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ST. P. R. means Go to Prince Rupert," said Mark Verncy, an. Indian boy,46G . and thus did lie, the son of a cannibal, in four words give uitterance to a
call that is tugging at the hieart strings of rnany thousands, the country over.

P'romn the four corners of the world have aiready conte some 3,000 souis,

t> (wlWCl in a city which bas littie but potentialities as yet. Threc years ago

it was virgin forest and deer-trais: to-day it is a city climoring for a charter:

to-înorrow it wiil bc the fish markct of Amierica, the wheat spout of the

prairies, the gateway to the Orient, and the point where Alaska nieets thc

worid.
Iii the eariy (lays carne the inrush of settiers. Permission te land was

forbidden uintil the comiing of Johin Houston and bis mincrai craint. Again
came the pioncer and pitcheci his tent on the friendiy precinicts of the Grand
Turk Fraction. The vocabiary of Mark Twain, even, woid be taxed to

dlescribe this place. Its rows cf "cider joints," its rickety shacks, its palatial
cabins, erected in a day and wrecked in the next gale, the brazen glare of that
row tip te the 'Lirnit,' with the accompanying dini cf the gramophones, that

adjurnct cf a far Western -town., ail these thrown together in crazy rows,

approached by planks packed by laboriotis efforts uipon the backs of the
holnseholders, constittute(l "Knoxville."

O)n the 25th day of M\ay, 1909, propcrty was first sold te private imdi-

\'iduals. 'fli prices paid showed the eagcrness of the public to secure it.

A lot, which sold at that tinie for $8,000, is to-day heid for $25,000.

Prince Rupert is a "dry towvn," and, as such, is a liuge success. No

buirglaries, neo hold-tnps, io crime in a frontier towii thrce years old, is a record

that will stand investigation. One ni, who, was serving six months for

,naking an Indian drunk, was so well known around the streets that but few
knlew of his sentence (stripes are not "in" here). Hie ran errands about the
town, locking himself in at night and ont iii the morning, a curiosity to the
tourist and a comm-oluplace to. the citizen. Thiere are but few drones in
Prince Ruipert.

"The silence of the starry skies;
The peace that is among the lonely his"

will soon be broken by the turmoil of commerce, but 1 would that I couid
have shown you the harbor in ail its virgin glory 'and as 1 have seen it many
times over. The sea breeze lapping the water agailnst the side of a lazy boat,
his rising on ai! sides, bathed in sixteen hours ancd a haif of stinshine, ini the
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