 
little  back  eddy  in  the  busy  tides  of  labor 

that  the  currents  of  trade  quicken — a  little 

back  water  that  doesn't  work.  If  you  stand 
at  its  edge,  and  listen  to  the  talk  and  use 
your  eyes  as  they  should  be  used,  what  you 
hear  and  see  will  open  wide  vistas  into  the 

world  of  the  man  without  a  job.  For  in- 
stance, yesterday  morning  when  the  Abes- 

sinia  was  docked,  there  were  at  least  forty 
men  on  the  end  of  the  wharf  who  could 
have  handled  the  steamboat  a  lot  better  than 

the  pilot  did,  if  they  had  been  on  her  bridge 
in  his  place.  In  fact,  the  way  in  which  the 
pilot  brought  her  in  even  cast  some  shadow 

of  doubt,  in  that  chewing,  smoking,  good- 
natured  crowd  of  critics,  on  his  sanity. 
When  he  finally  laid  the  ship  alongside  the 
wharf  as  tenderly  as  if  her  cargo  had  been 
eggs  instead  of  Christmas  toys  for  the  kid- 

dies, they  were  disappointed. 

Also  the  wharf-end  talk  runs  upon  ships 
at  sea  and  in  port,  cargoes,  and  the  growth 

of  Vancouver's  trade.  The  dock-head  idlers 
are  optimistic  on  this  subject.  There  is 
special  discussion  now  about  the  new  west- 

running  currents  of  commerce  that  are  start- 
ing, and  if  you  listen  you  will  hear  theories 

and  philosophy  and  facts  that  indicate  keen 
minds  in  bodies  not  filled  with  passion  for 
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physical  labor.  I  have  heard  a  man,  who 
sat  on  the  stringpiece,  after  explaining  to  the 

crowd  that  he  wasn't  working  because  there 
was  a  shortage  of  trucks  in  Vancouver,  re- 

peat the  prophecy  of  a  dreamer  of  commer- 
cial dreams,  that  in  the  future  some  of  the 

new  places  of  the  world  will  be  seen  to  be 
the  near  places,  and  some  of  the  old  places 
the  really  remote  places ;  and  that  in  the 
lifetime  of  the  present  generation  there  will 
be  more  Canadian  wheat  going  west  to  the 
Pacific  than  east  to  the  Atlantic.  When 

nature  gave  Canada,  said  this  truckless  man, 
a  prairie  grade  through  the  mountains  by 
way  of  the  Yellowhead  Pass,  she  handed 
Vancouver  the  equivalent  of  a  cheque  for  a 
hundred  million  dollars.  The  men  who 

lean  against  the  dock-shed  walls  talk  about 
the  opening  of  the  Panama  Canal,  and  the 

abolition  of  the  long  water-haul  from  Pacific 
ports  around  Cape  Horn  to  Liverpool,  and 
about  all  the  many  developments  which  are 
twisting  the  world  to  a  western  bias,  and 
making  for  Vancouver  such  a  future  as 
never  a  young  city  in  all  the  world  looked 
forward  to  before.  These  men  seem  to 

know  the  names  of  all  ships,  and  to  be  as 

familiar  with  all  ports  as  I  am  with  Van- 
couver, and  they  can  tell  you  the  meaning 

of  every  house-flag  on  all  the  seas. 
If  the  Dominion  Trust  building  got  tired 

standing  up  and  lay  down  in  Hastings  street 
it  would  look  bigger  than  the  Kosmos  liner 
Abessinia,  but  not  much.  Now  the  pilot, 
who  brings  a  ship  like  this  into  a  narrow 
slip  already  occupied  by  a  bigger  ship,  needs 
all  his  experience  and  knowledge  of  the 
strength  of  the  tide  at  that  place  and  at  that 

time,  and  of  just  when  to  check  the  thous- 
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ands  of  tons  of  steel  and  cargo  which  is  a 
ship,  by  ringing  her  engines  full  astern  when 
she  is  drifting  toward  the  dock  too  fast,  and 

when  to  put  her  rudder  hard-a-port,  for  in- 
stance, to  stop  her  swing  when  the  tide  is 

pushing  her  stern  around.  He  must  know 
just  what  rolling  the  wheel  hard  over  and 
what  turning  the  engines  over  backward 
their  maximum  number  of  revolutions  will 
do,  under  different  conditions,  as  when  the 
tide  is  running  out  strong  and  the  screw  is 

half  out  of  water.  If  he  didn't  know  all 
these  things  he  would  bump  the  ship  into  the 

wharf  and  it  would  take  three  pile-drivers 
and  a  dockyard  a  month  to  fix  things  up. 

It  was  a  grey  and  slimy  morning  when 
the  Abessinia  came  in,  and  there  was  a 
whiteness  of  mist  blurring  the  greens  and 

browns  of  the  Inlet's  northern  shore.  It 
sponged  itself  out  as  the  big  black  ship  came 
nosing  in.  The  blue  and  white  and  gold 

house-flag  of  the  Kosmos  line  is  one  of  the 
prettiest  of  all  the  sea  emblems  flown  by  the 
ships  that  trade  into  Vancouver,  and  the 

name  "Kosmos"  is  filled  with  romantic 
meaning  to  anyone  who  likes  to  think  of  the 
picturesque  side  of  ocean  commerce  round 
the  world.  For  a  man  who  loves  the  sea 

and  slhips  there  is  much  color  and  imagina- 
tion-inciting suggestion  in  watching  a  great 

trading  vessel  like  the  Abessinia,  with  the 
honorable  grime  and  stains  of  long  journeys 

over  the  world's  sea  thoroughfares  upon  her, 
creep  slowTly  up  to  the  dock  with  cargo  car- 

ried from  far  countries. 

There  is  strange  and  fascinating  interest 
in  the  long  ladders  of  Roman  numerals  on 
each  side  of  her  straight  stem;  the  great 

rusty  anchors  sticking  out  of  their  hawse- 
holes;  the  belted  rough-shirted  hands  busy 
clearing  lines  and  freeing  winches;  the  stout 
suggestive  derrick  booms  with  their  blocks 

and  falls ;  deck-houses  and  lofty  bridges  with 
their  instruments  of  shining  brass — binna- 

cles, telegraphs  and  the  little  steam  wheel; 

wheel-house  and  chart-room  behind,  where 
arr  kept  charts  of  strange  coasts,  ports  and 

ocean  ways,  islands,  lights  and  winds,  cur- 
rents and  tides  in  every  latitude!  the  black 

and  monstrous  funnel,  the  white  boats  hang- 

ing from  the  davits,  the  cook's  galley  with 
its  smoking  pipe. 

There  was  little  room  for  a  big  vessel 
to  inch  into  the  narrow  berth  alongside  the 

huge  Blue  Funnel  steamer  that  lay  in  the 

same  slip.  The  Abessinia  came  stealing  out 

of  the  haze.  Her  bo'sun  had  nearly  emptied 
the  flag-locker ;  the  big  steamboat  was  gay 
with  bunting.  A  German  ensign,  the  size 

of  a  wind-jammer's  top-gallant  sail  at  least, 
hung  over  the  stern.  An  English  flag 
drooped  at  her  fore  truck,  for  there  was  no 

wind ;  her  house-flag  at  the  main,  and  there 
was  something  else  in  her  mizzen  rigging. 

Her  black  bows,  looming  like  the  corner 

of  a  street,  seemed  to  hang  over  the  wharf- 
end.  She  was  moving  with  a  suggestion  of 
that  unhasting  serenity  which  belongs  only 
to  the  high  gods. 

A  large  impassive  man  without  any  orna- 
mentation leaned  over  the  canvassed  bridge - 

rail.  Beside  him  was  the  brass-bound  skip- 
per, and  the  third  officer,  I  suppose,  stood 

by  the  telegraph.  The  impassive  person 

said  "full  astern"  to  the  mate.  "Full  as- 
tern," repeated  the  officer  and  flapped  the 

telegraph  mandle  over.  The  black-finned 
propeller,  only  half  submerged,  kicked  the 
green  water  into  snow,  and  an  acre  of  foam 

spread  from  the  vessel's  stern  like  a  half- 
opened  fan.  The  tall  bows  came  no  nearer 
to  the  dock  head.  The  big  quiet  pilot  then 

ordered  the  quarter-master  to  put  the  wheel 
hard  over,  and  the  floating  warehouse  swung 

to  port.  "Stop  her,"  said  the  pilot.  "Half 
ahead,"  he  ordered,  in  a  minute,  and  she 
came  ahead  a  few  revolutions.  Then  the 

pilot  raised  his  voice. 

"Get  your  spring  on  the  dock,"  he  roared. 
A  barefooted  seaman  hove  a  heaving  line. 

A  freckled  longshoreman  caught  it,  the  big 

"spring"  followed  it  through  a  bow  fair- 
leader  and  was  looped  around  a  spile.  The 

ship's  head  kept  swinging  off  as  the  line 

payed  out.  "Now  get  in  all  your  slack  on 
that  spring,"  called  the  impassive  man  from 
the  bridge  eminence.  A  dozen  deck  hands 
on  the  forecastle,  droning  a  chantey,  bent 
their  backs  over  it  and  the  slack  came  in. 

They  passed  the  line  round  a  bitt  and  held 
it.  The  eight  or  nine  thousand  tons  of  dead 

weight  tightened  it  until  it  creaked. 

"Slack  away  on  that  spring,  don't  part 
it,"  growled  the  deep  voice,  and  they  slacked away. 

The  tide  was  running  out  like  a  river 

and  shoved  the  Abessinia's  stern  around,  and 
her  head  went  the  other  way.  Alongside 

the  giant  Teucer  lay  a  barge,  from  which 
the  Blue  Funneler  was  loading  lumber.  The 
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sweeping  bow  of  the  German  steamer 
threatened  to  crumple  the  wooden  barge  as 
you  would  crumple  a  cardboard  box.  Again 
the  telegraph  told  the  engines  to  go  astern. 

The  mate's  gang  on  the  forecastle  got  out  a 
bow-line.  The  burgoo-eaters  aft  got  a  stern 
line  on  the  dock.     Then  thev  handled  her. 

Fathom  by  fathom  she  drew  in  to  her  berth. 

The  officer  at  the  telegraph  rang  "finished 
with  the  engines."  The  winches,  very  rusty, 
broke  out  into  a  kind  of  musical  measles. 
Sailors  lowered  fenders  over  the  side.  The 
vessel  touched  the  dock  with  her  starboard 

bow  and  sent  a  shiver  through  it. 

Suppliant 
By  A  LAN    SULIvIVAN 

(From  "Scribner's  Magazine") 

Grant  me,  dear  Lord,  the  alchemy  of  toil, 

Clean  days  of  labor,  dreamless  nights  of  rest 

And  that  which  shall  my  weariness  assoil 

The  Sanctuary  of  one  beloved  breast: 

Laughter  of  children,  hope  and  thankful  tears, 

Knowledge  to  yield,  with  valor  to  defend 

A  faith  immutable,  and  steadfast  years 

That  move  unvexed  to  their  mysterious  end. 



The  Views  of  a  Prospector  in  the 
Steamboat  Mountain  District 

"Alaska  Jack      Ginivin 

NOWHERE  
in  any  of  my  travels 

have  I  seen  such  good  indica- 
tions of  mineral  to  encourage 

the  prospector  as  I  have  seen  in 

the  neighborhood  of  Steamboat  Mountain, 

and  I  have  been  prospecting  for  a  good 
many  years. 

It  seems  strange  to  me  how  the  country 
has  been  overlooked  so  long,  as  the  placer 
prospectors  and  quartz  prospectors  have 
been  going  through  the  valley  during  the 
placer  excitement  of  Ruby  Creek.  No- 

where on  the  mountains  have  I  observed 

any  indications  of  prospectors,  who,  as  a 
rule,  leave  some  trace  behind  them.  The 

foot  of  the  mountains  is  covered  with  vege- 
tation and  the  dacite  formation  which 

covers  the  ledges  of  the  country,  and  no 
doubt  that  is  why  it  has  been  overlooked. 
An  old  placer  prospector  some  years  ago, 

going  through  the  country,  had  pay  gravel 
on  Muddy  Creek  and  found  some  colors, 
but  being  a  placer  miner  he  never  thought 
to  look  for  quartz,  and  there  was  not  suffi- 

cient colors  to  pay  for  placer,  so  he  drifted 
into  Nevada  and  went  to  work  for  Green- 
wait  and  Stevens.  The  formation  of  that 

country  being  so  nearly  alike  brought  his 
memory  back  to  Steamboat  Mountain,  and 
he  told  Greenwalt  and  Stevens  that  the 
same  class  of  rock  that  existed  in  Nevada 
he  had  also  found  in  Steamboat  Mountain. 

Greenwalt  and  Stevens  made  a  note  of 

the  location,  and  in  the  spring  of  1910  they 
took  a  trip  into  the  country  to  see  if  they 
could  find  the  place.  They  panned  on 
several  creeks  and  found  colors,  but  on 
Muddy  Creek  they  traced  colors  up  the 
stream  to  the  ledge  of  the  now  Steamboat 
mines;  then  Greenwalt  and  Stevens  came 
to  Vancouver,  B.  C,  and  reported  their 
find  to  the  public. 

Being  in  Seattle,  just  up  from  Nevada,  I 
read  of  the  strike.  I  immediately  took  the 
train   for  Hope,    B.   C,   which   is  a  small 

town  on  the  C.  P.  R.  about  eighty-nine 
miles  east  of  Vancouver,  and  the  gateway 
to  the  new  strike,  which  is  thirty-five  miles 
back  of  Hope  in  a  southeasterly  direction. 
I  outfitted  at  Hope,  and  went  into  the 
Skagit  Valley  to  see  for  myself  the  truth 
of  the  story,  and  I  found  that  Greenwalt 
and  Stevens  had  a  very  likely  looking  prop- 

osition from  the  surface  showing.  It  im- 
pressed me  so  well  that  I  staked  some  claims 

on  the  Steamboat  Mountain  myself.  I 
travelled  over  that  same  range  to  Lightning 
Creek,  and  found  the  same  porphyry  ledges 
running  through  the  country,  and  from 
what  I  could  see  and  hear  they  run  for  a 
good  many  miles  towards  the  old  Cariboo country. 

The  mineral  belt  is  ten  miles  wide, 
which  carries  the  porphyry  formation,  and 
there  have  been  several  good  showings  that 
assay  very  encouragingly.  It  is  an  ideal 
country  for  the  prospector — there  is  plenty 
of  game  and  fish.  On  the  south  side  of  the 

Skagit  Valley,  across  the  river  from  Steam- 
boat Mountain,  is  a  quartz  eye  formation 

with  a  conglomerate  capping  spread  over 
the  tops  of  the  mountains.  There  are  sev- 

eral good  ledges  of  galena  which  have  been 
discovered ;  however,  most  of  the  country 

is  still  virgin,  as  the  prospector's  pick  has 
never  been  used  in  that  section.  The  forma- 

tion is  similar  to  the  Coeur  d'Alene  in  Idaho 
and  I  am  looking  for  some  very  good  dis- 

coveries to  be  made  in  that  section.  All 

we  need  in  the  country  is  good  legitimate 
prospectors,  and  there  is  no  doubt  she  will 
make  good. 

Steamboat  Mountain  camp  proper  con- 
sists of  somewhat  abrupt  upheavals  of  ande- 

site  and  dacite  formation,  which  are  cut 
by  intrusive  basaltic  and  porphyrinic  dykes 
and  ledges  of  quartz.  The  quartz  ledges 
wherever  sampled  have  given  good  gola 
values,  and  it  is  a  characteristic  of  the 

camp,  to  which  too  much  importance  can- 
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not  be  attached,  that  the  dykes  of  porphyry 
as  a  rule  carry  gold  in  paying  quantities, 
whether  they  be  ten  or  three  hundred  feet 
in  width.  Between  Hope  and  Steamboat 
Mountain  various  rock  formations  are  en- 

countered, all  being  of  a  character  in  which 
mineral  deposits  may  be  expected  to  occur; 
ledges  of  mispickle  ore  carrying  values  in 

gold,  silver  and  lead  are  found  near  Twen- 
ty-three Mile  Creek,  and  at  Fourteen  Mile 

Creek  an  important  discovery  was  made  of 

an  immense  dyke  of  decomposed  silica  car- 
rying  verj  high  gold  values  and  capable  of 
development  by  the  cheapest  possible  methods. 

In  fact,  from  the  boundary  line  on 
the  south  to  the  Fraser  River  on  the  north 

there  appears  to  extend  an  unbroken  belt  of 
mineral  strata.  What  the  width  of  this 

belt  may  be  has  not  yet  been  determined. 
In  Steamboat  camp  there  exists  an  abun- 

dance of  desirable  mining  timber,  spruce, 
fir  and  cedar,  of  which  the  last  two  are  the 
best  for  mining  purposes,  covering  the  hills 
and  valleys.  The  Skagit  River  and  its 
tributaries  will  furnish  practically  unlim- 

ited water  power,  from  which  electrical 
energy  can  be  generated  to  run  the  mills 
and  air  compressors  for  mining  operations. 

The   Coast   of  Romance 

By     RONALD    KENVYN 

The  warm,  lazy  tropics;  the  rose-scented  homeland, 
Have  each  in  their  turn  laid     their  glamor  on  me. 

The  tall,  nodding  palms  and  the  deep  lanes  of  Devon 

Have  whispered  a  message  from  over  the  sea. 

But  here  on  the  westering  slope  of  the  Rockies 

Where  men  follow  blindly  the  Goddess  of  Chance, 

The  charm  of  the  life  has  forever  enthralled  me — 

A  willing  slave  I  to  the  Coast  of  Romance! 

The  Coast  where  the  weather-cured  trapper  or  logger 

Just  "opens  her  out"  when  he  comes  into  town; 
The  Coast  where  the  glare  and  the  noise  of  the  city 

Are  brazen  and  new  'neath  the  grim  mountains'  frown; 
The  Coast  where  the  past  rubs  along  with  the  present ; 

The  men  of  the  wilds  you  can  tell  at  a  glance  ; 

The  Coast  of  the  Siwash,  the  sailor,  the  potlatch — 
The  wonderful  life  on  the  Coast  of  Romance! 



How  to  Fish  a  Trout  Stream 

By   Samuel   G.    Camp 

{From  "The  Outing  Magazine"') 

ASSUMING  
that  the  prospective 

trout  fisherman  is  properly  out- 
fitted for  fly  casting  for  brook 

trout,  and,  to  some  extent,  fam- 
iliar with  the  correct  method  of  casting, 

and  further  assuming  that  he  has  arrived 

at  the  chosen  waters  where,  even  if  the 
ouananiche  is  not  leaping  crazy  for  the 

fly,  there  is  the  possibility  of  taking  a 
fair  number  of  brook  trout,  there  remains 

the  rather  important  question  of  how  to  go 
about  it.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  are 

several  methods  of  procedure,  all  calculat- 
ed to  produce  fairly  satisfactory  results,  but 

some,  it  would  seem,  to  be  properly  pre- 
ferred on  the  typical  trout  stream  and  the 

average  occasion. 
First  of  all  one  must  decide  whether 

to  fish  up  or  down  stream.  This  is  a 
pretty  important  question  and  one  into 
which  enter  a  large  number  of  deciding 
factors,  too  many  to  discuss  fully  here. 
It  may  be  said  safely  that  the  custom  of 
most  seasoned  American  fly  fishermen, 
when  fishing  the  typical  swift-running 
trout  streams  of  this  country,  is  to  fish 
downstream.  Latterly,  as  the  result  of 

the  taking  up  to  some  extent  by  Amer- 
ican anglers  of  the  English  practice  of 

dry-fly  fishing,  upstream  fishing  is  done 
here — and  positively  advised — by  those 
who  have  perhaps  allowed  their  enthu- 

siasm for  the  dry-fly  method  to  blind  their 
better  judgment.  Downstream  fishing  was 
practised  and  advised  bv  such  men  as 

"Thad"  Norris,  William'  C.  Harris,  W. C.  Prime  and  other  veteran  anglers  and 
angling  writers,  who  wet  their  flies  in 

many  and  widely-separated  waters;  and  I 
am  strongly  inclined  to  believe  that  this,  as 
a  rule,  is  the  best  method  to  follow  on  the 
average  trout  stream. 

The  swift-running  stream  should  always 

be  fished  "down."     However,  if  the  stream 

is  a  placid  and  slow-running  one,  with  only 
here  and  there  short  reaches  of  fast  water, 

it  may  properly  and,  on  occasions,  even  pre- 

ferably be  fished  "up,"  as  an  instance  when 
the  water  is  very  low  and  clear.  In  any 
case  it  is  always  well  to  fish  a  pool  from 
the  foot  as  well  as  from  the  head. 

But  fishing  downstream  does  not  neces- 
sarily mean  that  the  angler  should  cast  the 

flies  always  in  the  direction  of  the  current; 
in  fact,  that  is  the  very  thing  to  be  avoided. 
The  best  way  to  fish  the  flies  is  to  cast 
across  the  current  of  the  stream.  Wade 

slowly  and  quietly  down  the  stream  and 

cast  flies  diagonally  across  it — if  the  stream 
is  a  very  wide  one  cast  straight  across  at 

right  angles  to  the  current — toward  the 

opposite  bank. 
Then,  holding  the  rod  in  the  right  hand 

and  the  line  in  the  left,  the  left  hand 

grasping  the  line  about  midway  between 
the  reel  and  the  first  rod  guide,  allow  the 

flies  to  be  swept  downstream  by  the  cur- 
rent practically  in  a  semi-circle,  keeping  a 

taut  line  by  stripping  it  gradually  in 
through  the  guides  with  the  left  hand,  and 
clipping  the  line  stripped  in  against  the 
handgrasp  of  the  rod  between  the  first  and 

second  fingers  of  the  right  hand.  Fortun- 

ately, this  is  not  half  as  difficult  and  com- 
plicated as  it  sounds,  although  it  does  re- 

quire some  practice,  and  it  is  the  very  best 
way  to  handle  the  cast  of  flies  in  the  average 
stream. 

A  closely  approximate  simulation  of  the 
appearance  and  action  of  the  natural  fly 
by  the  artificial  is,  of  course,  the  theoretical 

basis  of  fly  fishing  for  trout — this  is  not  so 
as  regards  certain  bass  and  salmon  flies — 
and  is,  as  far  as  possible,  the  end  to  be 

attained.  The  fly  caster's  success  on  the 
stream  is  in  direct  ratio  to  his  skill  in  na- 

ture faking  with  a  trout  fly.  Wherefore 
the   angler  should   cast   across   the  current 
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when  wet-fly  fishing  downstream,  and 
should  never — if  he  believes  at  all  in  the 
eternal  fitness  of  things,  and,  what  is  more 
to  the  point,  if  he  would  like  to  catch  a  few 
good  trout — cast  straight  downstream  and 
then  drag  the  flies  up  against  a  current 
which  would  defeat  the  efforts  of  the  best 
canoeman  who  ever  handled  a  paddle,  to  say 

nothing  of  the  feeble  struggles  of  a  helpless 
insect. 

The  beginner  at  fly  fishing,  possibly 
mindful  of  the  fact  that  in  imitation  of 

the  natural  insect  lies  the  fly  fisher's 
success,  but  generally  at  a  loss  as  to  just 
what  constitutes  exact  imitation  of  the  ac- 

tions of  the  natural  fly  on  the  water,  usual- 

ly pursues  the  worst  possible  course  in  man- 

aging his  flies  by  "skittering"  or  "buzzing" them  over  the  surface  of  the  stream,  thus, 
as  it  seems  to  him,  imitating  in  the  most 

highly  satisfactory  manner  the  frantic  ef- 
forts of  a  shipwrecked  insect  to  escape  a 

watery  grave.  Not  only  will  the  beginner 
skitter  the  flies  across  the  current,  but  he 
will  often,  sometimes  religiously  at  every 
cast,  drag  them  directly  upstream  as  well; 
it  seems  hardly  necessary  to  say  that  the 
natural  fly  is  rather  rarely  observed  to  do 
anything  of  the  sort. 

If  the  next  time  the  novice  goes  fish- 
ing he  will  take  pains  to  note  the  way 

of  the  natural  fly  on  the  water,  he  will 
discover  the  fact  that  usually  the  natural 

fly  floats  with  the  current — while  the  wings 
may  flutter,  the  fly  always  goes  with  the 
current,  taking  the  natural  trend  of  the 

stream,  sensitive  to  each  little  side-eddy, 
eventually  finding  lodgment  in  some  patch 
of  floating  foam,  some  quiet  little  bay  under 
the  bank,  or  sometimes  it  will  succeed  in 
taking  wing  again. 

The  moral  of  all  this  is  to  allow  the 

flies  to  float  naturally  with  the  current 

with  the  least  possible  "drag"  or  restraint 
from  the  line  consistent  with  a  line  suffi- 

ciently taut  to  take  immediate  advantage  of 

a  rise,  and  to  avoid  as  a  plague  any  percept- 
ible and  pseudo-imitative  twitching  and  flut- 

tering of  the  flies.  The  fly  caster  cannot 
imitate  the  fluttering  wings  of  the  natural 
fly  as  it  follows  through  the  current,  but  he 
can  imitate,  and  very  closely,  the  floating 
or  submerged  body  of  the  fly  in  both  action 
and  appearance. 

If  the  angler  casts  with  the  right  hand, 
it  is  always  well  to  keep  to  the  left  bank 

looking  downstream,  as  consistently  as  pos- 
sible; of  course,  if  the  casting  is  done  with 

the  left  hand,  he  should  wade  down  along 
the  right  bank.  This  is  in  order  that  the 
back  cast  may  be  over  the  water  rather  than 
over  or  in  the  direction  of  the  brush  of  the 

stream  side,  thus  eliminating  to  a  very  ma- 
terial degree  the  chance  of  hanging  up  the 

flies.  This,  naturally,  does  not  apply  to 
the  ambidextrous  fly  caster.  Wade  slowly, 
disturbing  the  stream  bottom  as  little  as 

possible  lest  the  current  carry  down  warn- 
ings of  your  advent,  and  keep  out  of  sight. 

It  is  axiomatic  that  two  things  are  funda- 
mentally imperative  for  resultful  fly  fishing, 

viz. :  Keep  your  temper  and  keep  out  of 
sight.  Watch  the  back  cast  very  carefully 
and  do  not  try  to  cast  too  long  a  line. 

Fine  tackle  and  ability  to  cast  exceed- 
ing well,  also  due  familiarity  with  the  besc 

stream  fly-fishing  methods,  are  of  no  pos- 
sible practical  use  unless  the  angler  has  a 

fair  working  knowledge  of  the  habits  and 
habitats  of  the  brook  trout.  Even  as  the 

still  hunter,  who,  although  a  good  shot  at 
a  target,  knows  little  about  the  habits  of  the 
game  he  is  pursuing  can  never  be  successful 
except  by  virtue  of  chance  and  good  luck, 
so  the  fly  caster,  however  skilful,  who  lacks 
fish  sense,  cannot  hope  to  catch  a  trout  save 
on  an  occasional  and  exceptionally  lucky 
cast.  Luck,  indeed,  is  a  factor  in  fly  fishing 
quite  as  much,  possibly  more,  as  in  other 
outdoor  sports,  but  there  is  positively  no 
luck,  no  element  of  chance  whatever,  in  the 

way  an  expert  fly  caster  "spots"  a  likely 
looking  trout  "lie"  and  proceeds  forthwith 
to  make  connection  with  the  resident 
thereof. 

Our  native  trout,  the  speckled  brook 
trout,  the  brown  trout  and  the  rainbow 

trout,  all  are  fast-water  fish,  instinctively 
seeking  the  rapids  and  riffles  and  the  pools 
below  the  falls  and  swifter  reaches  where 

the  water  is  highly  aerated.  When  found 
in  the  stiller  places,  such  as  quiet  pools  at 
the  foot  of  rapids  and  falls,  they  will  usually 
lie  at  the  head  or  foot  of  the  pool  near  the 
inrush  of  the  falls  or  rapids  above  or  in  the 
increasnig  current  at  the  outlet. 

Early  and  late  in  the  season  only  finger- 
lings,  as  a  general  rule,  will  be  found  on 
the  riffles.  When  the  stream  is  still  very 

cold,  while  "snow  broth"  is  still  running 
and  for  a  little  time  thereafter,  the  best 
fish   are  usually   taken   in   the    stiller    and 
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deeper  reaches  of  the  stream.     Late  in  the  erect  wings  and  waterproofed  with  paraf- 
season  also,  when  the  water  has  grown  very  fin,    is  cast   dry,   that   is,   floating  above  a 
warm,  the  trout  seek  the  deeper  and  cooler  trout  which  has  previously  been  seen  in  the 
portions    of    the    stream    where    there    are  act  of   rising  to   the   natural   fly,   and   the 

spring  holes  and  at  the  influx  of  little  "feed-  method  of  fishing  the  orthodox  wet  fly  con- 
er"   brooks  whose  waters   are  of   a  lower  siderably  submerged,  say  from  three  to  ten 
temperature  than  those  of  the  large  rivers,  inches.     Between  these  extremes  are  num- 

In    mid-season    fly    fishing    the    riffle    is  erous     variations,     the     normal     one,     of 
at  par.     At  this  time  one  should  fish  all  course,    consisting    in    fishing    the    wet    fly 

the  water  and  with  all  possible  thorough-  practically    floating   or    only    a   little    sub- 
ness,    drifting    the    flies    over    every    eddy  merged. 
and    whirl   in    the   current   which    appears  Early    in    the   season,    while    the    water 
as  if   it  might  hold   a  trout;   it  is  almost  still    holds    the    chill    of    winter    and    the 
impossible  to  describe  such  places,  but  the  stream  is  fairly  high,   it  always  pays  best 
seasoned  fly  fisherman  will  recognize  them  to  fish  the  flies  somewhat  submerged.     At 
at  a  glance.     Where  large  boulders  stand  this  time  the  angler  should  cast  across  the 
out  above  the  current,  work  the  flies  over  direction  of  the  current,  as  above  detailed, 
the  still  places  just  below  them.     Brown  and  allow  the  flies  to  go  with  the  stream 
trout  often  lie  on  the  upstream  side  of  a  without  endeavoring  to  keep  them  on  the 
boulder  rather  than  in  the  lee  below.  Other  surface ;   this  will   result   in   their   sinking 

good  places  for  trout  are  where  the  stream  fr0m  three  to  twelve  inches,  the  depth  vary- 
has  washed   away  the  soil  from   the  roots  jng  according  to  the  swiftness  of  the  cur- 
of  trees,  or  where  it  has  worn  out  a  cave  rent. 
beneath  an  overhanging  bank;  also  in  the  This  is  by  far  the  most  effective  meth- 
vicinity    of     submerged     logs     and     brush  Gd   of    fly   fishing  when    at   any   time    the 
and    where,    in    the   bends   of    the   stream,  stream   is  high   and  dark  colored  and   the 

"flood  trash"  and  patches  of  floating  foam  water    is    low    in     temperature.       Under 
collect.     Remember  that  the  hardest  places  these  conditions  trout  will  take  a  submerged 

to  fish  hold  the  best  trout.  fly  when  nothing  at  all  can  be  done  by  sur- 
Trcut  habits  and  the  best  ways  to  fish  face  fishing  in  the  usual  way.     Fairly  large 

for    trout   with    the    fly   are    more   or    less  fl|es    should    be    selected    for    this   sort   of 

matters  of  locality.     For  this  reason  it  is  fishing,    at    least   number   eight,    and    they 
always  the  best  plan  when  fishing  a  new  should  be  bright  in  color,  flies    such  as  the 
stream  to  seek  the  company  and  advice  of  coachman,  silver  doctor,  Parmachene  belle, 

jome  one  of  the  local  angling  talent.     Of-  "Wickham's    Fancy,"    and    others    having 
ten    this   will   save   the   angler   on   strange  some  striking  and  easily  seen  color  in  either 
streams  from  vainly  whipping  by  the  hour  body  or  wing. 
waters  locally  well  known  to  be  barren  of  When  the  stream  is  normal  as  to  stage 
trout;    sometimes,    as    a    result   of    various  0f  water,  temperature  and  color,  a  coinci- 
conditions  such  as  pollution  of  the  stream  dence  of  favorable  conditions,  by  the  way, 
or  over-fishing  without  restocking,  the  very  not    0f   verv   common   occurrence,    surface 
best-looking  water  is  at  the  same  time  the  fishing  with  wet  flies  of  average  size  and 
very  worst  place  to  fish.     One  should  also  subdued  coloration,  the  various  hackles  and 

take   the  advice  of  local  fly  fishermen — if  paimers   (the  latter  are  to  be  preferred,  as 
he  has  reason  to  believe  that  they  are  men  ^  method  0f  ty;ng  tne  hackle  along  the 
of  experience— in  the  matter  of  what  flies  shank  of   fhe  hooJc  causes  the  fly  to   float 
to  use,  both  as  regards  pattern  and  size.  better)>  the  cow  dung,  Beaverkill,  Cahill, 

Other    things    being   equal,    whether   or  of  ̂   waters  and  other§  ̂   mQSt 
not  the  fly  caster  will  have  much  success  M 

will  depend  measurably  upon   the  flies  he  ̂ s  «  ̂   ̂ ^  .§  n             ̂   ̂   and 
iT,  t0^le'           m  ,          mnT  iThods  the  streams  are  low  with  a  correspondingly fished.     The  two  extremes  in  the  methods  y    ° iimkm.      iuc  i  temperature    and    the   water    is   very 
of  presenting  the  flies  to  the  nsh  are  repre-  "js*           *»                    . 

sented  by  the  English  method  of  dry-fly  clear,  th
e  only  consistently  successful  fly 

fishing,  in  which  an  artificial  fly  dressed  in  fishing  is  don
e  with  either  the  very  small- 

exact  imitation  of  some  natural  insect,  with  est    sizes    of    wet    flies,    midge
s,    tens    and 

VI 
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twelves,  fished  fine  and  far,  or  with  dry 
flies.  Very  fine  leaders  must  be  used,  and 
the  flies  should  be  of  modest  coloration, 

grays  and  browns,  and  should  be  fished 
dry  with  the  least  possible  submergence. 

Strike  at  the  first  suspicion  of  a  rising 
trout,  not  too  strenuously  but  quickly,  with 
a  snappy  backward  motion  of  the  wrist.  If 
the  angler  strikes  so  quickly  as  to  take  the 
flies  away  from  the  fish,  and  this  occurs 

very  infrequently,  at  least  the  trout  wi'U 
not  be  pricked,  and  in  all  probability  will 
rise  to  a  subsequent  cast.  But  if  the  strike 

is  delayed  the  fish  will  drop  the  fly  on  dis- 

covering its  artificial  nature  and  will  not 
come  again. 

Once  a  trout  is  fastened  play  him  easily, 
not  forcing  the  fight  until  he  is  fairly  well 
played  out,  meanwhile,  if  possible,  getting 
below  the  fish  so  that  when  the  time  comes 
to  use  the  net  the  current  will  float  the 
trout  over  the  net  and  not  away  from  it. 
Then  kill  the  fish  at  once,  preferably,  if 
you  are  wading,  before  taking  it  off  the 
hook.  Always  kill  the  fish  immediately, 
both  as  a  matter  of  prevention  of  cruelty 
and  for  the  sake  of  an  orderly  and  good- 
looking  creel  of  trout  at  the  end  of  the  day. 

The  Dropping  Bloom 

By  EIZETTE  WOODWORTH  REESE 

{From  "Harper's  Monthly") 

Everywhere   that  I   do  look,   what  is  it  I   see, 

Dropping,  dropping,  dropping  in  the  light? 

Plum  bloom,  pear  bloom,  white  as  it  can  be; 

Quince   bloom,   cherry   bloom,    white,    white,    white. 

If  my  love  be  in  the  east,  I  shall  find  him  out, 
Let  but  that  his  shadow  by  me  pass; 

If  my  love  be  in  the  west,  we  shall  fare  about — 

Plum  bloom,  pear  bloom,  dropping  in   the  gras*. 

If  my  love  be  east  nor  west — past  the  quickening  clod, 
I  shall  track  him  by  the  white,  white,  white; 

My  love  and  my  love  to  the  very  gate  of  God — 

Quince  bloom,  cherry  bloom,  dropping  in  the  light. 



The  Future  oi  Oriental  Trade  From 
tne  Pacific  Coast 

By  L.  W.   Makovski 

"The  awakening  of  China  and  the  Orient  generally  will  mean  a  great  deal  to  Canada, and  Vancouver  in  particular,  in  many  lines  of  business.  The  Chinese  and  in  a  lesser 
way  the  Japanese  are  continuing  to  consume  more  of  our  breadstuff's,  and  I  really  think that  with  the  civilizing  agencies  now  at  work  among  the  millions  of  the  Far  Fast 
there  will  soon  be  an  enormous  demand  for  Canadian  flour."— C.  R.  Hosmer,  president  of the  Ogilvie  Flour  Milling  Co.  and  director  of  the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway,  at  Vancouver, October  17,  1910 

kROM  Prince  Rupert,  the  last  and 
northernmost,  to  San  Francisco,  the 
first,  and  with  the  exception  of  Los 
Angeles,  the  southernmost  shipping 

port  of  the  Pacific  Coast,  the  minds  of  all 
business  men  are  turned  to  the  Orient  as 

the    Ultima   Thule   of    trade.     The   430,- 
000,000  inhabitants  of  the  Chinese  Empire 

and  the  50,000,000  inhabitants  of  the  Jap- 
anese Empire  seem  to  offer  limitless  mar- 

kets to  the  bare  100,000,000  of  the  North 
American  continent.    The  awakening  of  the 
Orient  is  a  favorite  subject  of  discussion, 
and    the    possibilities    of    trade    a    favorite 

dream  of  imagination  with  the  latter.    "The 
civilizing  agencies  now  at  work,"  whatever 
may  be  meant  by  that  rather  vague  term, 
is  often  brought  into  play  as  an  argument  in 
favor  of  these  enormous  populations  prov- 

ing a  ready  market  for  this  continent's  manu- 
factured articles,  while  these  same  millions 

seem  to  offer  exceptional  facilities  for  the 
export  of  raw  materials,  such  as  wheat  and 

lumber.     The  tremendously  rapid  develop- 
ment of  the  Canadian  Northwest,  and  its 

enormous  areas  of  unfilled  soil   only  await- 
ing the  plough,  naturally  turn  the  eyes  of 

all  men  on  the  Pacific  Coast  to  the  Orient 

as  a  market  for  the  surplus  of  its  products, 
and   among   all   such   products   wheat   and 
flour  hold  a  premier  position,  largely  owing 
to  the  fact  that  it  is  only  comparatively  re- 

cently   that   the   Orient   has   arrived    at   a 
knowledge   of   the   superiority   of   wheaten 
flour  as  an  article  of  food. 

Now  it  is  an  undisputed  fact  that  at  the 
beginning  of  this  century  the  United  States 

was  carrying  on  an  ever-increasing  trade  In 
wheat  and  flour  with  the  Orient.  Canada 

also  began  to  cast  envious  eyes  upon  that 
trade,  and  definite  attempts  have  been  made, 
more  or  less  successfully,  to  share  in  the 
good  things  that  were  apparently  lying 
ready  to  be  picked  up  by  enterprise  and 
superior  methods  of  manufacture.  The 

Japanese  war  with  China  merely  called  at- 
tention to  these  vast  markets,  and  the  open- 

door  policy  pursued  both  by  Great  Britain 
and  the  United  States  was  deemed  a  sure- 
sign  that  the  Orient  was  about  to  be  thrown 
open  to  the  trade  of  the  world,  and  that 

with  a  little  education  the  Chinese  and  Jap- 
anese would  be  tumbling  over  each  other  in; 

their  anxiety  to  purchase  our  products,  espe- 
cially wheat  and  flour. 

The  Boxer  affair  was  considered  merely 
an  example  of  a  religious  outbreak  with 
which  the  Western  nations  were  well  ac- 

quainted. The  nations  in  alliance  with 

Japan  marched  on  Pekin,  issued  their  or- 
ders and  restored  peace,  and  once  more  the 

trade  which  follows  the  flag  began  to  be 
extended  into  new  markets.  For  a  period 
the  Russian  Colossus  descending  from  the 

North  caused  apprehension  among  the  chan- 
cellories, but  when  Japan  took  upon  herself 

the  responsibility  of  upsetting  the  designs  of 
the  Colossus  on  Korea  and  Manchuria,  the 
rest  of  the  nations  sat  back  and  waited  in 
sweet  contentment,  feeling  assured  that  a 
victorious  Japan  would  be  easier  to  deal 
with  than  a  victorious  Russia.  The  United 
States  and  Canada  could  afford  to  smile: 

was  not  Japan  picking  their  chestnuts  as 387 
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well  as  her  own  out  of  the  fire?  Directly 
the  war  was  over,  would  they  not  have  the 
whole  of  Manchuria  opened  as  another  mar- 

ket for  their  products? 

During  that  war  it  was  naturally  ex- 
pected that  Japan  and  Russia  would  make 

enormous  demands  upon  North  America 
for  war  materials,  among  which  flour  has  a 
very  prominent  place.  It  was  true  that 
Japanese  soldiers  consumed  rice  instead  of 
flour,  but  the  Russians  were  more  civilized 
and  must  use  flour.  It  was  unfortunate 

that  practically  all  the  ports  through  which 
the  Russian  armies  could  be  supplied  were 

in  the  hands  of  the  Japanese,  but  Vladivo- 
stock,  a  short  350  miles  from  the  Russian 
headquarters,  offered  a  certain  temptation 
to  blockade  runners.  In  such  manner  did 
the  man  on  the  west  coast  theorize.  It  is 

open  to  question  whether  Canadian  millers 
theorized  along  the  same  lines,  for  millers 
are  not  anxious  to  take  undue  risks,  and 
trade  with  Hong  Kong  and  Shanghai  was 
safer,  if  less  profitable. 

After  the  war,  everybody  expected  that 
an  immense  impetus  would  be  given  to 
trade,  and  the  various  moves  on  the  Oriental 

chessboard  were  followed  closely  by  busi- 
ness men  all  over  the  United  States  and 

Canada.  Those  who  were  interested  in 

wheat  and  flour  promptly  began  to  try  to 
link  up  connections  with  the  eminently  suc- 

cessful and  business-like  Japan,  but  for  some 
reason  or  other  it  was  found  that  it  was 

just  as  hard  to  do  business  as  ten  years  be- 
fore. Rumors  that  Japan  was  building  large 

flour  mills  began  to  be  bruited  abroad,  and 

the  possibilities  of  Manchurian-grown  wheat 
as  a  serious  rival  to  American  began  to  be 
talked  of.  Trade  even  with  China  did  not 
increase  to  any  appreciable  extent.  Now 
and  again  a  new  Canadian  mill  would  estab- 

lish connections  with  Hong  Kong  or  Shang- 
hai and  make  an  odd  shipment  or  two.  In 

1907  a  good  deal  of  United  States  flour 
milled  in  Minneapolis  was  passing  through 
Vancouver  to  the  Orient,  and  local  traders 
who  saw  that  flour  lying  on  the  Vancouver 
wharves  made  efforts  to  get  a  share  in  the 
trade,  especially  during  the  boycott  days  of 
American  goods.  It  is  very  doubtful,  how- 

ever, if  any  of  them,  even  when  they  suc- 
ceeded in  establishing  connections,  made  any 

i_rreat  sums  out  of  selling  flour  to  the  Orient, 
and  close  inquiries  failed  to  establish  the 
fact  that  Canada  was  getting  much  of  a 
share  in  the  export  flour  trade.     However, 

in  Vancouver  blame  was  laid  on  the  freight 

rates  to  the  Coast  and  on  the  superior  ship- 
ping facilities  enjoyed  by  the  United  States. 

When  these  matters  were  righted  there 
would  doubtless  be  an  exportable  surplus 
of  both  wheat  and  flour  that  would  flow 

through  Vancouver's  gateways.  The  anxi- 
ous inquirer  was  usually  told  that  Canada 

could  not  expect  to  compete  with  the  United 
States  as  yet,  as  her  surplus  was  far  too 
small. 
Now  in  all  these  matters  one  detail  of 

the  Russo-Japanese  war  seems  to  have  been 
either  overlooked  or  glossed  over.  The  Rus- 

sians certainly  were  not  drawing  the  bulk 
of  their  flour  supplies  from  the  Pacific 
Coast,  and,  seeing  that  the  Siberian  railway 
was  a  single-track  affair,  they  could  not 
have  been  getting  their  supplies  in  any  very 
great  quantities  from  the  enormous  wheat 
areas  of  Southeastern  Russia.  Furthermore 
it  was  known  that  famine  threatened  those 

areas,  largely  owing  to  the  withdrawal  of 
able-bodied  agriculturists  who  were  needed 
in  the  field  of  war.  At  least  so  it  was  said. 

Yet  there  were  never  any  tales  of  a  short- 
age of  food  supplies  within  the  Russian 

lines.  There  were,  to  all  intents  and  pur- 
poses, over  a  million  men  dependent  for 

their  daily  bread  on  the  Russian  commis- 
sariat, and  the  fact  that  they  were  all  sup- 

plied with  flour  from  in  and  around  Harbin 
does  not  seem  to  have  been  sufficiently 
noted.  To  be  more  exact,  on  September  1, 
1905,  Russia  was  feeding  1,200,000  men 
with  a  ration  of  one  and  a  quarter  pounds 
of  flour  a  day,  or  1,500,000  pounds  of  flour, 
or  just  about  7,500  barrels,  all  of  which  was 
supplied  by  the  mills  in  and  around  Harbin. 

In  anticipating  a  large  development  in  an 
Oriental  flour  trade  from  the  Pacific  Coast, 
it  may  well  be  asked  whether  this  fact  has 
been  sufficiently  noted  ? 
The  relation  of  Harbin  to  Manchuria 

and  the  whole  of  China  is  well  worth  a 
little  study.  The  town  is  situated  in  the 
midst  of  the  Sungari  Plain,  and  has  direct 
water  communication  all  the  summer  by 
means  of  the  Amur  with  the  Pacific.  In 

winter  a  comparatively  short  run  of  30© 
miles  brings  freight  to  the  port  of  Nevr- 
chang.  It  is  also  linked  by  rail  with  the 
Pekin-Hankow-Canton  railroad.  The 
Sungari  Plain  consists  of  several  million 

acres  of  extremely  fertile  land.  The  Chi- 
nese agriculturists,  before  the  Russo-Jap- 
anese war,  used  to  burn  half  their  crops  for 
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lack  of    transportation   and   market.     The 
first  Russian  flour  mill  erected  in  Harbin 

made  a  profit  of  about  500  per  cent.,  an 
investment  that  would  make  even  a  Can- 

adian jealous.     Wages  for  an  agriculturist 
in  and  around  Harbin  run  to  about  18  cents 

a  day,  which,  when  compared  with  the  aver- 
age wage  of  the  farm  hand  in  Canada,  shows 

the  kind  of  competition  the  Canadian  farmer 
and   exporter  of  wheat  will   have  to   face 
when    considering    the  possibilities  of   the 
Orient    as   a   market    for   wheat   or    flour. 

There  are  now  eight  mills,  equipped  with 
modern  machinery,   in   the   Sungari   Plain, 
capable  of  turning  out  about  16,000  barrels 
©f  flour  a  day.     Although  at  the  moment 
these  mills  are  in  certain  financial  difficul- 

ties,  these  being  largely  the  aftermath  of 
the  war,  there  is  no  doubt  that  in  the  hands 
•f  able  men,  like  the  Japanase,  for  instance, 
they  could  be  made  to  pay  handsomely. 

With  regard  to  Japan,  it  may  be  as  well 
t«  quote  some  highly  interesting  figures 
from  the  tenth  Financial  and  Economic 

Annual  for  1910.  In  1909,  from  1,130,212 
acres  Japan  harvested  22,474,630  bushels 
•f.  wheat.  Her  importations  of  wheat 
amounted  in  value  to  $687,391,  and  of  flour 
to  $715,518.  Of  these,  $57,252  worth  came 
from  Canada,  and  $638,070  worth  from 
the  United  States,  the  balance  coming 

largely  from  Australia.  In  1907,  Japan 
imported  from  Canada  $126,949  worth, 
and  from  the  United  States  $2,928,545 
worth  of  wheat  and  flour.  In  1903  she 

imported  $95,399  worth  from  Canada,  and 
$5,051,837  worth  from  the  United  States. 
The  figures  show  a  great  falling  off  in  the 
trade  of  the  United  States,  and  nothing  to 
boast  about  in  the  trade  of  Canada. 

Statistics,  however,  make  but  poor  read- 
ing, and  enough  has  been  said  to  show  that 

Harbin  and  the  Sungari  Plain,  even  in  their 
very  undeveloped  state,  are  likely  to  prove 
serious  competitors  to  any  foreign-milled 
flour.  It  would  seem  better  policy  for  Can- 

adian manufacturers  to  turn  to  other  sour- 

ces of  trade,  and  supply  this  vast  and  im- 
mensely undeveloped  country  with  material 

by  which  it  may  be  developed.  Farm  ma- 
chinery of  all  kinds  is  likely  to  find  a  larger 

and  more  profitable  sale  than  wheat,  and 
mill  machinery  than  flour.  With  a  good 
through  rate  to  Newchang  in  the  winter, 
or  Vladivostock  in  the  summer,  Eastern 

manufacturers  might  find  a  very  profitable 

opening  for  their  goods  among  the  settlers 

of  Manchuria.     It  must  be  always  remem- 
bered that  in  spite  of  everything  that  may 

appear  on  the  surface,  in  spite  of  Russians 
or  Japanese,  these  settlers  are  Chinese,  and 
that  Manchuria  through  the  Russo-Japanese 
war  has  become  more  Chinese  than  ever. 

Swarms  of  settlers  are  pouring  north  into 
these  lands  which   the  railway  has  opened 
up,  and,  with  a  fine  market  at  Harbin  for 
agricultural  produce,  the  Chinese  squatter 
is  likely  soon  to  be  producing  enough  food 
of  all  kinds,  including  grain  and  livestock, 
to  supply  Japan  and  the  whole  of  China. 
The  vast   and  virgin   fields  of   these   nor- 

thern provinces  have  only  just  been  opened 
up,  and  in  the  next  few  years  the  Chinese 
are  likely  to  develop  them   every  whit  as 
fast,  if  not  faster,  than  the  great  Canadian 
Northwest  has  been  developed. 

Mr.   Hosmer  states  that   "the  civilizing 
agencies  now  at  work  among  the  millions 
of  the  Far  East  will  soon  cause  an  enor- 

mous demand  for  Canadian  flour,"   but  it 
seems  more  probable  that  these  very  civiliz- 

ing agencies  are  likely  to  be  the  cause  of 
an  entire  cessation  of  the  wheat  and  flour 
trade  from  this  continent  and  the  advance 

of   Manchuria   into   the   line  of   the   great 

producing  countries  of  the  world.     There 

is  no  saying  how  far  such  production,  com- 
bined with  cheap  land  and  still  cheaper  la- 

bor, may  go  eventually  towards  actual  com- 
petition on  this  continent  in  food  products. 

The  present  price  of  wheat,  pork  and  other 
farm  products  in  Canada  and  America  is 
such  that   Manchuria  may  be  able,   at  no 

very  distant  date,  to  ship  enormous  quan- 
tities of  raw  material  to  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Cheap  freight  rates  made  by  Japanese  steam- 
ship lines  would  bring  a  new  problem  for- 

ward, and  the  farmers  of  the  Northwest, 
who  today  are  asking  for  a  reduction  of  the 
tariff  on  manufactured  articles,  may  in  some 

ten  years'  time  be  petitioning  the  Dominion 
Government  for  a  higher  rate  of  duty  on 

food  products  brought  into  the  country  via 
Vancouver.    The  West  already  knows  what 

the  Chinaman  can  do  in  the  realms  of  agri- 

culture, even  under  conditions  as  they  are 

in  the  West  today,  and  although  the  idea 

of  importing  food  products  from  Manchu- 
ria may  seem  absurd  today,  it  does  not  take 

a  very  great  stretch  of  imagination  to  pic- 
ture the  possibilities  of  the  same  labor  in 

China  under  most  favorable  condition s. 
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M  \ r   DOOR   TO   NATURE 

SI' AM  E"V  PARK,  Vancouver's  thousand  Leafy  acres  of  green  forest,  is  different 
from  .ill  other  citj  parks.  It  is  not  a  manicured  citj  park.  Only  its  nine  miles 
of  pleasant  carriage  roads  make  it  different  from  the  real  forest.  Its  twenty- 

two  miles  of  trails  are  an  imitation  to  the  pedestrian  who  has  a  fellowship  for  forest 
paths,  rhe  park  can  be  reached  in  a  few  minutes  from  the  brick  ami  cement  and  steel 
demi-mountains  ot  Vancouver's  business  section.  Visitors  to  Vancouver  should  not 
miss  their  opportunity  to  make  a  trip  through  the  park.  Besides  getting  a  delightful 
bath  of  the  freshest  air  in  the  world,  the  tourist  receives  in  the  .meat  woodland  park 
impressions  oi  beauty  so  strong  and  memorable  that  they  will  never  iade.  Stanley 
Park  is  closer  to  nature  than  anj  Other  city  park  in  the  world. 

GOING    SOME 

Till'  stor]  of  Vancouver,  which  will  be  told  tor  the  first  time  in  a  full  and  authori- 
se manner  in  the  Vancouver  Quarter-Centenary  Number  of  The  British 

C  '■■  '  p:>>\,-s  that  simple  facts  are  stranger  than  imagination  and 
romance.  The  lite  storj  of  the  most  surprising  of  Canadian  cities  will  be  unfolded  in  the 

June  number  I  '  >!uml>:.  -  rong  -    Mies,  rich  with  facts  and 
mfc  i  human  interest  and  color,  mirroring  the  growth  ot  Vancouver  and  the  evo- 
lut  utions,  civic,  financial  and  commercial.     No  citj   in  the 

arid  can  show  so  much  actually  done  in  twenty-five  years, 

*  |  * 

A    "FAIR    SHOW  " 

TH1  has  been  strengthened   and   greatly   improved 
id  enlarged,  and  wishes  to  be  judged  by  the  highest  magazine  standards.     No 
one  sh  Columbia  can  afford  to  miss  a  single  number.    It  is  of 

cause  of  the  greatness  of  its  subject,  which  is  British  Columbia.    It 
and  least-known  province  of  Canada  the  most  effective,  the  most 

WOl  :e  publicity,  in  stories  and  articles  and  illustrations  that  describe  and  depict 
end   to  end.     It  is  the  best-known  and   most  widely   read   of 

West      >C  vs.      1:   has   a  strong  editorial   p  and   an   individuality 
I  of  the  periodica  Columbia.     It  is 

>wing  i  try."     1:  wants  I  r  interest  and  attention.     It  is ■    .'  :  al  :■•  .       All 

A.
" 
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FIGURES  THAT  SHOUT 

SOMETIMES  figures  speak  louder  than  words.     Here  are  some.     The  story  they 
tell  is  also  an  allegory  of  commerce. 

Percentage  of   increase   in   bank  clearings   for   five  years    ending   December 
31,  1910: 

Montreal,  50  per  cent,  increase.  Toronto,  50  per  cent,  increase. 
Winnipeg,  160  per  cent,  increase.  VANCOUVER,   410  per   cent,    increase. 

HORSES 

FROM  the  time  when  history  shade,  into  myth  the  horse  has  taken  a  great  part 
in  the  life  of  man,  and  those  who  looked  at  the  highly  developed  animals  at 
the  Vancouver  Horse  Show  could  see  what  a  magnificent  creature  evolution, 

intelligent  breeding  and  close  association  with  man  have  made.  The  pure-bred  horse 
is  a  work  of  art,  and  just  as  music  has  been  developed  through  the  sweep  of  time 

from  the  folk-song  of  primitive  men  to  the  grand  opera  of  to-day,  so  has  the  modern 
thoroughbred  come  up  from  the  woolly  horse,  which  was  his  remote  ancestor.  All 

right-minded  people  have  an  affection  for  a  good  horse,  and  between  men  and  women 
and  horses    there  is  a  sympathy  and  understanding. 

TWO    WOMEN 

TWO  women,  both  shaped  in  Eve's  image,  stood  together  on  a  railway  station 
platform  for  a  minute.     Of  the  brown  Flathead  girl  it  would  be  flattery  to 
say  that  she  was  more  pleasing  than  the  cow  moose  that  walks  in  the  mountain 

forest.    As  for  the  soft  woman  of  the  white  race,  her  mirror  told  her  a  pretty  tale,  she 
had  summer  on  her  lips  and  the  something  that  softens  the  hearts  of  men  and  heroes 
laughed  in  her  eyes. 

MODERN   METHODS 

NATURE  drives  a  hard  bargain  with  the  city  builder.  The  abundant  British 
Columbia  forest  resists  stubbornly.  The  method,  of  clearing  land  employed 
by  the  poineer  are  too  slow.  The  clumsy  machine  that  extracted  stumps  as  a 

dentist  pulls  teeth  is  no  longer  used.  The  land  clearing  contractor  now  sele<  s 
a  tall  fir  column  for  a  mast,  rigs  a  big  bull-block  to  its  top,  runs  a  wire  rope  through 
the  block,  anchors  a  hoisting  engine  to  the  ground  hard  by,  and  gets  busy.  Presently 

he  has  a  mountain  of  stumps  and  logs  piled  up  around  the  gin-pole.  The  engine 
keeps  on  dragging  in  logs  and  iem  by  the  cable  until  the  pile  is  as  high  as 
the  mast.     Then  the  heap  of  logs  and  stumps  goes  up  in  smoke  and  flame,  a  huge 

sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  'Something  Doing." 

RING   FLOWERS 

"T~XAISIES   pied  and  violets  blue,"  and  other  posies  and  no  may  now  be 
1     gathered  in  the  brown  wood, — the  pink-veined  white  blossoms  of  the  Spring 

Beauty;    the   lovely   blue-purple   Pasque   Flower;    early  blue   violets;    the 
ig  milk-white  flow  the  creeping  snow-berry;    the  white-pink  coltsfoot;    the 

yellow  flowers  of  the  buffalo  berry;    the  Mountain  Lover's  tiny  flowers;    the  yell 
I  red  fly  honeysuckle,  and  soon  blue  borage. 
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THE  BEARDED  MEN 

THERE  are  in  Vancouver  about  one  thousand  Sikhs.  Draw  a  wheel  on  the  map 

of  the  Punjab  with  spokes  fifty  miles  long  (according  to  the  map's  scale,  of 
course)  and  the  city  of  Lahore  for  hub.  The  Vancouver  Sikhs  all  came  from 

inside  the  rim  of  that  wheel.  They  are  all  as  much  alike  as  potatoes  in  the  sack.  A 

composite  photograph  of  a  hundred  would  give  you  a  likeness  of  a  tall  light-brown 
complexioned  man  with  a  good  honest  countenance  and  an  Old  Testament  beard.  Every 
Sikh  bears  the  proud  word  Singh,  which  means  lion,  after  his  name.  Yet  the  average 
Sikh  is,  I  think,  rather  meek  in  manner.  Most  of  the  Vancouver  Sikhs  are  jats,  which 
means  farmers.  Some  are  julahas,  weavers.  Some  are  tarkhans,  carpenters.  A  few 
are  mechanics,  machinists,  printers,  electricians.  The  rules  of  the  unions,  of  course, 
make  it  impossible  for  these  artisans  and  mechanicians  to  obtain  work  in  this  country  at 
the  trades  in  which  they  are  skilled.  Therefore  they  have  to  take  what  they  can  get. 
Which  they  are  glad  to  do.  The  Sikh  is  a  willing  worker;  there  is  not  a  lazy  bone 
in  his  body.  And  in  this  land  of  freedom,  where  every  white  man  is  entitled  to  life, 

liberty  and  the  pursuit  of  happiness,  the  brown-faced  Sikh  has  been  taught  to  expect 
no  more  than  mere  license  to  live. 

They  have  been  here  for  some  time  and  have  saved  a  good  deal  of  money,  and  many 
of  them  have  bought  property  and  have  what  we  call  in  our  free  Canadian  speech  a 
good  stake  in  the  country.  Many  would  like  to  bring  their  wives  and  families  from 

India  and  settle  down  to  live  permanently  in  Canada.  Why  they  should  not  be  en- 
couraged to  do  this  it  is  hard  to  understand.  They  are  intelligent  men,  physically 

well  made.  They  have  few  religious  or  caste  prejudices  (or  perhaps  that  is  not  a 
good  word.)  Time  will  rub  these  out  of  them.  They  do  not  worship  idols,  like  the 
East  Indians,  who  practise  the  Hindu  religion.  The  Sikh  religion  is  practically 
Christianity,  if  Christian  teachings  were  followed  closely.  They  are  against  immoderate 
liquor.  They, do  not  use  opium  or  any  of  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  Orient.  They 
have  no  more  criminal  tendencies  than  other  men. 

PLENTY  OF  LAND 

LATELY  some  of  the  English  papers  have  reflected  a  nervous  feeling  that  soon  there 
may  not  be  much  good  land  left  in  Canada.  Let  not  their  hearts  be  troubled. 
Of  good  land  there  is  plenty  left.  In  the  three  prairie  provinces  the  C.  P.  R. 

has  still  about  eleven  million  acres  to  sell ;  land  companies  and  private  owners  have 
perhaps  fifty  million  acres  to  dispose  of  for  money;  and  the  Dominion  Government  have 

almost  forty-two  million  acres  to  give  away  for  free  homesteads.  There  are  vast  spaces 
of  tillable  land  in  the  Peace  River  and  other  unorganized  districts  of  Canada.  British 
Columbia  alone  has  room  for  a  white  horde  of  the  sons  of  mortal  men,  upon  whom 

she  has  gifts  to  bestow  more  generous  than  the  largesse  of  story-book  fairy  princes — 
every  good  thing  coveted  by  the  human  heart,  including  a  clement  climate  and  a  chance 

to  "expand  with  the  good  times."  The  Fraser,  the  Nechaco,  the  Bulkley  and  the 
Skeena  rivers  drain  a  great  area  of  good  agricultural  land.  A  great  deal  of  it  is 

slightly  timbered  and  easily  cleared.  Much  of  it  is  not  timbered  at  all.  Long  sum- 
mers and  short  winters  make  it  ideal  for  ranching,  dairying,  stock-raising  and  mixed 

farming.  There  is  very  little  snow  and  zero  weather  is  unknown.  In  other  parts  of 
British  Columbia  there  is  much  excellent  land  available  for  farming  and  fruit-grow- 

ing. Mineral  resources  claim  attention,  too.  The  half  has  not  yet  been  bragged  about 
the  mineral  resources  of  British  Columbia.  Wonderful  is  the  opulence  of  the  fisheries 
and  the  unmeasured  timber  lands.  Here  under  the  temperate  western  sun  and  the 

newly-minted  stars   the  settler  can  find  all  that  mortal  man  could  wish  for. 



The  Makers  of  tlie  Grad< 

By   Thomas    Francis   Ramsay 

(From  "Scribner's  Magazine") 

TRUNG  across  Canada  on  the  right- 
of-way  of  the  National  Transconti- 

nental Railway  there  are  some  hun- 
dreds of  construction  camps  where 

men  of  all  nations  live,  remote  from  civiliza- 
tion, and  toil  mightily,  that  the  grade  may 

pass  with  ordered  evenness  through  rock  and 
hill  and  swamp.  Pioneers  who  are  opening  up 
vast  wildernesses  for  settlement,  they  scare 
from  their  path  with  axe  and  dynamite  the 
wolf,  the  moose,  and  the  stray  Indian.  To 
the  city  dweller,  their  lives  would  seem  full 
of  strange  incident  and  adventure;  but  to 

them  accident  and  peril  are  part  of  the  day's 
work.  I  have  toiled  among  them  with  axe 
and  spade  for  several  months,  and  have 
found  them  intensely  interesting  folk.  I 
would  like  to  interest  a  large  public  in  them, 
for  they  are  inarticulate,  unaccredited 

heroes,  and  the  story  of  their  long-drawn- 

out  fight  to  carry  "the  steel"  to  the  Pacific 
coast  is  one  of  Robert  Louis  Stevenson's 

"incredible,  unsung  epics." 
Our  camp  is  located  in  the  heart  of  the 

dense  forests  to  the  north  of  Lake  Nipigon, 
in  Ontario,  over  a  hundred  miles  distant 

from  the  village  of  Nipigon,  on  the  Cana- 
dian Pacific  line,  the  nearest  civilized  settle- 

ment, if  you  except  some  score  of  other 

camps  along  the  eighty  miles  of  right-of- 
way  which  the  Nipigon  Construction  Com- 

pany has  the  contract  for  grading.  Merely 
to  reach  the  scene  of  its  work  this  company 
had  to  establish  a  steamboat  service  along 

the  Nipigon  River,  build  a  "dinky"  railroad 
eighteen  miles  across  a  portage,  construct 

two  steamers  to  navigate  the  seventy-odd 
miles  of  the  lake,  and  build  five  settlements 
to  serve  as  depots  for  supplying  the  camps 
with  stores  and  provisions.  All  this  for  only 
eighty  miles  of  line.  You  may  form  some 
idea  of  the  magnitude  of  the  whole  task  of 
building  the  National  Transcontinental. 

Last  October  the  hundred-mile  journey 

took  me  a  week.  Snowstorms  and  heavy 
gales  kept  the  steamer  two  days  and  nights 
on  the  lake  on  a  trip  that  usually  occupies 
only  a  few  hours.  But  it  is  during  the  long, 
bitter  winter  months,  when  the  steamers 
are  perforce  laid  up,  that  the  conditions  of 

travel  are  really  hard.  Post  and  "tote" 
sleighs  are  run  across  the  frozen  lake — the 
only  trail — by  teams  of  dogs  or  horses,  and 
the  length  of  the  journey  is  problematical. 

Log  huts  have  been  built  on  some  of  the  is- 
lands in  the  lake  to  serve  as  rest-houses,  and 

there  the  traveller  secures  a  few  hours'  im- 
munity from  the  Arctic  severity  of  the 

weather.  Last  winter  a  gang  of  men  walked 
from  their  camp  to  Nipigon,  around  the 
shore  of  the  lake.  They  wandered  in  the 
woods  for  over  three  weeks  before  they 
reached  civilization.  Several  of  them  were 

frost-bitten,  and  for  the  last  five  days  they 
had  no  food  at  all.  Another  party  of  seven 
men  essayed  the  same  desperate  enterprise, 
and  were  never  seen  again.  Whether  they 
perished  of  hunger  and  cold,  or  fell  a  prey 
to  the  timber  wolves,  none  can  tell.  The 

silent,  pitiless  forest  holds  the  secret  of  their 
fate. 

A  strangely  grim  story  of  this  winter 
travel  across  the  lake  was  told  to  me  by  a 
French-Canadian  teamster.  His  chum  died 

in  camp,  and  the  "walking  boss"  ordered 
him  to  take  the  body  out  on  his  "tote" 
sleigh,  so  that  it  might  be  sent  home  for 
burial.  Superstitious,  as  most  of  his  race, 
he  protested  against  the  task,  but  there  was 
no  one  else  available,  and  he  had  to  go. 

"By  gar,  I  not  do  it  once  more  for  a 
t'ousand  dollar!"  he  said.  "I  never  feel  de 
cold  so  bitter  an'  de  lake  so  lonely.  I  get 
t'inking  of  Jean — how  he  talk,  how  he  look, 

how  he  dress.  Den  I  keep  on  t'inking  I  see 
him  in  de  snow  a  little  ways  ahead  of  de 

sleigh — and  all  de  time  him  in  de  box  be- 
hin'  me.     I  sing  songs,  jolly  songs,  like  we 
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sing  down  in  Quebec  when  we  drink  de 
viski  blanc;  but  dat  not  make  me  feel  better, 

so  1  try  to  remember  mass.  Holy  Mack- 

inaw! when  I  reach  South  Bay  an'  give  up 
de  box,  I  near  to  deat'  with  fright.  I  know 
dat  bad  luck  follow  me.  Sure  'nough,  next 
trip  I  get  snow-blindness  an'  have  to  lie  in 

camp  t'ree  week  wid  blankets  roun'  my 
bunk  to  keep  out  de  light." 

Last  summer  some  Indians  found  a  white 
man  wandering  in  the  forest,  demented 
and  weak  from  starvation.  They  carried 

him  to  the  camp  of  a  fire-ranger  of  the  On-, 
tario  Government.  When  he  recovered, 
several  weeks  later,  he  said  he  had  left  one 
of  the  construction  camps  and  tried  to  find 
his  way  through  the  bush  to  the  Central 
Pacific  Railway  main  line.  He  soon  became 
lost,  and  when  his  scanty  store  of  food  was 
eaten  he  subsisted  on  berries.  He  had  no 

idea  how  long  he  had  been  wandering;  it 
turned  out  to  be  seventeen  days. 

To  a  man  who  delights  in  the  infinite 
variety  of  humankind,  the  dwellers  in  a  con- 

struction camp  afford  a  study  of  abounding 

interest.  I  am  one  of  a  "station  gang" 
which  has  taken  a  contract  from  a  subcon- 

tractor to  dig  a  burrow-pit  and  grade  a 
section  of  the  line.  In  that  gang  there  are 

four  French-Canadians,  four  Russians,  a 
Pole,  a  Swiss,  a  Hungarian,  and  an  Eng- 

lishman— myself.  That  is  a  fair  sample  of  the 
mixture  of  nationalities  in  the  camps.  The 
Swiss  worked  as  a  valet  in  several  London 

hotels  until  two  years  ago.  You  would 
hardly  imagine  that  such  training  would 

qualify  his  to  "make  good"  with  the  pick 
and  shovel,  but  he  is  one  of  the  best  workers 

in  the  gang.  "I  like  it  better  than  my  old 
job,"  he  told  me.  "A  man  feels  more  like  a 
man  working  out  here  in  the  woods  than 
when  he  is  waiting  on  gentlemen.  Besides, 
most  of  the  fellows  who  make  money  in 
hotel  work  do  it  by  stealing,  and  that  I 

could  never  do." 
There  are  many  Finlanders,  Swedes, 

Russians,  and  Italians  in  the  camps.  British- 

ers and  French-Canadians  are  numerous, 
and  there  is  a  sprinkling  of  a  dozen  other 
nationalities.  When  I  started  railroading  I 

was  rather  prejudiced  against  "Dagoes"  and 
other  alien  immigrants,  believing  that  their 
invasion  of  Canada  and  the  United  States 

was  a  national  peril  to  both  countries.  But 
living  with  them  has  changed  that  view. 

They  are  certainly  not  "the  scum  of  Eu- 

rope." If  you  think  of  it  calmly  for  a  mo- 
ment, it  will  dawn  upon  you  that  men  who 

have  the  enterprise  to  emigrate  to  a  foreign 
country,  and  the  resolution  to  save  money 
for  that  purpose,  are  not  likely  to  be  the 
worst  of  their  race.  Nor  are  the  most  of 

them  rough,  ignorant  peasants,  as  many  ill- 
informed  newspaper  writers  would  have  us 
suppose.  On  the  contrary,  the  average  of 
education,  especially  among  the  men  of  the 
northern  European  nations,  is  much  higher 
than  that  of  the  native-born  Canadian  rail- 

roader, French  or  English.  The  Italians 
are  an  exception  to  this  rule,  but  even 
among  them  I  have  known  men  qualified  by 
training  and  natural  gifts  to  fill  responsible 

positions.  One  of  them,  whom  we  nick- 

named "Caruso,"  had  travelled  widely  in 
the  chorus  of  an  itinerant  opera  company. 
He  used  to  make  music  to  the  trees  and  the 

chipmunks  by  day,  as  he  toiled  at  clearing 

the  right-of-way,  and  in  our  "shack"  at 
night  he  entertained  us  with  "Ah !  che  la 
morte,"  and  the  toreador  song  from  "Car- 

men." A  very  cultured  Swede,  who  for- 
merly kept  a  gambling-hell  in  Vancouver 

until  he  was  run  out  of  town  by  the  police, 
studied  civil  engineering  every  evening 
through  the  medium  of  a  correspondence 

school's  course.  A  young  Russian  laborer  in 
a  camp  I  stayed  at  for  a  while  used  to  spend 
his  leisure  reading  a  Russian  translation  of 

Professor  Draper's  "History  of  the  Conflict 
Between  Religion  and  Science."  I  worked 
for  some  time  with  a  gang  of  Finlanders. 
All  of  them  were  men  of  education  and  re- 

finement, and  one  had  been  a  professor  of 
singing  in  a  Finnish  university.  Like  many 

of  the  Finns  and  Russians  here,  he  was  ob- 
liged to  leave  his  country  because  of  his  asso- 

ciation with  revolutionary  politics.  Ar. 

nights,  in  the  sleeping-shack,  he  would  lead 
his  comrades  in  singing  Finnish  hymns  and 

folk-songs.  Their  voices  were  full  of  sweet- 
ness and  melody,  but  the  competition  of  the 

"Merry  Widow"  waltz,  ground  out  night 
after  night  on  the  accordion  by  a  French- 
Canadian,  rather  spoiled  the  effect. 

If  William  of  Wykeham  was  right  and 

"manners  makyth  man,"  then  the  palm  must 
be  conceded  to  these  Finns  and  Russians. 

They  are  delightful  folk  to  live  with,  for 
they  are  gifted,  not  only  with  a  graceful 
outward  courtesy,  but  with  a  most  delicate 
and  thoughtful  consideration  for  others.  The 
Russians  especially  are,  as  a  rule,  unselfish 
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to  the  point  of  being  unpractical.  Their 
property  seems  to  them  to  be  something  to 

give  away.  I  remember  an  Irishman  com- 
ing to  a  camp  with  only  the  clothes  he  stood 

up  in,  and  those  ragged  as  Falstaff's  regi- 
ment. Several  Russians  consulted  together 

and  gave  him  everything  he  needed — one,  a 
pair  of  boots;  another,  overalls;  a  third, 
socks  and  underclothes,  and  so  forth,  until 
he  was  fully  provided.  And  they  picked 
out,  not  the  worst,  but  the  best  articles  they 
possessed.  They  knew  the  man  could  have 
got  all  he  needed  on  credit  at  the  camp  store, 
but  they  did  not  want  him  to  start  working 
heavily  handicapped  by  debt.  It  was  not  the 
gift  of  the  clothes  that  impressed  me,  for 

railroaders  of  all  nationalities  are  often  gen- 
erous in  that  matter  to  one  another — it  was 

the  delicacy  with  which  they  were  given,  as 
if  the  benefactors  were  the  beneficiaries. 

The  Swedes  bear  the  name  of  being  the 
best  of  the  foreign  railroaders,  and  they  are 
certainly  splendid  workers.  They  seem  to 
never  tire,  and  they  are  fertile  of  ingenious 
devices  for  pushing  the  work  along  quickly. 

They  usually  work  together  in  "station 
gangs,"  as  do  most  of  the  other  foreigners. 
The  "station  gang"  is  a  curious  institution, 
which  most  business  men  would  consider  to 

be  opposed  to  all  business  principles.  A  sub- 
contractor under  the  construction  company 

lets  out  a  certain  number  of  "stations"  of 

his  work  (a  "station"  is  a  hundred  yards) 
on  a  second  sub-contract  to  a  gang  of  work- 

men. They  have  no  capital  wherewith  to 
undertake  it,  and  are  asked  to  furnish  none. 

They  may  be  as  poor  as  Job  after  his  calam- 
ities, but  they  can  take  a  contract  involving, 

perhaps,  many  thousands  of  dollars.  The 
sub-contractor  supplies  them  on  credit  with 
all  necessary  stores,  provisions,  tools,  and 

horses;  and  they  build  their  own  "shack" 
close  to  their  work,  unless  it  happens  to  be 
near  enough  to  his  camp  to  enable  them  to 

board  there.  The  "station  man"  occupies  a 
dignified  and  independent  position  in 
the  world  of  labor  that  would  seem 

idyllic  to  an  English  workingman. 

He  is  not  merely  a  piece-worker.  He 

has  no  "boss";  he  is  a  contractor  who  can 
do  his  work  how  he  likes  and  when  he  likes. 

It  is  all  "up  to  him."  If  he  works  hard, 
has  fairly  good  luck  with  weather  and  dyna- 

mite shots,  and  keeps  his  bill  for  stores  down 

to  a  moderate  figure,  he  may  finish  his  con- 
tract with  a  "stake"  three  or  four  times  as 

large  as  he  could  earn  by  day  labor.  On 

the  other  hand,  he  may  end  several  months' 
work  with  practically  nothing  to  draw.  A 
gang  of  Galicians  worked  on  a  station  job 
for  over  nine  months  and  had  only  seven 
dollars  apiece  at  the  finish.  An  Englishman, 

working  alone  on  a  muskeg  contract — mus- 
keg is  waterlogged  moss  and  roots,  which 

has  to  be  dug  up  and  graded — made  over 
six  hundred  dollars  in  less  than  four  months, 

after  paying  a  heavy  bill  for  clothing  and 
stores. 

Most  of  the  foreigners  are  working  with 
a  serious  purpose  in  view.  1  hey  want  to 

make  a  big  "stake"  and  then  sertle  down 
to  a  business  or  a  farm,  or  perhaps  start,  in 

a  small  way,  as  railroad  sub-contractors 
themselves.  A  considerable  number  have 

succeeded  in  this  last  ambition.  Again  ex- 

cepting the  Italians,  there  is  a  general  inten- 
tion to  settle  either  in  Canada  or  the  United 

States;  the  expatriates  of  Europe  have  no 
desire  to  return.  As  for  the  Italians,  their 

aims  were  tersely  expressed  by  one  of  them 

who  told  me:  "I  maka  six — seven  hunderi 
dollar.  Then  I  go  back  to  Italy,  be  big 

man  in  my  village.  Taka  wine-shop,  buy  a 

farm;  all  de  peoples  look  up  to  me." 
The  Canadians,  Britishers  and  Ameri- 

cans, on  the  contrary,  are  generally  reckless 
fellows  who  have  knocked  about  the  world 

a  good  deal,  competent  workmen  who  can 
make  money  all  right,  but  cannot  keep  it 

once  they  get  with;n  reach  of  the  s.iloons  in 
town.  The  commonest  tale  one  hears  in  a 

camp  is  how  "So-and-so  got  hoary-eyed 
drunk  in  Port  Arthur,  and  they  rolled  him 

(z.  e.,  robbed  him)  for  five  hundred  dol- 
lars." The  Swedes  are  usually  steady  folk, 

but  I  worked  last  summer  under  a  Swedish 
foreman  who  had  a  painful  experience.  VW 

called  him  "Big  Charlie,"  for  he  stood 
nearly  seven  feet  high,  and  was  the  most 

powerful  man  I  ever  met.  We  went  out 

together  to  Nipigon,  and  at  the  paymaster's office  I  saw  that  he  had  over  seven  hundred 

dollars,  with  his  pay  and  his  poker  winnings, 

for  he  was  an  inveterate  gambler,  like  most 

railroaders.  Less  than  a  week  after  we 

parted,  I  met  him  in  Port  Arthur,  and  he 

greeted  me  with : 

"Say,  boy,  got  the  price  of  a  drink?" "What!     Is  it  as  bad  as  that?"  I  asked. 

"Sure  thing!     I  not  got  a  dime." 
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"How's  that?  You  had  all  kinds  of 

money." 
"Night  'fore  last  I  guess  they  doped  me 

an'  went  t'rough  me  for  every  last  cent." 
As  he  admitted  himself,  Big  Charlie 

ought  to  have  known  better,  for  he  was  a 
policeman  in  Chicago  several  years.  If  that 
does  not  teach  a  man  to  beware  of  the 

wiles  of  the  wicked,  what  will? 

I  have  read  many  stories  in  which  rail- 
roaders are  represented  as  being  desperate 

and  quarrelsome  folk,  but  I  have  not  found 
them  so.  The  men  of  various  nationalities 

live  together  in  remarkable  amity  and  good- 
fellowship.  Indeed,  during  nine  months  of 

railroading  in  seven  camps,  I  have  only  wit- 
nessed one  fight.  That  one  is  worth  record- 

ing, because  it  illustrates  our  code  of  honor 
in  settling  disputes. 
Two  young  fellows  came  into  the  camp 

one  summer  afternoon,  suffering  badly  from 
the  effects  of  a  prolonged  debauch.  They 
had  finished  their  last  bottle  of  whiskey  on 
the  way,  and  were  still  half  drunk  and 

wholly  ill-tempered.  They  tried  to  quarrel 
with  everybody  they  met,  but  we  are  used 
to  such  cases,  and  only  told  them  to  soak 
their  heads  and  lie  down  until  they  felt 
better.  Instead  of  taking  this  good  advice, 

they  started  fighting  over  the  serious  ques- 
tion, who  drank  the  bigger  part  of  that  last 

bottle?  One  was  slightly  stabbed  in  the  arm 
with  a  penknife.  Howling  like  a  maniac, 
he  rushed  into  the  cook-shack  and  snatched 

up  the  cook's  cleaver.  Murder  might  have 
been  done,  but  the  cook,  armed  with  a 
broom,  pelted  after  him,  knocked  him  down, 
and  recovered  the  dangerous  weapon. 

"Let  'em  kill  each  other,  if  they  like,"  he 
growled,  "but  it's  damned  cheek  to  take  my 

cleaver." The  fight  shifted  to  the  back  of  the  shack, 

where  I  happened  to  be  splitting  some  cord- 

wood.  One  of  the  combatants  said,  "Lend 
me  your  axe.  I  want  to  kill  a  man."  When 
I  refused  he  seized  a  shovel.  I  knocked 
him  down  with  a  billet  of  wood,  and  took  it 
away  from  him.  By  this  time  a  crowd  had 

gathered,  and  the  "walking  boss"  came  up 
to  see  what  was  the  matter. 

"Let  them  fight  it  out,"  he  said  to  Big 
Charlie,  "but  see  there's  no  scragging  or 
kicking.  I  won't  mix  up  in  the  affairs.  If 
I  do,  I  may  have  to  fire  them  both  before 

they've  started  work." 
"You  boys  get  into  it  wid  your  fists,"  the 

Swedish  giant  ordered.    "De  first  dat  kicks, 

1  yoost  give  hell  to  him  mineself." 
They  started,  but  they  had  no  more  idea 

of  the  "noble  art"  than  a  mule.  They 
tried  frantically  to  kick  one  another  in  the 
stomach  and  to  throttle.  With  an  oath 

Big  Charlie  grasped  one  in  each  mighty 
hand  and  lifted  them  clear  of  the  ground, 
knocked  their  beads  together,  and  flung 

them  down.  It  was  the  most  striking  ex- 
hibition of  physical  strength  I  have  wit- 

nessed. 

Their  own  quarrel  forgotten  for  the 
moment,  they  rushed  at  him.  Laughing 

joyously,  he  met  the  first  with  a  crashing 
uppercut  on  the  point  of  the  jaw  and  laid 
him  senseless  on  the  ground.  In  a  moment 

the  second  was  stretched  beside  him,  weep- 
ing piteously  with  the  pain  of  a  broken 

nose. 

"By  de  Yoomping  Mackinaw!"  yelled 
Charlie,  using  his  favorite  expletive,  "I  io 
dis  to  any  son-of-a-gun  what  don'  fight  fair. 
If  dere's  any  dirty  work  in  dis  camp,  yo»st 

call  me  to  take  a  hand." 
We  all  endorsed  Charlie's  action.  Fair, 

clean  fighting,  if  fighting  there  must  he, 
is  the  rule  of  every  construction  camp. 
But  to  what  country  do  you  suppose  the 
two  offenders  belonged  ?  Alas  for  our  pride ! 
they  were  not  part  of  the  alien  invasion ; 

they  did  not  belong  to  "the  criminal  scum 
of  Europe,  ever  ready  to  use  the  knife." 
They  were  Scotch-Canadians.  And  the  de- 

spised "Dagoes"  and  "Squareheads"  were 
shocked  by  their  conduct. 

In  spite  of  our  isolation,  we  railroaders 
are  not  entirely  deprived  of  the  means  of 
grace.  Now  and  again  a  parson  wanders 
into  the  camp,  holds  a  service,  and  takes 
up  a  collection.  It  is  the  unwritten  rule 
among  us  that  every  man  shall  give  not  less 

than  fifty  cents.  "You  can't  expect  the 
man  to  come  all  this  way  and  work  for  no- 

thing"— that  is  the  feeling.  The  same  fair- 

mindedness  constrains  us  to  "give  him  a 
show"  by  attending  the  service  in  force, 
whatever  may  be  the  denomination  he  re- 

presents. I  verily  believe  that  even  a  M»r. 
mon  or  a  Moslem  would  receive  a  respect- 

ful hearing  and  the  usual  offertory.  A  min- 
ister of  the  Swedish  Lutheran  Chureh 

visited  a  camp  at  which  I  was  staying,  and 

preached  in  Swedish.  Of  course,  the 
Swedes   were   especially   delighted,   but  we 
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all  went.  Russians,  Italians,  Americans, 

French-Canadians,  and  all,  we  listened  to  a 
long-winded  sermon  in  a  foreign  tongue, 
with  faces  as  intelligent  and  appreciative  as 
we  could  make  them,  and  at  the  close  cheer- 

fully subscribed  our  dollars  and  half  dollars. 
I  knew  only  one  man  who  refused  either 

to  go  to  service  or  to  pay  up.  A  young 
Church  of  England  parson  had  come  to  our 

camp  and  was  to  hold  evensong  in  the  cook- 
shack  after  supper. 

"Are  you  going,  Cockney?"  I  asked  a 
young  Londoner  who  held,  with  some 

#thers,  a  contract  for  grading  several  sta- 
tions of  muskeg. 

"No  bloomin'  fear!"  he  replied.  "'E 
won't  get  no  'arf-dollar  out  o'  me.  I  'ave 
to  work  'ard  for  all  I  git.  Let  'im  go  an' 
do  the  sime." 

"So  he  does,"  retorted  an  old  "down- 
east  Yankee."  "D'ye  think  it's  a  soft  con- 

tract for  a  man  to  come  here  and  try  to 

convert  a  lot  of  damned  railroad  stiffs?" 

"Well,  if  'e  wants  the  money  so  bad  I'll 
give  him  a  job  diggin'  muskeg  at  two-fifty  a 
day,"  "Cockney"  said.  "That's  all  'e  can 
look  fer  from  me." 

Somebody  told  this  to  the  clergyman  after 
service,  and  he  came  along  with  us  to  the 

sleeping-shack  and  took  "Cockney"  at  his 
word.  "I'll  earn  your  two  and  a  half  dol- 

lars for  the  Church,"  he  said.  "Cockney" 
tried  to  back  out,  but,  of  course,  we  would 
not  let  him.  It  was  too  good  a  joke  to  lose. 
So,  next  day,  the  parson  toiled  and  sweated 
for  ten  hours  with  shovel  and  wheelbarrow. 

In  the  evening  "Cockney"  and  his  partners 
offered  him  three  dollars,  saying  he  had 
fairly  earned  that  sum. 

"I'm  holding  another  service  this  even- 

ing," he  replied.  "Come  along,  and  put  it 
in  the  plate." 

Everybody  went  to  that  service,  and  the 
collection  broke  all  records.  The  tale  was 

told  up  and  down  the  line  of  construction, 

and  "the  muskeg  parson"  was  a  popular 
hero  at  every  camp  he  visited. 

But  by  far  the  best  missionary  in  my  ex- 
perience was  a  young  Salvation  Army  lassie. 

Standing  up,  clear-eyed  and  fearless,  among 
a  crowd  of  strange  men,  she  astonished  them 
try  some  home  truths. 

"You  earn  your  money  here  like  men," 
she  said,  "and  when  you  have  made  a  stake 
y«u  spend  it  like  dogs  in  Fort  William  and 

Port  Arthur,  ruining  your  bodies  and  souls 

in   vile   dives   like   Paddy   the   Goat's   and 
Blind-Eyed  Mary's.    We  had  a  temperance 
rally  in  those  two  towns,  and  many  of  the 

old  soaks  swore  off  liquor.     But  the  saloon- 

keepers don't  worry  over  that.     They  say 
they  have  four  thousand  men  working  for 

them  on  the  right-of-way  at  Lake  Nipigon 

and   Superior  Junction.     Isn't  that  a  fine 
thing  for  you   to  hear?     When  you   take 

your  time-check  or  the  engineer's  estimate 
of    your   station-job,    you    think   you    have 
made  a  splendid  stake — so  many  hundreds 

of  dollars.     But  you  don't  need  me  to  tell 
you  how  often,  in  a  week  or  two,  all  that 

money   is   in    the   pockets   of   the   whiskey- 
seller  and  his  hangers-on,  and  you  are  walk- 

ing the  streets  without  the  price  of  a  meal 
or  a  bed,  looking  for  an  employment  agent 
to  ship  you  back  to  the  camp. 

"Some  of  you  know  the  tragic  story  of 
the  man  who  hanged  himself  not  far  from 
this  spot  last  winter.     He  had  made  nearly 
a  thousand  dollars  by  a  long  spell  of  steady 

work  on  the  right-of-way.     He  went  out, 
meaning  to  go  back  to  his  home  town,  to 
his  wife  and   family,  and  start  a  business. 
He  never  got  farther  than  Nipigon.     He 

didn't  even  go  to  Port  Arthur  to  blow  in 
his  stake,  as  most  of  you  do.     He  started 

drinking  and  gambling  at  the  first  saloon  he 
struck,  and  kept  it  up  for  three  weeks  until 
all  his  money  was  gone.     Then   he  went 

back  to  camp — to  find  a  letter  telling  him 
that  his  wife  was  sick  and  in  dire  need  of 

money.     In  his  remorse  and  desperation  he 
made  bad  worse  by  hanging  himself  with  a 

strand  of  hay-wire.     There's  a  lesson   for 
some  of  you  young  men!     You  have  the 
chance  of  your  lives  now.     Use  your  money 

and  jour  strength  wisely.     Don't  let  them 
point  at  you  in  town  and  say,  'There  goes 
another  drunken  railroad  stiff!'    You  know 
what  everybody  thinks  of  the  old  soaks.   For 

God's  sake,  don't  be  like  them!" 
Nobody  took  offence  at  this  plain  speak- 
ing— not  even  the  steady  men  who  saved 

their  money  and  did  not  drink.  All  agreed 
that  she  had  hit  the  nail  pretty  fairly  on  the 
head. 

The  work  of  railroad  construction  is  full 

of  danger  in  this  desolate  region,  especially 

during  the  merciless  winter.  The  weather 
is  often  arctic  in  its  rigor.     One  morning 
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last  winter  the  thermometer  recorded  72  de- 

grees below  zero  (Fahr.)  and  then  the  glass 
broke,  so  that  we  do  not  know  how  much 
colder  it  got.  Early  in  November  we  were 
working  in  30  degrees  below  zero.  Cases 
of  frostbite  are  often  dealt  with  in  the  con- 

struction hospital,  established  at  one  of  the 
lake  settlements.  Save  the  teamsters,  very 
few  of  the  men  wear  heavy  clothing;  it  is 
too  hot  when  one  is  working  hard.  A 
woollen  undershirt  and  a  sweater,  a  pair  of 

pants  and  thin  overalls — that  is  the  usual 
rig,  even  in  zero  weather.  The  main  point 
is  to  protect  the  fingers,  toes,  and  ears. 
Three  or  four  pairs  of  socks,  two  pairs  of 
mitts,  and  a  woollen  parka  cap  that  draws 
down  like  a  visor  over  the  face,  leaving  only 

a  small  aperture  for  eyes  and  nose — with 
these  one  may  defy  the  coldest  weather,  even 

though  the  rest  of  one's  clothing  is  quite 
light.  In  a  narrative  of  polar  exploration 

which  I  read  out  in  camp  the  thing  that  sur- 
prised us  most  was  the  extraordinarily 

heavy  clothing  it  seemed  necessary  to  wear. 

Yet  the  temperatures  encountered,  accord- 
ing to  the  statements,  were  not  so  low  as 

men  sometimes  work  in  here. 

The  railroader's  greatest  peril  lies  in  the 
careless  handling  of  dynamite.  It  is  amaz- 

ing how  careless  familiarity  with  that 
treacherous  stuff  makes  many  of  the  older 
hands.  I  have  heard  men  say  that  they 
would  rather  work  in  a  gang  with  a  novice 
handling  the  cartridges,  for  at  least  he 
would  have  a  healthy  respect  for  them.  In 
winter  the  dynamite  freezes  very  quickly, 
and  has  to  be  thawed  before  it  can  be  used. 

This  is  a  dangerous  business,  and  afterwrard 

the  cartridges  are  "tender"  and  much  more 
liable  to  accidental  explosion  than  in  sum- 

mer-time. Over  fifty  men  were  killed  by 

dynamite  along  the  right-of-way  in  1908, 
and  many  others  were  injured.  It  is  safe 
to  say  that  for  every  man  who  suffered,  a 

hundred  had  the  narrowest  of  escapes.  Fif- 
teen Italians  were  killed  or  injured  in  a 

single  explosion  in  a  rock-cut  near  Dryden, 
on  the  line  between  Winnipeg  and  Fort 
William. 

When  you  are  working  in  a  rock-cut,  it  is 
a  fairly  common  experience  to  see  large 
pieces  of  granite  hurling  through  the  air 

within  a  few  feet  of  your  head.  That  "a 
miss  is  as  good  as  a  mile"  is  orthodox  rail- 

roaders'  philosophy.      "If   a   rock  don'  hit 

you,  don'  holler,"  Big  Charley  once  said  to 
me.  "If  he  do  hit  you — well,  den  you 
won't  holler  no  more."  I  was  chatting,  one 
summer  afternoon,  wTith  a  cook  in  a  tent- 
camp.  Suddenly  a  big  rock  crashed  through 
the  canvas  roof  and  smashed  the  table  be- 

tween us  into  splinters,  spoiling  a  fine  bak- 
ing of  bread  that  was  resting  upon  it.  The 

cook  loudly  bewailed  the  lost  bread.  He 
was  too  old  a  railroader  to  even  comment 

upon  his  narrow  escape. 

Work  in  a  rock-cut  is  alwrays  dangerous. 
When  you  are  shifting  masses  of  rock 
weighing  several  hundredweight,  it  is  easy 

to  crush  a  foot  or  a  hand — your  own  or 

somebody  else's.  In  a  cut  in  which  I  re- 
cently finished  work,  there  were  six  acci- 

dents of  this  kind  in  less  than  two  months. 

Here,  again,  long  usage  engenders  careless- 
ness. I  have  often  seen  men  stand  non- 

chalantly under  a  tottering  mass  of  stone, 
and  jump  clear  at  the  last  second  as  the 
stuff  fell.  I  congratulated  myself  on  having 

secured  safer  employment  when  I  transfer- 
red from  the  rock-cut  to  a  clay  burrow-pit, 

where  only  spade  and  mattock  had  to  be 
used.  But  on  the  very  first  day  I  went 

there  I  had  the  narrowest  escape  in  my  ex- 
perience. We  were  shifting  a  heavy  dump- 

car,  and  it  tilted  clean  over,  knocking  me 
down.  In  falling  I  just  managed  to  roll 
out  of  the  way,  escaping  with  a  badly  bruised 
arm.  A  foot  nearer  and  I  would  have  been 

under  the  car,  crushed  to  death.  Hardly  a 
day  passes  by  without  somebody  having  a 
narrow  escape  of  losing  life  or  limb. 
The  danger  from  wild  animals  is  not 

great,  although  the  woods  swarmed  with 

them  before  the  clearing  of  the  right-of-way 

by  axe  and  fire  wras  commenced.  The  fre- 
quent use  of  dynamite  has  scared  from  our 

neighborhood  most  of  the  creatures  of  the 

wild,  but  the  squirrels  and  chipmunks  re- 
main to  play  havoc  with  our  stores  of  food. 

One  would  not  have  to  go  far  into  the  bush, 

however,  to  shoot  a  moose,  or,  in  summer- 
time, a  bear.  During  last  summer 

I  worked  in  a  district  where  the  soil  was  all 

fine  sand,  so  that  it  wras  not  necessary  to  use 
any  dynamite.  Game  was  plentiful  enough 
there,  and  more  than  once  I  saw  a  moose 

stalk  majestically  along  the  right-of-way,  as 
if  it  belonged  to  him. 

A  gang  of  station-men  who  lived  in  a 
shack    near    this    camp    had    a    distressing 
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experience  with  a  bear.  A  teamster  left  a 
load  of  provisions  outside  their  hut  and, 
driving  past  the  place  where  they  were 
working,  told  them  to  send  a  man  to  carry 
the  stuff  inside.  A  little  Londoner,  nick- 

named "Shorty,"  volunteered  for  the  task. 
What  followed  had  better  be  told  in  his  own 
words. 

"When  I  got  round  the  bend  o'  the  trail 
an'  sees  the  shack,  I  near  'ad  a  fit.     There 
was  a  bloomin'  big  black  bear  right  in  front 
o'  the  door,  with  'is  blessed  nose  shoved  in 
a  tub  o'  butter  'e  'ad  knocked  open.   Blimey! 
but  'e  looked  a  picture  with  the  butter  all 

over  his  mug.    I  tell  you,  'e  was  fair  playin' 
'okey-pokey  with  our  grub.     Bacon,  flour, 

prunes,   pertaters,   an'  syrup — 'e'd  got   'em 
all  mixed  up  together  on  the  ground  so  's 
you  could   'ardly  tell  t'other   from  which. 
Fust  of  all,  I  was  madder'n  'ell  to  see  our 
stuff  spoiled,  so  I  goes  up  to  'im  an'  yells, 
'Scat!'     'E  looks  up,  inquirin'  like,  an'  we 
eyes  each  other  fer  a  minute.    Then  'e  sez, 
'Gr-r-r-r!'  quite  nasty,  an'  walks  my  way." 

"And  what  did  you  do  then?" 
"Wot  'ud  you  do?"  with  infinite  scorn. 

"If   you'd   bin   there,   matey,   you  couldn't 
'ave  seen  my  'eels  fur  dust,  I  ran  that  fast." 

"What  did  your  gang  do  when  you  got 
back  and  told  them  about  it?" 

"They  'ad  forty-seven  different  ways  o' 
killin'  that  bear,  to  'ear  'em  talk.  One 
feller  said  murderin'  bears  was  'is  'obby,  so 
we  told  'im  to  tike  an  axe  an'  kill  that  one. 

'E  went  along  all  right,  but  'e  soon  come 
back,  lookin'  kind  o'  white  an'  all  out  o' 
breff  with  runnin'.  'E  said  'e  seen  the  bear, 
but  it  wasn't  the  kind  o'  bear  'e  was  in  the 
'abit  o'  killin'.  So  we  waited  till  'Is  Nibs 
skiddooed  back  to  the  woods,  an'  it  was  pre- 

cious little  good  our  grub  was  to  us  arter 

'e'd  done  with  it." 
Our  life  on  the  right-of-way  is  strenuous, 

but  simple.  In  summer,  fishing,  canoeing, 
and  swimming  form  agreeable  diversions 

after  the  day's  toil  under  a  hot  sun ;  in  the 
winter  there  is  little  save  work,  eating,  and 

sleeping.  The  nights  are  often  strangely 
beautiful,  with  brilliant  moonlight  making 
the  snow-covered  ground  scintillate  as  if  it 
were  encrusted  with  diamonds ;  or  with  the 

weird  and  gorgeous  pyrotechny  of  the 

"Northern  Lights,"  as  the  Canadians  call 
the  aurora  borealis.  But,  except  for  an  oc- 

casional trip  to  another  camp,  the  men  pre- 

fer  to  stay  near   the  red-hot  stove   in   the 
centre  of  the  shack,  rather  than  admire  the 

beauties  of  the  night.     Talking  "shop"   is 
their   chief   diversion,    but   sometimes    they 
swap  yarns  of  strange  adventures  in  many 
lands  and  seas.     There  is  usually  a  poker 
game  going  on  for  plugs  of  tobacco,  or  a 
game  of  bridge  for  love.     I  introduced  the 
latter  into  several  camps,  and  it  has  become 

immensely  popular.     Curiously  enough,  the 
men  do  not  regard  it  as  a  medium  for  gamb- 

ling;   I  have  never  seen  them  play   it  for 
money.    Any  stray  newspapers  or  magazines 
are  eagerly  devoured  and  passed  from  hand 
to  hand   until   they   fall   in   pieces.      Most 

camps  are  lamentably  short  of  reading  mat- 
ter.   The  only  books  in  the  shack  in  which 

I  am  now  living  are  Sir  Gilbert  Parker's 
"Seats    of     the    Mighty,"    Jules    Verne- 
"Round  the  World  in  Eighty  Days,"  and 
"The  Original  Gypsy  For  tune-Teller."  The 
last  is,  by  all  odds,  the  most  popular,  espe- 

cially with  the  French-Canadians. 
Among  the  many  civilized  pleasures  which 

must  be  foregone  on  the  right-of-way,  per- 

haps the  greatest  is  women's  society.     You 
rarely  see  a  woman  in  a  camp.     The  con- 

tractors and  engineers,  who  are  in  a  position 
to  bring  their  wives,  do  not  care,  as  a  rule, 
to  expose  them  to  the  loneliness  and  rigor 

of  the  life.     "I  have  not  spoken  to  an  edu- 

cated lady  for  over  three  years,"  one  of  the 
engineers  told  me.     The  few  women  who 

are  here  are  treated  with  the  greatest  defer- 
ence   by    the    men,    especially    the    hospital 

nurses.    A  Belgian  station-man  created  con- 
sternation by  bringing  his  wife  to  his  shack 

and  letting  her  dig  muskeg,  side  by  side  with 
him,  day  after  day.     Everybody  said  it  was 
not  fit  work  for  a  woman,  which  was  quite 

true.      But    the    young    Belgian    girl    only- 
laughed,  and  retorted  that  she  would  rather 
work  with  her  husband   than  wait  weary 
months  for  him  in  town. 

Talking  of  women,  there  was  an  Indian 
squaw  who  interested  me  deeply  when  I 
was  in  camp  on  the  White  Sand  River  last 
summer.  She  would  paddle  down  the  river 

two  or  three  times  a  week  in  a  birch-bark 
canoe  to  our  cook-shack,  accompanied  by  her 

little  daughter  and  a  "-husky"  dog  who 
looked  three  parts  wolf.  She  washed  aprons 

for  the  cook  and  his  two  "cookees,"  and  was 
paid  in  food  and  tobacco.  Her  English 

seemed  to  be  confined  to  the  words  "God- 
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dam  good!"  which  she  said  whenever  any- 
thing was  given  to  her.  The  little  girl 

would  not  speak  at  all,  but  watched  our 
every  action  with  the  furtive,  apprehensive 
look  of  the  wild  creatures  of  the  woods  she 
knew  so  well.  She  used  to  wander  onto 

the  right-of-way  and  gaze  with  dark,  fath- 
omless eyes  at  the  wheeled  scrapers  as  they 

devoured  hills  of  sand  and  made  the  grade. 
We  often  wanted  to  pet  her,  for  she  was  a 

little  forest  beaut)  of  a  delicacy  and  grace 
rare  indeed  among  the  Canadian  Indians. 
But  she  would  have  none  of  our  coaxing. 

We  were  alien — remote — plainly  hostile  to 
all  her  sentiments  ami  dreams.  I  am  sure 

she  deemed  us  barbarians  who  were  invad- 

ng  and  despoiling  her  sylvan  domain.  What 

will  she  think  when  the  trains  are  running, 
and  farms  and  settlements  spring  up  in  the 
forest  that  is  her  world  ? 

When  I  first  started  railroading  I  only 
meant  to  put  in  a  few  weeks  at  it  for  the 
sake  of  an  experience;  but  the  fascination  of 
the  life  has  held  me  to  it  month  after  month, 
and  is  still  as  powerful  as  ever.  It  is  a 

splendidly  healthy  life.  One  eats  enormous- 
i\  .ind  sleeps  better  in  a  bunk  filled  with 

balsam  boughs  than  in  the  "Royal  Suite"  at 
the  St.  Regis.  It  is  true  that  a  man  used  to 

"all  that  ever  went  with  evening  dress"  may 
long  now  and  then  for  the  fieshpots  of  Egypt 

— for  the  lights  of  the  "Great  White  Way," 
the  society  of  club  and  ballroom — but  the 
feeling  soon  passes.  There  is  always  the 

daj  *s  work  to  occupy  brain  and  hand. 
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USTWICK,  Lawler 
and  I  landed  at  the 

wharf  of  the  Bunt- 
M  ,M.-A\  zen     Lake     hydro- 

electric generating 
station  on  the 
North  Arm  of 
Burrard  Inlet  in 

the  grey  -  eyed 
morning,  and  we 
were  there  until  4 

o'clock.  We  were 
not  conducted 

around  the  plant 
by  engineers  in  charge  of  the  station,  as 

visitors  generally  are.  The  engineers  didn't 
know  we  were  there,  and  if  they  had  they 

would  not  have  looked  up  from  their  blue- 
prints to  notice  us,  or  have  taken  the  trouble 

to  conduct  us  anywhere.  What  the  re- 
viewer of  a  Western  novel  said  about  the 

book,  "No  man  in  the  tale  wears  a  collar," 
was  true  in  our  case.  We  looked  exactly 
like  the  rest  of  the  crowd  of  men  who  landed 

from  the  North  Arm  boat  that  morning,  and 
who  had  come  from  Vancouver  looking  for 
work  in  the  Coquitlam  tunnel. 
The  Lake  Buntzen  power  plant  is  the 

principal  source  of  power  of  the  British 
Columbia  Electric  Railroad.  It  is  situated 

in  a  place  where  the  greater  part  of  the 

country  stands  on  edge  in  the  air,  and  to  get 

from  the  generating  station  to  the  Coquit- 

lam tunnel  you  have  to  climb  a  trail  which 
leans  like  a  ladder  against  the  side  of  a 
mountain  4,000  feet  high. 

The  first  thing  you  are  aware  of  when 
you  land  is  a  long,  low  building  constructed 
of  great  blocks  of  cemented  stone  and  III  led 
with  strong,  dark  noise.  We  looked  through 
the  windows  and  saw  a  long  row  of  big 
turbines  and  generators  in  their  painted  iron 

shells,  each  marked  with  a  letter  of  the  al- 
phabet. They  have  used  up  the  alphabet 

from  A  to  S,  and  they  are  adding  to  the 
length  of  the  building  to  make  room  for  the 
rest  of  the  letters.  When  they  come  to  Z,  I 
suppose  the  station  will  be  finished. 

Behind  the  station  where  the  bright  ma- 
chines thunder  together  like  the  roll  of  surf 

on  long  beaches,  the  big  black  pipes,  called 

penstocks,  that  bring  the  water  from  Lake 
Buntzen,  creep  down  the  mountain  like  fat 
serpents.  If  you  look  through  the  g 
tell-tale  window  in  the  side  of  a  spinning 

turbine  you  can  get  an  idea  of  the  mighty 
force  of  this  power  that  runs  down  hill. 
You  can  see  the  solid  stream  shooting  from 

a  pipe-nozzle  and  striking  the  spoon-like 
fins  of  the  water-wheel  with  the  velocity  and 
the  collision  of  a  projectile. 

We  climbed  the  shaded  trail.  If  was  a 

morning  of  sleep)  warm  air,  smelling  of 
scented  trees.  We  ascended  above  the  houses 

that  stick  to  the  mountain-side,  and  looked 
down  upon  their  roofs  and  the  roofs  of  the 
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rubber  high-water  boots  followed  it.     I* 
wet    in    the    tunnel.      Once    in    eve: 

weeks,    when    they   let   the   water   thr', 
from  Coquitlam  Lake  to  fill  up  Lake  Bunt- 
zen,  the  tunnel  is  almost  filled  with  liquid. 
Lake  Coquitlam  is  a  much  larger  lake  than 
Lake   Buntzen.      It   has   an   area  of    2 

-    and   a   drainage   area   of    100   square 
■-.     It  is  a  mountain  lake,  positioned  in 
:resque  and  beautiful  surroundings,  and 

plentifully  supplied  by  melting  glaciers.     A 
dam  kee  waters  at  a  constant 

:  1j  antzen  Lake. 

A  lattice  or  grille  made  .of  timbers  and 

planks  at  the  tunnel  mouth  took  all  our  at- 
tention for  five  minu^.  It  reen 

ating  :ke  the  thin^  in  a  whale's  throat 
that  keeps  the  animal  from  swa  g  any 

but  small  fish.     I*-   isef  ill                   rain  the 
ter  that  comes  through  the  tunnel, 

thev  should  want  to  strain  it  I  do  not  kr 
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night  before  by  the  glimmering  electricity 
now  filled  the  camp  street.  In  the  tunnel 
the  work  goes  on  day  and  night  and  every 
day  in  the  year.  There  is  something  strange 

about  these  men.  They  are  robust  but  nerv- 
ous. Go  up  to  a  tunnel  worker,  and  whis- 

per in  his  ear  and  he  will  jump  out  of  his 
skin.  Tunnel  work  wears  a  man  out  nerv- 
ously. 

After  being  "stepped  up"  in  a  transformer 
house  at  the  station,  the  Buntzen  Lake 

"power"  is  sent  in  enormous  voltage  to  the 
sub-stations  in  Vancouver  and  other 
places  where  it  is  needed.  In  these 

sub-stations  it  is  reduced  to  the  voltage  re- 
quired for  the  various  circuits.  The  main 

high-tension  line  crosses  Burrard  Inlet  at 
Barnet,  another  line  at  the  Second  Narrows, 
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A  LONG  TRAIN  OK  STEEL,  CARS 

and  another  crosses  the  Fraser  River  to  sup- 
ply Ladner  and  the  Delta  country. 

Until  a  few  years  ago  the  comparatively 

trifling  steam-driven  generators  of  the  power 
station  on  Barnard  street,  just  west  of 

Westminster  avenue,  supplied  all  the  cur- 
rent needed  by  the  British  Columbia  Elec- 

tric Railway  on  the  mainland.  A  compari- 
son between  this  modest  plant  and  the  enor- 

mous plant  at  Lake  Buntzen  denotes  the 

progress  made  by  Vancouver  and  the  sur- 
rounding country  over  which  the  great  rail- 

way company,  which  has  grown  up  with 
the  city  and  country,  has  spread  its  steel 
lattice  of  efficient  transportation.  Within  a 

short  time,  it  is  said,  as  much  as  fifty  thous- 
and horse-power  will  be  generated  at  Lake 

Buntzen.     But  the  "B.  C.  Electric"  has  a 

vaster  power  scheme  than  even  Lake  Bunt- 
zen, which  has  as  its  ultimate  aim  the  de- 

velopment of  over  100,000  horse-power  of 
electrical  energy  in  the  Chilliwack  Valley. 

This  great  project  involves  the  driving  of 
two  hydraulic  tunnels,  one  nearly  two  miles 
long,  and  the  other  over  five  miles  in  length, 
as  well  as  flumes  and  pipes  for  leading  the 

waters  of  Jones  and  Chilliwack  Lakes  the 

long  distance  which  they  must  traverse 
in  order  to  bring  them  to  the  proposed 

power  station  on  the  Fraser  River.  The 
expansion  of  the  British  Columbia  Electric 

Railway  Company  is  of  absorbing  interest, 
not  only  to  British  Columbians,  but  to 

everyone  interested  in  the  growth  of  great 
enterprises. 
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On  the  Way  to  Steamboat 

By  J.    L.    K..    Johnson 

IN  a  province  such  as  British  Colum
bia, 

the  wealth  of  whose  natural  resources 

can  scarcely  be  even  estimated  as  yet, 
scarcely  a  year  can  go  by  without  the 

discovery  of  some  great  new  source  of  nat- 
ural wealth  within  its  borders.  Last  year 

was  the  year  of  Stewart's  "mountain  of 
gold."  The  finds  that  were  made  in  the 
Portland  Canal  district  were  greatly  exag- 

gerated, it  is  true,  but  there  is  no  doubt  that 

the  district  will  prove  an  immensely  valu- 
able one  to  the  province  at  large. 

It  seems  that  the  year  1911  will  be  the 
year  of  the  Steamboat  mountain  district.1 
Very  rich  finds  have  been  made  in  the 
neighborhood  of  this  mountain,  it  is  said, 
and  the  area  over  which  the  finds  have 

been  spread  is  a  very  large  one.  It  is  to  be 
hoped  that  whatever  finds  may  be  made  in 

the  district  this  summer,  no  "mountain  of 
gold"  stories  will  be  circulated  in  the  east 
and  in  the  Old  Country. 

Whatever  may  be  the  ultimate  route  by 
which  the  new  camp  will  be  reached,  at  the 
present  time  the  only  feasible  route  is  by 
way  of  Hope.  Later  on  there  may  be  other 
ways  of  entrance  to  the  new  field;  in  fact, 
there  probably  will  be  by  way  of  Chilliwack 
at  any  rate.  But  for  this  summer,  at  all 
events,  practically  all  the  traffic  making  for 
Steamboat  mountain  and  the  surrounding 
district  must  go  by  way  of  Hope.  This 
route  has  many  advantages.  It  is  on  the 
main  line  of  the  C.  P.  R.  and  it  has  the 

new  line  of  the  Canadian  Northern,  now 
under  construction,  also  passing  through  the 
town.  Again  there  is  direct  communication 
by  water  with  Chilliwack,  although  there  is 
no  regular  boat  covering  this  route.  No 
doubt,  however,  if  the  camp  amounts  to 
as  much  as  it  is  said  it  will,  something  will 
be  done  to  facilitate  communication  with 

Hope  by  means  of  the  Fraser  river — in  fact, 
it  is  rumored  already  that  arrangements  are 
under  way  for  regular  boats. 

However  that  may  be,  a  great  deal  of  at- 
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tention  wTill  be  attracted  to  Hope  in  the  next 
few  months,  since  it  will  be  the  point  from 
which  all  must  start  for  the  camps. 

Steamboat  mountain  itself  lies  thirty-six 
miles  to  the  southeast  of  Hope.  At  this  sea- 

son of  the  year  it  is  possible  to  make  the 
trip  from  Vancouver  to  the  camp  and  back 

again  within  a  wTeek  without  much  trouble. 
Even  if  the  Steamboat  camp  should  peter 

out  this  season,  Hope  has  a  right  to  the  at- 
tention of  the  world  as  one  of  the  most 

beautifully-situated  fowns  in  the  whole  pro- 
vince of  British  Columbia — and  that  means 

that  it  is  indeed  beautiful. 

Getting  off  at  the  little  wayside  station  on 
the  C.  P.  R.,  it  is  necessary  to  cross  the 
Fraser  river  and  then  walk  about  a  mile  be- 

fore the  town  itself  is  reached.  The  ferry 
charge  is  slightly  expensive.  The  regular 
charge  is  25  cents  per  head,  and  for  a  trunk 

the  charge  is  $1.00 — and  this  for  a  journey 
of  about  fifty  yards  in  a  small  scow  attached 

to  an  antiquated  gasoline  launch.  The  in- 
habitants are  beginning  to  show  some  signs 

of  "kick"  against  the  prices  charged  on  the 
ferry,  which  has  a  monopoly  across  the 
river,  although  it  is  admitted  that  it  is  fair 
enough  that  a  heavy  fare  should  be  charged 

considering  the  fact  that  the  place  is  some- 
what out  of  the  usual  run  of  ferryboats  and 

such  commodities. 

THE  PERKY  AT  HOPE 



A    ROAD   HOUSE THE  CANVAS  SUBURB  OF  HOPE 

As  soon  as  the  townsite  is  reached,  a  mag- 
nificent panorama  of  great  mountain  peaks 

is  spread  out  before  the  visitor.  All  round 

the  little  hollow  great  stolid  timber-covered 
mountains  shut  in  the  town,  while  away  up 
at  the  head  of  the  Coquahalla  creek  stands  a 

mighty  snow-clad  peak  rearing  its  head  over 
seven  thousand  feet  towards  the  sky.  The 
scenery  from  the  centre  of  the  townsite  in 
every  direction  is  superb.  The  little  valley 

does  not  seem  to  be  stifled  by  the  close  prox- 
imity of  the  mountains.  There  is  plenty  of 

level  space,  and  the  sun  does  not  have  to 
wait  till  near  noon  before  he  can  shed  his 

rays  into  the  centre  of  the  town,  and  he 
is  visible  till  late  in  the  evening  down  the 
valley  of  the  Fraser  river. 

Up  to  the  present  time  the  beauty  of  the 
place  does  not  seem  to  have  attracted  as 
much  attention  as  might  have  been  expected. 

Those  people  who  are  raising  the  "canvas" 
town  of  Hope  at  such  a  rapid  rate  did  not 
go  in  there  to  admire  the  scenery.  There 
are  now  about  three  hundred  people  all  told 
in  Hope.  Coquahalla  hotel  is  taxed  each 

night  to  its  capacity,  while  the  "canvas" 
hotel — the  Pullman — has  all  it  can  do  as 
well    to   accommodate    the   prospectors   and 

others  who  arrive  daily.  Later  on  the  new 
$12,000  hotel  will  be  opened  and  by  that 

time  there  will  be  great  need  for  it.  Build- 
ings are  going  up  every  day.  Most  of  them 

are  built  of  lumber  up  to  about  four  feet 
from  the  floor,  and  above  that  the  material 

used  is  canvas.  But  few  people  are  attempt- 
ing to  get  all  the  way  into  Steamboat  moun- 

tain as  yet.  Pack  trains  can  go  in  as  far 

as  Twenty-one  Mile  roadhouse  now,  but  the 
trail  is  getting  in  a  bad  condition  as  a  result 
of  the  early  spring  sun.  For  five  miles  out 
of  Hope  there  is  good  going.  A  wagon 
could  be  driven  over  the  trail  as  far  as  that. 

But  after  that  point,  as  soon  as  the  valley  of 
the  Nicolume  narrows  down  and  the  trail 
recrosses  to  the  south  side  of  the  creek,  the 

snow  begins  to  get  bad.  For  a  distance  of 

some  five  or  six  miles  beyond  the  five-mile 
point  there  is  probably  three  or  four  feet  of 
snow  on  the  ground,  and  beyond  thar  again 
it  gets  deeper  still  as  the  trail  rises  into  the 
mountains. 

One  meets  strange  people  on  the  trail  to 

a  new  gold  camp.  Prospectors  are  a  race  of 
men  by  themselves  almost,  with  their  own 
customs,  their  own  code  of  honor  and  their 
own  habits  of  life.     Most  of  them  are  birds 
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oi  passage  who  follow  the  gold  trail  from 
one  camp  to  another,  year  after  year.  Not 
one  in  a  million  makes  a  fortune, 

and     very     few     even     a     competence     in 
return  for  the  hard  life  they  had, 
and  yet  who  can  blame  them  that  they 

follow  such  a  calling?  Compare  the  life  of 
the  average  laboring  man  with  the  life  of  the 
prospector;  go  and  see  them  at  work;  it  is 

not  hard  to  find  out  what  it  is  that  appeals 
to  them  in  the  life.  With  most  of  them  it  is 

"not  the  gold  that  they're  wanting  so  much 
as  just  finding  the  gold."  It  is  the  freedom 
and  the  fresh  mountain  air  and  the  feeling 

oi  peace  instilled  by  the  great  quiet  moun- 
tains and  rushing  mountain  streams  by  the 

trail  that  appeal,  in  a  great  many  cases,  un- 
consciously to  these  men. 

Most  of  those  to  be  met  on  the  Steamboat 

trail  were  up  at  Stewart  last  year.  The 

storekeepers,  too,  in  the  town  of  Hope  were, 

many  of  them,  at  Stewart  during  the  time 
of  the  rush. 

There  is  no  mistaking  the  fact  that  Hope 

intends  to  be  a  town  this  summer.  All  clay 

long,  from  early  morning  till  late  at  night, 
the  sound  oi  hammers  is  heard,  while  within 

half  a  mile  of  the  centre  of  the  townsite  the 

Canadian  Northern  construction  gangs  are 

busy  blasting  in  the  rock  cut  night  and  day. 
Lots  all  over  the  townsite  are  selling  at 
what  seem  to  be  enormous  prices.  Outside 

lots  near  the  ferry,  several  hundred  yards 

from  the  main  portion  of  the  town,  are  be- 
ing held  at  six  and  seven  hundred  dollars 

each,  while  two  thousand  dollars  is  being 
asked  for  several  lots  in  the  centre  of  the 

business  section.  Many  of  those  going  in  to 

open  up  businesses  in  the  town  do  not  feel 

like  paying  such  a  high  price  at  the  start, 
before  the  camp  at  Steamboat  has  had  a 

chance  to  show  what  it  is  really  worth,  and 

these  people  are  renting  sites  for  buildings  at 
the  enormous  rental  of  $1  per  foot  per 
month. 

A  branch  of  the  Royal  Bank  of  Canada 

was  opened  at  Hope  two  weeks  ago.  There 

are  two  hotels  and  there  will  shortly  be  an. 

other  opened  ;  one  bank,  two  general  stores, 

pool  room,  lumber  yard  and  several  other 

places  of  business.  The  town  has  a  police- 
man attached  to  the  provincial  force,  but  the 

town  is  quite  an  orderly  one.  No  one  tries 

to  hold  up  anyone  else,  as  in  some  of  the 
more  civilized  cities  of  the  west,  and  the 

citizens  are  a  go-ahead  crowd  who  mean  to 
make  things  go  without  any  undue  boosting 



Thoroughbreds  and  Others 
By    Garnett   Weston 

O  consider  the  subject 
of  the  interest  taken 
in  an  event  like  the 
\  ancouver  Horse 

Show  it  is  custom- 
ary to  write  of  the 

silky  coats  of  the 
horses,  the  top  hats 
and  the  modish 

garbs  of  the  wo- 
men. A  reporter 

should  be  able  to 

talk  millinery  a  la  Paris  and  know  the  more 
delicate  shadings  of  color  such  as  chrysolite 

or  incarnadine,  never  by  any  chance  de- 
scending to  the  vulgarity  of  green  or  red. 

There  is  another  side  to  the  story  which 
is  hidden  from  general  view.  It  is  the  side 
which  lies  in  the  place  of  stalls  and  harness 
under  the  oval  of  tawny  sand  and  sawdust, 
where  the  horses  are  shown.  While  the 

people  sit  like  human  steps  on  the  benches, 
the  murmur  of  their  applause  comes  faintly 
to  where  the  horses  stand  waiting  in  the 
stalls  and  the  stable  boys  lie  listlessly  about 
on  the  straw.  They  are  a  type  distinctive, 
these  stable  boys  whose  duty  it  is  to  care 
for  the  animals  which  have  cost  their  own- 

ers anywhere  from  one  to  five  thousand 
dollars.  They  think  horse,  talk  horse,  and 

in  time  develop  a  certain  characteristic  ap- 
pearance which  betrays  their  daily  life.  Long 

association  with  the  horse  breeds  a  reticent 

nature.  The  stable  boy  talks  to  you  in  a 
quiet  way  with  an  accompaniment  of  dulled 
sounds  such  as  rustling  straw  and  the  thud 
of  hoofs  as  a  horse  stirs  in  his  stall.  In  a 

plain  wooden  box  near  are  his  personal  be- 
longings and  such  few  things  as  he  cher- 

ishes. If  his  employer  is  a  travelling  exhi- 

bitor, the  "boy"  becomes  a  visitant  of  cities 
from  east  to  west  in  Canada,  the  States  and 
often  Europe  and  Australia. 

While  the  show  is  in  progress  he  is  alter- 
nately busy  and  idle.  Each  event  in  which 

his  employer  enters  a  horse  must  be  prepared 

for.  The  horse  must  look  his  hot,  and  to 
that  end  he  is  combed  and  brushed  until  his 

coat  shines,  wherever  the  high  lights  fall, 
like  seal>kin.  Usually  his  mane  has  little 
ribbons  braided  into  rosettes  close  to  the 

ntxk  and  an  inch  apart.  When  all  is  ready, 

he  is  led  down  the  long  straw-bedded  lane- 
way  behind  the  stalls — where  other  horses 

stamp  and  whinny  eagerly — and  up  to  the 

ground  floor. 
When  the  event  is  called,  the  grooms 

give  the  horses  into  the  keeping  of  the  driv- 
ers or  riders  and  return  to  the  stalls.  Some- 

times they  read  or  they  may  go  outside  to 
roll  and  smoke  a  cigarette  made  of  wheat 
straw  paper  and  powdered  tobacco.  They 
go  outside,  for  the  straw  is  thickly  strewn, 

and  the  black-lettered  signs  "No  Smoking" 
are  uncompromising. 

Meantime  in  the  theatre  above  the  crowds 

watch  the  great  gates  swing  back.  A  Ro- 
man would  expect  chariots  or  gladiator-,  a 

Spaniard  would  look  for  his  cherished  bull- 
fighters. But  the  Ango-Saxon  audience 

waits  only  for  the  thoroughbreds,  with  high- 
lifted  feet  and  pride  emanating  from  every 
.part  of  their  beautiful  bodies.  When  the 
horses  enter  the  ring  they  show  the  results 
of  the  careful  grooming  in  the  stable  below. 
Their  harness  and  equipment  shine  and 

sparkle  in  the  lights.  The  horse  seen, 
know  he  is  the  object  of  thousands  of  e 
There  is  a  something  in  the  air  which 

makes  him  prance  and  arch  his  neck.  Per- 
haps it  is  the  lightness  of  the  track,  for  it  is 

easy  and  springy  to  his  tread.  At  any  rate, 

he  sidesteps  and  acts  just  as  if  he  under- 
stood his  importance  in  the  eyes  of  the  on- lookers. 

Perhaps  the  most  exciting  numbers  of  the 

programmes  were  the  vaulting  and  steeple- 
chasing  events.  When  the  white-suited  at- 

tendants brought  in  the  gates  and  their 
ports,  there  was  always  an  intensifying 
the  interest.  The  hunters  entered  singly, 

and    applause    greeted     them     in     detached 
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gusts  from  little  groups  of  friends.  Usual- 
ly the  horses  were  ridden  up  to  the  bars  to 

allow  them  to  inspect  them.  Then  they 
were  wheeled  and  ridden  to  the  end  of  the 

arena.  The  start  was  made  with  an  easy 

gait,  suddenly  increased  to  a  headlong  gal- 
lop. As  the  horse  approached  the  bars  the 

excitement  was  intense.  The  fore  feet  al- 
ways cleared  the  jump,  but  the  hind  hoofs 

frequently  struck  the  bars  and  brought  them 
down.  When  the  leap  was  over  the  rider 
waited  for  the  rattle  of  the  falling  bars 
which  told  of  failure,  or  the  applause  of  the 

people    which   proclaimed   appreciated   suc- 

cess. Sometimes  when  the  horse  had  taken 
the  allowed  number  of  vaults  he  became 
intoxicated  with  the  excitement  and  bolted, 

taking  gate  after  gate  in  dashing  style  before 
being  finally  pulled  in  by  the  rider.  An 

event  of  this  kind  wTas  invariably  appreciat- 
ed with  much  laughter  and  applause  by  the 

audience.  Not  the  least  interesting  thing 
about  the  show  was  the  audience  itself.  A 

large  body  of  people  is  always  filled  with 
human  interest  for  the  observer  of  types  of 

faces.  Naturally  there  were  a  large  number 

of  Englishmen  present,  trying  to  re-live  for 
a  few  brief  hours   the  happy  days  of  steeple- 
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MRS.  JOHN  P.  McCONNEU,  ON  MR.  McCONNEUL'S  GET-RICH-QUICK,  WINNER  OF  ONE  FIRST. 
SEVEN  THIRDS  AND  A  FOURTH,  IN  THE  SADDLE  AND  HUNTING  CLASSES 

chasing  and  riding  to  hounds  which  form  a 
part  of  the  background  of  the  life  of  every 
Englishman  of  the  middle  and  upper  classes. 
There  were  people  who  had  no  interest 
whatever  in  horses,  and  who  were  present 
to  kill  time  or  to  silence  the  urgings  of 
friends.  There  were  others  whose  every 
expression  showed  a  fine  appreciation  of  the 
qualities  of  the  animals  in  the  ring.  The 
first  show  of  the  Vancouver  Horse  Show 
Association  was  held  in  the  Drill  Hall  in 

1908.  This  year  the  fourth  annual  show 

was  held   under  circumstances  greatly   im- 

proved. Vancouver  has  a  large  number  of 
people  who  are  interested  in  horses,  and  the 

result  is  the  present  Horse  Show  Associa- 
tion. The  growth  of  the  association  in  so 

short  a  time  is  one  of  the  wonders  of  the city. 

This  year  there  were  four  hundred  and 

sixty-five  horses  entered,  just  one  hundred 
and  fifty  more  than  last  year.  This  includ- 

ed every  class  of  horse  from  the  little  Shet- 
land all  the  way  up  the  line  through  the 

various  classes  of  drivers  and  hunters  to  the 

heavy    Clydesdales.      The    quality    of    the 
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horses  is  also  much  improved.  The  enor- 
mous wealth  gathered  into  the  city  of  Win- 

comer  has  made  it  possible  for  horsemen 
to  import  the  best  stock  of  many  breeders. 
The  enthusiasm  was  of  that  clean  nature 

which  always  characterizes  the  real  sports- 
man and  sportswoman.  Session  after  ses- 
sion found  the  boxes  and  seats  filled  with 

people.  One  man,  Mr.  T.  J.  Smith,  had 
over  one  hundred  entries,  which  included 

ten  thoroughbreds  brought  from  the  Old 
Country.  The  entries  from  outside  points 

numbered  one  hundred  and  sixty-four.  A 
tent  holding  thirty-six  stalls  was  erected  on 
Pender  street  near  the  stables  to  hold  the 

surplus  horses  for  which  there  was  no  room 
in   the  main  building. 

The  first  show  in  1 908  occupied  only 
three  days.  This  year  the  show  lasted  from 
Tuesday  until  Saturday,  and  the  interest 
was  kept  at  high  tension  to  the  very  end. 
One  of  the  most  interesting  events  of  the 
show  was  the  manoeuvres  of  the  mounted 

police  force.  Their  smart  drill  was  ap- 
plauded with  appreciation  by  an  audience 

of  riders.  The  chase,  in  which  a  stable- 
box  was  the  fugitive  and  the  police  the  pur- 

suers,   showed    some    excellent    riding     and 

crve  the  audience  some  unusual  excitement. 
The  great  show  finished  on  Saturday 
night,  April  29,  and  thousands  of  people 
who  attended  the  sessions  heaved  a  sigh  of 
regret.  Many  who  went  knew  nothine 
of  horses,  yet  they  appreciated  the  manifest 
beauties  of  the  thoroughbreds.  There  were 
other  thoroughbreds  present  besides  horses, 
for  the  boxes  were  crowded  with  pretty 
women  gowned  with  exquisite  taste,  and  the 

fine,  splendid  horses,  the  clean-limbed  men 
and  handsome  women  together  formed  as 
interesting  a  spectacle  as  one  could  wish  to 
see. 

At  the  close  of  the  show  the  majority  of 
the  stalls  were  emptied,  the  horses  being 
rushed  back  to  their  homes  by  express,  some 
to  Alberta  or  Manitoba,  others  to  places 

across  the  line.  Transportation  costs  hun- 
dreds of  dollars,  and  as  the  prizes  taken  never 

in  any  case  cover  this  necessary  expense,  it  is 
easily  seen  how  great  are  the  enthusiasm  and 
love  of  horses  which  cause  a  man  to  enter 

into  competition  at  so  heavy  expenditure. 

The  show  next  year  will,  by  present  indica- 
tions, be  of  greatly  increased  dimensions. 

Primarily,  however,  it  will  always  be  one 
of  the  big  social  numbers  of  the  vear. 

Old  Jim 
GEORGE    B.    STAFF 

When  Jim,  our  old   horse  died, 
We  all  felt  awful   bad  ; 

For   Sis,   she  cried  an'  cried, 
An'   Mother,  too,   an'  Dad, 

His  eyes  got  kind  of  dim; 

An'  when  he  walked  out  slow 
For  one  last  look  at  him. 

He    whispered    very    low: 

"Good-by,  old  Jim — old  Jim!" 



By  Motor  Boat  to  Mt.  McKinley 
By   Belmore    Browne 

(From  the  "Outing  Magazine'") 

THE  loss  of  our  whole 
 pack  train  of 

twenty-one  horses  in  the  1906 
Alt.  McKinley  campaign  proved 

that  the  pack-horse  method  of 
reaching  Mt.  McKinley  was  impracticable. 

The  only  hope  left  to  us  was  the  possibility 

of  ascending  the  great  water  system  of  the 

Susitna  River  and  reaching  the  southern 

foothills  of  Mt.  McKinley  in  a  motor  boat. 

Of  all  the  problems  in  our  northern 

motor-boating,  the  choosing  of  an  engine 
proved  to  be  the  most  serious.  In  1906  we 

used  a  very  light  and  complicated  gasoline 

auto  marine  engine,  and  on  our  first  river 
trip  we  could  see  that  the  engine  could  not 

stand  the  rough  usage  and  unusual  condi- 
tions of  glacier  river  work.  If  you  take  a 

cupful  of  glacier  water  and  let  it  stand  until 

it  has  settled,  you  will  find  that  one-fifth 
of  the  fluid  is  composed  of  the  finest  kind  of 

pulverized  silt. 

This  silt  is  the  natural  tailings  of  nature's 
stamp  mill  and  is  composed  of  crushed  rock, 

quartz,  etc.  In  the  water-cooling  systems 
used  in  gasoline  engines,  this  silt  clogs  the 

cylinder  water  jackets,  and  as  your  engine 

heats  you  have  a  very  perfect  but  undesira- 
ble imitation  of  a  brick  kiln  on  your  hands. 

In  a  heavy  storm  in  1906  our  engine  be- 
came red  hot  and  stopped.  We  were  about 

half  a  mile  from  the  surf  on  a  lee  shore  and 

the  surf  was  breaking  mountain  high  about 
a  mile  from  the  beach.  When  we  finally 

got  the  engine  running  again,  we  were 
within  two  hundred  yards  of  the  breaking 

surf,  and  two  green  seas  had  rolled  com- 
pletely over  our  frail  canvas  cabin.  Since 

then  I  have  taken  a  frenzied  interest  in  the 

different  water-cooling  systems. 
The  continuous  rains  and  damp  weather 

of  the  Alaskan  range  likewise  affected  our 
electric  batteries.  Another  difficulty  that  we 

encountered  was  the  lack  of  gasoline  in  the 

Cook's  Inlet  ports,  and  as  the  steamers  that 
carry  gasoline  run  only  at  long  intervals,  the 

fuel  question  is  a  constant  annoyance.   With 

all  these  harrowing  details  in  view,  we 

turned  our  eyes  in  1910  toward  kerosene  en- 

gines, and  finally  selected  an  18  horse-power 

two-cylinder  engine  that  developed  2b  horse- 
power when  tested. 

Our  party  consisted  of  eight  men  and  our 
outfit  was  complete  down  to  the  smallest  de- 

tail, and  included  a  separate  outfit  for  two 

months'  travel  on  the  glaciers.  Knowing 
from  previous  experiences  the  temper  of  the 
Alaskan  rivers,  I  secured  a  complete  set  of 

such  engine  parts  as  could  be  installed  in  the 

wilderness,  including  four  propellers  and  an 

extra  steel  shaft,  and  we  found  good  use  for 
them  before  we  saw  salt  water  again. 

Our  first  struggle  with  the  wilderness 

occurred  at  Beluga  (Aleute  for  white 
whale).  We  reached  Beluga  before  the 
winter  ice  had  left  the  rivers,  and  we  ran 

our  launch,  the  Explorer,  named  after  the 

Explorers'  Club  of  New  York,  into  an  eddy 
protected  by  a  log  boom  at  tide  water.  A 

few  nights  later  the  "fireworks"  began.  I 
was  sleeping  aboard  the  Explorer  when  I 
heard  Finch,  who  was  manager  for  the  A. 

C.  Co.  at  Beluga,  calling  to  me  that  the 
ice  was  coming  down  the  river.  We  all 

turned  out  at  once  and,  armed  with  pike- 
poles,  manned  the  boom  to  repel  the  ice 
floes. 

It  was  an  exciting  time.  Sometimes  the 

pressure  of  the  ice  would  grow  so  strong 
that  we  expected  to  see  the  boom  crushed 

and  our  launch  and  Finch's  flat  boat  ground 
to  bits,  and  then,  one  by  one,  we  would  pry 

the  ice  cakes  loose,  and  down  stream  they 
would  go.  grinding  and  groaning  against 

each  other  in  the  swift  current.  After  stand- 
ing by  for  two  nights  during  the  ebbtide  and 

fighting  off  the  ice,  we  were  confident  that 
the  Susitna  had  also  broken  her  winter 

bonds,  and  starting  the  Explorers  engines 

we  began  our  journey. 

The  Susitna  River  enters  Cook's  Inlet 
through  a  large  delta  of  marshes  and  mud 
flats.     The  water  is  extremely  shallow,  and 
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the  river  is  broken  into  many  channels.  The 
channels  arc  verj  broad  and  the  low  shores 
make  it  extremely  difficult  for  a  stranger  to 
follow  the  right  course.  When  we  entered 
the  river  we  encountered  large  floes  of  ice 
through  which  we  gingerly  pushed  our  way. 

Following  in  the  wake  of  the  Alice,  an 
A.  C.  Co.  river  boat,  we  had  no  trouble 

with  the  perplexing  channels  of  the  delta, 
and  shortly  afterwards  we  began  to  stem 
the  strong  water  of  the  main  river.  While 

the  first  thirty-five  miles  of  navigation  on 
the  Susitna  are  extremely  easy — as  naviga- 

tion on  northern  rivers  goes — there  are  many- 
ways  of  getting  into  difficulties  unless  you 
are  familiar  with  this  sort  of  work.  The 

water,  besides  being  very  swift  in  the  nar- 
row channels,  was  covered  with  floating  ice, 

and  if  you  have  never  been  impressed  with 
the  solidity  of  frozen  water,  you  will  be 
when  you  hit  what  appears  to  be  a  small 
floe  with  the  concussion  of  a  head-on  rail- 

road collision. 

During  the  first  stages  of  our  journey 
we  were  consumed  with  anxiety  about  the 

working  of  our  engine.  It  was  the  first  op- 
portunity that  we  had  had  to  try  it  out  in 

swift  water,  and  while  it  was  not  running 

in  an  entirely  satisfactory  manner,  we  would 
occasionally  make  bursts  of  speed  that  filled 

our  hearts  with  joy  and  presaged  the  suc- 
cessful conquest  of  the  unknown  rapids  of 

the  interior. 

Now  the  navigation  of  swift  rivers  is 
fairly  safe  as  long  as  you  take  pains  and  do 
not  hurry.  In  bad  water  all  men  will,  of 
course,  use  caution  and  do  their  utmost  to 
keep  away  from  danger,  but  in  ordinary 
water  this  is  not  the  case.  Time  is  of  value, 

and  a  good  river-man  by  using  his  knowl- 
edge of  currents  and  eddies,  and  by  the  skil- 

ful handling  of  his  boat,  will  cover  many 

more  miles  in  a  day  than  an  over-cautious 
man  who  continually  holds  to  the  deep  cur- 
rent. 

Probably  the  most  exciting  part  of  river 

navigation  is  ascending  the  swift,  shallow 
rapids.  The  valley  of  an  Alaskan  river  the 
size  of  the  Chulitna  is  usually  several  miles 
broad  and  as  flat  as  a  table.  Through  this 
level  waste  of  gravel  the  river  forces  its  way 
in  countless  channels  that  are  liable  to 

change  from  day  to  day,  and  the  steersman 
must  be  skilful  who  unerringly  chooses  the 

right  course. 

You  may  be  speeding  up  a  fine  stretch  of 
river,  in  a  broad  channel,  when  the  river 
splits.  One  branch  may  follow  a  dense 

fringe  of  timber  ̂ hat  marks  the  edge  of  the 
valley,  while  the  other  may  join  it  from 
the  broad  valley,  where  you  know  that  there 

arc  hundreds  of  branches  criss-crossing  back 
and  forth.  If  the  streams  are  of  equal  size, 

you  must  put  all  your  experience  to  work 
in  choosing  the  right  course.  The  masses  of 

snags  and  driftwTood  that  rise  above  the 
level  of  the  valley  can  be  seen  a  long  way 
off,  and  they  usually  indicate  the  location  of 

the  largest  channels.  "Cut"  or  straight 
hank*  usually  indicate  deep  water,  and  the 
points  of  forest  land  that  run  far  out  on  the 
gravel  bars  will  give  you  an  indication  of 
the  direction  of  the  main  channels. 

The  best  looking  channels,  however,  are 

often  "blind"  at  either  the  upper  or  lower 
end ;  for  instance,  many  small  streams  may 
overflow  from  a  main  channel  and  join  each 
other  one  by  one  until,  a  mile  below,  they 
form  a  channel  that  appears  as  large  and 

navigable  as  the  true  channel. 
A  man  coming  up  stream  may  easily 

choose  the  "blind"  channel,  and  being  un- 
able to  see  far  ahead  on  account  of  the  flat- 
ness of  the  valley,  he  will  continue  until 

the  water  grows  so  shallow  that  he  is  forced 
to  retreat.  As  he  has  not  room  enough  to 
turn  his  boat  around,  he  has  to  drift  slowly 
backward,  and  when  he  reaches  the  main 
channel  again  an  hour  has  been  wasted. 
Sometimes  we  found  places  where  the  river 
was  divided  into  three  or  four  branches  of 

equal  size,  and  we  would  patiently  try  them 
in  turn,  only  to  find  that  they  all  seemed 

hopeless. 
The  first  step  in  a  case  of  this  kind  is  to 

find  a  channel  with  the  shortest  shoal.  Two 
of  the  crew  should  then  stand  beside  you, 

one  to  port  and  one  to  starboard  and  take 
constant  soundings  with  slender  poles.  The 

rest  of  the  party  should  move  forward  to 

counteract  the  sag  of  the  boat's  stern  when 
she  runs  into  exceptionally  shallow  water. 

I  remember  one  miserable  spot  of  this 
kind  above  the  canyon  on  the  Chulitna.  I 

couldn't  get  deep  soundings  anywhere,  and 
was  forced  finally  to  choose  the  best  looking 

channel  and  ring  "full  speed  ahead."  As 
the  water  began  to  shoal,  I  called  the  men 
forward,  until  finally  I  had  Cuntz  sitting  on 
the    bow    like    a    figurehead    with    his    legs 
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dangling  alongside  the  cutwater.  La  Voy 
and  Grassi  were  taking  soundings,  and  for 

what  seemed  to  me  an  hour  they  kept  call- 

ing "Two  feet!"  "Two  feet!"  To  relieve 
the  monotony  they  would  occasionally  call 

"Two  feet — who'll  make  it  three?"  And 

then,  sadly,  as  the  shallow  continued,  "Two 
feet — no  takers!" 

On  this  occasion  our  propeller  was  touch- 
ing bottom  for  long  periods,  and  there  is  no 

sound  more  harrowing  than  the  grating  of 
a  grounding  propeller.  It  comes  up  through 
your  feet  from  the  quivering  hull  and  rings 
a  danger  signal  in  your  brain  far  louder 
than  the  roar  of  the  exhaust,  the  cries  of  the 
sounders  or  the  ?narl  of  the  rapids. 

Glacier  water  is  a  milky  looking  fluid 
that  hides  every  inequality  of  the  bottom, 
and  you  must  glue  your  eyes  to  the  water 
for  every  little  sign  denoting  a  deep  channel. 

These  signs  consist  of  minute  differ- 
ences in  the  formation  of  the  surface  waves, 

and  they  can  only  be  learned  by  experience. 

When  you  see  the  surface  "boiling,"  you 
know  that  you  have  at  least  three  feet,  and 
as  the  boils  increase  in  size  you  know  that 
the  water  is  deepening. 
When  you  see  rough  water  sliding  into 

large,  oily  eddies  you  know  that  the  water  is 
running  over  a  shoal  into  a  deep  channel. 
The  signs  are  many  and  the  differences  are 
often  so  minute  as  to  make  a  description 
misleading.  The  best  training  for  river 

work  is  "tracking,"  as  then  you  are  forced 
to  wade,  and  when  a  bath  in  ice  water  is 
the  result  of  every  mistake,  a  man  is  inclined 
to  study  the  current  with  fervid  interest. 
Eventually  you  will  be  able  to  approximate 
closely  the  condition  of  the  bottom  by  the 

"look  of  the  water." 
Canyon  navigation,  provided  your  boat 

has  plenty  of  speed,  is  not  dangerous  as  a 
rule,  as  the  water  is  usually  of  great  depth. 

The  terrific  strength  of  the  current,  how- 
ever, necessitates  careful  steering.  When 

we  ascended  the  canyon  of  the  Chulitna 
there  were  times  when  we  scarcely  held  our 

own  in  the  rushing  current,  and  as  we  took 

the  big  swells  in  the  rapids,  between  the 
straight  walls,  the  waves  roared  across  our 
forward  deck. 

In  this  sort  of  navigation  I  have  noticed 
a  queer  phenomenon.  You  may  be  just 

holding  your  own,  while  the  whole  boat 
quivers   from   the  vibrations  of   the   engine 

and  the  fury  of  the  waters,  and  then,  when 
you  have  begun  to  give  up  hope  and  are 
casting  rapid  glances  to  right  or  left  for  a 

possible  eddy  to  help  3-011,  your  boat  will 
begin  to  climb,  slowly  at  first,  but  steadily 
and  surely. 

The  rapids  may  still  be  bellowing  with 
their  former  violence,  drowning  the  roar  of 

the  engine's  exhaust,  and  the  savage  swells 
may  still  buffet  your  craft  about,  but  it 
seems  as  if  the  rapids  had  lost  their  strength, 
and  on  you  go  steadily  climbing  the  liquid 
stairway.  It  almost  seems  as  if  the  boat 
was  thinking  and  waiting,  and  finally  when 
the  waters  begin  to  get  discouraged,  the  boat 

calls  out,  "Come  on,  engine!"  and  away  we 
go — splitting  the  big  swells,  sliding  over  the 
oily  eddies,  into  the  steady  current  above. 
These  struggles  with  the  white  water  be- 

tween canyon  walls  are  the  pleasantest  part 
of  northern  motor  boating,  and  the  memory 
of  the  breathless  moments  when  you  hung, 
poised  in  the  suck  of  the  boiling  rapids,  will 
remain  with  you  for  years. 

There  is  another  side  of  river  navigation 

that  embodies  all  the  excitement  and  respon- 
sibility without  the  dramatic  setting  of  the 

canyon  work.  On  all  the  northern  rivers 
you  will  encounter  long  straight  chutes  of 
the  river  that  plough  through  cut  banks 
covered  with  heavy  timber. 

The  current  in  these  places  is  of  almost 

irresistible  force  and  the  only  way  of  mak- 
ing appreciable  headway  is  by  hugging  the 

banks.  As  all  the  soil  in  the  bottom  lands 

is  composed  of  glacial  silt,  these  banks  are 
continually  caving  in,  and  as  the  banks 
break  away  the  forest  trees  come  thundering 
down,  throwing  up  great  spouts  of  spray  as 
they  strike  the  rushing  water. 

Sometimes  the  trees  are  held  by  their 

roots  and  overhang  the  water,  making  bar- 
riers that  are  of  the  utmost  danger  to  small 

boat  navigation.  These  overhanging  trees 
are  known  and  feared  throughout  the  north 

as  "sweepers,"  and  many  a  prospector,  float- 
ing to  civilization  on  his  spruce  raft,  has 

lost  his  life  by  being  swept  under  the 

"sweepers"  by  the  rushing  current.  In  1906 
I  hit  a  tangle  of  sweepers  that  overhung  a 
swift  turn  below  a  rapid.  We  were  making 

a  good  fifteen  miles  an  hour,  and  when  the 
shock  came,  the  iron  stanchions  forward 
were  bent  into  knots  and  one  of  the  men 

aft   was   nearly   swept    into    the    river.      In 
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1910,  as  we  were  leaving  Talkeetna,  a  large 
cottonwood  fell  as  the  banks  caved  in,  and 

just  missed  our  stern. 
But  even  more  dangerous  are  the  sunken 

snags  that,  luckily,  can  be  traced  by  the 
whirlpools  and  waves  that  mark  their  hiding 
places.  Navigating  swift  water  among  these 
snags  and  sweepers  requires  the  greatest 
mental  concentration,  and  your  course  is  a 

constant  series  of  mental  problems  in  dis- 
tances, pressures  and  speeds. 

You  may  be  barely  holding  your  own  in 
the  racing  stream  with  a  half  submerged 

snag  bellowing  six  feet  behind  your  propel- 
ler, a  sweeper  hanging  over  you  w7hose  lower 

branches  had  to  be  chopped  off  to  make  a 

passage  wTay  for  the  boat,  and  a  log  jam 
ahead  around  whose  jagged  edges  the  cur- 

rent is  torn  to  foam.  At  these  times  the 
steersman  cannot  take  his  eyes,  even  for  a 
fraction  of  a  second,  from  the  current  ahead, 

as  the  failure  to  "meet"  an  over-boil  of  the 
main  current  may  mean  disaster.  He  must 

depend  on  his  crew  for  intelligence  concern- 
ing the  progress  of  the  boat,  and  to  stand 

with  your  eyes  glued  on  the  current  while 

your  companions  cry  "She's  holding  her 
own  !  She's  holding  her  own  !  She's  going 
back  an  inch!  Now  she's  going  ahead!"  is 
enough  to  make  your  hair  gray. 

We  passed  a  point  on  our  last  trip  to  Mt. 
McKinley  where  the  water  shot  between 
two  points  with  terrific  speed.  I  tried  twice 
by  dropping  back  and  hitting  the  current 
full  speed  to  climb  the  swift  water.  On  my 
second  failure,  I  saw  that  the  water  above 
some  big  snags  had  overflowed  among  a 
grove  of  small  cottonwoods,  and  on  the 

third  attempt  I  drove  her  through  the  cot- 
tonwoods on  the  edge  of  the  swiftest  water. 

Our  propeller  was  beating  an  insane  tattoo 

on  the  saplings  and  left  a  trail  of  match- 
wood behind,  but  we  got  through. 

In  another  swift  rapid  our  progress  was 

arrested  by  a  large  spruce  "sweeper."  Just 
above  the  sweeper  was  an  eddy  that  was  the 

key  to  the  successful  navigation  of  the  rapid. 

By  forcing  our  boat  to  full  speed  wTe  could 
just  stem  the  current  long  enough  for  La 
Voy  to  throw  a  bight  of  a  line  around  the 
tree  trunk.  With  our  engines  still  going  to 
take  some  of  the  pressure  from  the  straining 

rope,  we  hung  to  our  precarious  anchorage 

while  La  Voy  chopped  through  our  ever- 
green obstruction.     When   the  tree  fell,   it 

was  sucked  from  sight  instantly  by  the  rush- 
ing water  and  we  had  a  clear  roadway  to 

our  coveted  eddy. 

Usually  an  accident  on  a  northern  river 
happens  like  a  thunderclap  in  a  clear  sky, 
and  almost  invariably  the  cause  of  the  trouble 
is  some  minor  accident  that,  taken  by  itself, 
under  ordinary  conditions  would  be  of  no 
consequence.  In  the  delta  of  the  Chulitna, 
the  river  is  cut  into  so  many  small  channels 

that  the  water  is  extremely  swift  and  shal- 
low. We  were  trying  to  force  our  way  up 

one  of  these  narrow  chutes  where  there  was 
no  room  for  maninivring. 

At  last  I  sent  four  men  ashore  with  a 

tracking  line  and  with  the  extra  pull  that 
they  exerted  we  began  to  make  headway. 
Everything  was  going  finely  when  the  tiller 
line  broke.  In  an  instant  the  trackers  were 

pulled  off  their  feet  and  the  current  drove 
us  over  a  submerged  bar  and  crushed  us 
against  the  bank.  Making  the  boat  fast, 
we  gave  her  a  thorough  examination  and 
found  that  the  propeller  was  broken,  the 

tunnel  badly  scarred,  and  the  shaft  wrorn. 
Nothing  but  a  complete  overhauling  wrould 
fit  us  for  the  fight  with  the  Chulitna  can- 

yon. 

Our  first  duty  was  to  haul  the  stern  out 
of  water,  and  as  the  Explorer  was  lying  with 
her  bow  up  stream,  we  had  to  turn  her 
around.  As  the  current  was  exceedingly 
swift,  we  were  afraid  to  let  the  current  take 

her  bowT  around,  so  we  made  a  line  fast  to 
the  bitts  with  the  idea  of  easing  her.  After 
anchoring  the  stern  firmly,  we  cast  off  the 

bow,  but  a  battleship's  hawser  would  not 
have  held  against  that  current,  and  when  we 

finally  succeeded  in  pointing  her  stern  up- 
stream, we  had  broken  a  manila  line,  torn 

the  bitts  out  by  the  roots,  and  nearly  killed 
a  man  who  got  tangled  in  the  hawser. 

Before  turning  her  we  had  to  unload  all 

our  duffel — a  good-sized  job  in  itself.  Then, 

after  hauling  the  Explorer's  stern  out  of 
water  with  the  help  of  a  "deadman"  sunken 
in  the  frozen  gravel  and  a  block  and  tackle, 
we  recorked  the  tunnel  and  sheathed  it  with 

tin  from  kerosene  cans.  We  then  put  in  a 
new  steel  shaft  and  propeller,  melting  our 
babbitt  in  a  frying  pan.  Twelve  hours  later, 
with  a  new  tiller  line  insuring  the  strength 
of  our  steering  gear,  we  were  flying  up  the 
Chulitna  with  everything  in  better  working 
order  than  before  the  accident. 
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Quarter- Centenary  Number  of  the 
British  Columbia  Magazine 

T  is  not  easy  usually  to  gather 
first-hand  information  about  the 
beginning  of  a  city  from  the  men 
who  dug  the  very  foundations. 
They  are  generally  dead  when 
the  history  of  the  city  they 
started  is  written.  But  in  Van- 

couver lives  yet  the  man  who 
started  the  city.  His  name  is 
John  Morton,  and  he  built  the 
first  shack  on  Burrard  Inlet,  the 
beginning  of  Vancouver,  and  he 
was  the  first  white  man  on  the 
Inlet.  He  came  to  the  south 
shore  of  Burrard  Inlet  in  1862, 
and  it  looked  good  to  him,  so  he 

decided  to  stay.  He  built  a  log  shack  on  the  waterfront  against 
a  peaceful  background  of  green  forest,  and  he  took  up  a  farm  of 
land.  The  east  line  of  Stanley  Park  was  the  west  boundary  of  his 
land;  its  north  boundary  was  the  Inlet;  Burrard  Street  was  the 
east  boundary,  only  Burrard  Street  was  a  moccasin  trail  then.  The 
south  boundary  of  his  little  farm  was  English  Bay  and  False  Creek. 

*        *        * 

In  the  Quarter-Centenary  Number  of  The  British  Columbia 

Magazine  John  Morton's  personal  narrative,  told  with  the  careful 
attention  to  detail  of  an  old  man  with  a  good  memory,  is  a  part  of 

a  dramatic  and  picturesque  fact-story  by  J.  H.  Grant,  dealing  with 

Vancouver's  earliest  days.  No  story  in  the  June  number  of  the 
magazine  is  told  with  more  human  interest  and  color,  and  none 
will  be  read  with  greater  interest  than  this  tale  of  Gastown,  the 
early  saw-mills,  the  white  settlers,  and  the  Indians. 

The  Story  of  the  Fi ire 

Mr.  O.  B.  Anderson  has  taken  down  from  the  lips  of  an  eye- 
witness, and  one  whose  eyes  have  not  yet  grown  dim  and  whose 

memory  is  still  clear,  a  wonderful  story  of  the  great  fire  which 
destroyed   Vancouver  in  June,    1886.     This  is  by   far  the  most 
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graphic  story  of  the  fire  that  has  ever  been  told  in  print.  Other 
recollections  of  the  days  before  and  after  the  fire — true  stories  as 
interesting  now  as  any  fiction — are  woven  into  this  article,  which 
is  practically  the  story  of  one  man,  of  things  seen  with  a  quiet  eye 
during  many  years  of  business  life  in  a  fast-growing  city,  a  stirring 
and  thoroughly  human  story  and  record  of  observation. 

The  Annals  of  V ancouver 

Mr.  D.  A.  Macgregor  has  written  a  progressive  history-story  in 

which  he  follows  Vancouver  from  "Gassy  Jack's"  to  the  present 
year.  This  story  is  serious  history,  carefully  compiled,  but  his- 

torical facts  are  not  necessarily  dry  reading,  especially  the  annals 

of  Vancouver.  Mr.  Macgregor's  story  is  entertaining  as  well  as valuable. 

Transportation 

The  article  in  which  Wilfrid  Playfair  deals  thoroughly  with  the 

railways  and  their  great  influence  upon  Vancouver's  growth  is  in- 
tense with  interest.    The  history  of  land  transportation,  as  far  as 
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Vancouver  is  concerned,  is  a  big  story,  for  the  railways  have  had  a 
bigger  share  than  anything  else  in  the  building  of  Vancouver.  Mr. 
Playfair  has  handled  this  important  subject  in  a  style  that  is  vivid 
and  picturesque  as  well  as  practical. 

Historical    Sto ries 

There  will  be  several  other  historical  stories  told  in  the  manner 

of  reminiscence.  These  articles  will  be  illustrated  as  far  as  pos- 
sible by  photographs  taken  in  the  early  days  of  the  city. 

The  Harbor  and  Shipping 

In  Ronald  Kenvyn's  story  of  Vancouver's  harbor  and  the  growth 
of  the  city's  shipping  business,  and  the  increasing  importance  of 
Vancouver  as  one  of  the  great  seaports  of  the  Pacific  coast,  the 
writer,  who  is  very  familiar  with  his  subject,  follows  the  history  of 
Burrard  Inlet  from  the  time  when  Captain  Vancouver  first  visited 

the  Inlet  in  his  ship's  boats  to  the  present  year.  Mr.  Kenvyn  also 
deals  with  the  effect  the  Panama  Canal  will  undoubtedly  have  upon 

Vancouver's  shipping  trade. 



422 British  Columbia  Magazine 

Outdoor    V ancouver 

With  infectious  enthusiasm  for  his  subject  Pollough  Pogue  has 
written  the  story  of  Outdoor  Vancouver,  in  which  is  told  the  history, 
past  and  present,  of  outdoor  sport  in  Vancouver,  and  in  which  are 

set  forth  the  advantages  which  Vancouver's  cool  summers  and 
clement  winters,  its  magnificent  mountain  scenery,  natural  parks 
and  near  neighborhood  to  forest  and  stream,  give  the  city  as  a  place 
of  residence. 

Vancouver  s  Schools 

The  evolution  of  Vancouver's  schools  from  the  first  Gastown 
school  to  the  present  time  is  an  article  which  Miss  A.  M.  Ross  has 
written,  and  she  has  covered  her  subject  well.  Miss  Ross  has  writ- 

ten the  history  of  Vancouver's  schools  in  human  terms,  and  it  is  an 
interesting  story. 

Manufactures 

Stories  throbbing  with  interest  and  rich  in  information  and  start- 

ling facts  are  Mr.  R.  E.  Gosnel's  articles,  in  which  Industrial  and 
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Commercial  Vancouver  are  dealt  with  in  the  writer's  strong  and 
thoughtful  manner.  Mr.  Gosnel  has  exhausted  every  source  of  in- 

formation, and  has  brought  into  the  light  of  day  many  new  data, 
historical  and  present-day.  These  sane  and  illuminating  articles 
will  appeal  to  every  intelligent  business  mind. 

Financial 

Real  Estate,  Finance,  Wholesale  and  Retail  Trade,  Insurance, 

Banking — every  vital  business  interest,  past  and  present,  will  be 
discussed  from  every  view-point  and  angle  in  articles  treating  these 
things  in  a  rational  and  practical  way,  and  written  by  Vancouver 
business  men  who  have  expert  knowledge  of  their  subjects. 

Government   Services 

The  history  of  the  VANCOUVER  Customs,  Post  Office,  Land 
Registry,  and  Assay  Offices  is  interwoven,  of  course,  with  the 
story  of  VANCOUVER  from  its  first  beginnings.  This  history 
of  the  "Government  Services"  in  VANCOUVER  has  been  written 
in  an  intimate  way  by  Mr.  C.  L.  Gordon,  who  with  his  entertaining 
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style  has  managed  to  make  a  "human-interest"  story  out  of  an 
historical  subject.    This  article  will  be  abundantly  illustrated. 

Vancouver   Board   of  Trade 

An  article  that  will  throw  strong  light  upon  the  commercial  his- 
tory of  the  city  is  the  chronicle  of  the  VANCOUVER  Board  of 

Trade,  which  was  organized  in  1887,  and  that  of  the  Vancouver 
Tourist  Association,  both  of  which  have  done  splendid  and  effectual 

work  in  the  building-up  of  the  city.  The  evolution  of  the  Fire  De- 
partment, the  Police  Department,  and  of  the  machinery  of  city  gov- 

ernment will  be  told  in  detail.  The  stepping-up  of  these  depart- 
ments from  their  early  primitive  state  to  an  absolutely  up-to-date 

modernity  is  of  absorbing  interest.  The  story  of  the  development 
of  the  City  Hospitals,  the  history  of  the  Water  Works  Departmen 
and  a  description  of  its  splendid  plant,  an  article  dealing  with  the 
sewage  system  and  the  work  of  the  city  engineer,  etc.,  the  story  of 

Vancouver's  Churches  and  religious  life,  and  an  article  descriptive 

SOME  OF  THE  NEW  BUILDINGS 
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of  the  city's  suburban  and  residence  districts,  and  many  other stories  will  appear,  plentifully  illustrated  by  photographs  taken 
especially  for  the  QUARTER-CENTENARY  NUMBER  OF 
THE  BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE  by  Mr.  Broadbridge, 
of  the  Advertisers'  Corporation,  Limited,  of  Vancouver. 

Journalism   in  Vancouver 

The  annals  of  journalism  in  VANCOUVER  are  wonderfully  in- 
teresting. This  important  subject  has  been  fully  covered  by  Mr. 

J.  B.  Kerr,  who  is  well  equipped  by  personal  experience  and  know- 

ledge to  do  so.  On  the  background  of  a  city's  life  its  newspapers 
work  with  mighty  power  to  influence  and  mould,  but  the  news- 

papers of  VANCOUVER  have  done  more  than  improve  thought 
and  stimulate  progress  in  the  city:  their  influence  has  flowed  over 
the  whole  of  British  Columbia. 

Articles  of  Absorbing  Interest 

The  annals  of  cities  have  no  more  interesting  modern  instance  of 

city-making  than  that  of  Vancouver. 

The  well-written  articles  in  the  QUARTER-CENTENARY 
NUMBER  OF  THE  BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE  trans- 

late history  into  romance,  the  romance  of  Vancouver's  wonderful 
growth,  and  interpret  the  signs  of  coming  prosperity  now  showing 

upon  Vancouver's  horizon. 
No  other  civic  history  comes  so  close  to  the  life  of  the  people  and 

has  in  it  so  much  human  interest.  Historical  archives,  govern- 
mental records,  personal  reminiscences — every  possible  source  has 

furnished  material  for  articles  of  enormous  historical  value  and 
narrative  interest. 

While  dealing  especially  with  Vancouver's  surprising  past,  these 
articles  discuss  with  great  clearness  and  full  knowedge  the  future 
of  Vancouver,  the  city  of  tremendous  possibilities.  The  articles 

have  not  the  usual  character  of  publicity  articles.  They  are  in- 
structive and  entertaining  and  absorbing  on  account  of  the  interest 

of  their  subject. 



Vancouver — 1886-1911 
By   Elliot   S.    Rowe 

TWIVn  -FIVE   YEARS  is  not  a  long  period  in  the  life  of  a  city,  but  all  there 
is  of  the  City  of  Vancouver  has  been  created  in  that  length  of  time.     In 

April,   1886,  Vancouver's  charter  of  incorporation  became  effective,  and  in 
June  of  the  same  year  fire  destroyed  everything  but  the  ground  on  which  the  infant 
city  stood. 

The  Vancouver  of  1911,  therefore,  so  far  as  its  material  structure  is  concerned,  is 

the  product  of  twenty-five  years'  work.  Its  builders  have  no  reason  to  be  ashamed  of 
their  achievement.  It  is  doubtful  if  the  history  of  civic  development  records  its  equal. 
It  would  be  difficult,  if  not  impossible,  to  find  another  city  of  the  same  age  equal  to  it 
in  size,  wealth  and  substantialness,  situated  as  it  is  in  an  undeveloped  country. 
For  it  is  well  within  the  truth  to  speak  of  British  Columbia  as  virgin  territory.  None 
of  its  resources  has  been  anything  like  fully  exploited.  Many  of  them  have  not  been 
touched. 

In  none  of  them  has  development  extended,  as  a  miner  would  say,  "below  the  grass 
roots."  For  instance,  not  a  foot  of  the  land  lying  within  the  bounds  of  this  city  now- 
being  built  upon  has  ever  been  touched  with  a  plough. 

The  transformation  wrought  in  these  twenty-five  years  has  been  from  wilderness  to 
populous  city.  None  of  the  intermediate  steps  from  wild  land  to  farm,  to  market 

garden,  to  country  'town,  has  been  taken. 
Moreover  the  adjacent  agricultural  areas  have  only  in  very  small  measure  been 

cultivated.  There  are  thousands  of  acres  of  exceedingly  fertile  land  within  easy  reach 

of  the  city,  yet  in  its  primitive  state.  To  take  a  wider  range,  it  is  safe  to  say  that  fov 
every  arable  acre  under  cultivation  in  the  province  there  are  1000  waiting  for  the 
plough.  Thus  with  agriculture,  so  it  is  with  mining,  lumbering,  fishing  and  all 
the  other  industries  of  the  province. 

Indeed  by  far  the  greater  part  of  the  province,  and  possibly  the  richest  portion,  too, 
has  not  yet  been  surveyed. 

With  these  facts  in  mind  the  growth  of  Vancouver  appears  little  less  than  mar- 
vellous, and  the  possibilities  of  its  future,  when  these  resources  are  being  utilized,  reach 

beyond  scope  of  sober  prophecy. 
The  considerations  named  have  naturally  excited  a  very  keen  interest  in  and  desire 

for  information  relating  to  this  city  throughout  the  world.      Enquiries  pour  into  the 

ON  THE  WATERFRONT 

426 



Quarter-Centenary  Number  of  the  British  Columbia  Magazine 
427 

offices  of  the  Tourist  Association  and  other  public  bodies  from  everj  quarter  of  the 
globe.  Critics  of  the  city,  ignorant  of  the  facts,  ascribe  its  progress  to  unjustifiable 

"boosting";  others,  not  less  ignorant,  declare  our  alleged  prosperity  to  be  inflation  that 
will  issue  in  a  disastrous  slump.  The  best  answer  to  enquirers  and  critics  alike  is  a 
statement  of  the  facts  and  of  the  underlying  causes  of  our  growth  and  prosperity — the 
reasons  that  account  for  the  product  of  the  past  and  justify  confidence  as  to  the  future. 

It  so  happens,  therefore,  that  the  story  of  Vancouver  will  meet  the  requirements  of 

prospective  citizens  and  at  the  same  time  refute  the  slanders  of  the  city's  traducers, 
and  it  is  hoped  that  the  pioneers  still  living  will  find  something  to  interest  them  in  I 

attempt  to  recall  some  of  the  events  and  scenes  of  the  early  days  of  Canada's  Imperial 
City  of  the  Pacific. 

\Vnat  Makes    Vancouver   G row 

THE  phenomenal  growth  of  Vancouver  is  fully  justified  by  the  conditions  respon- 
sible for  it.     These  are  settled  and  unchangeable,  and  their  influence  upon  the 

city  will  in  the  nature  of  things  increase  with  the  development  of  Western 

Canada — for,  as  it  will  be  shown,  the  settlement  of  the  western  prairies,  as  well  as  of 
the  province  of  British  Columbia,  bears  directly  and  for  good  upon  the  prosperity  of 
Vancouver. 

Vancouver's  natural  advantages  are  many  and  valuable.  Its  location  and  site,  its 
harbors  and  other  facilities  respecting  transportation,  its  climate,  water  supply,  scenerj 
and  other  features  attractive  to  homeseekers  and  tourists,  the  extent  and  the  fertility 
of  the  soil  of  adjacent  agricultural  sections,  the  wealth  of  the  fisheries,  forests  and 
mines  of  which  Vancouver  is  the  market  place,  together  constitute  a  catalogue  of 
advantages  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  extend  or  to  enrich. 

And  first  as  to  the  site  of  the  city:  this  can  be  said  to  possess  every  desirable 

feature  for  the  purpose.  It  meets  every  requirement  of  a  great  commercial  and  indus- 
trial centre  as  well  as  of  a  healthful  and  delightful  residential  city.  This  is  true  of 

the  present  site,  and  it  applies  equally  well  to  the  municipalities  about  to  be  added,  as 
well  as  those  that  will  ultimately  become  parts  of  the  city.     Whether  this  federation 

LOOKING  ACROSS  THE  HARBOR  FROM  THE  POST  OFFICE  TOWER 
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will  ever  include  the  city  of  New  Westminster  or  not,  the  two  cities  will  be  parts  of 

the  same  community — they  are  now,  in  fact,  one  in  the  matter  of  communication — and 
the  interests  they  have  in  common  very  much  exceed  in  importance  and  value  those 
in  which  they  may  be  said  to  be  rivals. 

In  the  meantime  they  both  are  prosperous,  and  the  prosperity  of  the  one  is  not 

inimical  to  that  of  the  other.  One  thing  seems  certain :  the  new  enterprises  already  in- 
augurated and  those  soon  to  be  established  are  of  such  dimensions  and  character  that 

all  the  accommodation  available  in  the  whole  of  the  section  in  question  will  be  required 
for  the  development  sure  to  follow. 

This  whole  section  from  Burrard  Inlet  to  the  Fraser  is  particularly  well  adapted 
for  the  site  of  a  mammoth  city.  It  possesses  miles  of  sheltered  harbors,  whose  shores 

afford  splendid  facilities  for  docks,  elevators  and  warehouses,  and  furnish  ideal  con- 
ditions for  factory  sites.  Burrard  Inlet,  both  sides — False  Creek  and  North  Arm  of 

the  Fraser  have  low-lying  shores — and  on  the  greater  part  of  the  mileage  involved 
railway  lines  are  already  in  operation.  In  another  place  will  be  found  a  map  designed 

to  give  an  adequate  idea  of  this  factor  in  Vancouver's  prosperity. 

Residential  Vancouver — Its  qualities  from  a  residence  standpoint  are  not  less 
admirable.  The  surface  slopes  gradually  up  from  the  shores  of  Burrard  Inlet,  Eng- 

lish Bay  and  False  Creek,  and  on  the  upper  levels  are  the  residential  sections.  Few 
houses  are  far  from  salt  water,  and  by  far  the  greater  number  of  them  have  outlook 

upon  scenery  of  sea  and  mountain  that  is  enjoyed  by  few  cities  in  the  wTorld.  The 
soil  and  climate  are  conducive  to  vegetation,  which  is  everywhere  abundant  about  the 

city.  The  lawns  are  always  green — the  fall  flowers  keep  in  evidence  late  into  the 
winter,  and  early  in  February  the  spring  'blossoms  make  their  appearance. 

The  domestic  water  supply  is  plentiful  and  of  good  quality,  and  the  lay  of  the 
land  forming  the  townsite  is  favorable  to  effective  sewerage  systems.  As  a  consequence 
the  city  is  remarkably  free  from  epidemics  caused  by  defective  drainage  or  impure  water. 

Location — Not  only  is  the  site  of  Vancouver  suited  to  the  requirements  of  a 
great  city:  it  is  also  in  the  right  place,  for,  among  other  things,  it  is  situated  at  the 
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point  where  the  great  transcontinental  lines  must  Locate  their  chief  Pacific  terminals. 

The  greatest  transportation  system  in  the  world — the  Canadian  Pacific  Railway — 
has  here  its  coast  terminal.  When  that  company  made  its  selection  it  had  the  whole 
.it  the  Pacific  Coast  of  Canada  to  choose  from,  and,  as  has  been  stated,  when  it  came 
the  townsite  was  in  a  state  of  nature.  It  did  not  come  to  GET  business,  for  then  there 

was  none  to  m.-t.  It  came  to  build  up  business,  knowing  that  at  no  other  point  were 
equal l\  favorable  conditions  for  the  purpose  to  be  Found.  The  conditions  responsible 
for  its  action  will  determine  that  of  other  lines.  Indeed,  it  is  hardly  a  question  of  choice. 

Rather  it  is  an  economic  necessity — created  by  the  physical  formation  of  the  country 
through  which  the  lines  must  build.  I. ike  water,  commerce  follows  the  line  of  least 
resistance.  And  the  distribution  of  mountains,  fixers  and  valleys  in  British  Columbia 
is  such  that  the  easiest  ami  shortest  path  from  the  plains  to  the  sea  ends  at  Vancouver. 
It  requires  le>-  effort  to  haul  freight  from  the  middle  west  of  North  America  to 
Vancouver  harbor  than  to  any  other  port  on  the  Pacific  Coast.  In  regard  to  both  mile- 

age ami  grades,  Vancouver  enjoys  advantages  possessed  b\  no  other  Pacific  seaport. 
Nor  is  this  all.  Not  onl\  Ao  the  natural  routes  of  traffic  from  the  east  through 

British  Columbia  terminate  at  Vancouver:  those  now  building  through  Yellowhead 
Pass  traverse  on  their  way  to  Vancouver  an  exceedingly  rich  country  blest  with  an 
extensive  system  <»t  navigable  waterways,  giving  splendid  local  transportation  facilities 
to  hundred  of  miles  of  productive  territory.  These  roads  will  make  all  this  area 
directly  tributary  to  Vancouver.  Other  lines  under  construction  will  serve  a  similar 
end  in  relation  to  Southern  British  Columbia,  whose  rich  fruit  lands,  coal  and  mineral 
areas  will  be  brought  within  easy  reach  of  the  coast  markets. 

Phus  these  trunk  lines  with  their  branches  and  their  inland  water  connections 

will  be  like  great  rivers  of  commerce  pouring  into  Vancouver — the  products  of  British, 
European  and   Pastern  Canadian  manufacturers,  the  harvests  of  the  rich  wheat  lands 

\lberta  and  Saskatchewan,  and  oi  the  fertile  valleys  of  this  province. 

\  ancouver's  location  in  respect  to  the  sea  is  no:  less  advantageous.  It,  for  instance, 
is  nearer  to  the   Panama  Canal  than  any  other  Canadian  port  and  will  reap  greater 
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profit  from  the  opening  of  that  waterway.  The  canal  will  cut  the  journey  by  water 
from  Vancouver  to  Liverpool  in  two,  which  route  will  be  only  about  1,000  miles 
longer  than  that  via  Quebec  or  St.  John.  It  is  not  eas)  to  estimate  the  full  measure 
of  what  this  will  mean  to  the  business  of  this  city.  It  will  for  one  thing  make  this 
the  shipping  point  of  a  large  part  of  the  wheat  crop  of  the  prairies.  Goods  from 
abroad  destined  for  prairie  markets  will  be  landed  here.  This  trade  will  be  additional 
to  that  now  carried  on  and  will  reach  large  proportions. 

Not  the  least  important  fact  concerning  Vancouver's  location  is  its  geographical 
relation  to  the  other  parts  of  the  British  Empire.  It  has  been  called  the  "halfway 
house  of  the  Empire."  To  Liverpool  the  distance  is  5,704  miles,  to  Hong  Kong  5,660 
miles.  It  is  the  most  central  point  in  the  Empire — the  one  most  easil)  re;  I  from 
all  other  parts  without  leaving  British  territory  or  the  high  seas. 

There  are  equally  strong  reasons  for  believing  that  Vancouver  will  become  an 
important  manufacturing  centre. 

The  filling  up  of  the  prairies  and  the  lands  of  this  province  will  create  a  market 
for  manufactured  products  in  which  Vancouver  will  be  able  to  compete  successfully, 
for  a  convenient  and  extensive  market  is  the  only  factor  lacking. 

The  raw  materials  of  manufacture  are  at  our  doors,  power  is  abundant,  there  are 
unequalled  shipping  facilities  and  large  areas  of  land  conveniently  situated  for  factory 
sites,  etc. 

In  another  place  the  development  of  manufacturing  in  Vancouver  is  reviewed.  It 

will  be  seen  that  already  the  city's  pay  rolls  are  not  by  any  means  insignificant,  U 
doubtful  if  the  present  chief  manufacturing  centres  of  the  east  had,  at  the  age  of 
Vancouver,  made  equal  progress  in  this  respect.  In  any  case  it  is  inevitable  that  the 
natural  resources  of  the  province  will  not  be  allowed  to  remain  undeveloped  and  that 
they  will  not  be  shipped  in  their  raw  state. 

Not  only  has  Vancouver  an  ideal  site  in  the  right  place  for  business:  it  enjoys  also 
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conditions  as  to  soil,  climate,  scenic  surroundings  and  facilities  for  sport  and  recreation 
that  make  it  extremely  attractive  as  a  place  of  residence. 

The  meteorological  tables  show  that  there  are  no  extremes  of  temperature.  Few- 
days  occur  during  the  year  in  which  one  suffers  either  from  heat  or  cold,  and  there 
are  but  few  weeks  during  even  the  rainy  season  in  which  there  are  not  fine,  bright  days. 

In  general  there  are  only  two  months  in  the  year — from  the  latter  part  of  December 
the  early  weeks  in  February — when  the  climate  causes  discomfort,  and.  as  I  have 

said,  bright  days  occur  in  every  week  of  even  this  part  of  the  year.  Spring  comes  early. 
Spring  flowers  are  plentiful  in  the  middle  oi  February,  and  on  many  Sundays  from  that 
time  onward  the  benches  at  the  bathing  beaches  are  occupied  and  children  playing  in 
the  sand. 

I    ie  climate  is  distinctly  healthful. 

The  scenic  beauties  oi  Vancouver's  environment  and  the  pleasures  of  outdoor  life 
lilable  are  referred  to  in  other  parts  of  this  magazine  as  described  and  commented 

upon  by  visitors. 
This,  then,  in  brief  is  the  situation  affecting  Vancouver.  The  writer  believes  no 

claim  made  herein  can  be  successfully  disputed — that,  indeed,  much  stronger,  wider 
claims  could  easiU  be  sustained.  The  conclusion  is  inevitable,  that  Vancouver  is  to  be 

commercially  to  Canada  what  San  Francisco  was  to  the  United  States  before  Portland 
and  other  Puget  Sound  cities  attained  their  present  importance.  There  will  be  other 
important  and  populous  cities  on  the  Canadian  coast,  but  in  the  nature  of  things  they 
cannot  hope  to  equal  Vancouver.  They  will  be  built  up  by  the  business  of  their 
respective  sections,  but  will  not  be,  in  the  sense  that  Vancouver  is.  a  provincial  centre. 
Commercially  all  roads  lead  to  Vancouver.  Nature  has  so  ordained  it.  Turning  from 

ght  to  left  to  escape  the  obstacles  presented  by  the  mountains,  following  easiest  path- 
ways, leading  through  productive  territory  and  thence  to  the  sea.  railway  builders  land 

here  as  surely  as  the  rivers  find  their  outlet  in  the  ocean.  These  docks,  railway  yards 
and  warehouses — this  whole  great,  growing  city  on  this  spot — were  as  inevitable  as 
were  the  sand  heads  piled  up  of  the  silt  carried  down  from  the  mountains  by  the 
streams  that  create  the  Fraser  River. 



The  Steamboat  Gold  Camp 
By   H.    (Bulldog)    Brown 

THE  strike  of  gold  ores  showing  phe- nomenal values  made  last  July  on 
Steamboat  Mountain  have  called 
attention  to  a  district  that  had 

been  overlooked  and  neglected,  that  in  the 
earlier  history  of  the  province  was  very  much 
in  the  public  eye,  and  that  seemed  destined 

to  be  the  first  section  to  be  opened  up ;  but 
the  greed  for  gain  of  a  small  bunch  of  trad- 

ers  at  Hope  changed  the  whole  history,  and 
what  has  been  claimed  as  the  greatest  min- 

eral district  in  the  province  has  been  forced 

to  depend  on  trails  furnished  by  Governor 
Douglass  in  the  days  of  the  gold  excitement 

of  the  early  "sixties,  when  the  Fraser  river 
and  the  pack  train  delivered  the  supplies  to 
the  interior.  Hope  at  this  time  came  to  be 

»f  importance  as  the  meeting-place  of  the 
different  modes  of  transport ;  with  its  con- 

nection with  Westminster  by  wagon 
road  for  the  interior  the  need  of 

better  transportation  was  felt,  and 
the  Governor  decided  on  a  wagon  road 

over  the  Hope  mountains.  The  engineers' 
and  sappers'  and  miners'  road  to  the  Skagit 
flats,  at  Twenty-five-Mile  Post  from  Hope, 
was  completed.  A  shortage  of  funds  re- 

sulting, Governor  Douglass  asked  the  mer- 
chants to  vote  it  a  toll  road.  Being  de- 

feated in  this,  the  Yale  traders  saw  their  op- 

portunity, and  the  Yale-Cariboo  wagon  road 
was  the  result.  Hope  became  a  dot  on  the 

map — to  be  revived  at  the  building  of  the 
P.  R.,  then  to  drop  back  to  the  old  sleep, 

only  to  be  aroused  by  the  rush  of  prospectors 
to  the  Steamboat  strikes  and  the  coming  of 

the  railroads.  The  present  trail  to  Steam- 
boat follows  the  old  wagon  road  to  Twenty- 

three-Mile,  and  at  a  small  cost  could  be  put 
in  repair.  Let  the  camp  prove  as  it  will, 
there  is  a  prospect  of  the  roadbed  being 

used  as  a  portion  of  the  trans-provincial 

road — a  vindication  of  Governor  Douglass's 
policy,  and  later  that  of  ex-Governor  Dewd- 
ney,  as  the  most  feasible  route  to  connect 
up  the  province. 

In  1877-7S  Dr.  Geo.  M.  Dawson  passed 
through  this  country,  and  in  his  report  to 
the  Canadian  Geological  Survey  gave  the 
name  of  the  Slate  Creek  formations  to  a 

large  area  of  sedimentary  rocks  lying  to  the 
east  of  Mount  Baker,  with  a  northeasterly 
trend  crossing  the  Fraser  River  at  some 
point  in  the  vicinity  of  Yale,  continuing 
cast  and  taking  in  the  Nicola  and  Similka- 
meen,  and  he  called  attention  to  the  fact 
that  through  the  section  where  there  had 

been  intense  local  metamorphism,  large  and 
persistent  ore  bodies  would  occur. 
Camp  Hedley  has  made  good  in  this  belt, 

the  Nickel  Plate  is  the  greatest  gold-produc- 
ing mine  in  the  province,  and  there  are  other 

promising  camps  to  the  east  of  the  moun- 
tains. All  the  region  has  been  subjected  to 

violent  and  intense  volcanic  action.  Olivine 
mountain,  on  which  the  platinum  discoveries 
were  found  in  the  rock  last  season,  also 
the  diamond  finds,  is  the  centre  of  one  of 
these  great  disturbances.  Following  the 
Hope  mountains  over  the  Tulameen  to 

Whipsaw,  and  the  Skagit  to  the  interna- 
tional boundary  and  beyond,  they  form  the 

centre  of  good  prospecting  ground.  These 

facts  are  presented  to  combat  some  com- 
ments that  have  appeared  in  the  press  by 

people  who  have  never  visited  the  re 
and  are  ignorant  of  the  possibilities  of  the 
section.  The  rush  of  prospectors  that  will 
overrun  Steamboat  this  season  will  find  that 

the  portion  which  is  considered  the  camp  to- 
day is  but  a  small  fraction  of  the  ground 

liable  to  prove  valuable  as  a  mineral  pro- 
ducer. Where  the  conditions  are  ritjht, 

mines  will   be  found. 

Following  the  Skagit  to  the  international 
boundary  are  level  stretches  of  bottom  land 
as  well  calculated  to  make  ranches  for  fruit 

or  general  crops  as  the  section  across  the 
mountain.  They  would  have  been  improved 
long  ago  had  there  been  an  outlet  with 
the  outside  world.  The  demand  that  will 
come  from  the  mines  will  call  for  a  rapid 4-J 
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development,  as  there  will  be  a  demand  for 
all  vegetable  products. 

Placer  miners  have  run  over  these  bot- 

toms looking  for  gold.  In  the  early  'eighties 
there  was  a  rush  to  Ruby  Creek  in  the 

State  of  Washington,  and  one  of  these  re- 
turning miners  found  gold  in  the  gulch  be- 

low what  is  now  the  Steamboat  Gold  Mines 

property.  After  tests  he  was  satisfied  the 
source  of  the  gold  was  from  the  rocks  above, 

and  he  passed  on.  To  those  wTho  do  not 
know  the  placer  or  hard-rock  miner  in  his 
working  moods,  surprise  is  often  expressed 
that  he  does  not  take  advantage  of  opportu- 

nities of  possible  wealth,  as  in  this  case. 
Prospecting  is  a  trade,  and  to  those  who  fol- 

low it  there  are  problems  to  work  out  that 

require  a  knowledge  and  concentration  ob- 
tained only  by  actual  field  experience.  The 

placer  or  hard-rock  prospectors  who  make 
discoveries  are  often  classed  with  the  man 
who  comes  after,  who  is  a  staker  and  secures 

ground  on  the  chance  that  he  has  the  same 
privileges  as  the  original  discoverer.  Once 
a  placer  miner  always  a  placer  miner.  He 
will  work  out  his  find  and  pass  on,  leaving 
the  discovery  of  the  source  of  the  gold  in 
the  rock  to  his  brother  who  follows  that 
line. 

The  great  gold  strikes  in  Goldfields,  Ne- 
vada, brought  prospectors  from  all  over  the 

world,  and  around  a  camp  fire  in  the  Ne- 
vada desert  the  story  of  gold  at  the  base  of 

Steamboat  mountain  was  repeated,  and  so- 
impressed  Dan  Greenwalt  that  he  secured  a 
map  of  the  country  and  in  June  last  reached 

the  Skagit  and  started  on  his  quest.  Suc- 
cess came  to  him  in  the  early  days  of  July, 

and  word  was  sent  to  the  mining  wTorld  that 
a  new  discovery  in  this  province  had  Ne- 

vada faded,  and  that  the  values  were  as  high. 
Then  commenced  a  gathering  of  mining 

men  from  all  over  the  wTorld. 
The  Goldfields  strike  was  made  with  the 

surface  assays  running  into  the  thousands ; 

the  cry  was  raised,  "Picture  ore!"  It  has 
never  gone  down.  The  Consolidated  Gold- 
fields  Company  has  this  high-grade  ore  to 
the  1000-foot  level,  and  made  a  record 
as  the  greatest  producer  of  gold  last  year- 

Will  the  Steamboat  Gold  Mining  Com- 
pany have  a  like  success?  This  is  being 

asked  by  mining  men  everywhere.  While 

the  values  on  going  down  have  not  been  as- 
high   as  on   the  surface,   they  have  shown 
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that  if  they  prove  permanent — as  there  is 
every  indication  of  their  doing — the  mine 
will  take  the  front  rank  as  a  gold  producer 
in  the  province. 

The  high  values  are  in  secondary  enrich- 
ment, and  as  depth  is  reached  they  should 

improve.  In  connection  with  this  class  of 
ore  a  word  of  caution  should  be  given. 
There  are  many  properties  in  the  district 
that  have  shown  good  values  on  the  surface. 
As  work  is  done,  if  the  values  grow  less 

with  depth  or  entirely  disappear,  keep  sink- 
ing till  you  reach  the  sulphide  zone,  and  you 

will  get  your  reward.  This  caution  is  to 
those  who  have  acquired  interests  and  are  to 
furnish  money  to  open  up  the  properties. 
Give  the  camp  a  show;  it  is  one  of  the 
great  gold  camps  of  the  world.  If  the  ores 
go  down,  let  us  prove  this.  It  is  bound  to 

have  all  the  trials  of  a  new  camp.  Disap- 
pointed people  will  come  out  with  cold  feet 

— could  not  make  a  fortune  on  a  shoe-string 
— camp  is  a  fake — I  could  find  no  ore.  Let 
this  class  of  men  pass  to  the  rear,  and  assist, 

as  you  can,  the  man  on  the  firing  line  striv- 
ing to  make  good. 

Here  is  the  greatest  mineral  zone  that  has 

ever  been  thoroughly  prospected  in  our  pro- 
vince. It  has  furnished  the  highest  gold 

values  of  any  district.  The  mountains  are 
steep,  and  with  timber  and  water  power  at 
hand  can  make  the  lowest  mining  costs  of 

any  camp.  To  the  east,  west  and  north  we 
have  miles  of  mineral  ground  that  promises 

to  yield  diamonds,  platinum,  gold,  silver, 
copper,  lead,  zinc  and  the  other  minerals  in 
demand  in  the  industries.  It  will  prove  a 

profitable  field  for  the  prospector  crowded 
out  of  Steamboat.  The  whole  district  will 

soon  have  transportation  and  connection 
with  Vancouver  that  should  be  of  advantage 

to  the  city,  as  it  is  the  centre  that  must  fur- 
nish the  supplies. 

Song   from   "Pippa   Passes 

All's  right  with  the  world. 
God's  in  His  heaven — 
The  snail's  on  the  thorn; 
The  lark's  on  the  wing, 
The  hillside's  dew-pearled; 
Morning's  at  seven  ; 
And  day's  at  the  morn ; 
The  year's  at  the  spring, 
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l  he  New  Westminster  Market 

LIKE   a  pot-lid  over  a  b
oiling  pot, 

the   Fraser  fog  shut  down  over 

the  busy  New  Westminster  mar- 
ker.    Then  with  the  suddenness 

of   a  scene-shift   in    a   theatre,    the   grey   fog 
lifted  and  let  in  the  sun. 

It  was  about  then  that  the  Vancouver 

Chinese  poultry  buyers  descended  upon  the 

market  with  high-noted  Cantonese  mono- 
syllables  and  much  weird  pigeon-Eng- 

lish and  triumphantly  bought  up  all  the 
chickens,  crates  and  crates  and  crates  of 

rhem,  by  offering  more  money  than  the  New 
Westminster  Chinese  would  pay.  This 
made   the   Fraser   River  Chinese  very  sore. 

A  sedate,  elderly,  philosophic  Chinaman 

of  the  New  Westminster  tong  stood  smok- 
ing his  sui-yen-hu  and  looking  wistfully  at 

the  crates  of  fowls. 

"Him  plenty  muchee  solly  him  no 
catchum  chicken,  savvy,"  squalled  my  friend 
Fuey  Sook,  the  Pender  street  meat-seller. 

"Him  lich  man,  catchum  bundled  thousand 
dollah,  eat  lice,  loast  pig,  too  mean  catchum 

one  piecee  elate  chicken." 
All  one  side  of  the  big  market  building 

was  inhabited  by  poultry,  and  the  clacking 
and  crowing  and  squawking  and  quacking 
almost,  but  not  quite,  submerged  the  chin- 
chinning  of  the  Chinese.  On  the  other 
side  of  the  huge  shed  were  spread  out  and 
lung  up  every  kind  of  creature  fattened  for 

the  table  by  the  farmer — wTild  game,  wild 
towl  and  fish  fresh  from  forest,  field  and 
sea,  and  every  vegetable  grown  in  British 
Columbia  gardens.  The  sharpened  morning 
air  was  filled  with  the  sumptuous  smells 
:rhat  make  you  hungry.  You  could  buy  fat 
venison  fed  on  mountain  scenery  and  valley 
grasses;  snipe  and  mallards  from  the  Fraser 
marshlands  where  the  tide  creeps  in  and  out ; 
humpback  salmon,  sturgeon,  black  cod,  ling 

cod,  herring,  pink-shelled  crabs,  beef  in 
every  kind  of  cut,  pork,  veal  and  mutton  of 
the  best  that  careful  feeding  and  expert 
butchering  can  make ;  the  finest  celery,  the 
biggest  potatoes  and  cabbages  and  pumpkins 
you  ever  saw.     Turkeys  that  really  looked 
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as  if  they  were  worth  the  high  prices, 
geese  and  chickens  fat  beyond  the  boundaries 

of  belief,  gold-tinted  butter  that  seemed  too 
beautiful  to  eat,  all  the  most  tempting  pro- 

duce of  an  opulent  country,  which  has  made 
the  New  Westminster  market  famous,  made 
gormandizing  seem  virtuous,  fed  the  lust 

of  the  eye  and  brought  thoughts  of  gastron- 
omy to  the  surface  of  the  mind.  The  com- 

fortable atmosphere  that  belongs  to  a  land 
of  plenty  hangs  over  the  New  Westminster 
market,  and  the  two  thousand  marketers 
who  were  exchanging  their  money  for  the 
good  cheer  did  not  look  as  if  Len- 

ten diet  or  fast-days  were  very  frequent 
in  their  lives.  Not  only  does  the  market  fill 
the  family  basket.  The  farmers  and  the 
stockmen  do  a  brisk  wholesale  commerce 
with  both  Vancouver  and  New  Westminster 

butchers.  The  traffic  in  poultry  was  so  lively 
that  the  supply  was  exhausted  long  before 
closing  time,  and  the  demand  was  so  passion- 

ate that  the  possession  of  the  last  turkeys  be- 

came a  sporting  proposition.  At  1 1  o'clock 
the  crowd  of  eager  buyers  filled  the  market 
quarters  and  leaked  through  the  doors  out 
upon  the  dock,  and  fishermen,  standing  in 
their  launches,  sold  humpback  salmon  and 
sturgeon  taken  from  the  water  only  a  few 
hours  before.  Obviously  the  people  of  New 
Westminster  have  the  market  habit  and 

make  the  most  of  their  opportunity  to  pro- 
cure produce  fresh  from  the  farm  at  the 

farmers'  prices,  which  are  lower  than  those 
of  the  retail  shops.  Also  the  shopkeepers 
of  New  Westminster  welcome  the  crowds 

of  country  people  that  the  market  brings, 
so  that  the  civic  market  is  a  good  thing  all 

around.  It  edifies  the  visitor  to  see  the  pic- 
turesqueness  of  a  real  old-fashioned  country 
market,  with  its  wholesome-looking  good 
things  to  eat,  as  fresh  as  meadow  clover.  It 

makes  of  market-day  a  farmers'  holiday  in 
town.  It  helps  New  Westminster's  house- 

wives to  solve  the  problem  of  how  to  get 

good  butter  and  fresh  eggs  and  honest  coun- 
try vegetables,  fruits,  poultry  and  meats.  It 

helps  to  bring  fame  to  the  city,  which  boasts 
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No.  3,     for    pictures    .V  ,  \  4  \    inches. 

Price,  $52.  00. 

The  Special 

Kodaks 
Nos.  3  and  3A 

A  lens — the  Zeiss  Kodak 
Anasti<nnat  f.  6.3 — with  suf- 
ficient  power  to  make  slow 
snap-shots  on  cloudy  da\  3, 
with  sufficienl  power  I  o 
m  ak  e  exceptionally  f  as1 
snap-shots  of  rapidly  moving 
objects  on  bright  days,  a 
shutter  —  the  Compound  — 
with  a  flexibility  of  control 
which  enables  the  operator 
to  Sfet  the  hill  value  from  the 

high  power  of  his  lens — these are  the  chief  characteristics 
of  these  Special   Kodaks. 

Genuine  Persian  leather*  covering. 
soft  black  leather  bellows,  rack  and 

pinion,  rising  and  sliding  front. 
spirit  level,  a  refined  finish  and 
withal  Kodak  simplicity— such  are 
the  qualities  that  have  made  th< 
Special  Kodaks  universally  popular 
in  spite  of  their  necessarily  high 

price.  Primarily  they  use  Kodak 
him  cartridges,  bul  raaj  be  fitted  for 

glass  plates  too  I  extra  |  if  you  like. 

CANADIAN  KODAK  GO. 

1 1 \i i mi 

TORONTO,  CAN. 

When   writing  to    \dv< 

I 
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that  its  market  is  the  biggest  and  the  best  in 
Canada,  west  of  Winnipeg. 

The  farmers  driving  to  market  with  their 
country  comestibles  used  to  have  to  pay 
toll  on  the  big  bridge  that  strides  across 
the  mighty  Fraser  on  giant  stilts.  Now  the 
government  has  abolished  the  tolls  and  this 
is  greatly  to  the  advantage  of  the  New 
Westminster  market.  Also  the  new  tram 

line  which  curls  in  long  curves  up  the  val- 
ley of  the  great  river  to  Chill iwack  brings 

down  the  week-end  gleanings  of  a  fat  coun- 
try-side. Along  all  the  roads,  in  all  sorts 

and  conditions  of  wheeled  craft,  in  trolley 
cars,  in  gasolene  launches  up  and  down  the 

river,  the  bearded  farmers  come  in  on  Fri- 
day morning  with  the  spoils  of  the  churn, 

the  chicken  house,  the  garden  and  the  or- 
chard. They  come  on  horseback,  too,  now 

sitting  in  the  stock  saddles,  guiding  and 
driving  little  herds  of  cattle  and  also  sheep 
and  hogs.  Auction  sales  of  stock  are  now  a 
feature  of  the  market.  They  bring  horses 
to  sell,  too.  Business  is  brisk.  The  farmers 
get  good  prices  and  the  buyers  get  good 
stock  and  everybody  is  happy. 

The  market  really  has  the  character  of 

a  country  fair,  and  there  are  many  country 
fairs  where  the  display  of  the  products  of 
the  garden,  field  and  barnyard  is  not  so  good 
as  here. 

Picturesque  Coast  City 

No  man  needs  the  art  of  prophecy,  but 

only  business  common-sense,  to  foretell  with 
accuracy  the  ultimate  destiny  of  Vancouver. 
It  is  written  on  the  future  more  plainly 

than  any  mystic  handwriting  on  the  wall. 
Consider  the  progress  already  made,  and 
compare  it  with  that  of  other  Canadian 

cities,  taking  all  circumstances  and  influ- 
ences into  account.  It  is  but  a  few  years, 

a  mere  clock-tick  in  the  vast  sweep  of  time, 
since  Vancouver  was  marked  on  the  map 
on  which  it  is  now  a  bright  red  spot.  In 

1886  less  than  1000  people  called  Vancou- 
ver, a  pine-board  village,  home.  Today  it 

is  a  city  of  possibly  130,000,  growing  at 
the  rate  of  one  thousand  a  month.  Van- 

couver's storv  is  a  manv-times-told  one.  The 

IS     UNAPPROACHABLE     IN     QUALITY 

BOVRIL  herds  grazing  on  Bovril  lands  in  the  finest  pasture 

land  in  the  world  furnish  the  beef  which  makes  BOVRIL 
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stone  has  been  turned  so  often  that  it  is  not 
easy  to  turn  up  a  fresh  side.  There  are 

many  figures,  all  as  familiar  as  the  photo- 
graphs of  Stanley  Park.  These  figures  tell 

a  wonderful  story  of  development  and  rapid 

expansion.  Vancouver  is  the  city  that  out- 
grows its  public  buildings  as  fast  as  a  small 

boy  outgrows  his  clothes.  It  is  the  city 
with  the  most  beautiful  site  and  environ- 

ment in  the  world.  In  trie  future  it  will 

be  not  only  a  great  broker  but  a  great  pro- 
ducer, this  commercial  capital  of  a  province 

whose  enormous  resources  are  only  begin- 
ning to  be  tapped.  It  will  be  the  end  of 

more  miles  of  railroad  steel  than  any  city 
in  America.  It  will  have  ample  freight 
for  all  its  railroads.  The  black  coal  of  the 

earth  and  the  white  coal  of  British  Colum- 

bia's ample  waterpower  will  make  the  Paci- 
fic Coast  province  a  great  manufacturing 

country.  As  a  shipping  point  on  the  Pacific 
seaboard,  Vancouver  will  be  the  one  rival 
of  San  Francisco.  The  map  of  the  world 

is  the  strongest  argument  to  support  these 

statements.  The  course  of  empire,  com- 
mercial history  that  repeats  itself  invariably 

as  the  sun,  the  future  of  Canada  which  is 

so  plain  to  see,  will  make  these  optimistic 

forecasts,  shared  by  all  the  people  of  Van- 
couver, come  true. 

In   A ccord 
By    PETER    MacARTIIUR 

{From    'Out 

The  flower  yields  its  heart  to  the  wind, 

The  wind  gives  its  sigh  to  the  sea, 

The  sea  yearns  up  to  the  sun, 

The  sun  sweeps  onward  to  Thee; 

And   back  to  the  spheres  attune, 

From  the  spheres  to  the  waves  at  play, 

To  the  wind,  to  the  flower,  to  my  heart, 

Come  Thv   love   and   Thy  peace   today. 

You    May   TAKE  Other  Papers,  But 

You  READ  the 

C  Think  over  this  sentence  again,  MR. 
ADVERTISER.  It  is  your  money  you 

are  spending  when  you  pay  for  advertis- 

ing, and  you  certainly  want  it  to  go  into 

the  medium  that  is  read,  because  its 

worth  is  appreciated,  its  fearlessness  ad- 

mired, and  because  its  clear  and  clean 

advertising  pages  make  it  essentially  the 

paper  of  the  home. 

C  There  are  something  over  15,000 

copies  of  this  paper  going  out  every 

week,  mainly  in  the  Province  of  British 

Columbia.  Its  constituency  cannot  be 

covered  quite  so  well  by  any  other  me- 

dium.    It  is  the  one  paper  of  its  class. 

d.  Rates  are  exceptionally  low,  quality 

and  quantity  considered,  for  there  is 

something  about  it  that  makes  the  B.  C. 

SATURDAY  SUNSET  a  winner  in 

the  advertising  field — something  difficult 

to  explain  but  easy  to  recognize  when 

placed  under  the  searchlight  of  actual 

test.  Logically,  the  B.  C.  SATUR- 
DAY SUNSET  cannot  be  left  out  of 

an  advertising  campaign. 

Write,  Call  or  Phone  2796,  and 

Let  Us  Talk  It  Over  With  You 
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Opportunities  Classified 
€L  The  rate  for  advertising  under  this  head  is  five  cents  a  word.     Cash 

must  accompany  all  orders 

INDUSTRIAL  OPPORTUNITIES 
PRODIGIOUS  PROFITS  IN  CALIFORNIA  OIL.  A 
100-barrel  well  is  worth  $100,000.  Send  for  free  book- 

let telling  how  to  invest  to  make  big  money.  W.  H. 
Wise,    Laughlin    Building,    Los   Angeles,    Cal. 

BIG  OPPORTUNITY  FOR  HUSTLER.  A  good  soli- 
citor should  make  from  $20.00  to  $30.00  a  week  on 

commissions  getting  subscriptions  for  British  Columbia 
Magazine;  one  representative  made  $8.00  in  one  day. 
Write  for  particulars.  Address  Circulation  Manager, 
British     Columbia    Magazine,    Vancouver,    B.     C. 

EDUCATIONAL 
MAIL  COURSES  in  Shorthand,  Bookkeeping,  Matricu- 

lation, Ad-writing.  Dominion  Business  College,  corner 
College  and  Brunswick,  Toronto:  J.  V.  Mitchell,  B.  A., 
Principal. 

THE  KENNEDY  SCHOOL  is  devoted  exclusively  to 
the  better  training  of  stenographers  and  office  assistants ; 

has  won  all  the  world's  typewriting  championships. 
Booklets  free  upon  request.     9  Adelaide  Street,  Toronto. 

BIG  OPPORTUNITY  FOR  HUSTLER.  A  good  soli- 
citor should  make  from  $20.00  to  $30.00  a  week  on 

commissions  getting  subscriptions  for  British  Columbia 
Magazine;  one  representative  made  $8.00  in  one  day. 
Write  for  particulars.  Address  Circulation  Manager, 
British     Columbia    Magazine,    Vancouver,    B.     C. 

REAL  ESTATE 
NOW  IS  YOUR  OPPORTUNITY!  Al  land,  abun- 

dant water,  in  the  Famous  Turlock  Irrigation  District 
of  California.  The  home  of  the  peach,  grape,  canta- 

loupe, watermelon  and  sweet  potato.  The  Dairyman's 
Paradise.  Write  today  for  information  and  free  book- 

let. Dept.  "D,"  TURLOCK  BOARD  OF  TRADE, Turlock,    Cal. 

CAMBRIDGE  AND  THE  SURROUNDING  country 
offers  cheaper  and  better  investments  in  Fruit,  Hay, 
Grain,  Dairy,  Stock,  Farms,  Gold,  Silver  and  Copper 
properties  and  first  Mortgage  Realty  loans  than  any 
State  in  the  Northwest.  Situated  on  the  P.  &  I.  N. 
R.  R.,  Washington  County,  Idaho.  For  reliable  infor- 

mation, call  on  or  address  the  Crouter  Realty  &  Broker- 
age Co.,  Rooms  1  and  2,  Stuart  Building,  Main  street, 

Cambridge,  Washington  County,  Idaho. 

SOUTHERN  CALIFORNIA  OPPORTUNITY  EX- 
TRAORDINARY. Famous  McCoy  ranch  now  selling 

in  5-acre  tracts  (planted  to  Muscatel  grapes  and  cared 
lor  until  first  paying  crop  is  produced)  on  $10  monthly 
payments.  Table  grapes  net  $150  an  acre.  Rich  frost- 
Jess  land  adjoining  ideally-located  valley  city  on  rail- 

way. Free  illustrated  booklet  and  introductory  offer. 
W.    E.   Alexander,   Escondido,   California. 

HOW  TO  BUY  AND  SELL  REAL  ESTATE  AT  A 
Profit  by  W.  A.  Carney,  the  author  of  the  "New  Sec- 

retary's Manual."  The  title  of  the  12  chapters  are: Real  Estate  in  General;  Thrift,  Or,  How  to  Accumulate 
Capital;  How  and  Where  to  Buy;  Options  and  Pur- 

chase Agreements ;  of  Deeds ;  How  to  Make  a  Loan, 
Including  Execution  of  Mortgages  and  Trust  Deeds; 
Transfer  of  Titles  in  Escrow,  Taxes  and  Insurance; 
Home  and  Homesteads;  Miscellaneous  Matter  Affecting 
Real  Estate ;  Subdivisions ;  How  and  When  to  Sell ; 
Booms  and  Panics ;  The  book  contains  forms  used  in 
the  purchase  and  sale  of  residence  and  business  prop- 

erty,   Mines,    Oil    Lands,    etc.      Price   $2. 
When   writing  to  Advertisers  please 

WANTED — Some  good  live  men  with  small  capital  to 
invest  in  our  Arrow  Lake  Orchards.  Fine  paying  in- 

vestment and  work  guaranteed.  Write  today  for  full 
particulars.  Arrow  Lake  Orchards,  Ltd.,  Dept.  11,  Box 
679,    Lethbridge,    Alberta.   

fruit~Lands SELF-SUPPORTING  HOMES  in  the  Glorious  Fruit 
District,  Southern  British  Columbia,  for  $10  cash  and 
$10  monthly,  without  interest.  Annual  profits  $500  to 
$1,000  per  acre.  Orchard,  garden,  poultry;  scenery, 
hunting,  fishing,  boating;  delightful  warm  climate; 
church,  school,  postoffice,  store,  big  sawmill ;  daily 
trains ;  close  to  markets ;  unlimited  demand  for  pro- 

ducts. Write  quick  for  maps,  photos,  free  information. 
WEST  KOOTENAY  FRUIT  LANDS  COMPANY, 
Dept.    M,    Drawer    1087,    Nelson,    B.C. 

MISCELLANEOUS 
$25.00  TO  $50.00  WEEKLY  easily  made  by  any  liv« 
young  man.  In  spare  time.  In  your  own  town.  No 
mail-order  scheme.  Particulars  25c.  Nicasio  Co.,  Box 
521,    San    Francisco,    Cal. 

BIG  OPPORTUNITY  FOR  HUSTLER.  A  good  soli- 
citor  should  make  from  $20.00  to  $30.00  a  week  on 
commissions  getting  subscriptions  for  British  Columbia 
Magazine;  one  representative  made  $8.00  in  one  day. 
Write  for  particulars.  Address  Circulation  Manager, 
British     Columbia    Magazine,    Vancouver,    B.     C. 

W.  H.  &  W.  P.  Mumford.  Props. 

Western  Drafting  and    Blue    Print  Office 
General  Drafting  and  Blue  Printing 

Phone  650  New  Westminster,  B.  C. 

We  specialize  in  the  Litest  map  of  New  Westmin- 
ster District,  also  Mission  and  Chilliwack  Munici- 

palities.    Write  for  prices  and  particulars. 

For 
Women 

FREE or 
Men 

1000  Homesteads,   160  Acres 
Recording  Fee  -  -      $1   
Staking  Fee      -  50  00 
Transportation  .         -         -        51 
Lot  in  Railway  Town     -         -        40  00 
Saskatchewan  Improved  Farms  Listed 

RURAL  LANDS   SUPPLY    COMPANY 
Phone  R7S30      925  Robson  Street      Vancouver.  B.C. 

BROWN  BROTHERS  CO.,  LIMITED 
FLORISTS 

Fruit  Trees,   Shrubs,   Bulbs  and    Flowerinj 
Plants 

Write  for  1911  Catalogue — it's  free 

59  Hastings  St.  East Vancouver,  B  C. 

mention  British   Columbia   Magazine 
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The  Beer 
Without  a  Peer 

The  Vancouver 
Breweries 

Limited 

When   writing  to Advertisers  phase  mention   British   Columbia   Mag 
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ELECTRIC  AND  HYDRAULIC 
MOTOR      BLOWERS 

TUNING 

One    and  Two    Manual    Pneumatic    PIPE    ORGANS    For    Sale 

AND       REPAIRS 

&S£U«....o     ERNEST  T.  ROBERTS,  1309  Davie  St.     Vancouver,  b.c. Phone  R62S3 

OTTAWA  LADIES' COLLEGE 
This  College  is  thoroughly  equipped  in  every  department.      Has  an  efficient  staff.     Is  ideally 

situated.      Gives  ample  accommodation.      Write  for  Calendar  and  particulars. 

The  REV.  W.  D.  ARMSTRONG,  M.A..  Ph.D.,  D.D.,  President 

^V*  1        Imported  into  Canada  duty  free.      The  choicest  of 
J_^/13,mOllClS  gems  at  the  lowest  of  prices.     Our  stock  is  not  ex- 
=============  celled — our  reputation  has  been  built  upon  sterling 
quality  and  exceptional  value.     You  will  be  gratified  with  our  gems. 

O.  B.  ALLAN        ::        440  Granville  Street        ::        VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

NORTH  ARM   STEAMSHIP   CO.,  LTD. 
Twenty-one    miles    of    the    most    magnificent    scenery    on    the  West  Coast  of    North    America 
S.S.  Defiance  leaves  weekdays  at  9.15  a.m.  for  round  trip  to  Indian  River. 
S.S.  Roche  Point  will  make  two  round  trips  everyday,  leaving  from  Indian  River  in  morning. 

Look  out  for  Special  Summer  Schedule,  or  ring  up  Telephone  2988 

Overwhelming   Testimony  from  the  Medical  Profession 

as  to  the  value  of  that  GREAT  RESTORATIVE  WINE 

WILSON'S  INVALIDS'  PORT (a  la  Quina  du  Perou) 

The  ONE  preparation  on  this  market  that  has  received  so  many  written 
endorsements  from  the  leading  Canadian  Medical  Authorities. 

The  supreme    merit    of  WILSON'S   INVALIDS'    PORT   is  in  the    good it  will   do   VOL. 

ASK  YOUR  DOCTOR LARGE  BOTTLE 

VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
is  developing  faster  and  its  Real  Estate  values 
advancing  more  rapidly  than  any  other  city  in 
Canada.  C.  NORTH  VANCOUVER  is  the 
centre  of  industrial  enterprise  at  the  moment. 
The  Imperial  Car  Co.,  the  Government  Dry 
Docks  and  various  other  concerns  are  locating 
there  and  we  specialize  the  adjoining  lands. 
Property  is  cheap,  from  $300  per  lot  up,  and 
terms  easy.    

FIELDS    &    MAY 
508  Pender  Street  W. , Vancouver,  B.C. 

North    Vancouver 
offers  the  best  field  for  investors  in  all  British 

Columbia.     It  will  be  to  Vancouver  what 

BIRKENHEAD  is  to  LIVERPOOL 

BROOKLYN    to  °  NEW    YORK A  Small  investment  in  North  Vancouver  property 

now  will  bring  a  rich  return.  Homesites  are  being' 
offered  at  ERINDALE.  in  the  best  part  of  North  Van- 

couver, at  prices  from  $330.  to  $500.  each.  Terms:  one- 
fifth  cash,  balance  quarterly  over  two  years  at  7  per 
cent,  per  annum.    Bring  or  send  a  deposit  and  secure 
one  now. 

D.  MACLURG 
Broker 

340  Pender  St.  W. 
Vancouver 

When  writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention  British   Columbia   Magazine 
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Mahon,  McFarland  &  Procter 
Limited 

Real  Estate 

Mortgage  Loans 
Estates  Managed 

Insurance 

543  Pender  Street Vancouver,  B.C. 

Money  will  earn  /J    a.        1  C\Cf1 
in  Vancouver     O    lO    1  \J/0 

THE  PEOPLE'S  TRUST  COMPANY LIMITED 

Authorized    Capital,    $500,000 

TRUSTEES  EXECUTORS 
VALUATORS      ESTATE  AGENTS 

425  Pender  St.  West         Vancouver,  B.C. 
PHONE    8744 

Bankers  :     Royal  Bank  of  Canada 

WITH   five    offices    in     British    Co- 
lumbia  we   are   in    a   position    to 

make    investments    for   you    to    the    best 
possible  advantage. 

Every  investment  made  for  our  clients 
is   approved  of  by  a  board  of  directors 

thoroughly  conversant  with  local  condi- tions.    Write  for  full  particulars   to 
GEO.   F.   ELLIS,   Manager 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Special   attention   given    to    capital    re- 
ceived from  British  and  Eastern  Canada 

investors. 

COLUMBIA 
FIRE  INSURANCE 

COMPANY 
LIMITED 

HEAD  OFFICE 

541  Hastings  St.  West,  Vancouver,  Can. 

Authorized  Capital,         -  $500,000.00 
Subscribed  Capital,        -  280,700.00 

SURPLUS  TO  POLICY  HOLDERS.  288,712.00 (Dec.  31, 

R.  H    HEAPS,  President 
K.  p    M<  l.i.NNAN.  \  dent 
\v.  B.  ROURKE,  Secretary 

A  Progressive  Western  Cotnpanj  entirely  sepa- 
rate from  anj  <'th<-i  organization     Write  us  foi  rates. 

Agents  Wanted  In   Unrepresented    Districts 
Liberal  Commissions 

When   writing  to  Advertisers  please   mention   British 
   Columbia    Magazine 
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FARM  LANDS 
IN  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 
For  FRUIT,    DAIRY  or  CHICKEN 

We  have  them  from  5  to  500  acres. 

If  you  want  one  with  little  or  no  improve- 
ments, or  one  combining  a  high  state  of 

cultivation  with  a  beautiful  home,  we  can 

supply  either  at  very  reasonable  prices,  with 
a  small  cash  payment,  balance  on  easy  terms. 

Real  Estate  in    Vancouver  is  increasing 
steadily  in  value.  Excellent  profits  are  to 
he  made  by  judicious  investments.  We 
have  choice  properties  in  all  sections. 

We  also  deal  in  Timber,  Mines,  Stocks 
and  Shares. 

Write  us  for  full  particulars. 

BEATON    &    HEMSWORTH 
(Members  Vancouver  Stock  Exchange) 

Phone  7221  329   Tender  St. 

VANCOUVER,   B.C. 

50%  More  Income 
A  net  income  of  7  per  cent,  per 

year  is  paid  on  the  preference  stock 
of  the  Prudential  Investment  Co., 
Ltd.  This  is  about  50  per  cent, 

more  than  an  equally  secure  invest- 
ment in  bank  stocks  or  other  east- 

ern securities  will  earn. 

The  Company  has  paid  large 
dividends  since  its  inception,  and 
the  price  of  the  ordinary  stock 
stands  at  $160  per  share.  For  the 
present  the  preference  stock  may  be 
purchased  at  par,  $100  on  very 
favorable  terms. 

Address:  Dept.  A 

NATIONAL  FINANCE  COMPANY,  Limited 
FISCAL  AGENTS 

Head  Office:  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Branch  offices:  New  Westminster,  B.  C.  ;  Cal- 
gary, Alta.  ;  Regina,  Sask.  ;  Winnipeg,  Man. ; 

Toronto,  Ont.  ;  Ottawa,  Ont. ;  St.  John,  N.  B.  ; 
Halifax,   N.  S. 
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Code  Address  "BIZKX,  VANCOUVER" Code:  Western  Union  Universal  Edition 

City  Property,  Waterfrontage,  Trackage,  Estates  Managed 
Rents,  Loans,  Insurance,  Stocks  and  Bonds,  Farm  Lands 

Fruit  Lands,  Timber  Lands,  Coal  Lands,  Mines  and 

Business  Chances  dominion  trust  building 
Vancouver,  B.C.  PHONE  3223 

Canada  National 
Fire  Insurance 

Company 
Incorporated   by   Special  Act  of  the 

Parliament  of  Canada 

Authorized  Capital    •   $3,000,000.00 

HEAD  OFFICE  WINNIPEG,  MANITOBA 
BRANCHES  THROUGHOUT  THE  DOMINION 

A  limited  amount  of  stock  is  now  obtain- 
able at  a  moderate  price 

Tor  all  particulars   apply 

R.  J.   POTTS,   Local    Manager 
559  Granville  St.,  VANCOUVER,  B.C. 
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2  1-2  Acres  at 

CLOVERDALE 
properly  worked  will  make  you  independent 

and  produce  a  dividend  the  first  year. 
We  are  offering  a  few  tracts  for  actual 

settlers  and  if  you  want  an  excellent  small 

ranch,  highly  productive,  on  the  Electric 

Tram  line,  all  cleared  and  with  every  con- 

venience such  as  telephones,  electric  lights, 

pure  artesian  water,  stores,  banks,  schools, 
churches,  etc.,  please  ask  for  details.  There 

are  only  twelve  of  these  ideal  places  and  you 

must  act  quickly.  The  Tram  service  will  put 
Cloverdale  just  one  hour  from  Vancouver. 

JOHN  D.  KEARNS 
Farm  Lands        City  Property 

Suite  404-5  Bower  Building 

Vancouver,  B.C. 

John  J.  Banfield 
Real  Estate 

Insurance,  Investments 
Money  to   Loan 

607  Hastings  St.,  Vancouver,  B.C. 
Established  in  1891 

Bevan,    Gore   &   Eliot 
Limited 

Members  Vancouver,  Victoria  and  Spokane  Stoi  k 
Exchanges 

Investment  Brokers 
Stocks  and  Bonds,  Mortgages,  Real 

Estate,  etc. 

503  Pender  Street 

Vancouver,  B.C. 

1122  Government  Street 

Victoria,  B.C. 

A.  R.  THOMAS 
INVESTMENT 

BROKER 

FOR  SALE 

Shares  of  the  Bank  of  Vancouver 

Lot  33x127,  $250 

$20    Cash,    balance    $10     per    month     with 
interest  at  7% 

334  Seymour  St.  Vancouver,  B.C. 
Establish* 

Riverview,  Red  Deer,  Aita. 
This  fine  addition,  well  inside  the  Citj  limits,  on 

rising  ground,  commanding  lovely  views  of  City  and 
surrounding:  country,  has  just  been  placed  on  market 
and  will  be  the  safest  investment  in  Alberta,  as  Kcd 
Deer  is  the  obj<  ointofeverj  Transcontinental 
railway  in  Canada.       Fine  lots  33  by   120.       flOO,  $150, 

$200,  $250  each      -        ash,  balance  in  small  monthly 
payments.    C    Por  full  particulars  ai>i>l\   to  tl 
elusive  sal<  s  agents, 

Welchel  &  Berry 
401  Crown  Building       Phone  6921        Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Vancouver  Investments 
Have  made  fortunes  for  the  investors. 
What  has  been  done  for  others  can  be 
done  for  von.  L«et  us  tell  von  about 

GILLEY  PARK,  the  "  Suburb  Beautiful."  Send 
for  descriptive  plans  and  price  list. 

Special  attention   given  to  out-of-town  clients. 

C.  L  MERRITT  &  CO. 
410  Homer  St.  Vancouver,  B.  C. 
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Fruit  Growing  in 
British  Columbia 

This  is  perhaps  the  ideal  occupation  for  all 

who  are  desiring  to  reach  the  simple  life 

We  are  giving  you  an  opportunity  to  get  back 

to  first  principles.  We  are  offering  another  Gar- 
den of  Eden — the  Arrow  Lakes  District  of  West 

Kootenay,  British  Columbia,  one  of  the  most  de- 
lightful   spots    in    the    world    in   which    to    live. 

We  clear,  plant  and  irrigate  your  10-acre  or- 
chard and  sell  it  to  you  for  $200  per  acre,  on 

easy  terms  over  five  years.  A  strong  company 

handles  your  money  and  guarantees  that  we  do 
as  we   promise. 

You  can  have  your  money  back  if  you  are  not 
satisfied.      It   is 

THE  APPLE  ORCHARD  OPPORTUNITY  OF 
A  LIFETIME 

We  would  like  to  give  you  full  information. 
Write  us   today.     This   offer   is  limited. 

Chas.  A.  Bodie  &  Co.  Limited 
614  Pender  St.  West Vancouver,  B.  C. 

IS  YOURS  A  BIG  POSITION? 
Are  you  satisfied  that  your  present 

position  is  equal  to  your  abilities?  Or 
do  you  think  you  are  ready  for  some- 

thing bigger?  Many  a  man  keeps  hang- 
ing on  to  a  small  position  when  a  little 

more  training  would  show  him  just  how 
to  make  the  change  to  more  money  and 
bigger  prospects. 

GET    THE    SHELDON    BOOK 

You  are  anxious  to  begin  your  train- 
ing at  once.  Then  send  us  your  name 

and  address  TODAY  and  we  will  mail 
you  a  copy  of  the  Sheldon  Book  FREE. 
It  will  start  you  on  the  right  road.  Let 

Sheldon's  book  do  for  you  what  it  has 
done  for  others.  More  than  40,000  men 
have  profited  by  the  Sheldon  Book.  And 
your  Free  Copy  goes  forward  as  soon 
as  you  give  the  word.  Give  it  today 
with  this  coupon. 

The  Sheldon  School,  401  Pacific  Bldg.,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Please  send  me  Free  copy  of  The  Sheldon 
Book  and  full  information  regarding  Sheldon 
Methods. 
Name     
Street       
City   State...     

THE   SHELDON   SCHOOL 
40 1   Pacific  Building,     Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Are  you 
willing 

To  assist  the  Magazine  ?  If  you  ap- 

preciate the  Magazine  and  realize 
what  it  is  doing  and  is  capable  of 

doing  for  the  province,  for  your  city 

and  district  in  particular,  we  feel  sure 

that  you  will  be  willing  to  assist  us  in 

every  way  possible. 

You  can  assist 
By  recommending  the  Magazine  to 

your  neighbors  and  to  your  friends  at 
a  distance. 

By  dealing  with  our  advertisers;  and 

when  writing  or  calling  upon  them 
state  that 

You  saw  it  in  the  British 

Columbia  Magazine 

Our  advertisers  are  worthy  of  your 

patronage  and  by  purchasing  from 
them  you  not  only  help  yourself,  you 

encourage  them.  You  also  help  the 

Magazine,  as  by  securing  results  our 

advertisers  are  more  willing  to  con- 
tinue using  our  pages,  and  others  will 

be  induced  to  come  in,  therefore  say 

I  saw  it  in  the  British 

Columbia  Magazine 

When  writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention  British  Columbia  Magazine 
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READ  THIS 
Special  Offer  for  a  Short  While  Only 

BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE  one  year  $J.S0 Monthly 

B.  C.  SA  TURDA  Y  SUNSET  one  year-    -     -    -     2.00 Weekly 

$3.50 
$2.50  Both  Publications  for  one  year,  only  $2.50 

This  is  a  very  low  price  for  these  two  leading  publications.  The  BRITISH 
COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE  is  splendidly  illustrated  with  photographs  of  all  parts 
of  British  Columbia,  and  the  reading  matter  also  deals  entirely  with  true  stories  and 
happenings  in  the  Province.  The  B.  C.  SATURDAY  SUNSET  is  a  WEEKLY 
paper  for  both  young  and  old.  It  offers  comments  on  the  leading  questions  of  the 
day  and  deals  largely  with  the  affairs  of  British  Columbia.  Quite  recently  an  8  page 
Illustrated  Section  has  been  added  to  this  popular  Weekly,  and  already  the  publisher- 
find,  by  the  number  of  new  subscriptions  turned  in,  that  the  Public  appreciate  good 
pictures  of  every  phase  of  life,  industrial  activity,  development,  natural  resources, 
scenery  and  other  matters  of  interest  in  the  Province. 

NOTE  THIS  GREAT  BARGAIN 

British  Columbia  Magazine  (monthly)        -  $1.50 
B.   C.   Saturday  Sunset   (weekly)  -       -       -       2.00 
Weekly  Province        -       -  -  1.00 

$4.50 
$3.00      ALL   THREE  FOR   ONE   YEAR      $3.00 

OR    THIS    OFFER 

BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE    $1.50 

WEEKLY  PROVINCE      ■    -    -    -         LOO 
$2.50 

These  Two  for  One  Year      •  •    $L  75 
Take  your  choice  of  the  above  clubbing  rates  and  send  in  your  Order  now  to  the 

Circulation  Department,  British  Columbia  Magazine,  Vancouver,  B.  C. 

Extra  postage  to  U.  S.  A. 

When  writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention  British   Colombia   Magazine 
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I  want  the  names  and  addresses 

of  Ten  Thousand  Catholics 

I  want  to  get  in  touch  with  ambitious  men  and  women  of  the 
Catholic  faith  who  desire  to  better  their  financial  condition. 

I  want  to  tell  them  about   the    organization  of  a    Company    having    for  its    field 

twenty  million  Catholics  or  one-fifth  of  the  population  of  the  United  States. 

While   Catholics   only   are    permitted    to   hold   stock    iri 
this  Company,   it   is   not   a  religious  undertaking,  and  we 

nol    commercializing    the    church.      It    is    limited    to 
■  lies  because  of  a  need  for  just   such  an  institution. 
Catholic    i   pie    are    todaj    contributing   nearly   one 

dred    million    dollars    a    year    to     170    companies    in 
'i     they     have     little     ownership    or    representation. 
'ii    1909    the   average   earnings   of   35   of   these   com- 

panies   was    no   less    than   23«  per  cent. 
This   is   not   a    get-rich-quick   scheme,   hut   a   high-class 

legitimate      business     enterprise,     endorsed     by     leading 
hanks.       Among     iis     officers    and    directors     are     an     ex- 

Senator,   a  Congressman,   the  President  of 
nsurance  company,   tin-  attorney  of  one  of  the  largest 

railroads,     the     President     of    a    bank,    the    ex-Assistant 
Attorney  General  of  a   western   state  and   a   Judge  of  the 
Superior  Court.      Already  one-tilth   of  the  slock  has  been 

i   to   bankers,   and   business   and  professional  men. 

Endorsed  by  Leading  Catholics 
__  The   President   of   the   Citizens   State   Bank   of   Paola, 

Kansas,    says:  1     have      put       my     money      into      this 
■.in.    believing    that    it    is    safely    and    profitably   in- 

vesled,    and    I    heartily    endorse   and    recommend   the   Com- 
!•>    my    friends."  *     The    Vice    President 

of    the   Illinois   National    Bank   of    Peoria,    says:       "My 
rription  for  a  block  of  stock  in  your  Company  is 

the  best  evidence  of  my  faith  in  your  organization.  In 
my  judgment  you  are  offering  an  unlimited  good  propo- 

sition, which  ought  to  appeal  to  every  shrewd  business 

man.'  The     ex-Assistant    Attorney     General 
for  Colorado  says:       "I  believe   that   every   Catholic  that 
lias    money    should    take    advantage    of    this    opportunity 

purchase    a    block    of    stock.      The    earning    power    of 
Companj  and  consequent  large  profits  to  the  stock 

holder  are  beyond  question."  *  *  *  The  Presi- 
dent of  the  Giilis  Construction  Company  of  Salt  Lake 

City  says:  'I  do  not  know  of  a  better  investment.  It 
presents  a  tremendous  earning  capacity  and,  being 
under  Government  supervision,  assures  absolute  safety 
fur     the     stockholder.''  The    Editor    of    the 
San  Francisco  Leader  says:  'I  predict  for  the  Com 
Mil;;,  unquestioned  success.  I  regard  the  slock  as  essen- 

tially a  potential  income-producer."  *  *  *  The 
President  of  the  Hibernia  Insurance  Company  says: 
••There  appears  to  be  a  large  field  for  a  Company  of 
hie     character."  The    ex-Attorney    General 

of  Nebraska  says:  'This  Company  has  elements  of 
strength  not  possessed  by  any  other."  *  *  *  The 
Prosecuting   Attorney   for   Pacific   County.   Wash.,    says: 

cause    of    my    confidence    in    the    Company    I    have 
"o-   a    stockholder   in    it.'' 

If  You  Have  Money  in  the 

Savings  Bank 

'      an   prove   to   you   that  money    can    earn    more    than 
or   4    per    cent,    which    is    all    you    receive    on    a    sin- 
bank     deposit.        Xo     man     ever     became     rich      by 

plj       depositing      his      money      in      a      savings      bank 
leaving       it        on       deposit        therein.         As        "Col- 

Weekly"   in   its  issue  of  January  LMst.    1911,  very 
truly    says:       "For   the   average   man   there    is    uo   legiti- 

mate reason  for  keeping  more  than  a  small  amount  of 
money  in  a  savings  bank — he  should  equip  himself  to 
use  his  own  money  in  the  way  that  savings  bank 
trustees  use  it  after  he  has  deposited  it  in  their  rare. 
The  investments  made  by  these  trustees  though  care- 

fully guarded  by  law  in  most  of  these  states  where 
savings  accumulations  are  largest,  yield  more  than  I 
per  cent,  and  the  maii  with  $100  surplus  should  be  able 

to    act    for   himself." In    other    words:      If    the    bank    pays    you    oY2     or    4 
per    cent    interest    on    your    money    and    makes    It    earn 
three   times   that   amount   for  the   bank   itself,  why   should 
not   you    yourself  invest   the  money  and  receive  the  1 
dividend    it    earns   instead  of   the   bank   receiving   it? 

If  You  Can  Save  $5  a  Month  or 
More 

The  stockholders  of  this  Company  are  all  on  an  equal 
basis.  The  man  who  can  buy  one  thousand  shares 
(which  is  the  limit  for  any  one  person)  has  no  advan- 

tage over  the  man  who  can  buy  only  five,  shares.  The 
only  difference  is  that  the  more  money  a  man  inTests 
the  more  he  will  receive  in  dividends.  If  you  can  - 
only  $5.00  a  month  it  will  enable  you  to  buy  an  inter 
est  in  our  Company  on  our  easy  terms  of  payment,  and  . 
you  can  add  to  your  holdings  from  time  to  time  as  you 
can    stive    the    money. 

You  Must  Act  Quickly 
On  the  basis  of  stiles  made  we  only  need  ten  thou- 

sand stockholders  to  absorb  our  entire  capitalization. 
We  already  have  fifteen  hundred.  Out  of  twenty 
million  people  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  interest  the  I 
essary  eighty  five  hundred.  It  is  simply  a  question 
whether  or  not  you  wish  to  be  one  of  the  favored  ones. 
It  is  only  by  investing  money  where  it  can  work  for 
you  that  you  can  hope  to  win  more  than  a  mere  com- 

petence. Start  on  the  road  to  financial  success  by writing    for   a    copy   of 

My  Free  Book 
Do  it  now!  Today!  Oppor- 

tunities must  be  seized  when 
they  present  themselves.  In 
thirty  years  there  has  not  been 
a  chance  like  this.  Similar  or- 

ganizations are  paying  divi- 
dends of  over  10O  PEE  CENT 

to  the  original  investors.  If 
you  are  a  Catholic  and  are 
looking  for  an  investment 
where  the  money  you  invest  is 
absolutely  safe  and  protected 
by  law,  where  the  stock  will 
increase  in  value  and  will,  1 

believe,  pay  handsome  divi- 
dends, write  me  today  and  ask 

for   a    copv    of   mv    free  book. 

PHILIP  HARDING 
Dept.  801  Box  96  f 

SPOKANE,         Washington 

If  this  book 

fails  to  interest 

you,  the  loss 
will  be  yours— 
not  mine. 

This  Book  is  Free 
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VICTORIA 
VANCOUVER     ISLAND,     BRITISH     COLUMBIA 

CANADA 

To  Motor-Car  Tourists 
and  Travellers 

The  hub  of  motor  travel  through  Vancouver  Island  is  Victoria. 

Unsurpassed  roads. 

Mountain  lakes  and  streams. 

Famous  hotels  and  resorts. 

Snow-capped  mountains  and  winding  valleys. 

The  greatest  forests  in  the  known  world. 

Sea  beaches  of  indescribable  charm. 

Salmon  and  trout  fishing. 

Fine,  sunshiny  weather  from  May  till  October. 

The  most  beautiful,  varied  scenery  in  North  America. 

Indian  villages  and  aboriginal  scenes. 

Fiords,  water-falls  and  distant  glaciers. 

The  farms  and  the  wilderness. 

Not  to  know  Vancouver  Island  is  to  miss  Dreamland. 

Victoria,  the  Koh-i-noor  of  Cities. 

DEPT.  44 

Vancouver  Island 

Development  League 
VICTORIA.  B.C.,  CANADA 

Vancouver Island  Development 
League 

Victoria,  B.C. ,  Canada, Dept. 44 

Please  send  me.  free  of  charge, Booklets,  etc. 

Name 

Address 
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Leading  Cities  and  Towns 
of  BRITISH  COLUMBIA  and  the  NORTHWEST 
The   Opportunities    They    Offer  and   The  Industries    They   Desire 

Complete  information  regarding  these  places  and  their  special  advantages  for  certain  in- 
dustries are  on  file  at  the  Bureau  of  Opportunity,  conducted  by  the  British  Columbia  Mag- 

azine, or  may  be  obtained  by  writing  direct  to  the  secretary  of  the  local  organization         ::: 

Figures  Tell  the  Story  of  Vancouver,  B.  C. 
Compiled  monthly  by  The  Vancouver  Information  and  Tourist  Association,   633  Granville  St. ,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

The  B.  C.  E.  Railway  Company  pays  to  the  City  certain  percentages  of  the  re- 
ceipts on  its  tram  lines.  The  growth  of  Vancouver  is  indicated  by  the  amount  of  these 

payments: 
1901-5   $20,626.69  Average  per  month   $     343.77 
1906   10,163.38  "  "          846.94 
1907   16,366.96  "  "       1,363.90 
1908   23,182.43  "             "            ....1,931.86 
1909   33,694.80  "  "       2,807.90 
1910   47,419.75  "  "      3,951.64 

Bank  Clearings— 
Total  for  Year 

1910   $444,988,818 
1909   287,529,994 
1908    183,083,446 

Land  Registry— 
Total  for  Year 

1910   $223,179.20 
1909    ...     148,145.17 

Customs — 

JAN. 

1911  I  $38,953,289 
1910!  29,331,224 
1909 j  16,407,127 

JAN. 

1911  j  $18,375.24 
1910 j  15,643.85 

FEB. 

$36,529,964 
29,534,539 
16,683,386 

FEB. 

$19,875.59 
18,951.15 

MAR. 

$44,084,854 
35,415,061 

13,395,469 

MAR. 

$28,542.29 
21,197.45 

Total 

Fiscal  Year  ending  Apr.  1,  1911  >6, 231, 604. 64 

"      1,  1910   3,932,338.35 

Increase   $2,299,266.29 

JAN. 

1911 j $417,023.00 
1910)    312,100.68 

FEB. 

$484,966 
344,838 

Building  Permits 

JAN 

1911 
1910 

,412,442  mR    1911  Kl,  047, 090 

631,311  n       1910 j       880,795 1909 

First  5  months   $2,836,165 

"  6 "  7 
"  8 "  9 
"  10 
"  11 

For  
12 

3,493,185 
4,042,292 
4,883,430 
5,647,960 
6,135,575 
6,745,764 
7,258,565 

MAR. 

$681,919.00 
356,199.15 

MA        1911,  $2, 147,798 

iviak.  1910<j    1806106 

1910 

$5,722,940 
6,885,800 
7,425,410 
8,270,645 
9,011,360 
10,298,355 
12,196,240 
13,150,365 

Total  1910   $13,150,365 

"     1909       7,258,565 

Increase   $  5,891,800 
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11 BRITISH    COLUMBIA    MAGAZINE    HOTEL    DIRECTORY 

■
1
 

All  Government  and  Committee  Publications  sent 
free  upon  request.  We  have  on  hand  copies  of  the 
following  minutes  and  publications,  which  we  will 
send  upon  application  to  Department  H,  Vancouver 
Information    Bureau,    Vancouver,    B.  C. 

Vancouver  "Province,"  "World,"  "News-Adver- 
tiser," (dailies)  ;  "Saturday  Sunset,"  (weekly)  : 

"British  Columbia  Magazine,"  "Fruit  Magazine." 
(monthlies). 
GOVERNMENT  PUBLIC ATIONS— New  British 

Columbia,  describing  the  Northern  Interior  (Bulle- 
tin No.  22),  Agriculture  in  British  Columbia  (Bulle- 
tin No.  10).  Hand  Book  of  British  Columbia  (Bulle- 
tin No.  23),  Game  of  British  Columbia  (Bulletin 

No.  17),  Budget  Speech,  1910.  The  Mineral  Prov- 
ince, Report  Minister  of  Mines  for  1908,  B.  C. 

Medical  Register,  Report  on  Northeastern  part  of 
Graham  Island,  Annual  Report  of  the  Public  Schools 
of    British   Columbia. 

GOVERNMENT  MAPS  —  British  Columbia. 
Northern  Interior  of  British  Columbia,  Southwest 
Portion  of  British  Columbia,  Southeast  Portion  of 
Vancouver  Island,  East  and  West  Kootenay  District. 
Portion  of  Coast  District,  R.  I.  and  Frince  Rupert 
District,  Western  Portion  of  Vancouver  Island,  New 
Westminster  District  and  adjacent  Islands,  Alberni 
District,  Vancouver  Island,  Bella  Coola  District, 
Hazelton,  Summerland,  Burnaby.  Nechaco  Valley, 
Great   Central   Lake,   Vancouver   Island,    Yale   District. 

COMMUNITY  PUBLICATIONS— North  Vancou- 
ver, Victoria  and  Vancouver  Island,  New  West- 

minster, Prince  Rupert,  Similkameen,  Kamloops, 
Ashcroft,  Chilliwack,  Penticton,  Naramata,  Vernon, 
Port  Moody  and  surrounding  Districts,  Railway 
folders    and    pamphlets. 

Windsor 
Hotel 

P.  O.  BILOUEAU,  Proprietor 

Neatly  Furnished. 
Centrally   Located. 

Open  I  )ay  and  Night. 

Courteous  Attention . 

Reasonable  Rates. 
Steam  Heated 

European    Plan 
American  Plan 

$  .75  up 1.50  up 

Firms   Represented    by  Members 

of  the  Vancouver  Tourists' Association 
Members  will  kindly  advise  the  Secretary  regard- 

ing any  errors  in  addresses,  classification  of  business, 
etc.,   that   may   occur   in   this  list. 

ACCOUNTANTS,  AUDITORS,  ETC. 
Brooks,  James,   337   Carrall   Street. 
Buttar  &  Chiene,  536  Hastings  Street  W. 
Clarkson,  Cross  &  Helliwell,  Molsons  Bank  Bldg. 
Crehan,  Mouat  &  Co.,  615  Pender  Street 
Devlin,  E.  E.,  29  Flack  Block. 
Fisher,  Wm.,  10  Winch  Building. 
Kendall,  Sewell  &  Co.,  Exchange  Bldg. 

Winter,   George  E.,   508    Dominion   Trust  Bldg. 

ADVERTISING  AGENCIES. 
Noble  Advertising  Agency,   543    Hastings   Street. 

ARCHITECTS. 
Bayly,   G.   M.,   614   Dominion  Trust   Building. 
Donnellan  &   Donnellan,   319   Pender   Street. 
Fee,  T.  A.,  Fee  Block. 

Gamble   &   Knapp,   66    Davis   Chambers. 

Grant  &   Henderson,  413    Granville  Street. 

Griffith,    H.   S.,    912   Dominion   Trust   Building. 

Hooper,  Thos.,   527   Winch   Building. 

Marbury-Somervell,   W.,  43   Exchange  Building. 
McLean,  G.  K.,  45  Fairfield  Building. 
Thornton  &  Jones,  536  Hastings  Street. 

Whiteway,  W.  T.,  Molsons  Bank  Building. 

Wright,  Rushford  1  Cahill,  709  Dunsmuir  Street. 

ARTISTS 
S.  P.  Judge,  8  Court  House  Block. 

AUCTIONEERS. 
Miller,   J.   J.,  44   Hastings   Street. 

When   writing  to  Advertisers  please 

New  Westminster  grormhbia 
Next  to  Tram  Office 

Phone  188  P.O.  Box  573 

lOO   ROOMS 

ART  SUPPLIES 
Art  Emporium,   901    Georgia   Street. 
Cockburn's   Art   Gallery,   665    Granville   St. 
S.  J.  Thompson,  610  Granville  Street. 

BANKS. 
Bank  of  British  North  America,  Hastings  Street". 
Bank  of  Hamilton,   Hamilton    and    Hastings   Sts. 
Bank  of  Toronto,  446  Hastings  Street  W. 
Bank  of  Vancouver,  Cambie  and  Hastings  Sts. 
Eastern  Townships  Bank,  Cambie  &  Hastings  Sts. 

Royal  Bank  of  Canada,  Hastings  &  Homer  Sts. 
Royal  Bank,  East  End  Branch,  Westminster  Ave. 

and   Hastings   Street. 
Traders  Bank  of  Canada,   346   Hastings   Street. 

BARRISTERS. 
Cassidy,  R.,  K.C.,  Crown  Building. 
Shoebotham,  Thos.  B.,  Cotton  Building. 
Williams,  A.,  K..C,  Molsons  Bank  Chambers. 

BILLIARD  TABLES.  ETC. 
Brunswick-Balke-Collender      Co.       (The),      552 

Beatty   Street. 

BOOT  AND  SHOE  DEALERS. 
Stark,  Edward.  623    Hastings  Street. 

BUILDERS'  SUPPLIES. 
Anvil  Island  Brick  Co.,  324  Seymour  Street. 
Dairon  &  Williams,  331  Pender  St. 

O'Neil,  Wm.  &  Co.,   550  Seymour  Street. 
BUTCHERS. 

Burns  &  Company,  P.,  18  Hastings  Street. 
Vancouver-Prince    Rupert    Meat    Co.,    Ltd.,    150 

Hastings    Street, 
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"Twelve  Stories  of 

Solid  Comfort" 
Building,  concrete, 

steel  and  marble. 

Located,  most  fash- 
ionable shopping 

district. 

210  rooms,  13  5  baths. 

Library    and    bound 

magazines  in  read- 
ing rooms  for 

guests. Most  refined  hostelry 
in  Seattle. 

Absolutely  fireproof. 

Rates,  II. 00  up     English  Grill. 

BAKERS. 
Hampton   Bros.,    581    Granville    Street. 
Vancouver  Bakery,  850  Granville  Street. 

BOOKSELLERS  AND  STATIONERS. 
Bailey  Bros.,  Ltd.,   540   Granville. 
Forsyth,  G.  S.  &  Co.,  Cor.  Homer  &  Hastings  Sts. 
Thomson  Stationery  Co.,  Hastings  Street. 
Vancouver  Book  Co.,  932  Granville  Street. 
White  &  Bindon,   113   Hastings  Street. 

BREWERIES. 
Vancouver  Breweries,  Ltd., 

BROKERS. 
Bedlington,  K.  G.  &  Co.,  Cotton  Building. 
Canadian    Development   Co.,   Ltd.,   336   Hastings. 
Faulkner,   S.  G.,   555   Granville   Street. 
I  aulkner,   G.  Lloyd,  421   Pender  St.  W. 
(iibbs,  G.  M.,  555  Granville  Street. 
Grey  &  Gray,   207   Cotton  Building, 
(.rossman  Trust  &  Loan   Co.,   Cotton   Building. 
Kearns,  J.  D.,  405  Bower  Bldg. 
Mather  &  Noble,  629  Hastings  Street. 
MacMillan  &  Oliphant,  Bank  of  Commerce  Bldg. 
McTavish  Bros.,  421   Pender   St. 
Smith,  F.  J.,  414  Seymour  Street. 
Weeks,  Edward  S.,  407  Hastings  St.  W. 
Wolverton  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  704  Dominion  Trust  Bldg. 

When   writing  to   Advertisers  please 

Seattle's  House  of  Comfort 

Knmx 

Canadian  visitors  to  Seattle  in- 

variably make  this  hotel  their 

headquarters.  It  is  centrally 

situated  in  the  heart  of  the 

theatre  and  shopping  section. 

Modern  in  every  particular  with 

excellent  cuisine  and  service. 

Auto  'bus  meets  all  trains  and 
boats.      Wire  for  reservation. 

J.    H.    DAVIS,   Proprietor 

BROOM  AND  WASH-BOARD 
MANUFACTURERS. 

Crown  Broom  Works,  332  Front  Street. 

BUSINESS  COLLEGES 
Central   Business   College,   Pender   and  Richards. 

CABINET    MAKERS 
Davidson  &  Labsik,  428  Clark  Drive. 

CASH  REGISTERS. 
National  Cash  Register  Co.,   324  Cambie  Street. 

CITY  DIRECTORIES. 
Henderson  Publishing  Co.,  Flack  Block. 

CIVIL  ENGINEERS. 
Cartwright,  C.  E.,  Cotton  Building. 
Macdonell,  Gzowski  &  Co.,  505  Hastings  St.,  W. 

Tracy,  Thos.  H.,  411   Howe  Street. 

COMMISSION  BROKERS. 
Des  Brisay,  M.  &  Co.,  Fairfield  Building. 
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For  INFANTS, 
INVALIDS, 
and  the 
AGED. 

A  FOOD  OF  GREA  T 
NUTRITIVE  VALUE 

which  can  be  made  suitable  for  any  degree 
of  digestive  power  by  the  simple  process 
of  letting  it  stand  for  a  longer  or  shorter 
period  at  one  stage  of    its    preparation. 

It  is  used  mixed  with  fresh  new  milk,  and  forms  a  delicate 
and  nutritive  cream,  which  is  enjoyed  and  assimilated 
when  other  foods  disagree.  It  is  entirely  free  from  rough 
and  indigestible  particles  which  produce  irritation  in 
delicate  stomachs. 

The   Lancet  describes  it  as  "  Mr.  Benger's  admirable  preparation." 
Mothers  and  interested  persons  are  requested  to  write  for  Booklet  "  Bender's  Food  and  How  to 
Use  it."    Tins  contains  a  "  Concise  Guide  to  the  Rearing  of  Infants,    and  practical  information 
on  the  care  of  Invalids,  Convalescents,  and  the  Aged.      Post  free  on  application  to  Benger's  Food 

Ltd.,  Otter  Works,    Manchester,    England. 

Benger's  Food  is  sold  in  tins  by  Druggists   etc.,  everywhere.  B42 

Evans,  F.  G.,  139  Water  Street. 
Alex.  Marshall,   144  Water  St. 

CONFECTIONERS 
R.  C  Purdy,  750  Robson  Street. 

CONTRACTORS. 
Armstrong,  Morrison  &  Co.,  Bower  Building. 
Columbia  Bithulithic,   Ltd.,   23    Fairfield   Bldg. 
Cotton,  M.  P.,  103  Cotton  Building. 
Dissette,  J.  J.,  436  Hastings  Street. 
Hepburn,  Walter,  Crown  Building. 
Irwin,  Carver  &  Co.,   34  Hutchison  Bldg. 
McLean  Bros.,  Molsons  Bank  Building. 
McLean,  Robt.  &  Co.,  532  Granville  Street. 
McLuckie,  J.  M.,  75  Sixth  Ave. 
Prudential  Builders,  Ltd.,  Manitoba  &  Front  Sts. 
Weeks,  W.  C,  13  Burns  Building. 
Wells   Construction   Co.,    Exchange    Building. 
West  Coast  Bridge  &  Dredging  Co.,  Exch.  Bldg. 
Y.  Aoki,  313  Alexander  Street. 

DRUGGISTS 
Henry  Ferguson,  1201  Granville  Street. 

DRY  GOODS,  RETAIL. 
Drysdale,  Gordon,  Granville  St. 
Hills,  Charles  W.,  Ltd.,  940  Granville  Street. 
More  &  Wilson,  556  Granville  Street. 

ELECTRICAL  FIXTURES. 
Alltree  &  Churchland,  976  Granville  Street. 
Canadian  General  Electric  Co.,   1065  Pender  St. 
Cope  &  Son,  338  Hastings  St. 
Hinton   Electric   Company,   606   Granville   Street. 
Northern  Electric  &  Mfg.   Co.,  Ltd.,   313   Water. 

When   writing  to   Advertisers  please 

ELECTRIC  LIGHT  AND  POWER. 
B.  C.   Electric  Railway  Co.,   Ltd. 

ELECTRICAL   WORKS 
R.  Hoffmesiter,  1271   Granville  Street. 

ENGRAVERS. 
Dominion    Illustrating  Co.,   605   Hastings   Street. 

FEED  AND  GRAIN. 
Brown  &  Howev,  129  Cordova  Street  \V. 

FISH  DEALERS. 
New    England    Fish   Co.,    (lure  Ave.   Wharf. 
Tyson,  A.  M.,  112  Cordova  Street. 

FLORISTS. 
England  &   Cox,  401    Granville  Street. 

FURRIERS 
San   Francisco  Fur  Co.,  919   Granville   St. 

FURNITURE. 
City  Furniture  Company,  866  Granville  St:eet. 
Smith,  D.  A.,  1  td.,  931  (  rranville  St. 
Standard  Furniture  Co.,  507  Hastings  Street. 

GAS  APPLIANCES 
The    Burnside    Gas    Appliance    Co.,    1037    Gran- 

ville Street. 

GENTS'  FURNISHINGS. 
Clubb  &   Stewart,   315    Hastings  Street   W. 
DesBrisav,  S.,  613   Granville  Street. 

Kilby,  E."  C,  627   Hastings  Street. Sweeney,  H.  &  Co.,  605  Hastings  Street. 

GROCERS,  RETAIL. 
A.  &  C.  Grocery  Co.,  637  Granville  Street. 
DesBrisav,  A  &  A.,   131   Cordova  St.   I 
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Vha\  \S  t\\eT\me  ? 
Always  IKeTvme  \or  a  Glass  of 

WOLFE'S SCHNAPPS 
Aromatic 
Schiedam 

WOLFE'S  SCHNAPPS  is  the  most  wholesome 
spirit    obtainable  ;     it    is    not   only  a  most   palatable 
stimulant  but  is  a  real   health  tonic,   owing    to   its 
cleansing  action  on  the  liver  and  kidneys,  and  other 

organs      A  glass  of  Wolfe's  Schnapps  before 
meals  is   an  unfailing  appetiser,  it  is  n  re- 

freshing drin'c  and  pick-me-up  at  al!  times. 
Always  have  a  bottle  in  the  ho  use. 

Agents: 

Hose  U  Brooks  Co.,  Ltd., 
^504,,  Westminster  Ave., 

Vancouver,  B.C. 

Udolpho     Wolfe     Co. 
.V York. 

Filion,  F.,  204  Carrall  Street. 
William  Houston,  716  Robson  Street. 
McDowell,  T.  F.,  704  Granville  Street. 
McTaggart,  Joseph,  789  Granville  Street 
Mr.  W.  H.  Walsh,  1200  Seymour  Street. 
Wagg,  George,  116  Hastings  Street. 

GROCERY  SUNDRIES. 
Little  Bros.,  24  Cordova  St.  E. 

HARDWARE. 
Cunningham  Sanderson,  Ltd.,  1012  Granville  St. 
Forbes  &  Van  Horn,  Ltd.,  52  Hastings  Street  W. 
J.  A.  Flett,  111   Hastings  Street. 
MacLachlan  Bros.,   131  Hastings  Street  W. 
McTaggart  &  Moscrop,  7  Hastings  Street  W. 

HAY,  GRAIN  AND  CEREALS. 
Brackman-Ker  Milling  Co.,  The,  25  Pender  St 

HEATING  AND  COOKING 
APPARATUS. 

Gurney  Foundry  Co.,  The,  566-570  Beatty  Street. 
HOTELS. 

Blackburn,   318   Westminster  Avenue. 
Carlton  Hotel,  Cambie  and  Cordova  Sts. 
Dominion,   Victoria,   B.   C. 
Grand,   24  Water   Street. 
Metropole,    Abbott    and    Cordova    Streets. 
North    Vancouver,    North    Vancouver,    B.    C. 
St.  Alice,  Harrison  Hot  Springs,  B.  C. 
Strand,   626   Hastings  Street. 
Willows,   Campbell  River,   B.   C. 

INSURANCE. 
British  Empire  Insurance  Co.,  Johnson-Howe  Blk. 
Evans,  J.  G.,  Davis  Chambers. 
Evans,  A.  K.  &  Co.,  210  Dominion  Trust  Bldg. 

McGregor  &  Co.,  D.  C,  633  Hastings  Street. 
Monarch  Life  Insurance  Co.,  30  Imperial  Block. 
Mutual  Life  of  Canada,  570  Granville  Street. 
Springer,  F.  B.,  445  Granville  Street. 
Tweedale,   C,   care   ot   B.   A.    Trust   Co.,    Carter Cotton  Bldg. 

ICE  AND  COLD  STORAGE. 
Vancouver   Ice   &   Cold    Storage    Co.,    Gore   Ave. 

Wharf. 

IMPORTERS  AND  COMMISSION 
AGENTS. 

Shallcross,   Macaulay  &  Co.,    144  Water   Street. 

JAPANESE  GOODS. 
Furuya,    M.   Co.    46    Hastings    Street. 
Tamura,  S.,  522   Granville  Street. 

JEWELLERS. 
Allan,  Thos.,  615  Granville  St. 
Allan,  O.  B.,  440  Granville  Street. 
Armstrong,  B.  F.,  609  Hastings  St. 
Birks,  Henry  &  Son,  Granville  and  Hastings  Sts. 
Grimmett,  G.  W.,  793  Granville  Street. 
McMillan,   A.   F.,   Hastings   and  Homer   Streets. 

LAND  AND  INVESTMENT 
COMPANIES. 

Grand  Trunk  Land   Company,   12  Winch  Bldg. 
Natural  Resources  Security  Co.,  Ltd.,  606  Bower Building. 

Northern   Development  Co.,  614  Hastings  Street. 
North  Coast  Land  Co.,  411  Winch  Building. 
Provincial    Land    &    Financial    Corporation,    888 

Granville   Street. 

Western     Pacific     Development     Co.,     Ltd.,     739 
Hastings  Street. 
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LEATHER  GOODS. 
B.  C.   Leather  Company,    112   Hastings  Street. 
Storey  &  Campbell,  156  Hastings  St.  W. 

LINOTYPE    PRINTERS 
Shilvock  Bros.,  438  Pender  St.  W.    (Rear) 

LIQUOR  DEALERS. 
Benwell,  Peart  &  Co.,  226  Cambie  Street. 
B.  C.  Wine  Company,   534  Pender  Street. 
Colcutt  &  Co.,  J.,  412  Homer  Street. 
Independent  Liquor  Co.,  65  Hastingst  St.  E. 
John  Robertson  &  Son,  Ltd.,  326  Richards  Street. 
Maple  Leaf  Liquor  Co.,  202  Main  St. 
Pither  &  Leiser,   183  Water  St. 
The   Hose  &  Brooks  Co.,  Ltd.,  504  Westminster. 
Vancouver  Wine  &  Spirits  Co.,   1097   Granville. 
West   End   Liquor   Company,    1133    Granville   St. 

LOANS,  INSURANCE  AND  REAL 
ESTATE. 

Banfield,  John  J.,  607   Hastings  Street. 
Bell-Irving  &  Co.,  H.,  322  Richards  St. 
Canadian  Financiers,  Ltd.,  632   Granville  Street. 
Dow,  Fraser  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  321  Cambie  Street. 
Island    Investment    Co.,   Ltd.,   431    Homer   Street. 
Macaulay  &  Nicolls,  414  Seymour  Street. 
Mahon,   MacFarland   &  Procter,  Ltd.,   Pender  & 

Seymour  Streets. 
Morgan,  E.  B.  &  Co.,  539  Pender  Street. 
National  Finance  Company,  350  Pender  Street. 
Pemberton  &  Son,  326  Homer  Street. 
Prudential  Investment  Co.,  Ltd.,   100  Front  St. 
Rand,  C.  D.,   Granville     and  Pender  Streets. 
Rand,  E.  E.,  532  Granville  Street. 
Van  Houten,  W.  J.,  537  Pender  Street. 
Ward,   Burmester  &  Von   Gravenitz,  411  Pender 
Yorkshire    Guarantee    &    Securities    Corporation, 

440   Seymour  Street. 

LOAN  AND  SAVINGS  COMPANIES. 
Great  West  Permanent,  559  Granville  Street. 

LUBRICATING  OILS 
McColl  Bros.  &  Co.,  Beatty  Street. 

LUMBER    DEALERS. 
Bradford  &  Taylor,   Dominion  Trust  Building. 
Clarke,  W.  H.,  615  Pender  Street. 
Harrell,  M.  M.,  Lumber  Co.,  Dominion  Trust  B. 
McNair-Fraser  Lumber  Co.,   Dominion  Trust  B. 
Oliver-Scrim  Lumber  Co.,  Loo  Building. 
Smith,  J.  Fyfe  &  Co.,  448  Seymour  Street. 

LUMBER  MILLS. 
B.   C.   Mills  Timber  &  Trading  Co. 
Rat  Portage  Lumber  Co. 
Robertson   &   Hackett. 

MANUFACTURERS. 
The    Calgary    Milling    Co.,    Ltd.,     Smythe     and 

Beatty  Streets. 
Davies  Paper  Box  Co.,  Pandora  and  Park  Drive. 
The    Vancouver    Milling    and    Grain    Co.,    Ltd., 

Cambie  and  Smythe  Streets. 
Canadian  Pipe  Co.,  Ltd.,  550  Pacific  Street. 
Gold  Toredo  Pile  Proof  Co.,  441  Seymour  Street. 
Leckie,  J.  &  Co.,  Cordova  and  Cambie  Streets. 
Royal  Soap  Company,  308   Harris  Street. 
Vancouver  Machinery  Depot,   1155   6th  Ave.   W. 

MANUFACTURERS'  AGENTS. 
Anglo-British     Columbian     Agency,     Ltd.,      505 

Mercantile  Building. 

Anthony   &    McArthur,    Mercantile   Building. 
Blackwell,  E.   G.,   319   Pender  Street. 

When   writing   to   Advi  please 
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A.  Huggett  Co. 
(Limited) 

824  Pender  Street  West 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

(UraftBtnrn.  Srrnraturs  anb  (Srnrral 

(Cmitrartnra 

w 
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E  are  prepared  to  dis- 
cuss with  you,  either 

by  a  personal  call  or 
correspondence,  the 

principles  of  color  and 

design  as  applied  to 
the  treatment  of  a 

single  n>om  or  an  entire  house. 

Experience,  cultivated  taste,  and 
knowledge  of  the  trade  in  all  its 
many  branches  make  your  task  an 

easy  one.  for  we  give  you  freely 

the  advantage  of  our  experience 
and  facilities  in  the  execution  of 

any  order  you  may  he  pleased  to 

give  us. 

Direct  Importers  of 

Fine  Furniture         Wall  Papers 
Oriental  Rugs 

Electric  Fittings         Art  Fabrics 

Pictures,  &c. 

Write  at  once 
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LANDS  LOCATED 

FOR 

BRITISH  IMMIGRATION 
G.  LANDS  FOR  LARGE  SCHEMES  OF 

IMMIGRATION     IN    THE     CARIBOO,  J| 

LILLOOET,  KOOTENAY  AND   COAST 

DISTRICTS. 

C  LANDS  FOR  SMALLER  HOLDERS 

IN  THE  FERTILE  FRASRR  VALLEY. 

B 

PROFITABLE  INVESTMENTS 

FOR 

BRITISH  CAPITAL 
IN    COAL   LANDS,    TIMBER    LIMITS, 

RANCH  LANDS  AND   INDUSTRIALS 

® 

HEAD  OFFICE 

208-215  CARTER-COTTON  BLDG. 
VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

Campbell,    George  &   Co.,   Mercantile   Building. 
Ranald  F.  Clark,  Fairfield  Building. 
A.  O.  Campbell,  550  Beatty  Street. 
Darling,  Frank,   1142  Homer  St. 
Harrison,  F.  E.,  Mercantile  Building. 
Irwin,  W.  F.,  Cotton  Building. 
James,  W.  A.,  334  Granville  Street. 

Knight,  J.  E.  (Mooney's  Biscuits),  825  Powell  St. 
MacLennan,  W.  A.,   336   Hastings  Street. 
MacPherson  &  Teezel,  Drake  and  Homer  Sts. 
Martin   &  Robertson,   313   Water   Street. 
Newmarch,  Cooper  &  Co.,   167  Pender  Street. 

Naismith  &  Co.,   223   Columbi- 
Pacific  Coast  Importing  Co.,  Ltd.,  Mercantile  B. 
Thompson,  N.,  Ltd.,  319  Pender  Street. 
Vancouver  Agencies,   Ltd.,   Mercantile   Building. 

MAPS  AND  BLUEPRINTS. 
Moir,  A.  &  Co.,  570  Granville  Street. 

MERCHANT  TAILORS. 
McCallum,  A.  R.,  702  Granville  Street. 

MINING  COMPANIES. 
Brown,  H.  B.,  510  Pender  Street. 
Great   Granite   Development  Co.,  Winch   Bldg. 

MISCELLANEOUS. 
Canada   Viavi   Company,   Fairfield   Building. 
Dominion  Glazed  Pipe  Cement  Co.,  Dom.  T.  B. 
Lester  Dancing  Academy,  Granville  &  Davie  St. 
Thiel   Detective   Service,   Fairfield  Building. 

NEWSPAPER  PUBLISHERS. 
Ford,   McConnell   Co.,  The   Saturday   Sunset. 
News-Advertiser  Co.,  Pender  and  Hamilton  Sts. 
Walter  C.  Nichol,  The  Daily  Province. 
World   Publishing  Co.,  The   Daily  World. 

NOTARY   PUBLIC  AND   BROKER 
Elkins,  F.  Mitchell,   1032  Burnaby  St. 
Emanuels,  S.  J.,  537  Pender  Street. 

OFFICE   FURNITURE. 
Webster-Hanna   Co.,  426   Cordova   Street. 

OPTICIANS. 
Gamble,  J.  D.,  603  Hastings  Street. 

PAINTERS  AND  DECORATORS. 
Spillman  &  Co.,  928   Granville   Street. 

PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
Bullen  &  Lamb,  737  Pender  Street. 
Edwards  Bros.,  621   Granville  Street. 
Ellis,  W.  J.,  627  Granville  Street. 
Rosetti  Studios,  319  Pender  Street. 
Vinson,  V.  V.,  311  Hastings  Street. 
Wadds  Bros.,  337  Hastings  Street. 

PICTURE    FRAMING 
Art  Emporium,   901    Georgia  St. 

PIANO  DEALERS. 
Hicks  &  Lovick  Piano  Co.,  1117  Granville  Street. 
Montelius  Piano  House,  441  Hastings  Street. 
Thomson,  Wm.,   1127  Granville  Street. 
Waitt,  M.  W.  &  Co.,  558  Granville  Street. 

PLATE  GLASS 
Pilkington  Bros.,  Ltd.,   102  Powell  Street. 

Bogardus,  Wickens,  Begg,  Ltd.,  Homer  and  Nel- 
son Sts. 

Western  Plate  Glass  &  Importing  Co.,  153  Cor- 
dova  Street   E. 
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The  most  tempting  breakfast  is 
spoiled  if  the  Coffee  be  of  poor 

quality.     But—every  meal  is  a 
Banquet  when  you  use 

Seal  Jrend 
Coffee 

Packed  in  1  and  2  pound  cans  only.    126 
CHASE  &  SANBORN  •  MONTREAL. 

PLUMBERS. 
Barr  &  Anderson,   114  Hastings  Street. 
Hodgson    Plumbing    &     Heating    Co.,    Ltd.,    643 

Street. 
Leek  &  Company,  1060  Homer  St. 

POWDER  WORKS. 
Hamilton  Powder  Co.,  98  Powell  Street. 

PRINTERS. 
Commercial  Printing  Co.,  406  Abbott  St. 
Cowan   &   Brookhouse,   420   Hastings   Street. 
Evans  &  Hastings,   125   Hastings  Street. 
John  F.  Morris  Co.,   1087  Granville  Street. 
Moore  Printing  Co.,  The  Cor.  Gran.  &  Robson. 
Nicholson,  James  &  Son,   2092  Second  Ave. 
Timms,  A.  H.,  230   14th  Avenue  E. 
Trythall  &  Son,  590  Sevmour  Street. 

PUBLISHERS. 
Canadian   Press   Association,   Dom.   Trust   Bldg. 
Fruit   Magazine   Publishing   Co.,    Winch   Bldg. 

RESTAURANTS. 
Allan's  Cafe,  29  Hastings  Street  W. 
Cabin   Cafe,   615   Hastings   Street. 

Leonard's    Coffee    Palaces,    163    Hastings    Street, 
716    Hastings   Street. 

Mclntyre  Cafe,  439  Granville  Street. 

ROOMING  HOUSES. 
G!enwood,  940  Pender  Street. 
Waldorf,  116  Hastings  Street. 

RUBBER  COMPANIES. 
Dunlop   Tire    and   Rubber   Goods   Co.,    Ltd.,    359 

Water  Street. 
Vancouver  Rubber  Co.,  160  Hastings  Street. 

When   writing   to   Advertisers  please 

RUBBER   STAMPS. 
Hewitt,  George  H.,  Fairfield  Building. 

REAL  ESTATE. 
Alexander  &  McKay,  1071  Granville  Street. 
Alexander  &  Conrad,  412  Hastings  Street. 
Anderson  &  Clayton,  1069  Granville  Street 
Archer  &  Stevenson,  692  Broadway. 
Austin,  A.  E.  &  Co.,  328  Granville  Street. 
Barr  &  Humberstone,  526  Seymour  Street. 
Bartlett  &  Barber,  532  Granville  Street. 
Bates  &  Mair,  582  Richards  Street. 
Bayliss,    Fred,   2199    Cornwall   Street. 
Bealey,  R.  J.,  Room  27,  429  Pender  Street  W. 
Bell  &  Kerr,  2025  Granville  Street. 
Berry  &  Munroe,  2607   Westminster  Avenue. 
Bernet  &  Helm,  882  Granville  Street. 
Bissell  &  Snyder,  264  Hastings  Street. 
Bliss  &  Brandt,  721  Robson  Street. 
Borland  &  Trousdale,   108   Hastings  Street. 
Bodie,    CJbas.   A.,   Ltd..   614  Pender  St. 
Bonthorn  &  Lennard,  104  Winch  Building. 
Brown  &  Misener,   952   Granville   Street. 
Braithwaite  &  Glass,  2127  Granville  Street. 
British  Pacific  Trust  Co.,  Ltd.,  524  Seymour  St. 
Bridge  Street  Realty  Co.,  2507  Bridge  Street. 
Campion  &  Pound,  Fairfield  Building. 
Carlton,  W.,  419  Richards  Street. 
Canadian  Investment  Co.,  80  Hastings  Street  W. 
Christie,  J.  A.,  543   Granville  Street. 
City  Brokerage  Co.,  430   Main  Street. 
Clark,   H.  M.   H,   148   Eighth  Avenue   W. 
Clarke,  R.  Lennox,  437  Pender  Street. 
Clarke,  Joseph,  319   Homer  Street. 
Clark,  Seymour  &  Short,  319  Homer  Street. 
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I Government  Proves  Purity 
(  >f  the  146  samples  examined  by  the  Dominion  Gov- 

ernment of  Jams,  Jellies,  etc.,  ten  being  of  the  E.  D.  Smith 
Brand,  it  is  shown  by  the  Official  Report  that  the  brand 
which  was  far  in  the  lead  owing  to  absolute  purity  is  the 

E.  D.  SMITH 
Jams,  Jellies,  Preserves,  etc. 
The  first  essential  in  their  production  is  purity,  and  you 

get  the  best  the  land  affords  today  not  only  for  purity  as 
thus  proven,  but  for  their  soundness  of  whole  fruit,  the  use 
i if  the  best  refined  sugar,  the  preservation  of  the  daintiest 
qualities  to  taste,  and  all  produced  with  the  minutest  care  to 
cleanliness,  in  the  E.  D.  S.  Brand. 

The  "  E.  D.  S."  Tomato    Catsup    and    Grape   Juice  are 

unequalled.    All  grocers.    Try  '  E.D.S."  Jams,  etc. ,  today 

I E.  D.  SMITH Winona,  Ont. 

Clarke  &  Thornton,  514  Richards  St. 
Comeau   &  Warden,   571    Hamilton   Street. 
Commercial  Agency,   1118  Granville  Street. 

Cook's  Business  Exchange,  Dominion  Trust  Bldg. 
Coombs,  C.  V.,  1706  Park  Drive. 
Copp  &  Mutch,  548  Westminster  Avenue. 
Corbett  &  Donald,  537  Pender  Street. 
Craig,  James   H.,    1150   Granville   Street. 
Croft  &  Ashby,    5    Winch   Building. 
Cruise,  A.  W.  &  Co.,  445   Homer  Street. 
Devine,   H.  T.,  437   Seymour   Street. 
Dewar,  J.  A.  Co.,  Ltd.,  Hutchison  Building, 
Dewar  &  Maybee,  2005  Park  Drive. 
Dick  Bros.,  532  Granville  Street. 
Dickens,   B.   F.,   405   Hastings  Street. 
Dodson   &   Mills,    531    Richards   Street. 

Dominion    Investors'    Corporation,   313    Dominion 
Trust  Bldg. 

Doheity  &  Wyatt,  709  Dunsmuir  Street. 
Douglas,  C.  S.,  Cor.  Richards  and  Pender  Sts. 
Drummond,    Herbert   C,   8-9   Winch  Building. 
Eadie,  James,  434  Richards  Street. 
Eardley,  B.  A.  &  Co.,  413   Granville  Street. 
Eastern  Land  Company,  408  Crown  Building. 
Edwards,  G.  F.,  726  Hastings  Street. 
Elkins  Bros.,  536  Hastings  Street. 
Endacott  &  Percival,  544  Pender  Street. 
Evans  &  Fraser,  2048  7th  Avenue  W. 
Evans  &  Page,  564  Richards  Street. 
Evans,  R.,  2115   Granville  Street. 
Fairley  &  Stinson,  Loo  Building. 
Faris  &  Montserrat,  445   Homer  St. 
Federal   Investments,  312  Pender  Street. 
Flack,  S.,  319  Pender  Street. 
Foster,  E.  W.,  517  Pender  Street. 

Fraser  &  Fraser  Co.,  3  Winch  Building. 

Fruhauf  Realty  Company,  53-54  Exchange  Bldg. 
Freund,   H.,    116  Hastings  Street. 
Frost,  A.  D.,  544  Georgia  St. 
Gardom    Bros.,    800    1-2    GranvMle    Street. 
General   Securities  Co.,  441   Richards  Street. 
George  &    Demmings,   817   Granville   Street. 
Gill  &  Casement,  439  Richards  St. 
Goddard,  H.  &  Son,  321  Pender  Street. 
GoodrLh,  A.  W.  &  Co.,    2450  Westminster  Ave. 
Goodyear  &  Matheson,  Loo  Building. 
Granville  Brokerage,   1017  Granville  Street. 

Gray,  C,  533   Pender  Street. 
Great  Western   Investment,   6  Winch  Building. 
Griffith  &  Lee,  420  Winch  Bldg. 
Hamilton   &  Mathers,  405   Loo  Building. 
Harbor  Development  Trust  Co.,  Dom.  Trust  B. 
Harper,  James,   315   Cambie  Street. 
Hatt,  H.  O.  &  Co.,  659  Broadway. 
Heymann,  Albert,  Cotton  Building. 
Higginbotham,  A.  E.,  536  Broadway. 
Hitchcock   &  Meeker,   344  Pender  Street. 

Hogg  &   Mulholland,    Davis   Chambers. 
Holden,   Wm.,   333    Homer  Street. 
Hood  Bros.,  519  Pender  Street. 
Hoseason  &  Co.,  322  Pender  Street. 
Imperial  Investment  Co.,  2313  Westminster  Ave. 
Imperial  Realty  Co.,  307  Loo  Building. 
Inkster  &  Ward,  421  Richards  Street. 
International    Financiers,   Suite   30,   Exchange   B. 
James  &  Ringrose,  2824  Westminster  Avenue. 
Johnson  &  Richardson,   614  Hastings  Street. 
Johnston,  Harry  A.  &  Co.&,  422  Richards  Street. 
Jones,   H.  A.,  407   Cordova  Street. 
Tones,  E.  &  Co.,  Granville  and  Tenth  Avenue. 

J 
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Kearns,   John   D.,   405    Bower   Building. 
Keeler,  O.  V.,  535  Pender  Street. 
Kirkwood,  Jas.  Co.,  1961  Granville  Street. 
Laing  &  Frame,  347  Pender  Street. 
Lalonde  &  Clough,  441  Homer  Street. 
Latimer,  Nay  &  McTavish,  319  Pender  Street. 
Latimer,   R.    M.,    710    Hastings   Street. 
Leitch,   A.   M.,   303   Cambie   Street. 
Lembke,  W.  H.,  439  Richards  Street. 
Lett,  C.  A.  &  Son,   316  Richards  Street. 
Lewerke,  AIL,   532  Granville  Street. 
Lewis,  F.  B.,  449  Pender  Street. 
Liddle,  Andrew,  800  Hastings  Street. 
Lindsay,  W.  F.,  2210  Granville  Street. 
Locators,   The,    Dominion  Trust  Building. 
Lockwood,  E.  C,  Royal  Bank  Bldg.   (East  End). 
Loewen  &  Harvey,  Ltd.,  420  Cambie  Street. 
MacKay  Bros.,  263   Hastings  Street  E. 
MacLean  &  MacLean,  441   Pender  St. 
MacKenzie  &  Stevens,  Dominion  Trust  Bldg. 
McDonald,    Joseph,    537    Richards    Street. 
McKenzie  &  Blackwood,  505  Richards  Street. 
McPherson  &  Fullerton  Bros.,  333  1-2  Pender  St. 
Maitland  &  Stewart,  315  Homer  Street. 
Martin  &  Shannon,  Flack  Block. 
Margetson  Bros.,  321   Homer  St. 
Matheson  &  Chase,  336  Cambie  Street. 
Maxwell  &  King,  910  Granville  Street. 
Maxwell  &  LeFeuvre,  2141   Granville  Street. 
Merritt,  C.  L.  &  Co.,  410  Homer  Street. 
Melhuish,  Kirchner  &  Co.,  800  Granville  St. 
Mills  Bros.,  2007  Granville  Street. 
Mole  &  Keefer,  1061   Granville  Street. 
Monarch  Estate  &  Trust  Co.,   520  Pender  Street. 
Morrison,  M.  G.  &  Co.,  536  Hastings  Street. 
Munson  &  Co.,   S.  F.,  333   Pender  Street. 

Mutrie  &  Brown,  578  Richards  Street. 
Mutual  Investment  Co.,  Winch  Building. 
Naffzinger  &  Duerr,  63  Broadway. 
Netherby,  R.  L.  &  Co.,  2040  Granville  Street. 
Nichol,  A.  F.  &  Co.,  532  Granville  Street. 
Nickerson,  W.  D.,  927  Granville  Street. 
Nisbet,   Robert,   441    Seymour   Street. 
Nixon,  Patton  &  McLean,  2900  Westminster  Ave. 
North   Vancouver   Investment   Co.,    134   Hastings 

St.  W. 

Orr,  Lewis  D.,   508   Dunsmuir   Street. 
Osborne,  Trousdale  &  Osborne,  216  Winch  Bldg. 
Panton  &  Emsley,  328   Columbia. 
Park,    John    M.   1117    Granville   Street. 
Patterson,  A.  J.,   1221   Granville  St. 
Patterson  &  Rutter,  Royal  Bank  Bdg.  (East  End) 
Perdue  &  Hoar,  434  Westminster  Avenue. 
Powis  &  Boughton,  334  Granville  Street. 
Prentice  &  Co.,  A.  N.,  724  Hastings  Street. 
Prescott,  J.  W.,  349  Homer  Street. 
Ralph  &  Radermacher,  2227   Granville   Street. 
Rankin   &   Ford,   514  Pender  Street. 
Read,   W.  A.,  413   Granville  Street. 
Robertson  Bros.,  Ltd.,  338  Seymour  Street. 
Robson  &  Roberts,  429  Pender  Street. 
Rogers  &   Black,   524  Pender   Street. 
Rorison,  R.  D.  &  Co.,  786  Granville  Street. 
Scott  Brokerage   Co.,   147   Hastings   Street. 
Scott,    G.    D.,   436    Granville   Street. 
Seymour,  Allan,  Storrv  &  Blair,  412  Hastings  St. 
Sharpies  &  Sharpies,  416  Seymour  Street. 
Smith  Brokerage  Co.,  246  Hastings  Street  E. 
Star  Realtv  Co.,  56  Hastings  St.  E. 
Steele,  Chas.,  Realty  Co.,  525  Pender  Street  W. 
Stevens,  John  T.  Trust  Co.,  Mercantile  Bldg. 
Stewart,  John,  118  Hastings  Street  W. 

THE 

FRUIT  MAGAZINE 
MAXWELL  SMITH,  Editor 

National  in  scope  and  world-wide  in 
its  sympathy  and  influence. 

Subscription  Price  to  any  address  in 
Canada  and  United  States,  $1.00  a  year; 
to  Great  Britain  and  all  other  countries, 
SI.  50  a  year. 

Published  monthly  in  the  interests  of 
Fruit  Growers,  Fruit  Dealers  and  Fruit 
Consumers. 

Advertising  rates  on  application. 

All  Correspondence  should  be  ad- 
dressed and  remittances  made  payable  to 

The  Fruit  Magazine  Publishing  Co.  Ltd. 

Vancouver,  B.C. 

FOR 

Economy    In   Advertising 
use 

MULTIPLE  TYPEWRITTEN  LETTERS 

for  Circularising  and  Follow-up  Sys- 
tems, Notices  of  Meetings,  etc.  Prompt 

attention    to   out-of-town   orders. 

WriteprirceIsht°d,e  for     The  Multigraphers 

1407-8  Dominion  Trust  Bldg.        Vancouver, 
PHONE  2497  B    C. 

Medal    for    Excellence,    World's    Fair 

THORPE'S 

SODA 
WATER 

Vancouver,    Victoria    and    Nelson 
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THE  NEW  BOOKS 
as  they  are  published,  go  into  our  Lending  Libraries  and  can 

be  had  by  members.       Now  is  the  time  to  join. 

Libraries  at  the  following  stores : 

The  Gaskell-Odlum  Stationers,  Limited 
679  Granville  Street,  Phone  602 

532  Main  Street,  Phone  8715 

The  Thomson  Stationery  Co.  Limited 
325  Hastings  Street,  Phone  3520 

Stewart  &  Elliott.  2343   Granville  Street. 
Storehouse,  W.  H.,  &  Co.,  2043  Granville  Street. 
Sun  Realty  Co.,   308  Loo  Building. 
Sutherland,  A.   D.,   698  Broadway. 
Taylor,  J.  S.,  407  Pender  Street. 
Thacker  &  Thornton,  324  Winch  Building. 
Thompson  Co.,  The,  590  Broadway. 
Trites,  F.  N.  &  Co.,  659  Granville  Street. 
Ure,  John,  Bank  of  Commerce  Building. 
Vancouver  Colonization  Co.,  524  Pender  Street. 
Vancouver  Financial  Corporation,  82  Hastings  St. 
Vernon  &  Co.,  817  Granville  Street. 
Waterfall,  A.  R.,  Bank  of  Commerce  Building. 
Western  Canadian  Investment  Co.,  45  Flack  Blk. 
Williams  &  Murdoff,  508  Hastings  Street. 
Watkins,  C.  W.,   622  Robson   Street. 
Watson  &  Bowen,  341  Homer  Street. 
Wilmot,  A.  N.  &  Co.,  336  Westminster  Avenue. 
Western  Investors,  The,  606  Westminster  Ave. 
Williscroft,    S.    B.,    419    Seymour    Street. 
Wood,  James,  407  Loo  Building. 
Windle,   H.  W.,   532  Granville  Street. 

SAFES  AND  VAULT  DOORS. 
J.  &  J.  Taylor  Safe  Works,  426  Cordova  St.  W. 

STATIONERS  AND  PRINTERS. 
Clarke  &  Stuart  Co.,  Ltd.,  Seymour  Street. 
Thomson   Stationery   Co.,   Hastings   Street. 

SCIENTIFIC   INSTRUMENT 
MAKER 

John  S.  Isdale,  527  Dunsmuir  Street. 

SEEDSMEN. 
William,  Rennie  &  Co.,  Ltd.,  1138  Homer  Street. 

When    writing   to   Advertisers  please 

SHEET  METAL  WORKERS 
H.  A.  Slater,  755  Beattie  Street. 

SIGNS  AND  BILL  POSTING. 
Bond  &  Ricketts,  Ltd.,  540  Cambie  Street. 

SPORTING  GOODS. 
Tisdale,  Chas.  E.,  620  Hastings  Street. 

STEAMSHIP  COMPANIES. 
Terminal    Steam    Navigation    Co.,    Ltd.,    Evans- 

Coleman   dock. 

Northern  Steamship  Co.,  Ltd  Cordova  &  Watei  St. 
Union  Steamship  Co.,  of  B.  C,  407  Granville  St. 

STEAMSHIP  AGENTS. 
Balfour,   Guthrie  &  Co.,  Winch  Bldg. 
D.  E.  Brown  &  Macaulay,  Ltd.,  585  Granville. 
Evans,  Coleman  &  Evans,  407  Granville  Stree*. 

STOCK  AND  BOND  BROKERS. 
Bevan,  Gore  &  Elliott,  Ltd.,  503  Pender  Street 

SURVEYORS. 
Bauer,   Wm.   A.,  441    Seymour   Street. 

TOBACCONISTS. 
Blackson,  S.,  506  Granville  Street. 

TRUST  COMPANIES. 
Alliance  Trust  Co.,  603   Granville  Street. 
British  American  Trust  Co.,  Cotton  Bldg. 
Dominion  Trust  Company,  Cambie  &  Hastings. 
Mercantile   Trust    Company,    Winch   Building. 

Merchants'    Trust    &    Trading    Co.,    Pender    and 
Burrard   Sts. 

North  West  Canada  Trust  Co.,  433  Homer  St. 
Standard  Trust  Co.,   538   Hastings  Street  W. 
Vancouver  Trust  Company,  542  Pender  Street. 
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.,■<,-,  '■, A  fence  of  this  kind  only  lb  to  23c.  per  running  foot.  Shipped  in  rolls.  Anyone  can  put  it 
on  the  posts  without  special  tools.  We  were  the  originators  of  this  fence.  Have  sold  hundreds 
of  miles  for  enclosing  parks,  lawns,  gardens,  cemeteries,  churches,  station  grounds,  etc.,  etc. 

Supplied  in  any  lengths  desired,  and  painted  either  white  or  green.  Also  "Page"  Farm  Fences and  Gates,  Netting,  Baskets,  Mats,  Fence  Tools,  etc.,  etc.  Ask  for  our  1911  catalogue,  the  most 
complete  fence  catalogue  ever  published. 

MESSRS.   E.   G.   PRIOR   &  COMPANY 

Victoria  and  Vancouver,  B.  C.  '»  i 

THEATRES 
Vancouver  Opera  House. 

TIMBER  LANDS. 
Cruisers  Timber  Exchange,  615  Pender  Street. 
Keate,  W.  L.,  441   Seymour  Street. 
Paterson   Timber   Co.,   336   Pender   Street. 
Reynolds,   George  H.,  Dominion  Trust  Building. 

Pretty's  Timber   Exchange,  433   Richards   Street. 

TIMBER  AND   MINES 
G.  Lloyd  Faulkner,  421  Pender  Street. 

TRANSFER  COMPANIES. 
Vancouver  Cartage  Co.,  Ltd.,  562  Seymour  St. 
Vancouver  Transfer  Co.,  564  Cambie  Street. 

UNDERTAKERS. 
Center  &  Hanna,  56  Hastings  Street. 

WINDOW  SHADE  MANU- 
FACTURERS. 

Bowes,   F.  W.  &  Co.,  957  Granville  Street. 

WHOLESALE    DEALERS 

BILLIARD  TABLES 
Brunswick-Balke-Collender  Co.,  552  Beatty  St. 

BOOTS  AND  SHOES. 
Ames-Holden,  Ltd.,  403  Cordova  Street. 
Leckie,  J.,  &  Co.,  220  Cambie  Street. 

When   writing  to  Advertisi  ise   ment 

COFFEE,  TEAS  AND  SPICES. 
Braid,  Wm.  &  Co.,  20  Hastings  Street. 

DRUGGISTS 
National  Drug  &  Chemical  Co.  of  Canada,  Ltd., 

125  Pender  Street. 
Mackay,  Smith,  Blair  &  Co.,  Cambie  Street. 
Peck,  John  W.  &  Co.,  337  Water  Street. 

DRY  GOODS. 
Gault  Bros.,  361   Water  Street.  j 

FRUIT  AND  PRODUCE. 
Parsons,   Haddock   Co.,   121   Water   Street. 
Stewart,  F.  R.  &  Co.,  127  Water  Street. 

GROCERS. 
Gait,  G.  F.  &  J.,  1043  Seaton  Street. 
Kelly,  Douglas  Co.,  Water  Street. 
Malkin,   W.    H.,   Ltd.,   Water   Street. 

HARDWARE. 
Wood,  Vallance  &  Leggatt,  26  Hastings  Street  VV. 

PAINTS 

W.  J.  Fendray  k  Sons,  Ltd.,  540  Beatty  Street. 

PLUMBERS'  SUPPLIES 
Alcock,   Downing  &  Rose. 
Robertson-Godson   Co.,  Ltd.,   32  Hastings  St.   \V. 
The  T.  L.  Peck  Co.,  Ltd.,  562  Beatty  Street. 

WOOL ENS 

F.  W.  Sterling,  Richards  and   Cordova  Sts. 
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Stanley 

Park  Stables- 
Your  impressions  of 

Vancouver— the  "Sunset 
City"— will  be  made 
All  the  more  lasting 

By  seeing  the  City  and 
Magnificent  Stanley 

Park  in  one  of  our 
Comfortable 

Hacks 

Broughams 
Victorias 

Surreys  or 
Carriages 

Alex  Mitchell 
Manager 

STANLEY  PARK 
STABLES 

Vancouver,  B.  C. 

E.  E.  RAND {RAND   BROTHERS) 
Established  in  1882 

REAL  ESTATE,  FINANCIAL  AND 

INSURANCE  AGENT 

Suburban  and  Farm  Lands  a  Specialty 

532  GRANVILLE  STREET VANCOUVER,  B.C. 

In  Stationery  we 
can  supply  all  pos- 

sible requirements 

HONIG  STATIONERY  CO. 

132  Hastings  Street  East        -         Vancouver 

- 

Central  British  Columbia 

  I  have  for  sale  15. COO  acres  in  the 
b:  --TiTi^r,  vicinity  of| 

Sic:: 
,GHILGO   LAKE ~;  Ai>[<iyEB 

v-     —  - 

[i.  H.  ROOME---Broker[andlNotaryl§ 
Room.  4aST    525  render  St.  West,  Vancouver,  B.C 

PITMAN'S Shorthand  and  Business 
COLLEGE 

The  oldest,  largest  and  best  equipped  College  on 
the  Pacific  Coast.  All  commercial  subjects  taught, 
individual  tuition.  Special  attention  given  to  back- 

ward students. 

FEES— One  month  $15,  three  months  $40,  six 
months  $75.     Text  books  free. 

Write  for  Prospectus.  Sent  free  to  anv  address 

632-634-636  ir  n    -, 
Seymour  Street  VanCOUVer,   D.  C. 

GENERAL  SECURITIES  CO. 
LIMITED 

Bankers  and  Brokers 

Head    Office:        Vancouver,    B.  C. 

Capital   Authorized,    $300.000 

Archibald  York,  Esq.,  President 
R.  C.  Boyle,  M.  D.,  1st  Vice-Pres. 
Robert  Mackenzie,  M.  D.,2nd  Vice-Pres. 
V.  C.  James,  Esq.,  Managing  Director 

B.  Geo.  Hansuld,  Notary  Public,  Sec'y-Treas. 

A    General    Trust    and     Loan    Business 
Transacted 

Stocks,   Bonds,   Debentures,   Mortgages 

Agreements  For  .Sale  Purchased 

MONEY    TO     LOAN     ON     FIRST     MORTGAGES 

GENERAL  AGENTS 

■Western  Union  Fire  Insurance  Company 

REAL  ESTATE  DEPARTMENT 

Stewart  M.  Read,  Manager 

A  select  list  of  investment  properties 

Fruit  Lands        Timber  Limits 

441    Richards  St. Phone  3583 

When  writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention   British   Columbia   Magazine 



RRTTTSH   COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE 

WE  ARE  PREPARED  TO 

OUTFIT 

HOMESEEKERS 
or 

LAND  LOCATORS 
going  into 

The  NAAS  VALLEY 
AND  GARRY  IN  STOCK 

FULL  EQUIPMENTS 

FOR  THE  PROSPECTOR 

AND    MINE    OWNER 

HARRY  SMITH  &  GO. 
o THE    BIG    STORE 0 

Stewart,  British  Columbia 

If  you  are  interested 
in  the 

MINES 
of  the 

Portland  Canal 
District 

or  the  arable  lands 

of  the 

Naas  River Valley 

or  in 

Stewart 
Subscribe  to  the 

Portland  Canal 
Miner 

P.  F.  Godenrath     -     Publisher 

Stewart    -    British  Columbia 

When    writing  to  Advertisers  please  mention  British   Columbia   Magazine 



BRITISH  COLUMBIA  MAGAZINE 

One  way 
and  perhaps  the  best  way— to  judge  the  future  of 

FORT  GEORGE 
is  to  compare  it  with  the  leading  cities  of  the  grow- 

ing   Canadian    and    American    Northwest — notably    with : 

EDMONTON 

CALGARY 
FORT  GEORGE  IS  DRAWN  TO  THE 

SAME  SCALE  AND  EXHIBITED  SIDE- 
SASKATOON  /  BY-SIDE  WITH  THE  MAP  OF  EACH 
VANCOUVER  OF  THESE  CITIES      THE  COMPARI- 

ALSO 

SPOKANE  I     SON    INGLUDES    AREA,    POPULA- 
SEATTLE 

PORTLAND 

TION,   VALUES   OF   LOTS   IN  VARL 
OUS    PARTS    OF    EACH    CITY,    Etc. 

We  have  prepared  maps  and  comparative  data  as  above  described  and  will  be  pleased 
to  send  you  this  valuable  information  without  charge.  We  want  everybody  to  get  the 

true  and  correct  idea  about  Fort  George---the  future  metropolis  of  Central  British 
Columbia---the  railroad  centre;  the  natural  distributing  point  reached  by  1U0  miles  of 
navigable  waterways---with  coal  mining,  water  power  and  the  famous  Cariboo  gold 
■mining  district  all  tributary,   and  a   rich  agricultural  area  of  millions  of  acres. 

WRITE  US  TODAY-YOU  MUST  ACT  QUICKLY 
TO   GET  THE  BENEFIT  OF  THE   PRESENT  DEVELOPMENT 

NATURAL   RESOURCES   SECURITY    CO. 
LIMITED 

PAID-UP  CAPITAL,  $250,000 

Joint  Owners  and  Sole  Agents  Fort  George  Townsite 

HEAD    OFFICE:     BOWER    BUILDING,  VANCOUVER,    BRITISH    COLUMBIA 

W'lien  writing   to  Advertisers  please  mention   British   Columbia   Magazine 



FORT  GEORGE 
FUTURE  LARGEST  CITY  IN  THE 

INTERIOR  OF  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 

154  Acres 
(equal  to  half  a  city  block);  Terms:  One-tenth 
Cash;  Balance  $15  Monthly.  In  one  of  these 
blocks  you  get  the  equivalent  of  twelve  city  lots $475.00 

These  lots   are  in   a   block   adjoining   the  townsite   of   Fort   George,    and   in   time   will   occupy   the   same 
relation   to   that   city    that   Fairview   or    Mount    Pleasant   or    Kitsilano    now    occupies   to    Vancouver. 

The  land  is  sold   with  a  guaranteethat  it  is  level  and  free  from  all  defects. 

50 

G    T.  P.  B* FORT      GEORGE 

2608       D.L.l*2? 
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A   client   who   has   just   gone   through   to  Fort  George  and   has  eight  of  the  above  l/i'-acre  blocks,  writes  under 
date,  Fort  George,  March  31,  1911  :    "  Fort  George  is  grand.    1%-acre  blocks  are  GREAT  BUYING,  and  perfectly 

A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE  IS  SUFFICIENT.    BUY  NOW. 

District  Lot  937  will  be  the  centre  of  Fort  George.  The  Vancouver  Province  of  March  8  quotes 

Father  Bellot,  the  well-known  pioneer  missionary,  as  follows :  "Fort  George  proper  will  be  a  large  and 
flourishing  city  within  a  very  short  time,  especially  in  view  of  the  official  announcement  made  within 
the  past  few  days  by  the  G.  T.  P.  Railway  to  the  effect  that  their  branch  line  to  Vancouver  would  be 

commenced  at  once." 

Fort  George  is  destined  to  become  the  railroad  metropolis  of  the  Northern  interior  of  British 
Columbia.     The  time  to  buy   right   is   right  now.     Write  us   for  full   particulars. 

Canadian   National  Investors    Ltd. 
Phone  6488  310  Hastings  Street  West  Vancouver,  B.C. 
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The  New  Home  ot 

Alvo  von  Alvensleben,  Limited 
Head  Office:    Pacific   Building,  Vancouver,    B.C. 
European  Offices: 

LONDON 

PARIS 
BERLIN 

Canadian   Offices: 

VANCOUVER 

VICTORIA 
NORTH   VANCOUVER 

Real  Estate,  Timber,   Mines,   Stocks.  Members  Vancouver  and   Victoria  Stock  Exchanges 

Continuous    quotations   on    New  York    Stocks   and    Chicago    Grain 

SATURDAY    SUNSET    PRESSES    LIMITED 


