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now under supervision of Mr. Edward J.
Haughton, who was the pioneer operator at
‘Gonzales Hill and was made district super-
intendent for British Columbia when the
office was created in 1908. Previous to en-
tering the service Mr. Haughton had charge
of the Dominion land wire running from
Victoria to Barkley Sound, on the west
coast of Vancouver Island, operating this
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line in conjunction with a position on tie
Victoria staff of the C. P. R. telegraph, wit};
which he was connected for seventeen years.
Both as an operator and in his present execi-
tive capacity he has shown remarkable
ability, and no review of wireless progress
in Canada, and especially in British Colum-
bia, would be complete without some tribute
to his capabilities.

The Rhythm

By G. E. WOODBERRY

Urom Seribuer's Magazine)

The rhythm of beauty beat in my blood all day;
I'he rhythim of passion beat in my blood all night;
I'he morning came, and it seemed the end of the world.

Day, thou wast so beautiful 1 held my breath from song!

Night, how passion-wild thy throb, how voiceless, O ho::v strong!
The night was not more lonely than the day ;—

But death-deep was the glimmer of the snow-dawn far away.

I remember the throb of beauty that caught my throat from song
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And the wilder throb when passion held me voiceless the night long;
And hife with speed gone silent swept to its seas untold — ’
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But O, the death-white glory on the pale height far and cold!
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When passion gives beauty vet one day more the rapture of my breath
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[over a luminous silence comes dawn, and the chill more cold th

But rhythm to rhythm, deep unto dee
As when that morning on Etna came

Fhis is 1e to be immortal, O Life found de

From the deep of passion and be
Io be borne through the throb
And to find in the trough one

an death;

D, thr‘()ugh the vears my spirit is hurled,
. and it seemed the end of the world.

ath after death,

auty to draw the infinite breath,
and the throe and the sinking heart of strife,
wore billow of thy infinite rhythm, O Life!



