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MISSIDN FIELD,

On the West Coast of Vancouver Island.
Notes of a Missionary Trip :
DY M. SWARTOUT. .

Qot. 21st.—In camp by tho great Alberni Canal. A geod blaring
fire of drift-wood, a log for a aeat, and & knep for 4 table--thus we
write, ’

Wo left Albarni to-dsy, at about 2 p.m., for Uoluelot, Claoquaht
and Abousabt. A strong head-wind mado progress slow and we
only oovered some five miles before evening drew on and we
decided to havo auppor and wait for tho wind to fall.

During the meal the conversation turned upon the new law for
puttiog » atop to the potlatches, and my Indian—Kay-bai-ce-tip,
by the whitea cslled Charley Hayricke,—an intelligent fellow, told
me that soms of his peoplosarcsatically proposed to stop potlatch.
ing of thoir own account if the whito men would atop drinking
whiskoy! He drew a colaparigon between tho whiskey habit and
the custom of giving *“ potlatches,” and remarked that it was the
whiskey that was Lilling the Indian—not the potlatch. Ono of
the Alberni chicfs, last Saturday, spoke to mo in tho same atrain.
* Don’t comy to mo,” he said, in o tone of withoring atorn, ** about
whiskey. Iudians don’t mske whiskey, Indians make dry salmos,
Burn the whiskey houses if you want us to stop drinking.”

Aw to the recent * Potlatch Prohibition Law,” there is a groat
deal of disoussion among the fndians. Tho old men, in especial,
are very bitter at the interloronce with their customs. They have
‘¢ cast their bread upon the watera” in former days and now, in
¢!” age, look for the return from tho potlatches given by younger
men.  One old man counted up some twenty or thirty dollars he
annually received through the potlatohes—and he did not suppos.
tho great queen would compensate him to that extent it sho pro-
hibited the give-away feasts, Instead of being ** only an Iudian”
bad he beon a while liquor dealer, he might have some hope of
success in protesting againat the * Probibition”—aad, at lcast,
claim compensstion.

It looked somothing like rain to-night so we havo constructed &
‘‘house,” ‘nstead of sloeping out—as I bave before now done at
this vory place. Andsuch a cozy house too! I found an old
canoe among tho driftwood on the shore. Wo carried it over to
the fire, thoroughly dried it, and made our bed in it—spreading a
sail over it. There it is row, behind a large log, as nico a sleeping
place as one would wish.

Oct. 22.—Tho duy beganthreateningly. With tho earlicatdawn
we loft our comfortable quarter—aad away down tho canal. Canal!
a huge canal! Fiord, a better name—a long arm of tho sea
stretching fnland in a mighty effort to cut this great island in
twain. Down wo go. Almost overy foot of tho way is full of
legendary intereat, full also of an interest to us that is not legend-
ary. At that house, yonder, we found sbelter one night, after an
exbausting day'a labor, and ensuing fainting spell. Here, wo ran
for shelter, in a fair wind,~fair but fo0 strong for safoty. Thero
we were caught, just before daylight, in a tquall, whichgaveusan
anxioas hour ere the light of morair.g enabled us to dizcern our
surrovndinge—sn 30 on. Down wo go around Copper Mountain,
past China Creek, up which arc the famous gold mines; past tho
Nahmint River, ncar whoso head waters roam tho lordly wapito ;
past the new gold claim on the Coleman ranch ; leaving Haweluck,
lesaht Inlot, at whose head lies the squalid village of tho Haw.
clacklexsalits—down to Barclay Sound, where we catch the first
glimpse of tbe wide Facific in tho distance. We pass tho time in
exchangirg thoughts—my lndisn giving a detailed description of
the ““mutiny” on tho achooner C. D. Rand, last yesr, in which he
w/as & principal ; and describing also tho characterof hislatefather
who, it would seem, was oneof the ideal * noble refl men,” worship-
ping according to the light given him, the One Great Spirit, and
living & holy life.

Tho sunainks in » bank of distant cloud through which its
strong rod rays forco thomaelves mellowing tho sea with their
dying effort, and at 4Arek wo find ourselves at Kiayhos, whose
proximity is indicat « by tho smell of dog-fish oil ! The sceat of
dog-fish in the air, dog-fish o1 the boach—piles ot it—or its offal,
23 I found to my sorrow upon coming into contact with oho heap
after dark—oh what & porfume! How can I ever sleop there?
Bat I consoled myself with tho thought that it would not bs so
strong inside the house. House! Yes, in this cass, a real house
with a gable roof, and a’moat 82 good 29 & amall cow-shed upon-a
respoctable farm—{he best house in the place (wo aro always given
the best), Tho ordinary Indian honss is & very crude flat-roofed
(or noarly 30) split.cedar boarded, floorless, xmoke.dried affair and
bears & strong family resemblance to tho physiognomy af the olQ,
wigsaed) sove.syed faces of the ansisuts, and to their dtied fish,

which {s their principal article of diet. A oollection of anoh

‘houses—perhaps threo or four, perhaps a dozen—always located

upon the besoh, or very noar to the water—constitutes the old.
{ashioned Siwash rawcherie, Here may be socen tho aborigine in
his native glory. Old men with a oloth wound, turban.like, about
thoir hoads—a shirt and a blanket making up tho rost of thoir
costumo—reolining lanily outaide; or, as in the early wmorning,
squatting upon tho boach watohing intently for tho first glimpas of
the morning sun, dovout attontion to which ensures long lifo; old’
women cleaning fish, proparatory to drying, or boiling dog-fish ofl
according to scason; stark naked children playing about ; doge
snarling and fighting ; decaying fish and fish offal polluting the
atmosphere, and filth everywhero—this is & sight mot with every.
whoro on this coast.

Somo of the young men havo bogun to build modermized houses,
and on tho principal rancheries somo very good buildingsarebeing
put up, 8o that a fow years will doubtless witness a great ohange
in tho appearance of the Siwash rancherie.

At Klayhoa wo met old frionds who gave us a house, and a mat
to sproad our blankets upon, and also cooked our supper on their
fire, and helped us to eat it as well ; a meal, I may say, I partook
of very sparingly. After supper wo got the few peoplo at present
staying here, togother, read the Old Bock to them, had prayer,
and thop, after a lunch of saltleas aalmop, proviced by our host,
to slcop. '

Oct. 23.—~1ith the smell of dog-fiah oil and offal clinging to us,
and a hurriedly drawn cup of tea in our tin, we leavo the friendly
shelter of tho ranch, leaving too, not all, but o part, of tho small
colony of camp-followera connected with such shelters, and away
for Uoluelet. Passzing through the contral group of islavds,
extending some five miles along our route, we omerge into the
“Wegtern Passage,” a wide channel expised to tho storms ard
swells of the Pacific. To-day wo havo a fair wind and speed along
pleasantly, There in the distance, as I write, is an Indian
schooner making ite way to Ucluelot. Tw®o canoes are aleo in
sight. Wo are outsailing the sohooner, hut gradually the cances
and ourselves draw together, and in company we enter the harbor.
AbY, thisis like domo again. In fact this is the nearcst approach
to home we havo on carth, temporarily deserted it is true, but
looked upon as home. And we Jove tho place, not because of its
heautifully paved streets, for atreots it has not ; nor becausc it has
mavy fine houses, churohes, schools, or oven white inhabitants, for
theso are all yet in tho future, nor a fow scattered settlers’ houses,
But wo love it be~augo there is natoro in all its beauty—the great
sea, tho pathless forests, tho puro fresh air ; kecause herc we have
perfect freedom from tho trammels of conventionalism; and
because it is lome,

Yonder is the familiar form of Lrother Russell, by his house on
tho rancherie waiting to bid us welcome. A warm welcomoit was
auil a good warm meal too. Then followed a visit to my tempor-
arily deserled house, a visit to the Indians, & visit to the store,
ro urning at night alone to preparo food and medicine (yes wo aro
dzctors as well as missionarics, out here—and I might add wo aro
also achool teachers, carpenters and general advisers) for a trip up
tho ¢oast on the morrow, and, at near midnight, to alecp.

Oct. 24.—Breakfasted with Mr. Russcll, and together with bim
and his good wife, who arc interested in this trip to their probablo
futuro bome, wo pulled out of the harbor, hoisted sail and found
ourselves on the broad Pacific, not anarm of it, but the great,
rolling, treachersus, yot witbal glorious ocoan, whoso waves at the
sanio breati. wash tho shoros of Orient and Ocoident, Arctic and
Antarctio regions, with scarccly an isle ora rock to break tho
monotony of their ceaseless heaving. North-West our courte.
Our boat, flaw over tho waters with the freah wind ; quickly we leave
the rocky promontory outside Ucluelet Inlet and pass the rugged
shore which for miles stretched away from Ucluelet, then the
great *¢Long Beach” comes in aight, whero tho wreckage of
thousands of miles is brought by the occan currents, Tho wind
dropping slightly, we raise e sccond sail, and thus remnforced,
maictain our spoed. At first wo aro all in good humor, but scon
therc wero tign of a chango. Firat Mrs. R. began to turn pale;
then it bocamo conveniont for her to lie down—and later to get up
—quickly—and a certajn sparmodic attempt to tee what was goivg
on inthe depths bencath told the tale of a strifo within. The rest
of us made merry, of course. What elsc could we do? Soon Mr.
R. shewed ¢igos of weakening, and, although ho said he was uot.
sick, a vory quick movement and it was sll over, and tho fiskes
wers fed, bat I forbear. Glad to ssy I never get scasick, so X
laughed again.

But now woe havea change of ®aather. Thelongthreatencd rain
hes come. Everythipg is made a» comfortablo as possible, and
onwe fly,. We pass Long Beach and wend our way through
ocky islets jn » wilderness of waters, rocks and fosm. Hete ax




