
CANADIAN COURIER.

the "Turn ýDvr
A mong the Wrecks and Shoals'of the Gulf of Çeorgia

The spced motor boat missed us by the margin
of a hair. Note the pacifie character of the Pacifie
waters.NOW I maintain lt was a base libel te eall our

littie puffer the "ýturn over." Her reai nome
was the Terra Nova. Truly, in her erratie
career, she had feit many bettoms and poked

lier nose ashere a few times, and tried te smooth
down certain reefs and rocke. But ail this was be-
fore I bired her to, carry me about on rny Naturai
Hlstory work. It is darkly hinted that sýhe baal been
known te grow "Chunks" ln ber cabins-fer it is
sald they were more oten seen te emerge from
there than enter. True, there is a ,semi-prohlbitive
duty on 'Chinamen of five hundred dollars, aise true
thath'er thýen cywner retired witli a comfortalhle nest
egg. By 'ber very, very worst enemles it ls whispered
that she smuggied a wee bit-and the thungs F'ritz
and I foundl hldden away in ber wlien we had ber
tlioroughiy overhauied-digars, cigarettes and te-
bacco and-whlsper! a littie bit of dope-showed
tliat she was no rnissionary boat at ieast.

But the Terra Nova was now ail cauiked and put-
tled and pa&inted up. Except for éthe weather twists
asid cracks and rotten timbers and groanung planks
KaIe looked at a distance-Well! Se.Y Of tWO Mileal-
aluost shIpshape.

We hadt a bit of trouble getting ber eut of the
harlbour. Oie Olsen was at the wleel,
and he used te direct action, and this
one had reverse steering gear, so, ex-
cept bumphng a big Indian war canee-
w1th the whoie blarned tribe ln, or se it
Seemed, we turned ber sO compieteiy
around that Fritz said:

"I'11 bet a dollar they don't know
whether they are coming iu or golng
out.#,

"I tink lie viii swlpe us," said tbe
Swede, as be turned the wheel frautlc-
ally the wrong way, and theni spun it-
as If It was some, iiew puzzle be was
trying-back ai; bard 'as hia two balry,
red banda eorld, send ItL The Speed
mo'tor craft rnlssOd us by thle margin of
a hair, and, the -man iifted one 'hand off
the spokes and solemn-ly cursed our big
grlnnlng, nervous wheelsman.

Well,,our littie tug-like craffi got eut
o? the harbour al righi and we feund,
of course, tbey lad taken ail the wlnd
and put It riglit against us and etirred
the sea ail up Inte great rude waves-
and the things that '<rip" and tide and
w1ndý did te us! Why, the Turn Over-
1 beg yeur pardon, thle Terra Nova-
could roll and plunge at one and the
same Urne and add in a neat littie wrIg-
gle ail ber ewn. O'poots, eur Kwakiutl
guide, was aboard, and lie -wa, 'born on
the swells ol this mlenamed Paelflc--
but she iput hlm safeiy Inte bis bunk.
Fritz etoog it.for a couple of hours and
fell by the wayslde. I amn neve1u sa- A pacifie opi
SIck, but ornehow my dinuer toit Un-
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comfortable, se I said te the Swede: "Sink the baliy
thing and put us out of our misery. 1 arn going to
bunk."

Next morning we were ail on deck. The sweii
lad gone down and we were aise In sheitered water.
The air was deiightful. Oie toid us ail the boats
that passed him durung the starlit niglit howied with
their sirens at him: "Vat for, I guess," lie grinned.
I found out as soon as i went into the engine room.
Even the flreman had been unable to stand the
wonderful contortions of my amiable craft, and in.
his mlsery he had fergotten to liglit the side and
head lights.

LOKS like der vas somedinks downside up,"
epandOie as we stared, over the bow.

Ahead was a wreck. We neared lier witl.i
mucli blowing of whistles and marine etiquette.
We were ail on our pins now. We ail agreed it
was the pickles. Net one of us had been really sick,
you know. As 'we got dloser we saw it was a tug.
S'le was lisýted terribiy, and lad evidently been ai-
mcst submerged by the tide.

"Veli!--anythýing yru vanýt?" caiied the big blonde
wheeisman ini our bow.

"Oh! nothung mucli, except righting up and pump-
ing and towing te drydock and repairing and a fev
hundred other týhings," growled the captain.

On the shoreward side-with ber great pumps ai-
ready installed was the "Doctor of the ýSeas," tiCe
wreckung boat of the great Bulluns Victoria Com-
pany that salvages these uncertaln waters. Witl a
big scow between the wrecking tug and the '"Daunt-
lesa," as we found the sunken craft was named, it
did nlot take long to raise ber and tow ber to safety.
She had run ashoire between Ladysmith and
Clennainus, and bad isted 54 degs.-Fritz said that
was nuthing to some of the lists the Tunn Over-
again I beg ber pardon, the 'Terra Nova-took last
night. He liumbly begged to be infommed wlat angle
was If while lie elept on the ceiiing.

On up the GU-If we went, away off for a bird
Island. We were ail rlght as long as we were inside
the Islands, but-ne sooner had I steered lier out lnto
the open Gulf than I found they had been waiting
for us, and bad prepared a nice long, smoath foliow-
Ing sweii, the very thIng I hate. Along wouid corne
a green, oily meuntain, and our wob'bier wouid, side
backwards into lt, wriggle ln a ridiculous manner
on thle crest, and then sîlde down the steep side of
It lke a boy coastIng down a bill, and poke ber
fooiish old nose into the wave ahead, as if she 'were
a resolute diver. This er.ratlc plunge sent a clean
green sea into the wheel bouse and extingulslied,
yeurs truiy. Oh! these pickles; do you know, the
whoie tliree of us, no four, 1 beg your pardon, the
fireman, too, had eaten of them, were again Indis-
posed?

The big blonde Olsen and the grimy engine-r
Watts alone of ail the brave crew ancbored the un-
tamable ceraft lIn the smooth reach of Mittldnatch
Bay, and I was awakened, next monng, by a thatcli
of black haïr and two brown eyes asking me, "Mika-
tlkeb Smet-oks?" ("would you like some large
clams?"). I neyer ln xny lfe wanted clams lesa than
I did that mornung, and I drove the Coast Indian
fisherman off witl mudli language. "I like does

ot at the moutli of ont0 of the Vancouver Island rivera'th
the Gulf of Geornia.

Raisîng the Dauntiess, which ran ashore between
Ladysmith and Chemainus. Especially pumping
her out

clams," from. Oie, soothed the barbarian, and the
big Swede bought and ate six dozen. Oh, if he liad
eaten pickles he wouid nlot have flaunted his greeJ
ini our faces thus.

Soo 'n Fritz and O'poots and I, with trembling limbe
and aching heads, were up on the ciliffs to see what
,the island heid for our Natural Hiistory etudies.
Thous&IIds of gulis and guillimots and sea parrots
and cormorants were circiing and screaming aiong
the tops of the serrated weatlierbeaten and scarred
cliffs.

iý[ T'S a big one; I'd like to find its xnother,"
1laughed the lad as lie ipicked up a big iron

cannon bail, pretending ît was some huge egg,
covering it haif with nioss and trying to fool the in-
scrutabie Indian ahead of us.

"Hy-as ship maým-ook-poo" (big ship shouot). We
were on the trying grounds of olden days, for tlie
British fleet. We found many a place where the
great Projectiles lad smashed the face of the tali
granite ciifs. What a shiver it muet have sent
tlirough the breeding colony to have these great
iron Tuessengers hurtling ever and amidst thein! We
decided we were too eariy for god phaograply, so

taking a ýfew picetures of the bird inhabi-
tante we went aboard just as the sun
was settilg. It was a never-to-be-for-
gotten scene. To, the westward the tail
baclibone of Vancouver Island's moun-
tain ranges reared their green forested
heads. To the eastward the silvery new
moon lung over the snowy tope of the
'Cascades. An upper current of air was
whirling the dry snow so that the peaks
seemed smoking ini some lcy manner.
Before us, ail the.calm waters of the
guif were eut Up and twirled and twist-
ed by -the "~meeting of the tides," for
here is the line where ýthey corne Into
contact. Ail about US the daytired birds
rest-ing besîde their nested mates-ail
drearnlly coulng and caliing; no longer
the frantie cry and wiid alarun of the
Sunshine hours;, now aIl was peace and
rest and d'rowsy murmurhng and a tlou-
sand, good-nights, for the Island colony
were s1nking into Sie"p.

Nght
The sinking sun le setting out of sight,
Over yon dlii horizon and Io gone.
The far-off his Into oblIvion fade,
And God's green meadowland las

turned to grey.
Ail outward signs of ife grow indis-

Andý save the twittering fledglIng ln
the eaves,

at flow into There la no sound te break the solemn
Silence.
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