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I vou inquire of a successful man in
any walk of life the facror of his
success he will undoubtedly reply,

. "I looked ahead™: in other words he
foresaw certain results to be obtained from
a set ot conditions or circumstances  and
fook advantage of them.

' This article will endeavor to show thar
m - the natural course of events Stewart
will become a great city, because of certain
factors and conditions that exist there, and
the reader looking ahead, foreseeing those
results and availing himself of present op-
portunitics, can benefit accordingly.

All cities that have achieved wealth and
areatness have done so mainly on account
ob their natural advantagzes, and few cities,
iroany, have been Tocated amidst so many
natural advantages as Stewart.  Surround-
ed on every side by mineral wealth, com-
manding the Pacific gateway to the interior
of Northern British Columbia, with its vast
stretehes of mineral, timber and  agricul-
tural lands, possessing also a land-locked

harbor, available at all stages of the tde,
a navural railroad ronte of casy erade 1o
the cast, and a climate i which work can
be prosecuted all the vear round, Stewart
has been undoubredly favored o the vods.

The location of Stewart s adeal. Tt oc
cupies the level Tand Tvine ar the head of
Portland Canal, a waterwin ot nearly sinty
miles of unrivalled heautv, The
canal averages about one nule mowidih, with

\(’l'”if

deep water throughont s entire conrse,
the mountains towermy from three thousand
to six thousand feet i heicht on either side,

Portland canal forms the boundary line
berween Canada and Alaska, consequently
Stewart s the most northerlv seaport
British Columbia and is the logical point
of entry into the vist interior of the great
northwest.

1he town has a mile of frontaze on tide-
water and covers, with Tand available tor
rownsite purposes, including the tideflats,
about two thousand acres. This fiited
area insures for the imvestor arapud merease

RER
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of values and guarantees the concentration
of commerce within this radius.

Besides being the most northerly seaport
in British Columbia, Stewart stands at the
entrance of the most direct route to the
interior, with casy grades to the vallevs of
the Pecace and the Yukon, and it 1s not
looking too far ahead to say that in the near
future the whole of the trade of this vast
territory will some day pass through this
favored spot.

[n looking ahead one must consider the
factors that are now and will be in evidence
within the next few years.  Chief among
these 1s the outstanding fact that the west
—the unexploited west—is now narrowed
to Northern British  Columbia.

T'he mflux of population is greater today
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regard to the climate of this part of British
Columbia, but from observations made dyr-
ng the past ten vears it may be said that
this section will compare favorably witi
other parts of the province. In the winter
the snowfall is usually heavy, with many
clear, sunny days, the temperature seldom
dropping below ten degrees Dbelow zero.
Spring begins about April 1 and winter
sets in about November 1. The summer
is usually warm, with occasional rains, but
Stewart, lving so close to the interior, has
a climate more approximating that portion
of the province than of the rainy coast.
ICach corner of the world has its marvels
of stupendous scenery, rushing torrents or
quiet landscape, and even the handiwork
of men or the result of the labor of servile

PACK TRAIN

than at any time in the past, and this great
tide of humanity must perforce dirvect itself
to the undeveloped territory to which Stew-
art 1s the natural gateway.,

With the extension of the wheat fields
of the pravies still further northward and
westwird mto the Peace River Valley, and
the opening of the Panama Canal, it s
reasonable to expect that their harvests will
find their way to tidewater by the cheapest
and shortest route—via Stewart.

Ie is lictle more than a vear ago since the
real growth of Stewart began.  For ten
vears prospecting had been carried on in
the neighborhood, and year by vear the po-
tentalities of the district became  better
known until, at this writing, all doubt as
to the future of the town and district has
been set at rest.

A great deal of misconception exists in

LEAVING
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hordes of the dark ages by which the sight-
seeing visitors are delighted or interested,
but it has been perhaps justly claimed by
those who have seen all these that the real
wonderland embracing the greatest variety
of these things, which delight the tourist’s
mind, 1s to be found in the trip north from
Vancouver or Secattle to Stewart.

The entire route to Stewart is land-
locked, or at least sheltered, with the ex-
ception of a short distance.  The Strait of
Gieorgia, which is traversed for the first
120 miles from Vancouver, is fairly open.
but many islands, some of considerable size.
relieve any possible monotony of the view.
To the west is Vancouver Island, and that
section of it where coal mines are extensive-
Iy worked. From Vancouver to the head
of the Strait of Georgia the features of the
route are different from anything north of
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that, masmuch as there is usually a large
stretch of water with a few large slands
abways m osight, wherecas in the channels
north the route is for the most part through
a narrow, winding, canal-like course, as a
ceneral rule. "The mountains of Vancouver
Island are i view after leaving Vancouver
and until the head of the sland is reached.
These mountains rvise up i fairly regular
form, their entire elevation being  about
5,000 feet.  As a general rule snow is vis-
ible on all. There are no glaciers, conse-
quently the timber line appears to be about
at the summit of the mountains.  The
Coast Range, as well as the mountains on
Vancouver Island, are in view towards the
head of the Strait of Georgia, also running
up 3,000 to 6,000 feet, and somewhat less
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crable rapid.  Through Discovery Passage
and - Johnston Straic the character of  the
seenery varies at cach turn, owing o the
numerous astands and the inlets. the latter
all along the coast deeply indenting the Tand.
m some cases for hundreds of miles, and
turther north directing the warm Chinook
winds from the Japan current through the
coast range of mountains, to sweep over and
temper the climate of an enormous area of
arable land in the northern interior platean
of Britsh Columbia.

Looking cast from the steamer, the sum-
mits of the coast range of mountains are
constantly in view, and while nor as high
as those on Vancouver
numerous, and show the manifest difiicul-
ties in penetrating to the level land bevond.

[sland, are more

RN RN
1

STEWART, B, C.

regular than the mountains on Vancouver
Island.

At the mouth of the Campbell River the
Strait of Georgia ends, and the swift water
passage, while one of the many to he found
between Vancouver Island and the main-
land, s possibly the most noted of these
narrows or straits, Fhe rocky. tree-clad
walls which hem the water in seem within
a stone's throw of the steamer on cither
side as the narrows are traversed.  Great
mountans, with the perpetual snow on the
peaks, loom up in stately grandeur. This
channel is about two miles long and shght-
W more than a quarter of a mile wide,
through which the tide rushes and meets at
certain stages, consequently it is dificult to
navigate against the current, but when tra-
velling with it the speed is very swift and
the water has all the appearance of a consid-

After traversing Johnston Strare, Alert
Bav, an Indian village at the head of a
(l('(:p bav, s passed, hemg o port ot call,
Alert Bayv is noted  tor the finest and
createst varieny of totem poles on the Pacihe
(‘()ilst. The one street ot the \'i”.’l‘_{(' N
Fordered with these quannt and remarkable
torems, thirty and forty feet high, some of
them  representing a record ol tribal his-
torv, its wars and victories,  The oneseved
(‘:l‘_;l(', the whale, the tfrog, the erouching
Lear, and many mychical animals contribute
their shapes in these storied fabrics of fan-
rastic carving to make a0 study of peenliar
interest to the curous.

The route continues  through  winding
channels. herween mvriads of islands, an-
til Ouecen Charlotte Sound is reached, and
.\‘r(‘:nl‘\inu across the opening, with nothing
to the west bur the Pacific Ocean, brings
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the steamer into sheltered ways again, be-
hind Calvert Island, when a great natural
canal to Bella Bella village is followed in
almost a straight course.

The islands at the southwest end of
Queen Charlotte Sound, with the shadowy
shores of Vancouver Island behind, make an
interesting vista; the mainland shore is very
irregular, and in some places the surf, with
the background of hills, is a very delight-
ful view. "This Sound is traversed in about
three hours, and with the exception of
about four or five miles across Milbank
Sound, there is no possibility of any rough
water being encountered elsewhere on the
route between Vancouver and Stewart.

From Bella Bella the steamer traverses
its devious picturesque way for several
hours, when Jinlayson Channel, between
Princess Royal Island and the islands
and  mamland, and Greenville Channel,
between Pitt Island and the mainland,
give an  almost  unbroken  canal-like
passage to within a short distance of Prince
Rupert. "This is the most wonderful pan-
orama of scenic beauty in the world.,  Swan-
son’s Bay, on Finlayson Channel, besides the
cannery, possesses  large sawmills and a
large sulphite pulp industry.  The power is
derived from a magnificent waterfall which
forms a splendid background to the view,
for the settlement is built on a narrow ledge
between the mountains.  Canneries are in
evidence at every port where the vessel
calls, and at Lowe Inlet there is a freezing
plant, in addition to which the halibut are
salted and sent out in tierces, or barrels, no
salmon pack being made.  Finlavson Chan-
nel has probably the most attractive scenery
on the whole route, the channel being very
narrow and the hills abrupt.

Leaving Grreenville Channel, Porcher Is-
land is passed to the west of the steamer,
and on the mainland opposite is Port Fs-
sington, marking the mouth of the Skeena
River, along which, for two hundred miles,
the Grand Trunk Pacific s being con-
structed. "The salmon run takes place in
July and August, and myriads of fishing
boats almost block the path of the steamer
northward, for the sockeve will not wait,
and while the water is alive with them the
harvest must go on.

The channel to Prince Rupert  leads
around the south end of Dighy Tsland from
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the north and a straight passage from the
south.

From Prince Rupert, northerly, the
steamship route skirts the south shore of
Digby Island, enters Chatham Sound, and
for a distance of five miles Dixon entrance
is traversed, then sheltered waters continue
through to the head of Portland Arm, where
Stewart is situated. Past the Indian village
of Metlakahtla, to the east, and then to
Port Simpson, twenty-eight miles from
Prince Rupert, is the first port of call. Port
Simpson was established as a Hudson’s Bay
Company post more than one hundred years
ago, and as the Indian tribes, including the
bellicose Haidas of the Queen Charlotte Is-
lands, had come by this time to regard all
intruders as enemies, a strong fort and en-
trenchments had to be built to protect this
fur-trading post, and while making this the
centre for trading, to preserve the lives of
the Hudson’s Bay Company officers and
men, as it was many vears before these war-
like tribes treated newcomers with proper
respect. Even at the present time the orig-
inal structures are seen at this unique vil-
fage, including the “guest house” of the
chiefs. Many interesting legends are still
preserved i the records at this post; in
fact, sufficient legendary lore, both native
and white, clusters around this village to
delight the antiquary or the collector of
folklore.

Port Simpson is situated at the entrance
of the Portland Canal, which is the most
northerly inlet on the coast of British Col-
umbia, forming the international boundary
between Canada and Alaska.

This canal or fjord is about ffty-hve
miles long, the shores being most pictures-
que, rising like mammoth battlements to
the height of 6,000 feet at times, guarding
as it were the rich deposits of mineral which
Mother Nature holds fast in her granite
grip, the recent discovery of which has at-
tracted worldwide notice, and the mineral
development is assuming gigantic propor-
tions.

The first call on the Portland Canal is
Naas Bav, Kincolth Wharf. The Naas
River empties into Naas Bay, and it is
along this river that some of the greatest
mining development is looked for.

Observatory Inlet opens up at Kincolth,
and runs due north for about thirty miles.



Stewart

The steamer route up the Canal to Stewart
passes Maple Bay, at which point a change
in the rock formation takes place, and in-
stead of granite, which is the kind of rock
hitherto on both sides of the canal, a schist
occurs of a dark gray color, and this forma-
tion extends to a point several miles up
Bear River from Stewart.

The scenery in the immediate neighbor-
hood of Stewart 1s of an imposing nature,
great mountains rearing their snow-clad
pinnacles 6,000 feet sheer from the water's
edge, immense glaciers filthing the upper
valleys and gorges, objects of awe and
beauty, their blue caverns echoing to the
murmurings of the icy torrents issuing forth.
Several of these glaciers may be reached in
a few hours’ journey from Stewart, and will
prove objects of interest to the many tour-
ists who visit this section in summer.

Although not widely known, the Bitter
Creek Glacier s the grandest i British
C()luml)izl, and while not vet tully explored,
it is known to extend for over fifteen miles,
It is surrounded by mountains of an Al-
pine character, which test the mettle of the
mMost expert mountaineer.

A comparatively short  drive  from
Stewart, over an excellent road, brings the
tourist to the foot of this magnificent

glacier, where he can witness the unusual
spectacle of the stream bursting forth in its
full strength from its icy bounds.

An additional attraction to the tourist is
the probability that he may observe on the
cliffs on cither side specimens of that fast
disappearing animal, the mountain goat.

With increased means of transportation
to the interior a prolific field awaits the
sportsman. But even now, with limited trav-
elling facilities, good hunting is to be ob-
tained within a comparatively short dis-
tance of Stewart.  The principal big game
in the Bear River Valley are black bear and
goat, but across the Divide, about thirty
miles from Stewart, the sportsman can ob-
tain grizzly hunting unrivalled in any part
of the Province. A little further cast and
north are to be found moose, cariboo and
mountain sheep.  This 1s one of the few
stretches of virgin ground left to the big
game hunter on the Continent of North
America.

All streams and lakes supply excellent
fishing at different seasons of the vear, sal-
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mon and trout of different varieties abound-
g, It s no ex: weeration to say that at
Meridian Lake the angler will find 2 per-
fect paradise.  In the spring and fall ducks
and geese are plentiful, and in the uplands
grouse and ptarmigan are numerous.

The vast stretches of agricultural land
across the Divide from Stewart will, within
the near future, support a grear population.
The chimate and soil are suitable for mived
farming, as has been proven by the Tndians
and the few whites who are located on the
Naas in the neighborhood of Ainsch, one
of the largest areas in British Columbia,
For a number of years prospectors  and
others Ii\'inq at Stewart have planted ear-
dens, raising all the wsual varieties of root
crops  successtully,  potatoes  vipening  in
cighty-two days from planting, and other
vegetables in proportion.

Fvery indication points that during the
summer  there will be a large influx of
prospectors, land locators, and others into
the territory that lies on the Naas River
side of the mountains,  This territory s
known to be rich in agricultural possibili-
ties, with coal and other mmerals, and with
the extension of the Canadian Northeastern
Railvoad should be rapudly settled.

A Government trail following the natural
ralroad route into this section will be com-
pleted this summer, giving casy aceess. In
addition to the above features, the railroad
now under construction, opening up as 1
does the vatleys of the Naas, the Iskut and
the Stickeen Rivers, will undoubtedly bring
about the mmmediate development of  the
vast agricultural resources of these regions,
Furthermore, it is reasonable to expect that
the mineral discoveries which have been
made i the Bear River Vallev will be e
peated in the ranges bevond,

One noteworthy feature of the
Cunal district is that it is the only point in
British Columbia where tide-water enters
the mineralized zone of the Coast Range.
this will be realized

Porthand

I'he importance ol
when consideraticn s given to the cost ol
transportation charges., Touching on this
point, W. Fleet Rohertson, the (.m(lmmm
Vineralogist, savs as follows: Seldom m
British Columbia has the llulh been  so
clearly demonstrated as at Stewart that the
value of an ore body s dependent upon the
facility of getting its contents o marker.”
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On Beacon Hill

By C. L. ARMSTRONG

On Beacon Hill the broom is out;

The feathered spring-folk are about
On Beacon Hill.

The feathered spring-folk are about;

The fountains play, the children shout
On Beacon Hill.

The grass is fresh, the flowers bloom;

And delicately shame the brocm
On Beacon Hill.

And delicately shame the broom,
So gaudy gay on winter’s tomb

On Beacon Hill.

So gaudy gay on winter’s tomb,
Yet infant from a new Spring’s womb

On Beacon Hill.

Now arm-in-arm, o’er verdant grass
The self-involved lovers pass—

On Beacon Hill.

The self-involved lovers pass—
A love-lost lad, a radiant lass

On Beacon Hill.

Then, gladly, all your tokens bring
And offer homage to the Spring
On Beacon Hill.

And offer homage to the Spring ;

Long let the love of laughter cling
On Beacon Hill.
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[ ith unconsidered
Hedged in a backicard-gazing wcorld.

Io are sull too voung to be

conscious of our history, too in-

tent on shaping cvents to be

etther retrospective or  intro-
spective.  The miracles we perform  are
“unconsidered,”  so  far  as  we  are
concerned, in - whatever light  they  may
appear  to our  “backward-gazing”  pro-
geny, A nation in o the  making s
like a strong man going with much swear
and hittle boasting about his appointed task.
[t is only when old age binds him to the
fi{'(*si(lc that he looks back upon the prowess
ot former days, and recalls for the cars of
his children’s children his mighty  deeds,
rendered no less mighty by the telescope of
memory.

Surely history is in the making on the
Pacific slope. "T'he same indomitable spirit
that led Simon Fraser across the Rockies is
impelling our strong men northward, see-
g that there is no more West.  There are
mountains in the wayv and fierce rivers, but
these are barriers only to the weak.  Our
strong maen reach out and put the mountains
aside. They harness the turbulent rivers.
Their steel thoroughfares creep into valleys
unknown a vear ago and make casy the
trails for the cultivators who are to be.
Their advance guard is flung out northward
to the Peace and the Mackenzie, and from
that reconnaissance will result great addi-
tion to our known domain.  The mantle of
mystery has fallen from the “northern in-
terior”: the Peace River country, vague
name to most of us, is revealing its secrets
on maps. The fur-trader, the prospector,
the land-staker, the survevor, the farmer—-
this sequence summarizes the history of
interior British Columbia.

When we get time we will look back and
marvel, for instance, at the birth and growth
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miracle,

of our cities, only one of the miracles of the
\West, but convement as an example. The
great centres of the Fast have therr tradi-
tions of gradual growth, the village expand-
g into the town, the town creeping out to
the dimensions and dignity of o citv, the
city ambitiously climbing into metropolitan
rank.  The method has its advantages, be-
g slow and thorough, as well as convenient
for aity engineers, but the West, like a cer-
tain great man i the Fast, “can’t want”
Henee the miracle of our cities,

Four vears ago, following upon the not-
able patience of the great men already
mentioned, a Grand Trunk Paciic survey
party, working from the eastward, cime
down the Fraser River (o the junction of
the Nechaco with that mighty stream. As
the IFraser ar that |minl turned southward,
and the surveyors were seeking the most
direct route westward, (hey deserted the
larger rviver to follow the Nechaco west
wiard, choosing the south hank of the Latter
for the reason that the north shore was a
string of cut banks, and it was impossible
to get away from the river because the val-
lev was so deep. They crossed the Fraser,
m':lkin'_r nse of an island o nadstreamn 1o
enve Tuture bridee work, traversed an Indian
reserve sitared at the contluence of the two
Fivers. and went on their way rejoteing
along the south hank of the Nechaco.

Butr they did not all go. There was
that party a man who had the gift of vision
and he remained behind, “There was some
thine about the Ty of tha pvnin'.\ulu tha
(‘nni.ur('d up in his mind pictures o popu-
lous city to come. o the north, east, west
and soll'rh areat tracts of level, _:_"I':l.\‘s-.(‘()\'(‘l'('(l.
country stretched away, suggesting bums ol
The meeiing ol two great

kAN

future vears,



HIT'T'ING

navigable streams, coupled with the coming
of the railroad, assured a transportation
centre. The former railway enginee1, a
most practical dreamer, proceeded at once
to “stake” the site of a metropolis.

It was a simple matter, that first stage
in a city’s history. Under the British Co-
lumbia law the staker of land must set up
at any corner thereof a post four feet high
and at least four inches in diameter. This
post may be the stump of a tree. On the
“stake” is written a legend something like
this:  “T'ake notice that T intend to apply
for permission to purchase the following de-
scribed land, to wit:  Commencing at a
post, etc.”  In this case the staking was
done by leaning a stake up against the corner
post of the Indian reserve. It so happened
that the land thus acquired was of no value
for agricultural purposes. It had evidently
been at one time the bed of the Nechaco
River, which has now cut a new channel
cighty feet below.  Although the tract is
level and fairly well wooded the soil on the
staking was of a light, gravelly character.
All of which merely proves that the engineer
koew he was acquiring a tow nsite, not a
homestead.  That townsite is today the city
of Fort George.

The flat area reaches back probably two
miles from the Nechaco River , and includes

the Tndian veserve (which has just been ac-
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quired by the Grand Trunk Pacific), the
legal registered townsite of Fort George,
old Fort George, the Hudson’s Bay post,
from which the city derived its name, and
a number of subsequent subdivisions. Per-
haps it was an unimportant matter of itself,
that dream of the land-staker, but the idea
that prompted him took root and grew in
the minds of other men. These constructed
the future city, filling out the picture with
the same details that struck the engineer,
and the townsite, passing into the hands of
capitalists, entered upon the second epoch
of its career.

[t must have been a perplexing exper-
ience for the hundred or so Fort Geor}l‘f
Indians when a band of white men, with
strange instruments and chains, arrivec! to
cut a section of the forest primeval up into
city lots. If the aborigines were amaz@d
(and they were) it was not surprising, tor
such an emprise must astonish anybody but
a civilized westerncr, who has got the big-
ness of his country in his mind. Hundreds
of miles from the nearest city, remote from
existing railroads, there, on an uninhabite:]
pl.lteau between the Rockies and the Cas-
cades, the surveyors set to work to trans-
form a bench of land covered with spruce.
birch and jack pine into city lots, carefully
numbered. A proceeding that to an oldm:
community would resemble a piece of
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impudent absurdity was to these pathfinders
but part of a logical day’s work. It remains
for the easterner to be surprised when events
justify the undertaking, but the westerner
feels no such thrill. He knew it all along.

.Among the several survey parties that
vmted. Fort George at this epoch in ics
evolution was one that arrived on the scene
about the middle of December, 1909, It
was cold thereabouts about that time, for
on the northern plateau the seasons are
definitely divided, and there is an unmis-
t«’lkz.lb.lc winter, milder than that of the
prairies because of the protection the moun-
tain ranges afford, but dry, frosty, snowy,
exhilarating. When the surveyors had as-
certained the location of a corner post they
had to dig through the frost in order to
drive the stake in. That was slow work at
first, b.ut a system was cvolved. Two chain-
men, instead of one, were sent ahead and
onc of these dug a posthole while the other
was getting his distance. A gang of eight
men was  distributed as follows: Two
chainmen, whose duties have been descrited ;
two men making posts; one carrying a bag
of the manufactured artic'e and marking the

IN A CITY'S HISTORY

numbers on cach as it was required ; a tran-
sit man; an axeman, who worked ahead of
the party cutting out the line: and, not the
least important, the cook, whose business
kept him at home i camp. The transit
man had the coldest work, his ingers being
often on the verge of freezing as he held
the chain. The men who cur the posts had
to use dry trees for the purpose, as the points
of green stakes would not penctrate the
frozen carth.

The westerly boundary of the Indian re-
serve was the basis for surveving the town-
site. A true line between the two corner-
posts of this boundary became the casterly
boundary of the subdivision, and from chis
base lines were run, from which the survey-
ors ascertained other lines, cutting the land
into blocks, and later into lots.  Where the
country was so smooth there was no need
for gores and jogs, such as one finds in Van-
couver and other citics.  All the avenues
were run straight away from the Nechaco
River, and all the streets at right angles to
these, the whole forming a gigantic checker-
hoard. Acting on the assumption that some
main business arteries would require to be

254
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AT THE BEND IN THE BIG RIVER

wider than the ordinary 66-ft. streets, one
avenue, Central, was cut 100 ft. wide, and
Princess street, crossing Central avenue
about a mile from the river, was also given
this width.

One day as the transit man was busy with
his gang two moose wandered across his
line, between him and his chainman, and
stepped across the chain.  The animals
scemed somewhat surprised to see survevors
in that vicinity, but without stopping for
any investigation they swiftly continued
their course down Central avenue.

The Indians were more curious. The
advent of the survevors made a profound
mpression on their innocent minds, and they
cathered about the white men, inquisitive to
fearn what these things meant and what the
strange instruments had to do with their
wilderness.  They could not believe that
there would one day be a city in their hunt-

aLD FoRrT
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ing grounds, full of people, humming with
business.

“The white men may come to live for a
little while, but not for long,” said they.

IEqually impossible was it to explain to
these children that in a couple of years or
so trains would be running across their
reservation and dragging in freight from
points across the mountains. In fact, it was
impossible to make them believe that such
things as trains existed. Only two or threc
of them had ever seen a railroad, and they
were thus favored because they had spent
terms in jail at New Westminster for pet:y
offences. These enlightened natives had
brought back wondrous tales to their tribe
—and been ostracised by their brethren in
consequence as ‘nature-fakers.”

The surveyors finished their work and
went away, and still there was nothing to
indicate that a city had usurped the heritage

GERORGYE



THE NORTIH SHORE

of the forest. None but the initiated could
read from the narrow lines hewed this way
and that through the pines the legend of
streets and blocks and lots.  But after the
survevors came other men, and the city en-
tered upon its third phase.

The first real change in the appearance
of the townsite came in May, 1910, when
the first steamers arrived from Quesnel,
bearing an army of workmen from Vancou-
ver, who put up tents and set to work to
clear the streets. These men lustily attacked
the woods with their axes and soon Fort
George streets, ‘indicated before by the sur-
vevors’ posts, became long avenues in the

WAS

A STRINC OF CUT-BANKS

woods—broad, clear spaces that told their
story to all.

With the cicaring of the streets the aty
emerged from the period of her first in-
fancy and reached the age of growing pains.
An cver-increasing influx of people, cease-
less building operations to house the new-
comers, occasional trafic on the rivers 1o
feed them—these are some of the phenomena
of her carly vouth,  With the railway will
come the period of adolescence, with s
accompanying problems: later sull, the more
mature growth, when Fort George will en-
ter the lists with sister cities to do battle
for the honors of the census.

I'l' WAS COLD THEREABOUTS AT THAT TIME
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The Big Gull Wltl’l Glaucous Wing

By Henry F. Pullen

OETS have in all ages Taved over
the beauties of the seafowl, and art-
ists and photographers have depict-
ed them, but little is known of their

domestic life. Evervone knows that during
the winter months they frequent the har-
bors, feeding upon the refuse which s
thrown overboard from the steamers that
ply back and forth; yet so clean are they,
the white of their breasts so pure and the
whole bearing of the birds so opposed to
our ideas of a scavenger, that it is with
difficulty we realize what their vocation in
life really is.

Anyone who has travelled on one of the
coasting steamers will have watched these
birds as they follow in the boat’s wake, some-
times alighting on the rigging, but usually
flving in such a position that they can watch
for the scraps which are thrown overboard
from the galley. Now they overtake the
boat and hover overhead for a moment.
Then with the most graceful of curves
they are away again, and always watching
for scraps of food. When the table 1s
cleared in the dining-room and the pails
of scraps are heaved overboard the birds
fall into the water after it in a heap, and
there is a mass of struggling, shrieking birds,
i the jumble of which may here and there
ke seen one trying to swallow a piece of
meat almost as large as itself, and usually
succeeding. A minute after this disgrace-
ful scene the queenly birds again sail over-
head, pure and dignified as ever.

Passengers travelling between the cities of
Vancouver and Victoria are often enter-
tained by watching one of the ofhcers or
men feeding the gulls as they fly close to
the side of the boat. A piece of bread is
held in the hand a foot or two over the
rail of the upper deck. The birds at first
satl by and look at it with longing eves.
I'hen they come necarer, and at last one,
more courageous than his fellows, takes the
bread in his mouth and endeavors to swal-
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low it before the others are able to take it
from him,
At Nanaimo during the run of herring
"in midwinter thousands, if not millions, of
gulls of all varieties frequent the harbor,
sitting in rows and clumps on the logs and
piles, or hovering in clouds whenever dis-
turbed. They render a great service to man
in helping to keep the water and the
beaches free from offal, and for this reason
are protected by the laws of the province,
and it is seldom that the statute regarding
them is broken.

The large, glaucous-winged gulls leave

~the harbors in the spring and repair to their

nesting sites, choosing for this purpose cer-
tain small, rocky islands at several differ-
ent points along the coast. Around Van-
couver Island there are several of these,
the nearest to civilization being Bare Island,
in the Gulf of Georgia, five or six miles
from the little town of Sidney and very
near the boundary line between Canada and
the United States.

On Bare Island the gulls live
months, during which time they
nests, lay their eggs, raise their
train them to make a living for

for several
build their
voung and
themselves

GLAUCOUS-WINGED GULL
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Lefore scattering once more to the best
sources of food near which to winter. All
the birds on the istand have pure white
under-parts with light slaty back and wings.
The voung birds of the previous vear do
not breed, and their plumage is much dark-
er, their breasts not becoming white until
the following spring,

As a result of observations made at Bare
Island, extending over three vears, I esti-
mate that about two thousand gulls nest
there.  The island is several hundred feet
high, sloping gradually toward one end. It
is over half a mile long, running east and
west, and all along the south side the cliffs
are very precipitous. The gulls’ nests are
built on the ground at the top of the island
and on the ledges on either side anywhere
above highwater line. The eggs are often
taken by Indians, who use them for food,
and by picnic and excursion parties who
carry them away as mementoes of the visit
or to be used as pretty ornaments. Crows
also prey upon them, living right in their
midst and nesting in the scant trees and
bushes at the northwest part of the island.
Besides the gulls perhaps a thousand pigeon
guillemots raise their young there, and a
number of cormorants and tufted pufhns
seek out the more inaccessible crevices for
nesting sites.

During the last nesting season my little
chum and T spent several days on the island
sccuring some photographs of the gulls and
gutllemots and making a study of their
habits.  The lad is just as keen a naturalist
as myself and has been a great help, not
only in securing the photographs with which
this article is illustrated, but also in noticing
things which had entirely escaped my ob-
servation.

It was on the evening of July 9 that we
reached the island, having crossed from Sid-
ney in a row boat, arriving after sunset, but
before dark. Tt was one of those glorious
evenings which are so common in this part
of the country. There was not a breath
of wind, and it was neither hot nor cold.
On our left we could see the island of
San Juan, over which Great Britain and
the United States had a dispute some vears
ago, and on which troops from either coun-
try were encamped at one time. It stands
as a triumph for arbitration over brute force.

As we approached the island the gulls
could be seen at short distances from each
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other, sitting on the rocks and watching
our approach without any apparent sign of
nervousness. It was not until we were
withm one hundred vards of shore thar the
birds rose, shricking and hovering, the alarm
spreading down the whole length of the
island.

On the north side opposite a clump of
trees and bushes we landed, carrving our
camping outht to the level ground above
and there setting up our tent among the
bushes out of reach of the wind, the sun
or prying cves, and in such a position that
our presence would not disturb the major-
ity of the winged inhabitants of the place.
T'here was, however, a family of crows in
the trees above, a pair of song sparrows
that lived in the bushes, and one par of
gulls, whose nest was close by, that resentedd
our invasion of their domains.  Before dark-
ness settled down we had pulled up the
boat, spread our blankets on the ground in-
side the tent and stretched ourselves to en-
joy the strangeness of the situnrion‘ and the
night crics of the birds before settling down
to sleep.

Tt was a curious sensation, a wholly
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enjoyable time to a lover of the bird neigh-
bors. For a minute or two stillness would
reign almost supreme, and then a gull, pre-
sumably a watchman, would leave his post
at one end of the island and with an alarm
cry, the reason for which it was impossible
to ascertain, went shrieking down the whole
half-mile length of the huge rock, and on
every hand he was answered by the other
parent birds, and for the next quarter of an
hour the cries continued, now nearly sub-
siding and again swelling forth. Only once
or twice during the whole time we were
there did 1 notice perfect silence. This
was when [ awoke some time between
twelve and two o’clock, and even at these
times it was not always still.  No sooner
did the first rays of light brighten the east-
ern sky than there was a stir, a ceaseless
crying from some part of the island.

We found a great many voung birds,
ranging from those just hatched to three
weeks old, vet not once during our stay of
siv days did we catch an old bird feeding
one.  We watched for hours mn hides, but
all to no purpose. It has been suggested
that they feed their young at night, but of
this 1 cannot sav. 1t is, however, very
probable that both they and the guillemots
do this,

We had planned to be out very early the
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morning after our arrival, but it was five
o’clock before we awoke, and ten minutes
later we had set off to explore in a super-
ficial way the whole length of the island
before breakfast. This gave us some jdeq
of the prospect of obtaining photographs and
showed us that we had arrived at just about
the right season when there were both young
and eggs to be seen, although there were 2
great many more of the latter than of the
former. The large number of empty nests,
too, was an indication of the robbing which
had been going on, for usually the more ex-
posed nests were the ones which were empty.,

Every day we spent part of the time ex-
ploring some part of the island which had
not before been properly gone over, and
part of the time building hides or lying
in wait to secure the photographs for which
we had come. At first the birds were rath-
er wild, but as we made little noise, walk-
ing around always with rubber shoes, and
as we did not interfere with the nesting
birds, they became more reconciled to our
presence, although we found that without
building hides it was quite impossible to
secure anything like good photographs. Even
with the aid of these it was often difficult
and a good many leafy huts were built with
no results whatever. _

During our rambles we had always in
view the possibility of obtaining a photo-
graph of the nest or voung bird which we
found. Some of these we marked for future
inspection, while if a particularly favorable
position was found, we at once set to work
and erected the shelter from which we were
to observe the birds and secure the photo-
graphs.

As a base for the hides we had half a
dozen split cedar sticks, something like laths,
all tied together at one end. These were
spread at the other end the shape of a teepee
and the whole covered with boughs and
grass. Inside, the camera was set up on a
shortened tripod and with the single com-
bination lens focussed upon the nest. Then
we crawled in and sat down to wait until
the bird came. Sometimes it was a long,
weary wait, but at other times the bird was
back on the nest within fifteen minutes.

The first picture we made was taken in
this way. After building the hide, every-
thing being ready, I allowed the lad to go
inside and wait while I went away. It
was always better for one to go away, as
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the birds did not seem capable of counting,
and if one left they then seemed to think
it was all right.  Within twenty minutes I
heard the birds in that direction crying, and
on my reaching the spot I found the lad
had left the hide after making the exposure
and was preparing to get a second photo-
graph.

This time I went inside and he walked
away. No sooner was he out of sight than
the birds came whirling around the nest,
flving lower every munute, until at last they
passed within a few feet of my head. Then
the parent birds alighted, one on either side
of me and each on a slight eminence. There
they sat giving their peculiar warning cries
for perhaps five minutes, when, finding
everything” was still, one approached and
dropped on the nest. Then she became sus-
picious and hopped off, remaining off for a
few minutes, returning again, however, and
sitting quite still for the exposure. She
looked large and beautiful and did not leave
the nest for slight noises. She allowed me
to remove the slide from the camera and
almost get it in place again before leaving.

One peculiarity T noted at this time which
I have never heard mentioned by any natur.
alist.  The weather was rather hot, al-
though not intensely so. The birds on
alighting at once began to pant, giving long,
deep breaths with the mouth wide open and
the tongue out. So wide did they open
their mouths that on one or two occasions I
was able to see plainly the epiglottis or
trapdoor which covers the windpipe and
which opens to allow of breathing. Wheth-
cr this was the result of the unwonted exer-
cise of flying around while we were build-
ing the hide, combined with the excitement,
or whether it was simply the heat, I do
not know. .

Once we focussed on a young bird which
had just come from the shell and was not
vet dry. The mother bird came and stood
over the little one, apparently for the pur-
pose of sheltering it from the direct rays of
the sun.  While standing there the bird
panted like a winded horse, its sides moving
in and out, and mouth wide open.

[ was asked by the curator of the pro-
vincial museum to nail up some warning
notices at different points on the island, and
onc of these I placed on a rock near a nest
which T was about to photograph. Tt was

a very windy day, a forty-mile gale blow-
111
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i.ng, so that it was difficult to keep the hide
from blowing down. The old bird was
very nervous and it was only after waiting
an hour and a quarter that she returned to
the nest.  When she did so she turned her
head right away from me to face the wind.
This made it impossible to secure a cood
photograph.  Soon, however, she left the
nest and perched on a rock almost above
the notice which I had posted, so 1 focussed
the camera on her there and made the ex-
posure, with very fair results.  She was
standing in a very peculiar position, occa-
sioned by having -to brace herself againse
the wind.

Being anxious to obtain a photograph of
an old bird along with a young one, and
finding 1t dithcult to get this on account of
the young birds running away while the
hide was being built, 1 caught a large one
and tied its leg at a suitable distance.  For
over two hours I waited and watched. "The
place soon scemed alive with young birds,
and the old ones came around as soon as
the lad was out of sight. T'hey sat on the
rocks and looked at that poor voungster
which objected stoutly to being tied. "The
parent birds and all the neighbors squawked
to cach other throughout the whole time,
but not within ten feet of the young bird
would they approach. 1 discovered two
little fellows not far away that were appar-
ently hungry.  They followed their parents
back and forth begging for food, but al-
though I watched very carefully T saw no
attempt to feed them.  From ten o'clock till
long past noon [ crouched in my cramped
position, but without being able 1o ger a
picture.

T'he voung gulls were curious hetle erea-
cures. They could run at great speed, and
when not running always crouched in the
grass or in a niche of the mcks,.rhis lwipg
their chief protection against their encenies,
It was most difhcult to secure photographs
of them. o

I found that the gulls were nothing like
as astute as their neighbors, the Crows. Al-
though the crows have the reputation of
stealing both young gulls and ;,ful]s.cgg’s,
they sometimes o them -L"”‘_"I service in
warning them of danger. This was "l('?'}'h’
shown on one occasion when we built a hide
near a nest which we wished to pllﬂm.‘-{"«'ll’h-
The shelter was just as well built as llSl‘l:lli
ndeed it was constructed rather better thin
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some we used. We had just completed it
and crawled inside and the gulls were sit-
ting on the rocks around when two crows
passed near. They at once espied our hide
and alighting on the bushes not far away
~ommenced to give their warning caw. The
gulls were startled, and, although we waited
over an hour, they would not go on the
nest. I feel sure that if the crows had not
been there they would have been on the
nest within ten minutes. On another occa-
sion a bird was just approaching her nest
that I was watching when a crow passed.
T'he hide was a good one, but the crow at
once gave its danger signal and the gull
flew away.

[t is casy to imagine that birds which
nest in the open, as do the gulls, will have
many enemies. Neither the old birds nor
the young secem to have any means of de-
fending themselves. The little fellows are,
however, protected by their coloration,
which resembles very nearly the lichen-
spotted rocks. They have inherited the
tendency to keep perfectly still in time of
danger or whenever their parents are away.
T'hev recognize the low cackling danger cry
of the old ones and at once crouch. They
have, however, another means of eluding
their enemies, which seems most interesting.
Their principal enemies must of necessity
be birds of prey, and the worst of these is
the crow. Whenever the little gull is in im-
minent danger it vomits up its food, and as
this food is fish and is partially digested, it
forms a most appetising morsel for the
crow. Should the gull’s crop be full he
vomits up cnough to make a meal for the
crow, which then goes away without doing
him any injury.  T'he fish comes up in big
chunks more than half an inch square.

Throughout the time we were on the
island we were carefully watched.  There
was a broken stump of a tree very much
resembling a post, about fifty vards away,
and just bevond it a dead fir. It was sel-
dom that there was not a bird on watch in
cach of these places, At five o'clock in the
morning there were our watchers sitting
there as it they had been there all night.
Stolid almost as an owl they sat there and
up till ten o’clock at night they had not left
their places.  Probably they were not always
the same birds, but they looked like the

British Columbia Magazine

same, and we seemed to be great neighboys
tefore we left. If one was away for a feqy
minutes we missed him and always spoke
of it. One day when we were out at the
other end of the island a breeze sprang up
which freshened to a gale. As we returned
we speculated as to whether or not the birds
would be on guard. On arrival, sure enough
there was the one in the top of the dead fir,
bracing himself against the wind to retain
his position, but still on watch.

The gulls seemed to be wholly without
humor or desire for amusement. In this
they differed very much from the guillemots,
which were their neighbors. They tolerated
the smaller and more skittish seabirds, but
with a dignified bearing and lofty uncon-
cern. Still they are not without their share
of cleverness. I have seen them feeding on
the beach on the small shellfish which they
found there. Being unable to open these
they carried them in their bills to a height
of twenty or thirty feet, allowing them to
fall on the pebbles. They then fled down
and took the fish from the broken shell.
Perhaps they learn this from the crows
with which they associate, for it is a com-
mon trick with them.

There is undoubtedly a great deal
to learn about the glaucous-winged gull.
Mariners tell us that the Chinese cooks
sometimes put their hands out through the
galley windows and catch the big fellows
as they peer in looking for scraps. They
can be easily reared and tamed. The Jap-
anese, when they were working the Tkeda
copper mine at Queen Charlotte Islands,
reared a number of young ones by hand, and
they became tame as ducks, although they
did not keep themselves as clean as the wild
ones. I have photographs of these taken
by Harold Nation, of the British Columbia
provincial mines department.

No one seems to know why the gu'ls
now and then leave the sea and turn to t':¢
fields for a change of diet. During the lae
winter and early spring months, after "¢
big rains which we have at that season - f
the vear, the gulls may be seen in thousan:'s
in the flooded meadows. They are alwa 3
welcomed by the farmers, and have no ¢
emies in the world, with the exception of @ -
odd small boy in whom the savage is n*
vet extinct.



N the map of British Columbia
the Chilliwack valley should be

marked in meadow green. It is
the greenest valley I have ever
traversed, which is saying a good deal.

Not long ago the B. C. Electric Rail-
way entered the valley like a good fairy,
and since then it has been possible to get a
good look at the district from the car win-
dows. Ifarly in March, when the fresh
green was beginning to spread like new
tapestry over the great vallev, I went up
to the town at the end of the line, with no
unfriendly intention, but with rigid pur-
pose of exposing the truth, ,

In fortunate British Columbia there are
many spreading vallevs, vast meadows of
fecund land set in a romantic landscape of
mountains.  From the broad prairies that
flatten back from the low Fraser meadows
where the tides creep in and out to the
benches of the foot-hills behind which the
mountains rise in long blue walls is the
bigwest and oldest area of developed land in
British Columbia, yet only ten per cent. of
the whole valley is under cultivation.

The schoolboy who has got bevond the
A B C of geology will tell you that the
lucky valley was once a vast lake. It was
floored with river silt, the rich life-stuff that
the Fraser brought down from its canyons
and passes and mountain meadows above.
This was coated with decomposed earth
stuff afterward, the black loam which is
as warm and responsive to fecundation as
living flesh.

They say the valley was overspread with
timber once, and was logged forty vears
ago, and in many places there is a giant
stubble of stumps to prove it. There is
much timber standing yet.

Chilliwack town was born Llucky, Dbut
being very young at the time it didn’t
know it. Tt knows it now. It looks like
a picture of an Ontario town pasted on 2
British Columbia landscape.  Its streets
are wide and clean.  “T'he business buildings
and dwelling-houses look fresh and brighe, It
hasn’t got the story or motion-picture char-
acter of a Western town at all. "The only
thing I saw that suggested this was a
farmer’s horse with a stock saddle on his
back, standing m front of a bank, not 2
saloon. But the town s come of old
British Columbia stock. 1t was founded a
Jong time ago by pioneers of the first Cari-
boo gold rush.  As towns go in British
Columbia, it is quite old. Tt was a Farly
prosperous town before the rathway came.
[t had to be.  Lts business men were sutl-
fering a little from sleeping sickness when
the railway came and woke them up. "They
are just a lictle drowsy vet, but their eyes
are getting more wide awake every day. What
the town and valley need are farmers, and
more farmers.  There are fiftv-five thou-
sand acres of fertile tand which will grow
both fruit and crops.  Country life in the
Chilliwack Valley has been lifted out of its
dreariness and monotony by the railway.
City people who want o get hack to naure
couldn’t find a better place on the map of
America.  The British Columbi govern-
ment could cover a multitude of its sins of
omission by helping  Chilliwack  to - get
people. Chilliwack could grow enough dry,
mealy potatoes, for instance, to. make her
" Chilliwack can grow fruit equal to

rich.
Nearly every-

the best without irrigation '

thing that city people :1580(‘!:1&* with the

country is raised or grown in the respon-

sive soil and the clement climate of the
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“COULDN"I' FIND A BETTER

Chilliwack Valley. It is impossible to say
too much about the fertility of the land.
The hay lands are pastured up to the be-
ginning of June, and even then produce
anything from two and a half to four tons
per acre. The yield of oats is proportion-
ately heavy, the crop often running over 100
bushels to the acre, while wheat, barley and
rye reach on an average a figure of forty
bushels from every acre,

Potatoes and other root crops are equally
prolific, the former often growing fifteen
tons to the acre, and now and then off a
chosen patch as much as twenty tons. As
the price for this root is often as high as
$15 a ton and sometimes five dollars higher,
it is not difficult to see that the man with
a good crop of potatoes is not going to want
for cash, Sixty tons of ficld roots make a
good average vield in these crops.  Celery
and other such plants are being grown on
the lower slopes of the hills, and are giving
great satisfaction.  As to the hops, there
are some 500 acres under this crop, and the
results and prices obtained yield a big profit
to the enterprising owners of the fields.

Naturally, the town of Chilliwack is the
market-place for some thousands of farmers
and fruit-growers who bring to town their
valuable produce of orchard and field. It
is lucky because it is so close to the greater
market of Vancouver. It was seventy miles
from Vancouver once, but the railway has
readjusted the distance.  That’s the reason
it’s growing.  TIt’s got to grow. They’re
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going to build a twenty-five thousand dollar
post office, a twenty thousand dollar city
hall, a ten thousand dollar hospital, several
new business blocks, and not less than a
hundred new residences this summer Three
banks will put up concrete and brick build-
ings for themselves. The railway company
intends to spend fifty thousand dollars on
its vards and terminals. The atmosphere
of the town is full of spring development
and expansion just now. Real estate prices
are high but healthy. The events and de-
velopments of this summer will be notable.

The town is stretching up and filling out,
and you can feel in the air the electricty of
new vigor and fresh enterprise. ~One of
Chilliwack’s  banks lately paid fifteen
thousand dollars for a building site. This
shows how the wind of real estate values
blows. The electric railway has built 2
station that would add to pride and self-
respect of any city in the world. The
town has four banks, two newspapers, five
good hotels, and better stores than most On-
tario towns of the same size. It has =
Board of Trade which is useful in the wid-
est and broadest sense, but might be more
active in boosting the town and valley.
There are few places in which it is harder
to get the right kind of information. The
town and the valley are looking forward
with cheerful anticipations to having in th:
not remote future three steam railroads be-
side the electric one. It seems certain that
two of these will be running through Chilli-



Chilliwack and Its Fertile Smile

wack within a short time. The Jones Lake
power-generating idea has taken shape in
the constructive mind of the British Colum-
bia Electric Railway Company, and few
people realize the huge proportions of this
great engineering scheme. If the project is
carried out, Chilliwack will have one of the
biggest power-generating plants in  the
world. Cheap electrical energy would make
Chilliwack a manufacturing town, and you
would have to send your imagination to
school before vou could picture a better
place for a factory town.

The valley will have very soon a con-
densed milk factory which, if the law that
demand creates supply holds true, will give
a further forward movement to the dairy-
ing interests.

It vou want to see well-cultivated, fully
appointed, prosperous and beautiful farms
oo to the Chilliwack Valley. The better
class of farms in the valley are notable for
their fine buildings, modern in design, well-
bred stock, and handsome residences. The
richness of the soil, the nearness to a never
over-supplied market, the climate lure of
the pleasant valley, the windless blue-and-
go'd summer, will before very long fll the
country from Sumas Mountain to Chilli-
wack and bevond with that better class of

TWO CHILLIWACK INHABITANTS WIH?D HAVE OUTLIVED
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tarmers who will harness knowledge to the
plow and make the land wonderfully pro-
ductive_. Concerning the agricultur.ul fu-
ture of the whole Fraser Valley, the most
extravagant predictions may be well within
the fact. In the Chilliwack district any-
one may see with his own eves just whac
1S transpiring. -

Both the bench lands and the low-level
tands are eminently suited for fruit, being
alike well drained and composed of excel-
lent soil.  The warm climate and reflected
sun make the fruit ripen quickly, and the
presence of a sufficiency of moisture does
away with the expensive necessity of irri-
cation.  Cherries and plums are perhaps the
two kinds of fruit that have met with most
success so far, the cherries being particu-
larly famous.  Apples bear very heavily, and
the quality of the fruit is excellent, the
lavor being as fine as that of any other
known apple. Up to the present time, how.
ever, only a few farmers have paid proper
attention to their fruit trees; but now that
fruit-growers are beginning to realize the
enormous profits to be made in this way,
new orchards are being planted every day.
Pears and peaches are two other varieties
which can be raised with great success in
this locality, while the small fruits produce

HISTORY
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crops that are a continual surprise, even to
those who know the capabilities of the dis-
trict well. The absence of artificial irriga-
tion i the valley has already been noticed.
T'his means the saving of almost a dollar
per box in the cost of production, and In
this way the Chilliwack fruit-grower is en-
abled to put his fruit on the market much
more cheaply than his Dry Belt rival. How-
cver, there i1s a corresponding drawback to
this, which 1s the one fact that the Chilli-
wack apple (and this applies to the apple
alone) is not such a good keeping apple as
that from the Okanagan, and has to be sold
as a fall apple only. But the statement made
above with regard to its flavor and general
excellence was amply proved at the last New
Westminster Itxhibition, where one Chilli-
wack exhibitor alone carried oft thirty-
three prizes.

In close connection with the growing of
fruit is found one of the chief industries of
the district.  This is the Chilliwack Can-
ning and Preserving Company’s factory,

2 "WELL-CULTIVATED, FULLY APPOINTED,
v

MOUNTAINS"

which has a plant of a capacity of 20,000
cases, and which has popularized the famous
Chilliwack brand of canned fruit through-
out the country. But canning fruit is not
the only industry possessed by the valley.
There are also within its limits four saw
and shingie mills, which supply lumber for
the whole district; a sash and door factory,
a machine shop and also a bacon factory.
This last 1s a source of great profit to the
farmers, as hops are at present in great de-
mand, and the attenuated supply leads to
excellent prices being obtained. In fact so
profitable is the raising of hogs in the valley
that the farmers call the pig their “mort-
gage-lifter.”

Besides the industries just mentioned
there are also the Chilliwack and Edenbank
creameries, which, between them, turned
out 500,000 pounds of butter last year.
These provide a steady market for the dairy-
man, who is perhaps the prevalent type of
farmer in the valley.

PROSPEROUS AND BEAUTIFUI, FARMS”



By Garnett Weston

F HIEN the Scene-maker was run-
ning his trowel over Burnaby
he thought a new thought.
He scooped a little trench

in  the sepia soil and filled 1t with
water  of half-tone  blue.  Then the
trowel passed on and, pleased with

the httle water dish, dug a larger one and
flung the earth in protecting breastworks
all around it. Then he loosened a wisp of
tilmy silver dust that was really the spirit
of the Angel of Contentment. It spread
itself out in a silken veil, draping the lake
and its things as the soft sheen of the man-
tilla curves about the girl-forms of Spanish
women, And the subtle lure of a maiden’s
elances 1s in the waiting stillnesses of Burn-
aby. Contentments come up from its waters
like mermaids in the blue dusk. The legend,

FIRST TRAIN ON BURNABY

LAKIN LINE,
NEW WESTMINSTER

this, of the ways of the drawing-in of Burn-
aby lake.

We climbed out of the streets of New
\Westnunster in a ciry car along a erack that
wriggles with intent to bewilder. At the
Flastings or Douglas road we footed a board
walk that ribbons both ways from the track.
A doll-koy with a face of Japanese rarned
us 1 the proper direction and we walked.
A silent dance of slated shadows flickered
under the interrogative-eved  Juncos along
the tences. A vivid blue spot undulated
from post to post and turned a saucy robin-
breast towards us. We stiffened our jaws
and blew wind along our tongues in minor-
noted imitation of the coarse hammer of the
flicker on a tree-corpse.

After, we left the walk and crossed helds.
\We simelled the rich brown earth and trad

LEAVING

B. ¢, ELECTRIC RAILWAY,
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NEAR BURNABY LAKE—THE PLEASANT COUNTRYSIDE

it and found it good after the correct grey
of the cement city. We sensed the presence
of soft contoured Spring and we wooed her
with abandon. Eagerly we forgot the
crowded places and with laugh-lit eyes
went down into the valley of the Lake of
Contentment,

Like a summer night’s dream asleep, it
lies in its bed of brown earth. The silvered
blue mists have draped it and its curves
shape through as the form of an artist’s
model when he transfers her langourous al-
lurement to the canvas with facile brush.

The tart smoke of spring fires lazes along
with shy wisps of breeze. There is nothing
that we of the city would call noise. The
valley drowns in warm swells of yellow
light washing through the Indian summer
haze. It is wholly still with the quiet that
emphasizes the drone of insects and the do-
mestic remarks of chickens. The peace of all
outdoors sleeps on the shores of the Lake of
Contentment.

Burnaby lake resort is to be the cloth of
gold on which Vancouver and New West-
minster will meet to drink contentment
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The Lake of Contentment 267

cock-tails from Nature’s bar. The Great
Northern on the east side and the British
Columbia Electric on the west bracelet the
lake in commercial steel. One or two tawny
splashes on the shore tell of sawmills, and
vou think. The hours of youth-time may
have held for vou sawdust, a mill and a still
dark pool,

Advertising is the soul of profits. But
Burnaby does not need advertising. The real
estate men bemoan that they have not more
land to sell. There are various beautied
places where houses are mushrooming under
the trees. Buena Vista, Lakeside Terrace,
Burnaby Heights, Factoria: these are some
of the places where the industrial rasp of
saws and the tap-tapping of hammers orches-
tra the prelude to the song of progress. The

trees step up to the mountains behind on 3
graduated scale which was once the stairway
of the gods. The lake is two and a half miles
tong, Tt looks not quite the length, but we
remembered in time the deceptiveness of
mountain air and believed.  Three  miles
south 1s New Westminster; seven and a half
miles to the north-west Vancouver hums the
bass notes to the song Canadian cities are
singing. When the carpenters are finished,
villas will be among the trees like bits of
inlaid color on a Japancse box. The British
Columbia Electric car service makes a forty-
five minute ride from the city possible.
When you go down into the valley vou feel
something of the lazy freedom of primal
man. When you return, its visions follow
vou like the motif of a pleasant dream.

Perpetuity

By HELEN A. SANON

Urom “Collier's Heekly')

How strange

That in a world like this of Aux and change,
Of feeting, Howing circumstance
And wild, bewildering cosmic dance,
The inmost thought of all should be
That age-old dream of perpetuity.

"T'would seem

More than the figment of a finite dream,
More than the mere result of chance—
This passion of continuance,

As though the tides that cbb and flow

Were centered in some stable thing below.



The Capture of the Edrie

How H.M.C.S. Rainbow Struck Terror Into the Hearts of the
Puget Sound Fishermen on Her Initial Cruise

f OTHING is more excit-
ing or has more pic-
turesque interest than a
capture at sea, except a
sea-ight. Lying at an-
chor a mile or two
south of Cape Scott,

of Vancouver Island,
with a string of dories stretched out
from her stern taking the spoil of the Paci-
fic to add to a ton of fine halibut already
beneath her hatches, the American gasolene
schooner LEdrie, of Seattle, was surprised
and captured by H.M.C.S. Rainbow on
February 21, in a most dramatic manner.
The Edrie, at the time of writing, 1s under
seizure at Vancouver, whither she was
taken by the warship, and the Admiralty
court will shortly decide her fate. Natural-
ly the master of the fishing schooner and
his crew of 23 men declare that their
vessel was not within the three-mile limit
when taken; but the story of the capture,
as recited by an officer of the Rainbow and,
in part, substantiated by the fishermen,
lcaves little room for doubt on this point.
That the Idrie attempted to escape capture
is a tact which alone contradicts the state-
ments of her crew. The officer’s narrative
15 as follows: A
“It was just ten minutes past one in the
atternoon when the Rainbow, which had
pade a flying teip up the inside passage
and around the north of Vancouver Island,
turned her nose about Cape Scott. All hands
were on deck alert for poachers, and the
nervous tension among the men, who were
naturally anxious that their ship should ac-
complish something on her first fisheries
protection cruise, was suggestive of immin-
ent actton.  Almost before the cruiser was
steadied up on her southward course the
cry of ‘enemy in sight,” which was suf-
ficiently thrilling for the somewhat exciting
268

the northernmost point

ovcasion, went up from a hundred throass
as a humpy double-decked fishing schooner
icomed up through the mist over the port
quarters,

“Accustomed to the slowness of the fish-
eries protection steamer Kestrel, which al-
most any of the Seattle fishing schooners
care out-distance, the Edrie, as the quarry
proved to be, whistled for her dories
which were strung out in a long line behind
her, and decided to make a run for it. The
schooner was about two miles from the
shore and her boats were almost in a
straieht line from the curving coast so that
the farthest one was probably four miles
fiom shore. Most of the dories, however,
were well within the three-mile limit, and
Capt. Stewart lost no time in preventing
the I.drie from getting out of the pre-
scribed area. The Rainbow turned on the
schiconer just as her screw began to re-
volve and the captain megaphoned a com-
mand to ‘heave to.’

“Evidently Capt. Danielson, of the Ed-
rie, did not realize that the cruiser’s guns
were loosed and that the men, stood at their
quarters beside the breeches, were only too
anxious 7o demonstrate their skill. Unheed-
ing the command she held on her way. ‘Put
a shot across her bows,” came the order from
the bridge of the Rainbow, and immediately
a puft c¢f smoke burst from one of the six-

RAINBOW'S BOAT GEI'I'ING AWAY



The Capture of the Edrie
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inch guns, followed by a threatening roar.
The Edrie’s crew needed no further exhibi-
tion of gunnery to make them understand
that H.M.C.S. Rainbow, which has a gun
placed in every advantageous part of her
null and can steam a little over 18 knots
when required, was a different fish from the
jittle Kestrel and her sister-ships. She stop-
ped and then went astern to take way off
her as 1f anxious to prove her readiness to
submit. In less time than it takes to tell, one
of the cruiser’s boats, commanded by the
first lieutenant, had brought her Captain
to the Rainbow and another boat was taking
a linec and a prize crew aboard her. Two
days later the schooner, which had 2,500
pounds of halibut aboard when captured,
was under seizure at Vancouver.”

The above brief but interesting account
of H.M.C.S. Rainbow’s first aggressive act
under the flag of Canada is supplemented
by the photographs reproduced herewith.
Taken by a member of the crew with a
small camera and under adverse atmospheric
conditions, they constitute a unique record
of an event which foreshadows the end of
profitable poaching in British Columbia
waters by the fishing vessels of Tuget
Sound.  T'he poachers have long enjoyed a
practical immunity from punishment owing
to the lack of fast cruisers to protect the
Vancouver Island coast from their depre-
dations, but the coming of the Rainbow has
altered the situation.

Formerly the Kestrel, which was the only
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cruiser worthy of the name on the B, C,
coast, was prevented from  accomplishing
the capture of these poachers through her
lack of speed. Many of the Seattle schooners
are big gasolene craft casily able to outrun
the Kestrel and fitted with wireless tele-
graphy by which they were able to “send
and receive warnings of her approach, In
spite of these difficulties the Kestrel captur-
ed the schooner North, of Seattle, when
the .ldtt(‘ vessel was on her maiden trip,
and in 1908 took the IFrancis 1. Cutting.
The foll()\\uw vear she came upon the
gasolene schooner Charles Levy Woodbury
fishing within the three-mile limit, and,
after a stern pursuit in which the Kestrel's
Nordenfeldt gun was fired over the schoon-
er, the American vessel was prevented from

escaping. All three schooners were contis-
cated, the North being fitted with stean.

renamed the Alecko, and emploved by the
Dominion government as a protection vessel
against thc fishing fleet to which she had be-
longed for so short a period. “The Francis
L. Cutting was sold to private parties and
s now a tug, while the other vessel was
bought back by her owners,

The Fdrie was buile in 1907, is 92 feet
fong and has a gross tonnage of T so that
the men of the Rainbow can congratulate
themselves on having taken a fat prize on
their initial cruise.  In passing it 18 note-
worthy that the west coast steamers have
reported that no poachers have been sizhted
since the Edrie fell into the toils,

CSMOKE-BOATT

THE CAPTURED



Logging 1n
British C olumbia

By Asa S. Williams

= VF RY eastern timbered
area in America has
been cut to stubble or
will be within a few
vears. The last great
forest region of the
continent stretches
from California to Al-
aska, There the
world’s most magnifi-
cent timber trees
stand. British Co-
lumbia holds Can-
ada’s store of this wonderful belt. One of
the most renowned of the several species of
trees that populate the belt—the red fir—
grows in British Columbia, equal in size
and quality to that farther south; and two
others—the red cedar and the yellow cedar,
or cypress—surpass those more southerly
grown, LThese cedars in size and quality
are the world’s greatest.

British Columbia is a sea of mountains;
the dense forests that clothe these moun-
tain sides and the valleys remain almost un-
broken.  White men have been cutting the
timber here for thirty vears, but so heavy does
the forest stand, and so great is the forest
area, that as yet the timber has hardly been
removed more than one-quarter of a mile
back from the tidewater, along half the
shoreline ot the province,

The first logeers of British Columbia
were the Indians, who took the great cedars
for house and totem and canoe.

The first logging method employed by
the white men here was that commonly
called “hand-logging.”  This method was
authorized by the provincial government to
be pursued on its unoccupied forest lands

by any resident securing the suitable licence.
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This licence, issued for a nominal sum,
authorized the *“hand-logger” to go upon
the unoccupied provincial lands and take
any timber which he could secure without
the aid of machinery. The only further
provision made was that a nominal due on
stumpage be paid to the provincial govern-
ment when the logs were sold.

Hand-logging has been a very profitable
occupation and has been so widely pursued
that the amount of timber available for this
method is almost exhausted.

It is readily seen, with the immense trees
of the region, that by limiting the operator
to the use of the simplest mechanical devices
the scope of the operation is very great-
ly curtailed. It has, in fact, meant that
only timber that lay along the shores of
tidewater or easily navigable streams could
be taken.

Hand-logging has been of value in the
carly development of the country in provid-
ing work for a large number of men and in
giving the sawmills cheap log supplies, but
it was of great damage to the forest, much
timber being wasted in futile efforts to get
it to the water, and furthermore, it took
the cream off, so to speak, a large amount
of the best timber land.

The hand-logger in the past has played
quite a part in the shore life of the prov-
ince. The passimr traveller along the coast
soon will miss this picturesque class of men
with their launches and log rafts moored
here and there in the little 1ocky bays, for,
like the Indian and his dug-out, they are
going before the new era in this last great
west,

As the amount of timber available for
hand-logging decreased, and the sawmill
demands increased, it became necessary to
introduce another more efficient method of
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logging—one that would secure the timber
standing farther from the waterways and
in larger quantities.

The logging donkey engine, in use in the
states to the south, was the main instru-
ment of this new method. The logging
donkey is simply a hoisting engine of espec-
ially large and heavy design. The logs are
brought in to the drivable waters, or more
frequently to railroads, by dragging them
on the ground by wire cables.

T'he tsharp little signal whistle of the
“donkey” can be heard wherever the logger
is at work, and is one of the characteristic
sounds that the traveller soon learns to
know in this land.
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Another detriment is that the drageing
of the logs upon the ground by main force
causes them to gather up a great deal of
sand and small stones, which are highly in-
jurious to the thin saws used in the mills.

To climinate this and other difficulties
and further reduce the cost a logging, a
still more efticient device than the “donkey”
is being introduced.  This is the steam
skidder, a most powerful device that was
invented to sccure the great cypress trees
of the American gulf states from the dark
swamps and morasses impenetrable to man
or domestic beast,

The steam skidder is astonishingly power-
ful, handling immense trees that may weigh

THE “PFLYING

This donkey logging engine was a great
improvement over the old hancl-logging
method, both in cost of operation and in
the distance it was possible to bring the
logs.  Furthermore, it could secure these
logs regardless of the condition of the
ground, which hand-logging always had to
consider, .

Some faults this method still has in its
turn.  Suitable roads or trails have to be
prepared for the logs, and in most sections
where the ground is covered with fallen
timber and underbrush, and is frequently
rocky and rough, it is readily seen that the
expense of this preparation may be large.

MACHINEY

fifteen or twenty tons as il chey WOIC STAWS,
It is, bricfly, a device for :\'.’ll'(llll‘,," the logs
through the ar, insrc;!(l of (ln"jlggmg ‘l,hvm
upon the ground as mth. the <‘I‘nuk'<~,\' en-
sine.  The loggers call it the “Oving ma-
chine.” ' |

In operation a large \'\'II'("(':ll\l(‘ IS sHs-
pended sixty or seventy feet in the Al be-
fween two trees, one at the extreme distance
from where it is desired to _!.I:ll‘.]l('l' the logs
and the other at the water or r:ul’rf).’ul where
it is desired to deposit r!\cnm1. ”l(‘n:(t n"ccs
are guyed to stumps. ‘Ncccss:try “'!,r(i-ﬁf”:‘
veying ropes e provided, also a mm.l{,c]
which travels on the suspended cable, anc
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a suitable engine to furnish the power for
the hoisting and conveying of the logs.

It is a wonderfully effective device and
enables the logger to get any timber any-
where, regardless of the roughness or steep-
ness of the ground. It handles the logs in
much greater quantities than the “donkey”
engine, and at half the cost.

British Columbia is the lumberman’s
paradise; not only is the timber remarkably
fine in size and quality—in the stand per
acre it is only surpassed by the redwood
sections of California—but it is remarkably
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cheap. "T'imber in the province could, unti]
four years ago, practically be had for the
taking, the lumberman merely having to
stick a stake in the ground, advertise hjs
ownership and pay a government tax of
about 2 cents per acre as long as he desired
to hold it.

With the introduction of new efficient
logging devices, a world-wide market
brought by the railroads building, the
Panama canal, and cheap stumpage, the
province will become truly a lumberman’s
paradise.

The Witch -Wife

By MARY ELEANOR ROBERTS

(Jrom the “Centwiry Maguzine)

“Oh, T have swept the hearth clean,
Lest any ill betide,
And I have fed the little babe,
And laid him at thy side;
The winds are out with roar and shout,
The mare-tails scud the sky about;
This ane night, this ane night,
John Andrew, let me ride!

“Oh, 1 have spun the strong web,
And bleached it white as snow,
And T have baked, and brewed the ale,
And set the tins arow;
"Tis All Souls” Eve, my sisters grieve,
They call nor with nor by vour leave;
This ane night, this ane night,
John Andrew, let me go!”

“If you have swept the hearth clean,
[t’s by 1t you shall bide;

T'he door is haspened for the night,
And none shall set it wide.

Think shame to you, and blame- to you,

To even name the godless crew!
There’s nae night, nor ae night,
A wife of mine shall ride!”

“A true wife I’ve been to yvou
This full year, as ve know,
But hold me not beside the hearth
The night the great winds blow.
[ll catch the blast, for dawn comes fast,
I shall be back when night is past;
This ane night, this ane night,
John Andrew, T must go!”

“And if vou go this ane night,
For you are overbold,

You'll come not back to fire and light,
But stay out in the cold.” )

ey

mirth,

UChen farewell hearth, and cheer, and

And christened babe, and friendly earth,
For love that will not read aright
Can neither let nor hold!”
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=== N the waterfront at Port
’ . Moody, in the sawmill
i yards, there are many
strange things to be
seen and a great deal of
human interest. As far
as 1t is possible for a
brown man to be a pool
and reflect a white man,
Jinnar Singh has Cana-
dianized himself. He
has used the red tape of
: " his religion and his
(PP caste to lace his boots
with.  He has torn

up his turban-cloth for dish rags to wipe
his cooking pots, and wears an old felt hat.
He has scissoved off his shoe-brush beard
and shaved his twilight-colored face and
trimmed his abundant hair—he who comes
of an unshorn tribe for a thousand years.
He cats the food of the white people—he
whose fathers would no more have eaten
beef than Muhammad Khan, the Mussul-
man, who works beside Jinnar the Sikh in
the mill yard at Port Moody, would eat
pork. So Jinnar Singh, the long-limbed
Sikh, whose village is near Lahore in the
Punjab, has made himself the caricature of
a Canadian, and all the other coffee-colored
workers in the Port Moody mill vards hate
and despise him almost as much as they
hate and despise the white men and British
Columbia, and everything on this side of
the Pacific except the good wages they earn.
If the Port Moody train, or the “ham
and eggs train,” as the C. P. R. station
calls it, were stood on end it would have
the Tower of Babel beaten a whole city
block.  You can hear six languages in the
worn smoking car any afternoon, to say
nothing of a dozen or more dialects and
thieves’ patters spoken by the Orientals.
The aisle of that smoking car is full of
blanket rolls. Half the seats contain red,
healthy white men drinking brown liquor
out of quart bottles, and with the round
cardboard tags of their cigarette tobacco

bags hanging out of their carcless shirt
pockets.  “I'hey are prospectors, logwers,
mill-hands and hunters, going into the big,
still, strange, timber-petticoated mountains,
upon whose bald old heads the snows are
falling now every night, and on whose
slopes the deer and bear are coming lower
every day. The other cane scats hold men
shaped in Adam’s familiar mould, but with
brown skins, as if Adam’s strain had been
muddied, and cold eyes that miss nothing
and tell nothing. The lethargy of the doz-
ing Orient is in their slouch. They are
picturesque because they recall books of
travel and adventure, and the “Arabian
Nights” tales, and pictures in colored inks
drawn without perspective on the sides of
tea chests. The turbans of the riff-ralf of
Hindustan in the car are of cloth dyved in
all the primary colors.  The faces of the
Chinese remind you of the drowsy stone
oods of Eastern countries, where people let
themselves drift with the current. These
Oriental mill hands—Chinese, Japanese and
Hindustanece—are not men of {rail physical
build; they are powerful men and some are
of giant strength,  Their philosophy, of
fetichism, when they have any, is such as
to make them, from a Western point of
view, acolvtes of the devil.  Politically, and
as citizens, or near-citizens, they are dan-
oerous men, all but a few, who, like Jinnar
Singh, have changed their spots.

The train crept fike a worm through the
vards and along Vancouver’s \\';trvrh'oflt,
its wheels playing the doxology on the rails.
‘I'he moving pictures of the harbor, ol masts
and spars and gear, of funnels ':unl dock
sheds and slouching saw-mills, slipped past
the car windows. The trains speed -
creased, and it drew away frmn, t’hc l)}lﬁ)'
city, and there was left on the ilying film
only the quict inlet where the tide and the
wind played together, and uncanny and
ghost-like in the gray haze that hid tl}c
mountains, two idle steamers and a !)1g
square-rigged \'csscl,. like spcc{rul sln.pt..
Things loosened up n the smoking iil:.r’ it

i
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suddenly became a cafe chantant. The
bottles circulated, a huge youth in yellow
duck clothes roared out a rough-made ballad
of the logging camps, and the smoke of the
brown, paper-wrapped cigarettes clouded
the car. The Inlet with its ghostly mist
swept by on the left-hand side like a long,
beautiful water-color painting. Big, hum-
ming sawmills, with the flames of their
incinerators burning redly in the haze, rolled
past the windows as the “ham and eggs”
train galloped on.

Port Moody, with its low-roofed saw-
mills booming like great bees among their
honey-colored lumber piles beside the filmy
blue of the Inlet, and its tiers of houses
rising on the wooded hill slopes like the
rows of seats in an amphitheatre, is always
picturesque. It was a village with a future
once, and the gray ghost of that buried past
walked the streets because it could not go
to sleep, until the busy sawmills drove it
away. Port Moody is again a village with
a future, but this time the future is a real
one that will not break if you let it fall, or
fade into the Inlet’s silver haze. Its for-
mer future dissolved like the puff of dust
that spins behind the C. P. R. trains, when
the first of those trains ran into Vancouver.
But the little town has clung to the rail-
way's skirts and refused to die, and now the
railway is bringing good fortune to it at
last. Its sawmills, singing their songs of
labor and life, keep the town from going to
sleep.  The wild men from India, the dark-
faced coolies from Japan who let their hair
orow long in the lumber yards; the little
Japanese women, exactly like those in pic-
tures of Niponese villages, and its fat-
checked, big-boned Chinese mill men will
keep it from becoming uninteresting. At
all times is Port Moody interesting and
picturesque, but most when the day-wind
goes to bed and the long-slanted sunrays
claze the dulled steel of the Inlet, and the
refuse fires at the water’s edge burn rose-
red and make orange spots in the polished
silver of the water, and the mill whistles
roar at quitting time, and the green-and-yel-
low-turbaned  Punjabis pour out of the
mill yard gates, carrying bundles of waste
on their heads for firewood, and tin-canning
their rattle-trap patter, like apes, and mak-
ing funny gestures with their claw-fingered
hands, as they shamble home to their tipsy
shacks on the edges of the town. The new-
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ness of the yellow-board mill buildings and
of many of the dwelling-houses would make
you forget that Port Moody has a history,
if you did not happen to see hanging on the
faded wall paper of a tavern sitting-room
an old print, a wood engraving, showing 3
big, wooden-sided, square-jowled, blufi-
posed, fat-bellied, high-t’gallant-forecastled
old full-rigged ship, obviously English, at
anchor in Port Moody harbor, and with an
inscription beneath, telling you that this ves-
sel was here, before you were born, with
rails from England for the C. P. R. This
was before Vancouver had a place on the
map, and almost before there was a map of
this part of the coast, except Captain Van-
couver’s charts. The name of Port Moody
was written on Sir John Macdonald’s heart,
as the words “Prince Rupert” are engraved
on the heart of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, and
for a long time the statesman who fathered
the C. P. R. thought of Port Moody as the
western terminal of his transcontinental
highway, the spot where trade conditions
and enterprise should make a city, Later,
on the nation-building politician’s heart the
words “Port Moody” were crossed out and
“Vancouver” written below. The develop-
ment of this province of British Columbia
may make Port Moody a city yet. John
Macdonald is dead, but some of the men
who potlatched the terminal melon to Van-
couver when Port Moody thought she had
it may live to see the cityhood of Port
Moody yet. Of course, Port Moody was
not the logical terminus of the C. P. R.
But God never made a finer site for a city,
nor many finer harbors.

In the time between daylight and dark in
Port Moody mountains and sky meet in a
blue gulf as soft as rain, and the water 1s &
grey shadow between. Along the water-
front the big sawmills are drawn in char-
coal upon a brown background inlaid with
many lights. If the wind is moving with
the tide the black trees of smoke from the
mill incinerators lean toward where the
mountains open to let the railway through.
The incinerators are big iron furnaces in
which the waste wood and sawdust are burnt.
In the soft-shaded dusk their lifting flames
are pure orange and their reflections in the
brown-toned water are worth considering,
if you like color.

Port Moody’s water-front heats and rings

(Continued on Page 316)



Tlle Deatli Watch

BY Dio Louis

HEN the Castle Craig drew
out of the port of Sydney it
was intimated in the fo’castle
head that Old Gunderson, the

skipper, would never see the vovage through.
It was not so much his apparent physical
condition that was remarked upon as it was
his violent and unpremeditated bursts of
rage. He would frequently fly into a par-
oxysm of anger over a very trifling thing.
He was always known as a very hard old
skipper, and on this trip his reputation be-
came constantly worse.

It was a way of his to go on the poop,
crack some coarse joke with the man at the
wheel, call aft the first mate, give him some
directions or other; then fly forward in a
tantrum at some unlucky sailor because he
fancied that some duty had been neglected.
A sail flapping in the wind would always
fetch him. No one dared to expostulate
with him for fear of bringing on a frenzy.
Anyhow, the crew were mostly afraid of
him and none possessed the courage to fight
him openly. This was due partly to his
singular strength, but mostly to his hideous
appearance,

During the bonny days of sailing craft
a terrorized Finnish sailor had knocked out
one of his eyes with a marlin-spike. The
one that remained was always bloodshot and
set off in awful contrast the empty socket
across his nose. He refused to cover the
socket, because, as he told some one or other,
the crew seemed to have more respect for
him that way. He was a terrible sight at
best, and when held in the throes of anger
there was not a man on the ship who would
look him in the face. He had an aversion
for Finns, and, although he never went to
sea without one at least among the crew, he
d?rived great satisfaction from frightening
him half out of his wits in some outlandish
way.

But the one man on board who caused
AN

most of the Old Man’s fits was Lank Haw-
kins.

“The old mouldy head’s got it in fer me,”
was the way Lank put it. He had a greater
fear of him than the rest. He Dbe-
lieved that a dozen devils lurked in the one
all-seeing eye, and would make for the rig-
ging like a monkey whenever the captain
came toward him. He scldom got away,
however, without being reached with a
rope’s end at least, for the captain was a
handy man on his feet when angered.

“’Ow a man c'n scoot down the deck
like "im an’ git y” with a rope’s end do beat
me,” said Cockney Bill, with emphasis.

“It’s a fit on him, all right.  He'll bust
somethink an’ kick the bucket one o' these
days,” returned Lank, twisting ns back in
painful remembrance of the last time the
captain reached him,

“Belike hit "Il be yer head. You ¢'n lay
to that, Lank,” said the boatswain reprov-
ingly. “Do ¥’ think this wagon’s a floatin’
bunk ?”

Lank had not vet gotten his growth, and
he alrveady stood over six feet. "The bane
of his existence lay in the fact that he could
not keep himself awake long enough to
stand a watch after sundown. At the cat-
head lookout, on the main deck, or at the
wheel it was all the same to him; he would
vawn, shake himself, yawn again and then
just drop off into insensibifity—dead to his
surroundings.  Iis position did not matter.
He could sleep flemished down on a sky-
light cover three feet square, with his‘ hips
sunk into a chain box, sitting on the bill of
the anchor with his chin thrust forward in
his hands—anywhere.  ‘The captain had
found him once with onc elbow propp(:fl
against the rail, sleeping soundly, in immi-
nent danger of falling ovcrl)ourd..

He could have slept in some instances
with peace was it not for his snoring. 5Th.is

21
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always gave him away and annoyed every-
one besides. |

“If ’e’s got room to git ’is tongue out
‘¢’ll sleep, an’ ’¢’ll wistle like a fog ’orn,”
said Cockney Bill in despair. He was in
the same watch with Lank, and slept, or
tried to sleep, in the bunk above him. Many
attempts had been made from time to time
in an effort to break him of his distressful
snoring. Cockney Bill once tried a sing-
ular and drastic method. He got from the
cook a half spoonful of yellow powder com-
pounded for use in cases of poisoning to
bring on a severe vomiting fit and, in com-
pany with the Finn and several other grin-
ning seamen, went in the fo'castle and
poured the powder on Lank’s protruding
tongue.

“"E ought now to be influenced,” the
Cockney remarked, and they all watched
for .the result. Lank drew in his tongue,
smacked his lips as if he liked it, and turned
upon his side and began again in a still
higher key, to the extreme disgust of Cock-
ney Bill and all present. But when the
boatswain called the watch, Lank remarked
that he believed he was sea-sick and asked
for a cup of coffee.

“Sea-sick! You long-necked swab,” ex-
claimed Cockney Bill; “y’ couldn’t be piz-
ened with an ounce o’ strychnine. I'd like
to know ’ow the ’ell you could git sea-sick.”

The Cockney was very much put out
over the condition of things on board and
he said to the boatswain, “Ain’t this an ’ell
ot a crew, though. A lanky swab w'ot
cawn’t keep ’is eyes open, a looney Finn
w'ot’s scein’ things, and an infernal skipper
wo't knocks things about.”

Although Cockney Bill saw both tragedy
and humor in the situation he possessed the
ability to convert the humor into tragedy.
and the tragedy into humor. He was the
most active member of the crew and had a
hand in cverything that took place.

One night during the second dog-watch
Old Gunderson came out of the cabin and
took his accustomed turn up and down the
jee side of the poop. He had been unusually
calm and retired of late.

“It’s my opinion somebody’s gonna smoke
afore long,” the boatswain said to Lank as
he was going on watch at the cathead when
cight bells were struck. “You'd better keep
vour weather eye open an’ tie all the loose
rope’s ends to the pinrail. I can see_ his
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hea.dlight pointin’ this way. 1 v git snoozy
do it walkin’ an’ don’t lose step.”

“’E can do it if ‘e ‘wants,” said

’ ¢ ¢
Cockney, laughing to the rest. They all
thought it humorous, except Lank. K
never saw a joke when it pertained to the
captain and himself. He felt uneasy ang
looked aft more than he looked aheaa, but
the captain evinced no signs of violence and
Lank gradually sank into his . accustomed
lethargy.

All would probably have gone well had
Cockney Bill at the wheel kept steadily on
his course. By ten o’clock the wind had
died down to almost nothing, and it was
very quiet throughout the ship; only Old
Gunderson’s feet could be heard as they
struck regularly on the deck. There was
scarcely enough headway to steer by, so that
it was a question whether the Cockney let
her go off by accident or on purpose. May-
be it was a joke on Lank. The headsails
began to swing over and jerk up the clews

- with a loud report at every roll of the ship.

This noise attracted the captain’s atten-
tion. Instead of jumping on the Cockney
he bounded for the fo’castle, bellowing with
rage. Lank was sitting on the capstan
swinging to and fro with the roll, while the
sails just missed his-head at every swing.
The captain was almost on him when the
divine hand of Providence intervened. The
roping of the staysail caught on the side
of his head and knocked him across the deck
and incidentally awakened him. He sprang
to his feet, dodged the infuriated captain
and climbed the shrouds. As he swung up-
ward the captain caught his heel and hung
on, bawling out:

“Come out o’ that! Let go, you—damned
gear, you. I’ll knock the black liver out o’
v'. Hold up! Hold up!”

*The old man had no intention of let-
ting go, nor Lank of holding up. He was
swearing at a horrible rate when Lank
kicked him on the head with his free foot
and climbed to safety. This was more than
had ever happened to the captain before, and
his fury increased. His mouth snapped oped
and shut like a mad dog’s, but he made no
sound. His power of speech had desertel
him at this terrible moment. Aphasia wis
something entirely new to him and addel
to his frenzy, which he could only express
with motions and with his eye. He opene:!
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his mouth wide in a tremendous effort at
speech and fell forward upon his face.

‘TThe first mate, the boatswain and the
others who had been attracted by the scene
ran quickly on the fo’castle when they saw
him fall, and turned him over. His mouth
stood wide open and blood was trickling
from it. The mate began to work his arms,
hut the cook, who had run up from the
valley, said, “ "Tis no use. He’s stone dead.
He's busted a blood vessel.” They tried to
close his mouth, but it was set like iron
and defied all their efforts.

He presented such a hideous sight, lying

here with his face turned up to the moon-
light with its gaping mouth and staring,
bloodshot eye, that for a long while Lank
could not be persuaded to come down. He
peered out from amid the ropes like a man
plaving peek-a-boo with a ghost.

"t'hey carried the body away to the cabin
and placed it on the “slop-chest,” which was
lashed to the stanchion in the middle of the
room. They stretched him out upon his
hack and closed his eyve, which seemed to
follow everyone about and blame them for
his untimely death. The cook took a shect
trom his bed and covered him, saying to him
r.c while:

“Old Man, Old Man! So you've gone by
the bhoard! D'l feed the gooneys fer yer
soul.”

The first mate decided not to bury the
dody at sea, as the vessel would arrive at
Acapuleo inside of three days, so he ordered
a watch placed in the cabin with the corpse.
Fank, the Finn and some of the more sup-
crstitious sailors, who could not be recon-
ciled to the fact that the captain was dead,
did nat want to stand the watches, but the
mae said everyone would stand his watch
morurn.

Thoxe who did not mind being in the
presence of death loafed aft and talked with
the man on watch during a large part of
the first night.  Since they were sure the
O Man could not get up and knock their
heads together and throw them out of the
cabin they became very irreverent and made
j“}‘\'("\'.

They wouldn’t Jet im in ell,” said
Cockney Bill, who had no more scruples in
tiwe matter than the ship’s cat.

“I'd hate to have his chance for heaven,”
a another.  “He’s never handled the
Craud’s name with particular kindness since

P!
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b . . ye
il\\:i l"l?‘f'e‘i_l ““; I'll bet Fl}’crc hain’t many

PPErs 1n heaven, nohow.” And so they
went on’ until the excitement wore itself out.

Lank’s turn came on the second night.
He had the twelve-until-two watch, Ag he
was \\‘f‘a_lkmg gloomily aft, the bo
said, “You'd better keep awake tonight,
Lﬂﬂl{, or the Qld Man’s ghost will be
dzu‘l‘m’ng a hornpipe on vour head.”

I'll do that all right,” said Lank With
an effort to appear unconcerned.

They all believed he would, and he
lieved he would himself,

When he got in the cabin and saw the
outline of the captain under the sheet he
could not help asking the sailor he relieved
if everything was all right.

“Do you think he’s sure dead? Did he
move any?” he asked in a whisper, then
went over and examined closely the shroud.
ed chest.

When his companion had gone and he
was all alone he began walking to and fro
across the cabin saying foolish rhythms to
himself and singing softly bits of chanties
in order to keep his mind off the captain.
He even felt a peculiar comfort in the old
song:

“Sixteen men on a dead man's chest,
heigh ho! and a bottle of rum.”

But his eves would now and again wan-
der over to the chest in spite of his will to
the contrary, and then a qualm would come
upon him, for he could not help feeling that
he was in a way responsible to the captain
for his untimely death, if dead indeed he
Was.

“I wonder if dead salors do go mto
gooneys?” he asked himself.  “The OUl
Man must ‘a" killed some men in s time.
They’s ten followin’ this ship now. Tl
count 'em tomorra’ an’ see if theyv's one
more. They ought to he, if the Old Nan's
surely dead.”

While he was thinking of this he began
to hear noises—noises he had never heard
before. Tt was a terrible groaning.  He
looked with wild eyes at the chest, but the
sheet did not move, so he put his head out
at one of the round ports which served as
windows in the cabin and discovered the
noise to come from aloft.

“Aw hell,” he said. “don’t T know how
a block squeaks no more!” .Afr('r this he
thought of his stomach, which was more
natural ; of the cook’s thin marmalade, and

atswain

be-
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then of the pies he would eat when he got
ashore. His legs began to get tired from
the constant walking and he looked about
for something to sit on. All the furniture
had been moved into the stateroom, so there
was nothing left to sit on save the slop-
chest. Lank regarded it more approvingly
as the time went on.

“It won’t matter,” he thought, “if T jist
sit on the end here for a couple of minutes.”
So he shoved the sheet back, revealing the
captain’s feet and wide-bottomed trousers,
which he wore at sea, and sat down on the
extreme corner of the chest.

About an hour later the Finn opened the
door and came in to relieve him. When
he turned and looked his hair rose up
stiff, the blood froze in his veins and his
knees knocked together. With a piercing
cry he leaped through the door and ran
frantically forward, crying out to the watch
who were hovering about the galley sipping
coffee and smoking: “He’s alive! He’s
alive! He'll kill us all! He’s killed Lank!”
he yelled at them in frantic tones. They
were taken unawares and believed him,
Some fled with the Finn into the fo’castle
and some ran into the galley, expecting to
see the Old Man come charging out of the
cabin door.

As nothing of the sort happened Cockney
Bill collected his wits and called the fright-
ened sailors out on deck.

“Come on,” he said. “If ’e is alive let’s
see wot we can do fer 'im.” They went
aft in a body, creeping stealthily up to the
door. Then listened and plainly heard the
steady wheezing whistle going full blast.

Cockney Bill saw some humor in the
situation. “lf Lank’s dead ’es got ’is fog-
orn goin’ in ’ell,”” he remarked and stepped
inside.
~ Sitting on the floor propped against the
chest, facing the door, was the captain with
his mouth open as if about to laugh in great
glee at the havoc he had wrought. His eye
bulged from his head with a torrid glare
and he seemed about to get upon his feet,
as if he had been interrupted in the act.
The draft coming in through the open port
blew up his trouser leg and shook the loose
cloth about his ankles and knees,

They were about to rush in and assist
him to get upon his feet when their atten-
tion turned to the half-covered form of

British Columbia Magazine

Lank lying stretched full length on top of
the chest, wrapped in the sheet which they
had spread over the corpse. He was snoring
away as complacently as if enjoying a watch
below in his bunk.

“’E don’t seem to ’ave much respect fer
dead skippers,” remarked the Cockney to
his sombre companions.

In his mind the condition was extremely
humorous and he began to laugh loudly.
It was patent to him what had occurred and
he explained it to the others, who in turn
began to laugh.

As soon as Lank had seated himself com-
fortably on the corner of the chest his head
began to nod and he yawned drearily. In
order to get into a more restful position he
leaned upon his elbow. This was the limit
of his conscious action; the rest he did in-
stinctively in his sleep. By a process of
kicks and squirms he succeeded in squeezing
between the corpse and the stanchion; then
for elbow room he shoved the captain com-
pletely off the chest and he fell in a partly
upright position ; the mouth had never closed
and the eye had not remained shut.

They were about to roll Lank off the
chest and awaken him when Cockney Bill
motioned them back, saying, “Avast, mates!
we'll try one more cure fer the noise s

makin’.”

They picked the grotesque body from the
deck and placed it back on the chest so that
one arm encircled Lank’s neck and the open
mouth seemed about to snap off his nose,
while the evil eye stared point blank in his
face. "The entire body lay so that it rested
along Lank’s. During this arrangement he
never moved an eyelid nor ceased to snore
with his usual persistence.  When all was
ready Cockney Bill motioned for them to
get behind him. He then kneeled down at
Lank’s head, and placing his hand over his
mouth pressed down with all his might and
shut off his breath entirely.

Lank gave a convulsive movement and
opened his eyes. What he saw would have
killed most men outright. The slow work-
ing of his processes was all that saved l‘n'm.
His face turned ashen and he trembied
violently from head to foot. With a spas-
modic effort he jerked his head free trom
Cockney Bill’s hand and uttered a half-
stifled cry, more of despair than of any hope
of aid. He lay in the clutches of Death itsclf
and gasped for the breath he fancipd he
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was not getting. His muscles became inert
through fright and he could only groan
piteously and beg for the mercy he knew he
would not get.

“Oh, oh, oh!” he moaned. “Let me go,
captain!  Oh, Gaud, let me go! I’ll never
kick you agin. On the cross, captain, I
never meant t” kill y’. I'll never do it agin,
" help me Gaud.”

If ever a man begged, it was Lank Haw-
kins.

But Cockney Bill and his shipmates could
not contain themselves in the face of the
situation ; they were bursting their sides with
laughter and Lank finally heard them. It
began to dawn upon him that he was not
being further molested. His eyes opened
again and with an effort he sat up, shoving
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the captain’s body from him. He read in
the hilarious faces about him the true situa-
tion. His heart leaped exultantly to find
that he was not to be killed, but imme-
diately a feeling of shame came upon him
and he could not look any of them in the
face. There was no explaining his ridicul-
ous behavior. He began to weep with mor-
tification, and sat on the chest and cried
like a great baby until Cockney Bill led
him forward, saying soothingly:

“Aw, douse me, Lank! 'Twas only a
bloody joke. Sure, ’twas a blimen joke.
There’s nawthink Il come of it, Lank,
nawthink at all.” -

Lank, however, was profoundly impressed
and he left off sleeping on watch, or snor-
ing when he did sleep.

An Acrial Love Song

By RONALD

KENVYN

The aeroplane is waiting at the hangar in the hollow,
So put your wraps on, dearest, your warmest szl your best,

For skyward we'll go, darting like a S\-vittly-swcrvm‘g,mvnl|(>\\"
To my simple summer mansion on Grouse Mountain’s snowy crest.

As we gain our elevation we will see the town bencath us, |
Wheeling round the compass from the Fraser to Howe Sound,
A great and glorious heritage our hardy sires lu:(lll(‘f‘th(:‘l us l

When they swung their ringing axes and cleared the virgm ground.

[ remember hearing stories of the early days in Gastown,
When the couples went a-courting in a little log canoe, ’
And they told the same old story as they paddled t]”'o’“gh the silence
That I’m thinking of today, dear, as I fly aloft with you. .
Though countries may develop, and our modes of travel :f‘lt'm,
There’s a song which never changes in its won‘dcrh.nl rcff ain, -
And the talk of foolish lovers from their trembling lips will falter,
Though it’s murmured in a buggy, a canoe, or acroplanc.



Reginald’s Revenge

The Story of a Remittance Man Afloat, in which the Joke is on the Captain

' By Alfred Hustwick

ELUCTANTLY Captain Hanks
released a macerated plug of to-
bacco from the champing of his
dental mill and consigned it to

the depths of Burrard Inlet. “Speaking of
remittance men,” he said, reflectively, as
he settled his back against a stay and stret-
ched his right leg along the rail of the tug,
“reminds me of Mr. Reginald Harrington-
hyphen-Esher, whose cultivated society I
had the agony of enduring for a couple of
weeks.”

Hanks smiled reminiscently, searched his
pockets furtively, and then gazed longingly
at the cake of compressed leaf from which I
was busily slicing a filling for my pipe. Ac-
customed by long acquaintance to the ways
of the genial autocrat of the Spitfire I
knew that an inexpensive bribe would liber-
ate the story which faltered at his lips.

“No ‘chewing’?” I asked, as a matter of
course.

“‘Smoking’ will do,” said he, also as a
matter of course. I tossed him the plug
of Virginia, and, biting off a goodly por-
tion, he told his yarn.

“Reginald was a typical product of
middle-class England, having been reared
on a debilitating diet of -snobbery, indol-
ence, afternoon tea and Tory politics. He
never had a chance to eat the strong meat
of experience until he came to British Co-
Iumbia, and by that time his mental con-
stitution had grown too weak to assimilata
it. For that reason I hold no malice
against him, for the lad had good qualities
and might have been a credit to his people
if they had given him his opportunity soon
enough, He caused me one of the worst
attacks of combined indigestion and indig-
nation that I ever suffered, but I've always
sympathised with him, more or less, because

I understand his case.

You see, my own
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folks would have made a minister of me
if I hadn’t run away to sea.”

The captain stroked his chin reflectively
for a moment as if the recollection of
youthful days afforded him pleasure. Then
he continued, punctuating his sentences with
a vigorous expectoration which emphasized
the wide gulf separating the profession of
his parents’ choice and the vocation to which
inclination and circumstances had broughe
him. '

“It was one evening in October abou:
five vears ago that I met Reggie—may he
pardon my familiarity. More than once
during our short and checkered acquain:-
ance did I curse the wind which blew out
my last match on Marwin’s whart and
brought me into his society. The first im-
pression I gained of him was a bifurcared
mushroom growing out of the whart string-
er. The sight of him standing like stous
Cortes, as the newspapér men often pur .
looking over the Pacific and puffing at a
calabash ten sizes too large for him, was not
encouraging, but when a man’s pipe is filled
with fuel and only needs fire to start the
smoke, he craves he’s not likely to be pui-
ticular. I steered a straight course for Reg-
gic and waved my blackened briar betore
his eyes.

“‘Have
politely.

“He woke up from his reverie so suddeniy
that I thought he would overbalance and
tall into the water. ‘A match,” he says.
a dazed way, ‘I think I have a match, old
chap.” And then he fished out a fancy silver
vesta box from a pocket of his woollen
waistcoat.

“‘I was just watching those clouds,” he
volunteered, as if he thought some explas-
ation of his presence on the wharf was neces-
sary.  When I had got my pipe drawits

vou a match? I asked Ml
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right I took stock of him and, from the ex-
ternal evidence of his big pipe, striking
waistcoat, tight ‘London-made clothes and
his green cloth hat, which sprawled all over
his head for all the world like a mildewed
sou'wester, I knew him for an Englishman
just arrived. My time wasn’t very valuable
just then, and I started to talk to him.
Reggie told me his name, not forgetting to
lay stress on the hyphen, and said that he
had come to British Columbia looking for
‘adventure.’

“‘I got bally well sick of England, you
know, old chap,’ he said, ‘and wanted to go
to the colonies years ago. But the pater, like
the obstinate old beggar he is, didn’t want
me to leave home, although I told him T was
fed up with Mayhurst. That’s where my
people live, you know. It's a nice place is
Mayhurst for anybody seeking a rest, but
it’s no pasture for a chap like me to graze in.
[ was always set on going abroad and having
adventures, you know, old chap.’

“I told Reggie that this was a very
natural desire in a young man who had been
cooped up in a country town all his days.
This encouraged him to further recital of
his history.

““That’s just it, old chap,” he says, en-
thusiastically, ‘cooped up—-cooped up in
Mayhurst, except for a trip to London now
and then, You know, I like London, and

when I found time dragging I used to go

up there and have a bit of a kick-up. I
met lots of fine chaps and had lots of fun
with them at their clubs, and at the music-
halls, but I made the mistake of playing
cards with them. You know, I was never
lucky at cards, and one night I got rather
drunk and lost a tremendous amount of tin
at a game called poker. It’s an American
game, awfully foolish, you know, and I
never could play it. The pater and I had
a fearful row about it, and it ended by him
offering to settle up with the boys and pay
me an allowance if I went to British Colum-
bia. Of course, this was just what I wanted,
so I packed up right away. But I've been
t.hrec weeks in Vancouver—beastly wet hole,
isn’t it?—and I haven’t decided what I am
going to do.’

“What do you think you would like to
do?” I asked him, thinking I might give him
a little advice.

“ ‘Well, old chap, first I was going pros-
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pecting. I've read an awful lot about look-
ing for gold out here, and what 2 fine life
it1s, and all that. Then I thought logging,
up in the interior, would be jolly fine and
healthy.  But some of the fellows 1've mer
here tell me it wouldn’t agree with me. Just
now I'm wondering whether [ would like
to g0 to sea or not, you know. What do
you think, old chap?* '

“I thought that Reggie afloat would be as
happy as a fly on tanglefoot, and had it on
the tip of my tongue to tell him what a hell
of a life seafaring men led. But I remem-
bered that we nceded a cook on board the
Annie, which was a wheezy tow-boat thar
I had the luck, or misfortune, as you like, of
running at that time. The Annie was
owned by Old Pete Petingill, a close-fisted
Bluenose, who begrudged paint for her hull
and oil for her engines, and he refused to
pay enough wages to keep a decent cook
aboard, either white or yellow. Mae, the
engineer, Hansen, who was both mate and
deckhand, and ‘Smoky,” the fireman, were
continually grumbling at the frequent neces-
sity of cooking their grub themselves, in the
intervals between losing one cook and get-
ting another, and if times hadn't been rather
hard in our line of business the Annie
would have witnessed a general strike. Ol
Pete and I had several stormy interviews,

but the withered tight-wad was obdurate.

“‘I won't pay more’n $20 a month for a

cook to look after four men,” he would say.
“Iimes is hard, an’, besides, 1t ain’t wuth
more. If you're so dam’ unsociable you can’
keep a cook aboard you'll jest have to fry
your own bacon.’
" “We had just completed a three days” trip
to Victoria with a scow without a cook, and
were to sail the following day on a run of
about ten days, taking two scows to Riv'crs
Inlet, and calling at one of the logginy
camps for a boom on the way back. Unfh-r
the circumstances I felt justified in soun(h‘ng
Reggic’s qualifications and  possibilities tor
the measly little berth which even the water-
front bums had learned to steer clear of.

“Captain Hanks regretfully expelled  the
shredded remains of his sccond plug over the
side of the Spitfire, and [ hastened to pass
him my mutilated smoking.”  He sighed
contentedly and resumed. - .

« What do I think about you gomng to

lad?’ T says to Reggie. ‘Why, [

sea, my
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think it’s a noble ambition. Nothing like
seafaring life to make a man physically
strong and mentally broad. But what do
you think you could do if you went to sea?’

““That’s just it,’ says Reggie, hesitating-
ly, ‘that’s just what's worrying me, old
chap. I haven’t the faintest idea what I
could do, but I have been thinking, you
know, that I might get a job as steward
on one of the coasting steamers until I got
used to the water, Perhaps I could rise
to be something better in time, couldn’t I?
It’s beastly work and all that, but still I
think I should like to go to sea.’

“ ‘Do you think you can cook?’ I asked,
interrupting him.

“‘Cook—cook, why of course I can
cook,” says Reggie. Heaven forgive him for
his prevarication, deélusion or whatever it
was. ‘I learned to cook in England,’ says
he. ‘Used to go camping, and all that, you
know. But why do you ask me if I can
cook? Do you really think I could get a
job as cook? I should like that better than
being a steward.’

“‘I'm certain of it,” I said. ‘Come and
have a drink and I'll tell you all about it.’

“To cut a long story short, the Annie,
when she poked her nose around Brockton
Point the following morning, riding the ebb
like a duck, with two scows in tow, carried
two of the most deluded men in the world.
First there was Reggie, who could afford
to work for the miserable wage Old Pete
allowed, and had yielded to my persuasive
arguments. He believed he was going to
be a sailorman of the story-book kind. Also
he believed he could cook. So did I, and I
had jokingly introduced him to the crew as
a real, live, imported European chef who
had condescended to come amongst us and
cater to our palates. Lord, what a boom-
erang my joshing turned out to be. Here
Captain Hanks shook his head mournfully.

““Then he couldn’t cook? I suggested.

“‘He certainly could not cook,’ said the
captain, with unusual emphasis. “To tell
you of the awful concoctions he devised for
our nourishment would require the voca-
bulary of a scientist and the leisure of a
millionaire. For three days we tried him
on the simplest dishes imaginable, but it
wasn’t any use. We couldn’t drink the
dreadful dope he manufactured from our
coffee and, while we occasionally bolted
down some of his burnt bacon and hard-
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baked eggs, we had to throw so much spoil-
ed grub overboard that the wake of the
Annie looked like the track of a garbage
scow. Even the half-dozen hobo seagyll;
which started out with us got tired of fight-
ing for stuff that they couldn’t eat and
went home disgusted behind a C. P. R,
coaster.’

“But Reggie’s most serious fault was not
of a culinary nature. In spite of careful
coaching on my part, and sundry forcible
hints from the men, he failed to recognize
either the meaning or necessity of discipline.
The first time I roasted him for serving
sticky dumplings of uncooked oatmeal as
‘mush’ he appeared to be hurt at my rude-
ness. ‘'You can’t blame me for that,’ he
said, reproachfully. ‘It’s the fault of the
galley equipment, you know. There isn't
a proper porringer with double-pans on
board, you know, and nobody could make
porridge in those ‘old iron pans. You really
can’t blame me, old chap.’

“‘Look here, Mr. Hyphen from May-
hurst,” 1 shouted at him, angrily, ‘don’t
hand any gratuitous terms of endearment
to me. I'm captain of this tug and “sir” to
vou while you're aboard it. See? Don’t
“old chap” me again if you want to keep a
whole skin on your body.’

“Reggie was evidently astonished at my
language, and he looked at me with mingled
resentment and indignation. ‘I suppose I
will get accustomed to calling you “sir”"—
in time,” he said, condescendingly, ‘but I
never called anybody “sir” in my life before,
and it’s rather hard to remember, old ch—
sir, I mean.’

“Taking everything into consideration,
Reggie had a pretty rough time on the run
north. I avoided clashing with him as
much as was possible in the limited space
of a tug’s deck, but more than once I had
to step in and save him from the tender
mercies of Hansen, the big Swede, afld
‘Smoky.” He was forever making in-
vidious comparisons between the Annie
and ‘the big tugs at Liverpool and London,
vou know,” and several times extended the
comparisons to include the men who man-
ned them. Old Mac, the engineer, camc
to me one afternoon when the Annie was
towing easily in a smooth sea, and asked
me what I was going to do-with ‘my im-
ported chef.’
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‘“‘Don’t, Mac,’I said, with a groan, ‘the
joke is on me, but don’t rub it in, You want
to know what I am going to do with him?
Well, what can I do with him? Nothing
short of throwing him overboard will re-
store peace in the family.’

“‘I think you had better turn over the
cooking to Hansen,” says Mac, ‘and put
Reggie to work on the deck. The big Swede
will make a sailor of him before we reach
port if you do.’

“‘I doubt it,” I said, ‘but I'll try it. Any-
thing for a quiet life. Send the boy up.’

“‘I will’ says Mac, ‘and you might do
worse than give him a little sermon on
social equality while you're talking to him.
He told Hansen and ‘Smoky’ yesterday
that he was the son of a rich man and
didn’t have to cook for unappreciative
blackguards, and that he objected to their
language. I had to step in to save him
from being murdered.’

“We were coming south with a big boom

:aft.er delivering the scows, and, the weather
being good, I was taking things easy. So
when Reggie came up to the wheel-house
1 gaye him fifteen minutes of good advice.
I t didn’t seem to make much impression on
him. He wore an injured-innocence ex-
pression while I talked to him, and made
eXCuses for all his misdeeds. I tried to be
?cment towards him, but when he asked me
if 1 expected him to take impertinence from
an ‘ignorant Swede’ and ‘a foul-mouthed
sro‘lf?r’ I got riled good and plenty.
‘ ,See hgrc, my boy,” I said, sharply,
vou're cabin-boy, bottle-washer and general
mess-about on this tug, and you’re as big a
dam’ sweep as anybody else. You told me
you were a cook, and for that untruth I've
made myself the butt of my men’s sarcasm,
and turned my boat into a Bedlam, so I'm
not going to stand any of your nonsense.
For the rest of this trip you’ll be under
Hansen’s orders. He'll look after most of
the cooking and you’ll do what he tells you
:ll.)out the deck. If you think you can sass
him any more just try it, I won’t save
your face.’

“‘Do you mean I've got to be a deck-
ha-?‘d‘ ? he asked, somewhat meekly.
| You'll try to be one,” I told him grim-

y, .

menced,

"‘But look here, old chap—, he com-

.
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“I looked at him fiercely. ‘What did I
tell you about that “old .chap” habit?’ T
demanded of him. ‘Now my boy, y(;u’H
please remember that I'm “sit” to you, and so
is Mr. MacPherson, the engineer, and Han-
Sen and “Smoky.”  Just let me hear you
hand out that “old chap” again aboard this
tug and I'll give you that licking I promised
with accumulated interest. Now get out of
this wheel-house and let that sink into your
addled brain.’

“For the next few days Reggie mussed

4 S
ar}d moped about the deck under Hansen'’s
d}rectlons. The big Swede tried to teach
him how to draw a bucket of water up with
a rope and Reggie complained bitterly when
he got licked for losing the bucket, He
went around with resentment oozing from
every pore, making a mess of ncarly every-
thing he was told to do, and receiving full
and proper chastisement from the tyrannous
Swede. But things were a lot more peace-
f_u_L aboard until we struck a sudden fog one
evening, and found that the boom had
grounded before we could take proper pre-
cautions. Everybody, with the exception
of Reggie, who was completely forgotten in
the excitement, was madder that a hatter
with the work and worry of trying to get
clear. Hansen went off in the boat and
came back with the report that the boom
had taken the beach broadside on and looked
like breaking its chains as the tide dropped.
We cursed and worked for seven hours into
the night without budging an inch. Smoky
and Mac got up a head of steam that
threatened to blow up the cylinders, and the
Annie wheezed and shook until T thought
her wheel would drop off.

“TJust after daylight we managed to get
the boom clear, less one section which was
scattered in the current, and Mac came up
on deck for a smoke. He happened on Reg-
gie standing by the galley door and shivering
with cold and excitement. Just what hap-
pened I never quite found out, but it scems
that the enginecr’s temper wasn't tuo sweet
after the night's work, and when Reggie
told him that his ‘bally old engine didn’t
seem strong enough to push this crazy old
tug along’ Mac told him to g0 to hf”- Reg-
gie retorted by requesting Mac to ‘keep his
hair on,’ and the next second there was fur
flyving.

“The following morning, as we were
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making about four knots through the Nar-
rows, Reggie came to me and told me Mac
had knocked him down. He asked me if I
thought it was ‘playing cricket’ to hit a
man when he wasn’t expecting it, and I
picked up a spanner and threw it at him by
way of replying. As soon as we tied up at
Marwin’s wharf 1 told Hansen to send the
aristocratic Jonah to my room. Reggie camo
jauntily, but warily, the recollection of the
flying spanner in the wheel-house being fresh
in his mind. T offered him a seat on the
bunk, and spoke to him as a father might.
“‘Reginald, my lad,” I said, ‘you and I
are both victims of circumstances. You
thought vou wanted to go-to sea and I
thought vou could cook. Both of us were
fooled. You've been a thorn in the side of
every man aboard, you've nearly poisoned
us with your alleged cooking, and I feel like
saying that you've been a hoodoo. But I’'m
not going to throw up your failings. If I
hadn’t realized that they were the result of
your environment I would have given you
a ‘thick ear more than once during the last

few days. But, [ said, ‘I'm not going to be
hard on you.’

“The sight of Vancouver’s streets had re-
stored confidence to Reggie, however, and
my generosity was lost on him. He became
arrogant, which was a bad mistake on his
part, seeing that I was pretty mad under my
mask of kindliness, and told me that he was
not cut out to cook pig-feed for a lot of cut-
throats.” " “And as for'giving me a thitk ear,’
he added, ‘if you think you can do it you
can jolly well try it.’

“I didn’t waste time arguing that point.
I just cuffed him out of my room, and kick-
ed him down the ladder to the deck. He got
up to find the boys grinning at him. *

““You are a bally lot of rotters,” he said,
‘and if you're a sample of the men who go
to sea on this coast, I'm going to stay
ashore.’

““You certainly are,” I says, from the top
of the ladder. ‘And you can pack vour traps

as soon as you like and get there.
canned.’

“‘I'm what?’ says Reggie, probably think-
ing I was insulting him.
“*‘Canned,’ I said, ‘or to put it different-

ly, you are fired, discharged, dismissed—
“‘Oh, you mean sacked ?’ he said. -

“Mac and I watched him going up the

You're
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wharf with his leather portmanteay bumgp-
ing against his knees. ‘Well, Cap’n, he
says, ‘I expect and hope that we've seen
the last of your imported chef.’

“‘Quit it,” says I, ‘I hope so too.

The master of the Spitfire paused
his recital to laugh softly. |

“Is that the end of the story?” I queried.

“Not quite, though many a time tha
winter I wished it had been. We saw
Reggie again sooner that we expected. it
was about three weeks later, after a long
run to the north and back to Vancouver
by way of Victoria. He was on Marwin's
wharf waiting for us with old Petingill
when we tied up. They came aboard as
soon as the ladder was put up.

“‘Captain Hanks,” says old Pete, ‘let
me introduce you to Mr. Reginald Har-
rington-Esher. He has just purchased the
Annie from me, and whether any chan-
ges will be made as regards the crew thar
depends on him. Come up to my office
and square accounts as soon’s you'rt
through talking with him.””

“Naturally I was too thunderstruck w©
find language which would do justice to
the occasion, and old Pete, with a sneaky
smile that told me he was in the plot, got -
clear before I could express myself. I
looked at Reggie helplessly. “You've bought
the Annie have you?' I asked. .

““Yes,” said Reggie airily, ‘I wired tie

n

- pater for the money and bought her. The

pater thinks I’'m going into the towboac
business, but I’'m not.’

““You're not,” I said, bewildered, ‘then
what the devil are you going to do with
her ?”

“* 1 haven’t the faintest idea what 1
going to do with the bally old boat .t
present, you know,’ he said, ‘but I do know
what I am going to do with you and your
ruffianly crew.’

“‘And what is that?’ I asked. N

“‘Why, send you all ashore wuti
your—er—traps, I think you call theu
The whole bally lot of you can pack up
soon as you like. You are all— -

“Reggie screwed up his eyebrows as
he was trying to recall something.

“‘We are what? I prompted him.

“His face brightened up with recollectitt.

“Tinned,” he said, as he started up the
ladder.”



Latrican

B ¥ po“uug}x p()ﬂuc

HERE are neot many  French-
Canadians  in Vancouver, buat
the other day on Cordava street
I heard a man whistling “Aloa-

ette” and turned tosee whao it was, To whistle
like that a man must have come from Que-
bee, and “Alouette” s known to few on
this side of the continent. [t was Jean
Aube, from the Gatineau, and the first tine
I saw him he was sitting in front of the
“eookery” of an Ontarto lumber camp, with
a smoking smudpe-pail beside himu whittding
an axe handle out of a picce of birch, e
was 1 fire ranger that cummer.  Here he
wias a long way frem home and had been
working in a British  Columbin  logaing
camp. He had come out hers because two
of his friends, Steve Latrican and Pete
Morin, were here.  Now lhe was lonely
because bie had lost thew both, We wem
ap to his room in the Manioba Hotel and
he told me about i, sitting an the bed with
his boots off and smoking brown Quebec
whacco, of which he had bought halt a
trunkful from his {ather's farm on rhe bark-
colored Gatineau. 1 have put what he «ud
Jown here, but not his exact words,

Until Morin apd Lafrican went in there
was never a blazed portage or an eapty tin
can or a fire poster to show that white
men had been in the Eaucurnante River
country.,  The river was undiscavered ;) the
Vancouver humbermen nwsing for new lim-
its had not smelled our the rich mmber
country through which 12 Hows,

Pete Morin and Steve Ladrican
in" in the latter part of Jamuary. They
did not come out.  In the spring a search
party found no sign of them. The vau
silence of the wighty British Columbia
forest had dropped its shadow over them.

The search party found an abundance of
Douglas spruce and giant cedar. and the
country was opened up that summer by the
fnmber company thar had senr Marin and
Lafrican in to look at the tmber.

Ywent

They ralk ver i the losang camp aboat
Lafrican and Marm, and there are many
guesses at what became of rhens, Woals
men think that the two men must have
bevene separated and been devoured by
wolves,  This 5 what [ think might have
happened in Larrican’s case if this suppos:
tion Is vorrect

One cold January day, five years ago, obd
John Gillis, the Vancauver hanberman, <
in hiy othee looking at o large map or Brit
il Columbia, At length he sent for Pete
Viorin, his watking-boss, who had just come
aut froen the (3l Yinaws, where he hiad
been visiting the cunps. The old by s
had heen good anes, but there was only o
more cur letr on them. John Gillis win
looking for new timber.

“A\We gotta oo tarther back, Pete)” xaid
the old Tumbernun, as he and Yo studied
the map. Ye see that river there, the
Viwck-duck munoing intn the Willew hierh
Well, T want ye ¢ wo in back o there and
tuke a took at her. 1t o longz way i, an’
il be tndernal to ser ar but we zotta bave
timber.” }

So Moarin ok o numn nowed Ladricsm
and went i, poing very bt with only 4
Rlanket apiece and 3 Yotle pork, tour ansd
coffee.

At dength they came toa niver wirh tie
hirpest run of Douglos sproee they  houd
ever et

One night as they conked ther suppey
the seld of frving bacon broaght o pack ot
wolves very close to the camp. The am
mals were famishing and the wnell o1 the
pork made them very bold. Their howling
would have given mest men the shivers,
But thirty vears in che woods fadd oot
ranght  Lafrican and Marin respect tor
wolves,  They looked down on Gien,

Hyans faim cest gas n,”osaid Latrican,
filline the eoffee-pail with snow.
answered Maruy guite

%3

Paanr e sure,”
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indifferently. Understand that they had no
guns. Loggers seldom carry them.

Smoking their pipes the men watched
the last color of day go out through the
trees. The fire sank and the wolves grew
bolder. Morin threw a blazing stick at a
pair of eyes and the animals backed up.
But before the stick had blackened on the
snow they returned. Before long the men
piled more wood on the fire and tucked
themselves into their thick blankets. They
did not believe the wolves would attack the
camp, and only the creeping cold disturbed
their sleep.

The fire sank. A wall of darkness closed
in around the sleepers. The wolves inched
closer. Then one of the men jumped up and
threw dry wood on the coals and the
wolves faded back into the darkness again.

Next morning Morin started out to look
at the. timber, leaving Lafrican to watch
the camp. The wind had changed during
the night. It now blew from the south. It
had a pleasant softness in it and the cold
had fled from the air. The morning sky
was low and gray, and before noon it be-
gan to snow thickly. Lafrican, employing
himself in constructing a shelter of poles
and hemlock boughs, whistled “Alouette.”
When he had finished his lean-to he felled
a dry cedar and made a lot of wood which
he piled and built a smaller lean-to over it.
As he worked the air was thick with the
slowly dropping white feathers of the snow.
At noon the forest had faded to a gray
loom and a great anxiety suddenly stifled
the blithe “Alouvette.” The snow was thick,
Lafrican had never seen it thicker since
“the winter of the blue snow” in Quebec.
It was falling thickly enough to fill in a
man’s snowshoe tracks in a very short time.
Lafrican knew that Morin, who was not
what they call a first-class woodsman, would
depend upon being able to follow his track
back to the camp. Lafrican was fond of
Morin.

When the gray dust of the snow helped
the winter afternoon to shade early to its
dark end, Lafrican kindled a fire in front
of his lean-to, boiled coffee, fried bacon,
made a pancake and atc his supper, while
the snow-whitened night sunk down in the
ghostly silence of the winter forest. ‘When
he had washed his dishes he piled more
wood on his fire and sat down to smoke
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just inside his lean-to. The falling snow
laid its grey face against the firelight in
front. "The air was mild with the softness
of the thaw.

As Lafrican smoked he listened. The
little noises of the fire broke softly into the
great silence, but Lafrican was listening as
a woman sitting in the quest of her house
listens for her husband’s footsteps.

The tiny mice of foreboding overran his
big body with icy feet. That night he did
not sleep, but sat beside the fire, waiting and
listening. ‘The wolves silently circled the
fire, sniffing and getting hungrier. Lafri-
can could not see them, but he felt an un-
easy sense of their presence. When the
darkness faded they moved away, but did
not go far; they still watched the camp.

Lafrican cooked his breakfast early and
started out to try to find Morin. The snow
had ceased to fall. It was a clearing morn-
ing with a great wind that rose to a tem-
pest among the tree-tops. The shadows lay

~indigo blue on the foamy snow.  Miles and

milés walked Lafrican, bending on his big
snowshoes, through the clean, empty aisles
of the great pinery. He found no signs of
Morin, not even the suggestion of a filled-
in snowshoe track, nothing but the reflec-
tion of a vanished presence, as in an empty
room the partly opened door is eloquent
of somebody that went out. )
He returned to the camp late in the at-
ternoon, when the brown twilight was in-
creasing in the forest. Their tracks and
signs showed that the wolves had been
around the lean-to all day, but he had left
nothing for them to get. He had carried
with him his pork, flour, coffec and other
things tied up in the blankets. ,
The animals were quite close, watching
him as he made shavings to kindle his fire.
But when they saw the orange flames grow
in the gloom they backed up. They feared
the fire, and that night Lafrican indulged
in a luxurious prodigality of blazing dry
cedar, .
The wolves stole noiselessly up, watchgﬂg
the man hungrily, Once towards morning
they drew back as a mighty voice rang
through the silent woods: ‘‘A-lou-et-té
rentille a-lou-et-te. A-lou-et-te je t'if pleu-
me rai.”
They came back again when the song
ended and one of them came very close.
Lafrican could see his eyeballs shining like
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red flames across the flinging fire. The
giant picked up his axe from the woodpile,
a four and a half-pound axe hung on a
springy birch handle he had made himself.
He was. suddenly swept by a blind impulse
to ight. He hoped the wolves would at-
tack him. But the flame tongues, lapping
at the darkness, kept the animals back, and
Lafrican swung his axe helplessly at the
loom of the forest. “Come out where I
can see you,” he yelled, “‘come out an’ fight.”
Knowing that it was the fire that kept the
brutes off, in reckless fury he kicked snow
over it.

Instantly a huge wolf flew up like a
great dark bird straight for Lafrican’s
throat, ‘but the axe stopped the flight; the
blade sunk deep into the wolf’s brain, and
with a cry that had the sound of a great
oath the animal plunged into the gray snow
and lay still. An ember of the fire flamed
up, and as light flickers over running water,
so the swift axe flashed in the hands of
Lafrican. At every flash a wolf went down,
but chopping fangs tore great pieces of
flesh from the giant’s body in twenty places.
In his wild fury Lafrican was no longer a

man, but a great black bear of the spruce

forest, rearing and grinding his teeth. But
no bear, nor even the mighty bull moose,
could have fought such a fight. The great
axe flung blood and gristle in its sweep.
Lafrican’s big shoepacks stamped on dead
and dying wolves as he plunged around like
a horse in the leg-gripping snow. But still
more wolves boiled around him in a great
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eddy of gray fur, foaming jaws, ol
cyeballg and clipping teeth, =~

Lafrican’s strength was that of the olants
gf old, but soon he felt the dizzying, numb-
ing weakness which indicated that the loss
of blood was telling on him. The trees be-
gan to spin round and round in the ashen
light of the dawn, and there scemed to be
a hundred wolves instead of fifteen or
twenty, but still he fought on. Then, just
w.hen he hardly know whether he was on
his head or his fect and was staggering
blindly but still hacking at the wolves, the
animals took a notion to quit, and those
that could ran away. There were many on
the spotted snow that would never run
again, and in the midst of these, redder
than the red dawn, bleeding from fifty
wounds, his mackinaw shirt and trousers in
strips, his huge limbs half bare, leaning on
his scarlet axe like a heroic figure in a
saga, swaved the dying gant. A grea
numbness was stealing over him and his
eyes were closing with the pressure of a
mighty sleep.  "T'he big red sun flashed sud-
denly through the trees and the forest was
swept with crimson light.  One flying lance
of light struck the shantyman’s cyes and
blinded them. Something scemed to burst
inside his brain and he saw more wolves all
around him, springing up with snapping
jaws.  With a yell he raised his axe and
staggered in a circle, striking at his imag-
inary enemies until presently there was a
great rushing of flooding waters closing mn
around him, and he sank down upon the

aring
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Hank's Disappointment

By J. H. Grant

“ Y the cottons!” “exclaimed Bill

Henderson, foreman of Mac-

Gregor’s ranch at Plum Lake,

as he mopped the perspiration
from his forehead, “I've just been around
them pasture lands and they're picked as
bare as the bottom of our new fryin’ pan.
There'll have to be something done, that’s
sure,”

“Yes,” answered Hank Jennings, Bill’s
sole companion in the prairie shack and man
of all jobs. “Yes,” he repeated as he dropped
a half-peeled potato into the pot, “there’ll
have to be something done, but what’s it to
be? ‘That’s the question. If it wasn’t for
old Hyde livin’ up there in the hills we
could turn the beasts out.  There’s slashin’s
of grass goin’ to waste, but there’s that
miserable bit of oats of hisn; it wouldn't
take a day to fence 1t, but-he leaves it there
yist for a trap. Ye talk about yer ‘British
justice,” and here 1t leaves a man like that
to run the districk, jist because he’s got big
fists and a bull head. 1f he started cuttin’
up hike that in JTowy he’d be in the coop
afore he knew which way his nose was
pointin’.”

“Yes, T oguess he'd be cooped here, too.”
satd Bill, “if he could be caught square
when he's stealin® hay or calves, but nothin’
can be proved against him, and the man
that informs 1s likely to have the soul pom-
melled out of him if he ain’t a more'n ordin.
ary good runner.  What Hyde wants is
someone to give him a good sound thrash-
', “That’'ud fix him. Evervthing in the
districk would go as smooth then as the
coat of a yearhn'”

“lI reckon he needs that all right,” said
Hank, “but who'’s goin’ to give it to him in
these parts?  I've seen the day I'd enjoy
paintin’ his countenance.  1'd tackle him
vet if T hadn’t a sprung spoke in my hub.”
(Hank had a crooked leg, which, according
to his say, prevented his doing a great many

feats of daring and valor, though it never
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seemed to interfere with his agility if he
happened to be pursued by an unruly bull.)

“Well,” said Bill candidly, “if I didn’t
value my carcass at more’n two bits whole-
sale, I might venture to tell him I was
goin’ to turn the cattle loose, oats or no
oats; but 1 do, you see, so I guess-there’s
nothing for it but to try to get a herd-
boy.”

“Yes, it'll be try, and take it out in try-
in’,” answered the morose Hank, “for it’s
comin’ on hayin,” and, besides, the farmers
to the east have picked up everythin’ in the
shape of a man to help with the harvest.”

“I know,” continued Bill, “but I'm goin’
over to Oak Lake tomorrow, and if there
happens to be one of that cargo of English-
men left, I may pick him up.”

“Englishmen!” gasped Hank, dismay
pictured upon his countenance. “Lord, man,
ver not thinkin’ of bringin’ one of them
here, are ye? Why, it'll be scairt of its
own shaddy and it won’t know a oat blade
from a bulrush. You and me’ll have double
work herdin’ it as well as the cattle. Be
reasonable, Bill, be reasonable, we've enough
to do.” y

“Well, we’ll have to do the best we can
and give him a trial anyway,” said Bill a
little crustily. “I’m the foreman here and I
guess my say goes.”

“Yes, you're the foreman,” grunted Hank
sarcastically, as he kicked the granite wash-
dish out at the door to avoid the trouble of
emptying it otherwise.

Late next evening Hank hobbled out
with the lantern as Bill drove into the
yard. Yes, sure enough, he had someone in
the high spring seat with him, but when
Bill got down to unhitch the team the other
remained motionless.

“What ye got, Bill?” querried Hank, as
he held the light aloft and craned his neck
to get a glimpse of the new arrival. “Is it
a stuffed mummy or a stone statty ?”’

“Whist, ‘man,” cautioned Bill, “it’s a
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Lnglishman, an’ it’s all bristlin’ with knives,
daggers and pistols like a French lord. It
was askin’ me on the way from town if the
Injins was bad about these parts now. I
expect the first poor old redskin that hap-
pens to ask a meal at this shack ’ll be per-
forated like a Page wire fence.”

The intelligence regarding the weapons
quieted Hank, but in a low, disgusted tone
he mumbled something about “a derned
crow goin’ to roost in the wagon all night.”

It was not until ' morning that Hank got
a good look at the unwelcome Englishman.
Then Bill saw his companion behind the shed
staggering about and bending his lean body
up and down in a most unaccountable
manner.

“Come here, Bill; come here,” he gasped
between his peals of laughter. “Lord, but
this Englishman’s a cure. Derned if he
ain’t callin’ the old dog ‘Shepawd’ and the
old horse ‘Awlfred’; strange, too, old Shep
seems to take to his doggoned foolery and
there he goes now a-settin’ right back on old
Alf’s hips. There’s no doubt about it,
Providence or some other unseen critter
follers them poor goslin’s about and protects
them, for if it was otherwise old Alf would
a-kicked him clear up among the stars afore
this.”

The two men watched the fine herd move
toward the meadows, closely followed by
old Shep, who was in his glory, and the
Fnglishman sitting as stifly erect as a mod-
ern imitator of “King Billy.”

“I have to go down, Hank,” said Bill,
“to see if the water is drying up in them
south hay sloughs. T wish you'd have a kind
of eye on the cattle.  No tellin’ what nmight
happen to that livin® armory.”

“Yes,” grumbled Hank, “reckon | might
as well start in herdin’ him first as last.”

But Hank was busy, ‘and during the
former part of the summer the cattle had
been safely shut in the fenced pasture lands,
s that now he clean foxgot them, and it
was not until some time in the afternoon
that he climbed the lone poplar before the
shack. He looked anxiously about for a
moment, then began to descend from his
perch with consulcrable precipitation.

“I'll be doggasted.”” he exclaimed aloud.
“There’s the whole bunch in old Hyde's
oats. Every hoof of them'll be in poun(l
sure as I'm from lowy. Dern the English-
man and dern Bill Hendersbn for hirin’

Disappointment
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such a gander. It’s no wonder that George
Washington licked a whole thousand of
them,smglc-handcd. I don’t see as he
needed to feel puffed up much about it
either.”

Hank swore all the way to the stable
and as he tore across the level prairie in
the old buckboard, drawn by the dun-colored
pony, he was still giving vent to his feel-
ings through the same medium. He
Lhangcd his theme sometimes, by way of
variety, but he was very partial to the sub-
ject of Englishmen. When he came near
enough he was surprised to find that the
cattle were not in the grain, but feeding
close by, and the Englishman and ll\dc
were hol(lmg a rather extraordinary con-
versation at the corner of the oat field.
Hank’s first impulse was to dash around
the cattle and hustle them as far as possible
from the property of his dangerous neigh-
bor, but something in the tone of the con-
versation arrested him.  He carefully ex-
amined the traces and whipple tree to see
that everything was in good shape for a
sudden start if there should happen to be
need of such, then drove up to within a

y

discreet distance of the parleyers.  Neither
of the men secemed to notice him.
“You miserable, insignificant  skunk,”

Hyde was sayving, “U'll wallop you with one
hand, then I'll trim them two old hermits
vou're workin’ for with the other.”

With these ominous words he tore the
old, faded smock from his tervible propor-
tions and sent it sailling through the air.
T'he foolish Inglishman carcfully folded his
heavily-weaponed coat and laid it gently
upon the grass.  As Hyde bared his knotty
forecarms  Hank suddenly thought of the
weakness due to his “sprung spoke” and
shook so violently that his cowhides clat-
tered upon the slats in the bottom of the
buckboard like the pumps of a stage dancer.

The hulking rancher placed his mallet
fhists on a level with his face and rushed
upon his shim antagomist with the Tury
and tactics of a mad bull.  But the hithe
Briton was not to be felled that wav, e
stepped nimbly aside, and reaching out his
long leg gave the other a victous kick just
behind the knees.  Hyde stopped shore andd
sat down with a force that made his teeth
snap and a deep impression in the sofr
carth.  Hank shifted about on the cushion-
less seat as though it had suddenly become
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hot. He wanted to roar, but a wholesome
fear of the district bully curbed his merri-
ment. That worthy was on his feet again
in an instant, swearing, sputtering and
whirling his great fists like flails about his
head. The Englishman fled before him.
Hank seized the willow gad and held it in
readiness to apply to the old pony’s hips,
for the combatants were careering wildly
towards the rig. But he didn’t need to use
it. The pursued turned on his heel like a
flash and landed both right and left, like
shots from a catapult, upon the bridge of
his pursuer’s nose. The big man reeled and
staggered back, but in a moment came on
again, fiercer than ever. Then, as Hank
described it afterward, that Englishman be-
gan to dodge and duck and caper about
the green like a young jack rabbit crazy
with the ear lice. At length he saw his
chance. Summoning all the strength of
leg, arm and body he hurled it in one fierce
bolt at the butt of Hyde’s ear. The giant
collapsed like a punctured balloon. In a
moment the Englishman was on his knees
undoing his antagonist’s collar.

“Look out, ye crazy cuss,” yelled Hank
from the rig. “The old divil is as danger-
ous down as up. If he gets a holt a ye he'll
cat ye alive.”

But Hyde appeared to have forgotten the
cannibalistic tendencies thus attributed to
him. He lay on his back, dazed and shaken,
_the last gleam of combat gone from his
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blackened eyes. At last he rose slowly
picked up his smock and staggered off homé
without even a glance at the cattle, feeding
so close to his beloved oat patch. Hank
dropped the lines, got on his knees on ‘the
back of the seat and teetered around like
lame crow.

“Well, ye are a cool 'un,” he exclaimed,
trying to eliminate a joyous accent as the
Englishman slowly replaced his coat and
carefully arranged each knife and pistol in
its respective place. “I expect they raised
you on cucumbers and ice cream.”

That evening when, after a good supper
of bread, molasses and cold beef, the Eng-
lishman had gone out to look after the old
horse, Hank described to Bill the after-
noon’s scene with the addition of sundry
flourishes and tiffics of his own invention.
Bill listened breathlessly until Hank had
finished, then taking his pipe from his
mouth, allowed a broad grin to spread over
his bronzed features.

“I calculate that’s worth a lot to this
district, Hank,” he said. “The fellow may
not make so much extra trouble for us, after
all. I hired him for ten a month and his
board. T’ll make that forty now, and give
him work all winter if he cares to stay.”

“I'm mighty disappointed in the critter,”
said Hank, “mighty disappointed. Bi Jim-
miny, he’s worth every cent of forty dollars.
He’s the dernest best Englishman ever |

b3
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Tlle PaI‘SOI‘qu Picnic

By Charles D. Ellis

LD Snaggle Tooth Brown was
one of those unvarnished pion-
eers of the West who stand out
like a landmark amid the

throng of those who have in later years
peopled mountain and plain.  Known
throughout the length and breadth of the
valley as an old-timer, buffalo hunter, pros-
pector and Indian fighter, he was treated
with that good-natured familiar regard that
is so characteristic of the ranchmen of the
West. By the tenderfoot, whom he found
a ready target for his stories of hair-raising
adventures, true and untrue, he was held in
a sort of reverential awe.

One hot afternoon he shuffled into the
post on his pinto pony; throwing the reins
over her head he slid his six-foot of scarred
frame into the only vacant chair on the
shady side of the Star Hotel, wiped the
shining dome of his long head with a ban-
dana, and sized up the loungers the while
with his round, bead-like eyes.

It was hot. Everybody said so; everybody
looked it; there was no chance for argu-
ment., Snaggle Tooth ventured no opinion,
but sat combing his scraggly beard with his
bony fingers, giving it a pull at regular in-
tervals that exposed one long, vellow tusk
as he spat at a knot hole on the opposite
side of the board walk with great precision.

“Well, sir,” Snaggle Tooth began,
“these hot, egg-boilin’ days never come but
I am set thinkin’ of one hot time we had
away back in the eighties. It was up m
the Winding Valley. Some few of us had
drifted up there the year before in the
wake of a great excitement. Not finding
much encouragement in the way of colors,
and stakes thick as a rush gravevard, we
pulled out. The next spring, nothin’ turn-
ing up in other quarters, we hit the trail
for the same place and found a real-estatc
shark had platted a townsite, caught a nct-

ful of eastern suckers and built an hotel
‘Y

and office.  We caught on right away and
thought we would put in the summer swap-
ping horses and playing poker.

“Along towards fall it got so hot you
had to blow on the chair bottom before you
could sit down. And ro make things worse
the creek that furnished the town with
water dried up.  So everyone took to drink-
i’ beer.  The representative of the district
owned a brewery, and election coming on
he rolled it in by the barrel at cost.

“She got so hot that one day the only
thermometer in the camp made a record
for itselt and busted. We were all feelin’
like running through the cracks in the floor,
when who turns up but a sky pilot looking
as cool and bloodless as a picce of dry salt
bacon. ‘Well,” thought 1, ‘this is the place
he has been preaching to pass up and he is
here at last himself.” Now it had come to
this stage of the game that the only sober
people were a tribe of Siwash Indians, and
they, havin’ no vote, the mighty arm of the
law saw that they got none of the fire-
water and that their pale-face brothers had
all they wanted.

“According to the laws of the land any-
one who chooses to be so cruel and hard-
hearted can get 4 writ swearing anyone a
nuisance and forbid the saloon-keeper sell-
ing any booze to the unfortunate. Lt so hap-
pened that Fritz Henry Bugram, a little
sawed-off, hammered-down, bow-legged son
of the cabbage kingdom, while under the
influence, carelessly threw a fist full of
kisses over the backyard fence, where Judge
Jenks's wife was roundin’ up her kids, fear-
ing sunstroke.

“The Judge got madder’n a wet hen and
savs to Bug—we always called him Bug—
“You insulted my wife! 1 could fine you
five hundred dollars, but I won’t. Tl
Siwash you, that's what I'll do?’

“‘Don't; for God's sake, Judge, don't.
I’ll dig up five hundred, but don’t Siwash

’
me.

0
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“‘Yes, I will, you dirty v111am you
should be hanged.’

“‘All right, Judge, hanging goes, but
don’t Siwash me,’ says Bug, his heart be-
tween his teeth.

“The Judge would not change the ver-
dict, but walked right over and put up
notices. The saloon men knew better'n to
do different, for next to the townsite agent
the Judge was the biggest man between
Phantom Slough and Bummer’s Flat,

“Well, sir, every one felt sore for the
poor cuss, but no one dared so much as put
a drop on his parched tongue.

“When the stage drove up Bug had just
come in from a ten-mile tramp, where he
went every day since he'd been Siwashed for
a bottle of water. You should have seen
him when the parson poked out his mit for
a shake. He pulled back and says, ‘No, sir,
not with you, you duck-shootin’; rabbit-
chasin’ skin-flint.  I'm onto you; you have
come here to talk ag’in drink. Can’t you
sce I am just dyin’ for a drink.” Bug’s
double and twisted broadside took the wind
out of the Parson’s sail. Puttin’ his hand
over his side and eyeing the bottle sticking
out of Bug’s pocket, he says, “The poor
man’s drunk.’

“‘Drunk! says Bug. ‘Drunk! You—
you—smell that, will you! Smell that!
I’ve lived on that alkali for three days and
vou call me drunk.’

“Bug threw the bottle on the floor and
charged the good man head on. He was so
short that he reached only half way up on
a tall man, but he had this way of over-
coming his handicap and it usually worked.
"This time one of the fellows caught him
on the run, while the Judge hooked on to
the Parson and towed him away to his
house. 17or the next three days the preacher
and Bug did not meet, but when Sunday
came round the preacher opened up in a
bullding across from the hotel. We all
went.  Bug came in and sat in the back
seat, looking mad enough to eat us all.

“Fhe first hymn, “There Shall be Showers
of Blessin',” we jomned in strong. At the
end ol the second line all broke down. The
weather was too dry to sing.  Then he
began to preach about the wise man who
built his house on a rock and about the
fool building his shack on the sand. The
more water. waves and wind he put into

‘how 1t is.
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that sermon the thirstier we got, sneaking
out one at a time till nobody was left but
Bug and His Nibs. :

“Some of the boys says, ‘Brown, you bet-
ter slip over and keep your eye on Bug;
he’s got the man treed and may wipe the
floor with him.’

“But would you believe it? I slipped
over and peeked through a crack and there
saw Bug and the Parson side an’ side, talk-
ing as quiet and nice as two old hens,

““You see, Mr. Bugram, my preaching
here will do no good so long as there is no
water. People must drink.’

“‘Yes,” says Bug, wiping his tongue on
his cheek. ‘If I had a few bottles of beer
to last me long enough to get to my claim
I would guarantee to fetch water down
here.’

““Would you? said the Parson, grab-
bing Bug’s hand, his face lightin’ up with
a smile.

““That’s what I said.’

“Yes, my dear man, I know, I know.
Let me think.” He hung his head awhile,
then said, ‘It is true, quite true, isn’t it, that
desperate diseases sometimes need desperate
remedies. You know I could obtain the
iniquitous fluid, but I would not only be
breaking the moral law, but the civil one
also; the latter seems to be the most serious
offence here.’

““You could get it all right, all right,
put in Bug.

“‘Will you swear upon your honor that
it I furnish you—we will say, with the
means, you will cause the creek to again
supply water to the perishing town?’

“*’Pon my honor, Parson. I tell you
You see, I’ve been prospecting
round here for a long time and know every
foot of the ground. This creek rises in the
Snow Bird Basin; she’s a whale up near the
elacier, but when she gets into the flat this
side she sinks; a little always run round
and got down here till this year, when a
snowslide filled the canon a mile or so be-
low with mud and logs, so the water runs
back and down the sink. If you will give
me five gallons of beer I will go up and
fill the sink and plug her so tight that all
the water will come down here.’

“‘Five gallons, man! Only ten miles to
go and five gallons of beer ?’

“‘Oh! that ain’t much, thinkin’ how
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much water you are to get, and, you see,
hot like this, a fellow needs two quarts to
the mile to travel.’

“The preacher saw there was no use
arguing, so agreed to Bug’s price.’

“I went back and said to the boys that
Bug had turned over a new leaf. When he
didn’t show up they thought it straight goods.

“The bartender whispered to me the next
morning that the Parson had broke loose
and packed five gallons of booze to his
room. I was wise, but said nothing. Bug
made himself scarce. I looked among the
tin cans, his mule’s favorite browsing place;
she was gone, so I kept mum and waited.

“’Bout Friday in comes Bug, whistling
and singing; walks right up to the Judge,
slaps him on the back, nearly knocks a lung
out and says, ‘How they comin’, Judge?’
The Judge thought he was crazy and never
said a word.. Then he walks up to the bar
and turning round says, ‘Boys, have some-
thing.” We all forgot ourselves and began
to crowd up, when the bartender says, stern
like, ‘Bug, can’t do it, you are Siwashed.’
Just then the Parson come in white as a
sheet. The Judge looked scared. Bug just
laughed and laughed. When he got the
wrinkles smoothed out of his face so he
could see he spotted the Parson, took a
bottle from his pocket and says, ‘Hello,
partner! Let us rust our throats and drink
to the success of our new waterworks.’

“The Parson. smelt the cork, took a drink
and then went out.

“*“That man’s going crazy; I must look
up his case,” said the Judge, following suit.

“I knew where they would go, so went
out and listened at the crack.

“‘My dear fellow, what have you done?’
said the Parson.

“‘Just what I agreed,’ said Bug.

““Where is the water ?’ said the Parson.

““You had some of it,” said Bug.

“‘But you said you would furnish the
town everlastingly with it,” said the Parson,
kind o’ hot.

“‘Just you wait,” answered Bug.

“‘My good man, do you not know there
is danger in delay?’

““You bet there is,’ and Bug began to
laugh till I was afraid the boys would hear
him and come over, for I knowed he had
something up his sleeve. The Parson could
get no satisfaction, and I commenced to think

J

It was a case of water on the brain. At
last he got up and, tapping the Parson on
the shoulder with his stub finger, said, ‘I
tell you, Parson, I've got one of the richest
placer claims in this country, but there is
so much gravel on top of bed rock it will
never pay to work. I turned the darned
creek myself, but it would not help me any.
I made up my mind that if I held the water
back and let her all go at once she would
clean things up, but I did not have the
nerve till these mavericks tried to kill me
off by the inch.’

“‘T don’t believe I quite follow you,’
said the Parson, rubbin’ his head.

“*If you don’t you will have to swim,’
and Bug laughed again.

““The Parson jumped up, his hair on end,
shivering like forty below. ‘Mr. Bugram,
you don’t mean to say vou have dammed
the creek ?’

““Yes, 1 have, and everyone else will
before they are done.’ Bug did not laugh
now. He saw the Parson was getting over
the shakes and beginning to sizzle.

““You mean to say vou have imperilled
all these precious souls to gain a few gold
dollars ?’

“‘And bring some water,” added Bug.

“‘Poor excuse. [ shall tell the Judge
and warn the people of the impending cal-
amity.” The Parson took his hat.

“{Don’t get hot under the collar, Par-
son. Don’t get hot under the collar.  The
water won’t break before Sunday and we
can all hear it in time to get ready for a
foot race to the high spots.’

“¢1 shall go at once and inform on you,
and the Lord have mercy upon your soul.
You will be lynched before tomorrow.’

“ ‘Not so fast, Parson; not so fast. What
will they say when [ tell them you gave
me five gallons of beer to do the job?
Don’t vou think there will be another
necktic party?” stepping to the door to be
sure the Parson would not get away. The
poor fellow threw himself on a bench aq¢l
moaned, ‘Why did I come here? Why did
I come here? Why was I tempted?’

“Bug was kind of touched and said,
‘Don’t take on so, Parson. Don’t take on
so. If you will listen to me we will come
out on top vet.’

“Ready to grasp at any straw, he sat up.

“Bug looked the Parson right in the
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eye and said, ‘In the first place you know
this town is a plagued-on swindle.” The
Parson nodded. Bug went on, ‘Maby you
don’t know it, but I do. The man who
sells these lots is a rogue. The J. P. is a
political shyster. The hotel, you will agree,
is a curse. A dozen families or so are just
hanging out here waiting for a boom. They
have nothing to lose but time, and they are
letting it die of thirst here.’

- “The Parson could see all of these
things, but a groan of disappointment shook
him. Bug saw he had him going, so kept
right on. ‘The water can’t possibly be
here before Sunday. Now make a good
fellow of yourself and give a Sunday school
picnic on high ground.’

“‘Couldn’t do it, Mr. Bugram,’ said the
Parson. ‘“Who ever heard of a clergyman
giving a Sunday school picnic on Sunday!

“Bug saw he must take a trick, so he
plays another trump. He knew the people
were his strong card, so he said, ‘But you
see, Parson, it will get the people away
from danger.’

“The Parson’s stock went up a hundred
per cent. and he says, ‘You are right. You
are right. I can sec it now. One is per-
mitted to take the ox out of the ditch on
the Sabbath.’

“Bug had one more play to make, and he
meant to win, so he says, ‘You are all
right, Parson. We have all day tomorrow
to get busy, and tomorrow a fresh load of
beer will be in.’

“‘O mercy! cried the Parson, ‘we can’t
permit beer. Never. No, never!

“‘But we must,’” said Bug, playing his
last card. ‘Don’t you see, these men who
arc too wicked to drown will not come to
a picnic and drink water. You must give
a regular hot-wave blowout. We can fur-
nish soda water, candy, peanuts and cakes
for the women and kids; vou can attend to
that.  T'll dish up the wet goods for the
men. ['ll swear. ‘pon my honor, not to
taste a drop till the water comes.’

“Such a getting ready for a picnic you
never saw.  All day Saturday everyone
worked.  The women cooked and the men
carried tents, rugs, and everyvthing in turn
that would add comfort was taken to a
grove on a hill near the town, where the
Parson said there would be a breeze, and
Bug suggested a fine view.

“The boys insisted on furnishing the
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beer; so when it arrived. it was hauled te
the grounds where Bug mounted guard
over it for the night.

“Before the sun had fairly begun its day
of cooking everyone had bunched under the
trees—the kids playing leapfrog and
frisking like -lambs, the womenfolk fan-

_ning and smiling at the pilot, and the men-

folk swapping yarns. Nobody got drunk
out of respect to the Parson. After the
feed they took to singing. I could see the
Parson was getting nervous and out of
time. He would look out of the corner of
his eyes at Bug and say, as plain as words,
‘You are a liar!’ Bug would smile and lick
his dry chops and wig-wag back, ‘Just you
wait.’

“‘Ain’t that thunder, Mr. Bugram?
said the Judge's wife, wiping one of the
kid’s face with her apron.

“‘Dunno; ’spect likely, Missus; can’t be
dry always,” said Bug. ‘Devil lot of thun-
der for no lightning,’ said someone, as the
roar and rumbling got nearer and nearer.
The noise in the canon above town sounded
like a cannon and shook the ground. Then
a white wall of foaming water turned a
corner, throwing rocks and trees like straws.
It struck the townsite office, chewed it up,
spit it out in small bits and went at the
hotel, flattened it out like a flapjack, and
then ran along the hill where most of the
houses were, caught the Judge's bungalow,
turned it half round, piled up enough trees
and logs to keep the Judge sawing wood
for five years, and ran on down the valley.

“The long-looked-for boom struck the
town so suddenly that it almost took the
breath away. Everybody forgot everybody,
watching the sudden rise in real estate.
When they came to, Bug dipped up a tin of
beer and says, ‘Here, ladies and gents! let
us drink to the health of the Parson who
has saved our lives.’

“The Parson had collapsed, but the loud
hurrahs for ‘the Parson’ from the men, as
they responded to Bug’s toast, and the warm
praise from the women fetched him around
in two-forty time.

“Well, boys, that was the hottest time
l ever saw. You won’t believe it, but that
flood uncovered bed rock for ten miles, and
pay dirt all the way. Bug made a cool
million and built a brewery. The Parson

built a church and the town has been
a-booming ever since.”



The Macl W}lite

By Garnett Weston

6 ET the curse of God, the Eter-
nal, rest upon  you. For
every word of scorn and blas-
phemy upon your lips may you

know a million years of torment.”

So spoke the old man standing before
the office-shack at Summit Camp. The mad
winds of the mountains, chilled from rioting
over the snow fields and glaciers, strained
through the white hair growing thinly on
his massive head. His eyes gleamed under
his heavy brows with martial fire. One hand
held his coat collar closely around his throat,
while the other was raised to the peaks.
His whole vast form trembled with a fana-
tic rage. About him grouped a rough crowd
of miners, smoking with slow judicial puffs.
Directly confronting the old patriarch stood
the cause of his mad outburst, Boss Red,
as the camp named him. The color of his
hair and the angry red of his sullen face
had bought the title. The men feared him
as they had feared no man since the days
of Big Jim, the rough but just man whose
rule had covered the early days of the
camp’s history. There was a vast difference
in that Big Jim had been fair to all, while
Boss Red suited his own convenience,
which seldom tallied with the desires of
anyone else.

The Mad White, as the old divine was
called, had once been known by the usual
term of Pilot. Years whitened his hair
and beard, and it seemed only natural that
he should be called the White Pilot.
Later, when the days of its snufiing grew
nearer, his spirit burned ever fiercer and
drove him into mad denunciations and al-
most incoherent ravings. Then the moun-
tain people began to know him as the Mad
White. He had lost much of his carly
tolerance of the shortcomings of the men
to whose spiritual wants he tended. Now
he was a fierce bigot, a fanatical wild man
of the mountains, living the life of a reli-

gious hermit in the shanty on the exposed
slope a mile above the camp.

For a moment he stood, right arm aloft,
anathematising Boss Red, who slouched be-
fore him in surly contempt. Then he turned
and strode a short way up the hill. As the
group began to turn inward to discuss the
Mad White he suddenly swung round and
thundered in a voice hoarse with anger,
“Better for you that a millstone were
hanged about your neck and that you were
drowned in the depths of the sea.” Then
he once more began his ascent.

The spring winds, brushing the rock-
roughed faces of the mountains, were hard
and chill.  Drab wisps of cloud clung to
sepia-tinted spikes.  Glooming masses sulked
down into the valley. As the men turned
into the cabins, grey water dripped from a
grey sky and the little brown camp was
washed and washed until it was nothing
but a squat sodden sponge.

Boss Red entertained a sullen hatred for
the Mad White, and in his own crafty way
set out to cause him every possible annoy-
ance.  Openly he expressed his contempt
for the old man’s religion.  Privately he
sowed the seeds of a like feeling among
those who would listen to him and who
were mean enough to join in the baiting of
the old warrior. A slow fire grew in the
hosom of the mountain saint; a hot desire
was fanned on the altar of his devotion.
As a prophet of the far days he gloomed
over the camps of the wicked, and as he
meditated, his white beard and hair threshed
by the wind, a vague, awful desire raised
fsel fin the decaying garden which once had
been his mind.  He stood alone on a barren
Vile on mile the tumbled rocky

spike. .
Over him he

chaos ran into the far-away.
censed the vague measures of sideless, bot-
tomless depths.  *“Moses spoke witl} God
upon the mount.” he whispered to himself,

and straightway he splendored  the  grey
295
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day with the fantasies of a straying mind.
He seemed to feel himself the instrument
of the Eternal. Once, many years ago, he
had thought him a God of love. Now his
old heart thought only of the misty times
when God wrathed over the cities of the
earth and burned them from his path.

When next he stood on the ledge where
lay the sprawling Summit, he cried loudly
in a voice which clarioned a triumph un-
speakable, “Lo! the time of forbearance is
over-ripe and the day of punishment is at
hand.”

“Right ye are, old Mad White,” snarled
the rasp of Boss Red in his ear, “the day o’
judgment is right now an’ it ain’t Sunday
ner Monday ner any day yer acquainted
with. It’s Boss Red. See? Now you
hike along out o’ Summit an’ don’t you
spend any holidays in this camp for a long
time. D’ya hear?”

The Mad White towered over the squat
ugly form of Boss Red and the majesty of
prophets fell upon him. The angry fire that
blazed whenever he thought of Boss Red
lighted his sunken eyes. When he answered
his voice rose to a shrill pitch, which told
of old age.

“Mocker from the heart of hell,” he
cried, “dost thou dare to drive out the mes-
senger of the Eternal as did the godless of
Isracl? Verily thy death is at hand. The
wrath of God will smite thee, surely and
swiftly.”

Something sagged suddenly and tightened
in Boss Red’s brain. The constant curses
of the Mad White had begun to prey a little
on his mind and he was ripe for anger.
The red of his beard suddenly flamed before
him in a hot haze. With a beast-like roar
he leaped in upon the towering fanatic and
struck with deadly purpose. The smashing
blow fell full upon the hollow chest and
with a choking cough the old man crashed
into the mud. Boss Red would have leaped
upon the huddled figure, but a sudden re-

vulsion of fecling swept the bloody haze

from his brain as he saw the white face.

and the snowy beard soiled with mud and
streaked with gorc dribbling from the
feebly-moving lips.

He turned and fled to his cabin. Two
miners carried the old man into the nearest
shack. The doctor came up from the val-
ley and told the waiting men that two ribs
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were broken and the breastbone fractureq.
He took the Mad White with him dowp
into the valley hospital, and Summit saw
him no more for many months. Boss Red
enquired if he would live, and was visibly
relieved when told there was no danger,
He grew morose and sullen to the point
of almost absolute silence. He drank great
quantities of whiskey and grew more surly
and exacting. A nameless fear had grown
slowly under his red mop, a fear which
formed itself about the recovery and return
of the Mad White. He strove to shake it
loose and to that end drank more whiskey.
He doubled his right arm into a knotted
V and felt the hard knobs of muscle. Then
he laughed and.the sound rolled from his
red mouth in mad derision. But even as the
laugh died his head turned as from habit
and his green eyes searched the valley trail
down which the Mad White had gone.
The men began to wonder which of the
two was the more insane, the Mad White

or Boss Red.,

Then one. day a thin cloud of smoke‘

spiralled from the chimney of the cabin on

the hill slope. A figure moved in and about |

it, and the men knew that the Mad White

had returned. They waited for the next.

act in the feud.

In the cabin the Mad White sat and his
eyes burned over the space to Summit camp.
His bloodless lips muttered low-voiced
words and his hands knotted and clenched
restlessly. From the moment when the
hard hand of the red brute had sent hin.
broken, into the mud, until a week ago
was all a long, drear blank. - All that time
he had lain and moved in a semi-torpor.
When at length he found his thoughts and
remembered, he was conscious of no clear or
dominating idea. Dimly he struggled with
hazy problems, which after a while com-
bined to form the purpose of Supreme ven-
geance. His thoughts were all of fire and
sword, of Eternal wrath searing the cities
of the old world, of seething maelstroms of
destruction. Now he sat and stared down-
ward in the gloom of the summer evening
at the streaking blurs of gold which pricked
the outline of Summit in the night.

Affairs in the camp were in a vast muddle.
Boss Red had bullied the men until they
were seething like a hive of bees. Only
his sudden rages and fighting powers kept
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them in any degree of order. Once when a
man had ventured to question his authority
Boss Red had leaped upon him with sudden
passion and driven his knuckles into the
man’s right eye so that the pupil was left a
pulp of bloody flesh.

If the camp’s” affairs were upset Boss
Red’s mind was likewise in chaotic wreck-
age. Day and night he watched the lone
hill-slope cabin. He cursed the Mad White
and blasphemed horribly. Hitherto his
hatred of religion had been merely a hatred
for the personality of the Mad White. Now
he began to feel an insane desire to mock his
Creator. When ‘that desire seized him he
went quite mad.

[Late in November he left the camp and
climbed to a ridge a mile beyond. Shafts
of chill wind speared through the gaps in
the hills and swept the slope as Boss Red
cimbed. Slow-moving cloud mists draped
and hid the peaks. Long tentacles of cloud
reached out and wrapped the climbing
figure. Below the shacks of Summit faded
into the prevailing sweep of grey and brown.

Now for the first time since his return
he met the Mad White face to face. The
klood flamed into his cheeks until they
matched his beard. His neck swelled chok-
ingly in his flannel collar. The wind
whistled through his yellow fangs.

The old man- stood before him, stately
and tall as of yore. - His head was bared
and the white hair and beard werc unre-
lieved by color in the chalk-like forehead
and cheeks. Only the eyes, burning heat-
edly, showed any sign of life in his face.
The flannel shirt, pepper and salt trousers
and heavy boots were all grey.

Then the torrents of Boss Red’s madness
broke from him.  For five minutes he
stamped up and down cursing the Mad
White frenziedly. Suddenly he turncd‘ and
leaped swiftly from rock to rock until he
stood on the summit of a spike thirt’_v feet
high and almost directly over the motionless
ficure of the Mad White. IFor a moment
he stared down upon the white face b'clow.
Then he flung his arms upwards and his red
face glared into the sombre clouds. VV()]’;’I%
hurtled from his lips and the Mad White
stiffened.

“God! God!” cried the red madman
and the name, flung into the black sky, was
a bitter taunt, an insult mocking as the
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word “Jew” hurled at one of His chosen
people. While he still stood, a snapping
bark echoed through the rocks and the Mad
White’s bullet found the flaming brain.
The stricken Boss leaped upward and out.
Peering around the spike the Mad White
saw a black shape go whirling downward
into the gaping gulf. A wisp of smoke
curled sluggishly from the muzzle of his
Colt.  With a sudden gesture he flung the
weapon after the thing it had destroyed.
Then the darkness swung down over the
hills and filled the valley with its velvet
hush.  Sobbing weakly the Mad White
turned and staggered down the slope to his
cabin.
¥ & # *

Sometime in the mid-depths of the night
a single star shone through the clouds. A
fresh warm wind waved soft smells into the
valley.  Long streaks of purple blackness,
star splashed, were woven in the hanging
cloud. Once a gentle rain pattered for a
few moments on the soft soil and the rock.
Then the warm wind tossed the glooming
masses over the peaks, and the sky, with its
fine tracery and pin prickings of gold, vault-
¢d the valley like a great dark purple cloth.

Light was spawned over the waiting
spaces in sheets of many colors.  The first
was a vague grey something which stole into
the dark intangible vet visible.  "Then the
grey grew warm in tone as a faint spray of
wan pink was fused with it. Presently the
holes and hills, the gashes, peaks and rock-
roughed masses were burned into a spiky
sweep of vellow sunlight splendoring  the
carth.

Boss Red stirved and moaned a hittle,
The stunted shrub across which his body
lav sageed under his weight. Above him
ity feet of cliff hung without a crack.  Be-
low a thousand feet of granite sheered into
the river bed.  And Boss Red lay very still,
his weight held by a few projecting splint-
crs and a tough tree, which twisted out and
up. wrapping a guarled arm about l.n's body.

Consciousness  came back to him very
much as spring comes from the skirts of

winter—slowly. He lay  for  many
minutes  vaguely glimpsing the  familiar

mountain scenery, quite unaware that it
was not framed by a window sash. Know-
ledee of his position came when a hawk
circled close to the cliff.  Then he tried
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to sit upright, as one does when starting
from a nightmare. A tearing pain sawed
his head so that he nearly fell. It passed
and he leaned, sick and shivering, against
the rock face. He pieced his broken recol-
lections together, and reconstructed the in-
terval between his leaving Summit and the
meeting with the Mad White. His hand
went to his head, and his fingers furrowed
a long cut in his scalp where the bullet
had glanced.

“The damned—" he began. Then he
paused. Somehow he no longer felt in
just that way about the Mad White.
“Pilot!” he called softly, leaning forward
and cocking his ear, then again “Pilot!”
The words floated into nothing with an
easy facility that made him tremble. The
emptiness swam under him like clear seas.
A flat stone fell from under his heel and
he watched it drop, drop, drop. Almost it
sucked him with it. The horrible fascina-
tion of the plunge gripped him compellingly.

For a long time he waited. Little noises
came up to him, the sounds of the camp in
miniature. There was the thud of the
blast and the thin creak of the whistle.
Lilliputians moved in the streets of the
camp. He shouted, but again that awful
emptiness swallowed the words and hushed
them into a whisper. The long hours
crawled by with their monotony of hot sun
and strange phantasies conjured by a fevered
mind. A mountain spike across the valley
changed itself into the Mad White and
gloated.  The river came up until its slip-
ping waters were but a few feet below. He
longed to drop into their soft embrace.
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Strange black shadows clawed across the.
valley from the grinning Mad White.. He
sank into unconsciousness just as they
reached him. His: head, falling back,
struck the rock and his wound broke afresh.
The little drops splashed against the
branches and clung like red berries shining
in the sun. The quiet of afternoon fell .
upon -the hills.

It was the next morning when the search
party, sent out by the Mad White, saw
Boss Red lying on the cliff. It was Coyote
Hanks, ex-cowman and chronic sheriff dod-
ger, who stood on the edge of the precipice
and flung his lariat over the limp figure
with nice judgment. When they hauled
him up he was still unconscious and talked
nonsense. He was carried into Summit and
had his head dressed by the klootch who
cooked his meals. She exhibited some faint
signs of joy at the feeble indications of life.
The Mad White came down with a great
light shining from his face, and sat by the
sick man’s bed. When at length Boss Red'’s
eyes opened, the Pilot was the first man he
saw. For a long space their eyes held silent
converse. |

“Pilot,” said Boss Red, “I've been a damn
fool.”

“So have I, my son,” said the patriarch,
and a shadowy smile crossed his face.” [
have become an intolerant bigot in my old
days. The good Lord has thrown open the
gates of my understanding which I had
closed. Blessed be the name of the Lord.”

“Amen,” whispered Boss Red sheepishly.
Then with sudden genuineness, the two
men’s hands gripped in a strong clasp.



Empire of Woman

Conducted by

ASTER greetings to you, dear
women readers! May the fairies
of the season bring you many
flowers, and may the sowing-

time be passing fair!

There are many platitudes that are mere-
ly pleasant and plausible, but there is one
perennial message that “age cannot wither,
nor custom stale’’; I mean the simple as-
sertion, “It is Spring!” Have you not often
repeated the words over to yourself, and
grown gladder just in the subtle repetition
of them? It is Spring! Spring! Spring!
—the motif of a million melodies; the re-
incarnation of life at its brightest and best.
The first snowdrop that tremblingly peeped
from its tiny turret of jade, set the witch-
cry at work that is waking from their long
sleep the flowers of garden and forest.

The sap of strength and virile beauty
filters through the trunks and boughs of
the naked trees, overflowing from the brown
twigs and bare branches in the exuberant
life of leaf and bud and blossom.

Unseen syrens draw away the snowy
shawls from the sloping shoulders of the
mournful mountains, and in their rocky
clefts the frozen tears of Winter melt into
music and lyric laughter.

On the vast prairies, which swallow in
their spacious distances the unfenced wheat
ficlds of the world, the dainty pasque-Hower
carpets the little hills with its mauve and
purple splendor; and the wolf willows
whisper secrets to the warmer winds that
woo them so persistently to the pageant of
the universal awakening. In the covert
corners of the forest, the Dryads of the ferns
lead the procession in the gorgeous ritual of
unfoldment. Where the Doric pillars of
the pines line the aisles of God’s great
azure-domed cathedral, the master-musician
sits at his hidden organ and makes music
for the children of men. '

Like the light on fine velvet, a shimmer
and sheen ripple over the russet robes of
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the earth-mother, and daintily and delicate-
ly the wizard of the season dresses her ancw
in the broideries and brocades of Spring.

The sun-god breaks his golden lances
across the soft shadows of untrodden places
and throws the broken bits of sunshine
everywhere.

The time of the singing of birds has
come, and in the trees is the twittering of a
wordless language that can only express
itself in song. Listen to the lark! Down
through the cloudless ether the liquid notes
fall in a sparkling shower of Irised sound.
The songster is hidden in the sunshine, but
the song is the song of Spring! The song
that provokes a merry madness in the blood
and stirs in the soul a dumb longing to
drink deeply at the mysterious fountain of
such sweet vocal refreshment.

A sense of renewal revitalises alike the
spirit of man and the spirit of Nature;
and the heart of humanity beats in strong
passionate rhythm with the mighty throbs
that thrill through the universe.

In the garden is a marvellous mosaic of
primitive and complementary colors.  The
consciousness  of the  wonderful  color-
scheme of the cosmos is quickened into a
vague comprehension, a spontancous recog-
nition of all its abstract splendor; and the
senses swim in the infinite perspective of
the picture whose finer meaning is drowned
in the opalescént distance  beyond  our
seeing.

Aurora rides her golden chariot to the
pink-pearled gates of dawn carlier cach
morn; and the stars wait for the sun a
little later each cve.

The major message of Spring is harmony
—harmony that brings us very near to
heaven. The orchestra of life is a large
one, and the music it makes is often marred
bv manv discords. The dreamers of the
world dream of the daybreak of a later

Spring, when the perfected symphony shall
2%
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awaken mortals to the realisation that n
the million melodies there has ever been one
supreme motif—Love!

The music of Spring makes gardens in
the upper air, and it is the fragrance and
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color of the flowers we cannot see, as wel]
as those we do perceive, that glorify life
and best interpret the thought that cap
think with equal felicity in mountain ranges
and In prairie roses.”

Small Talk

OME short time ago I had the plea-
sure of spending an hour or two
in the company of a woman

who prides herself on being a past-mis-
tress in the art of “small talk” I
suppose it is an art to be able to say some-
thing and yet talk about nothing. If only
such conversation contained a modicum of
intelligent matter the vacuity of its consti-
tution might not be so painfully apparent.
Really I felt that if I had thus to spend
similar hours every day I should either have
to adopt a larger and more forcible vocabu-
lary myself, or else enter the cloistered seclu-
sion of a convent whose order was vowed to
perpetual silence, The diminutive nothings
of the conversation reminded me of a bab-
bling brook—only I would much rather
have listened to the brook.

There are degrees of everything, even
“small talk”; and although it was very evi-
dent from the easy nonchalance and self-con-
fidence of this particular “small talker”
that her own opinion of her wonderful
powers was no limited one, I could only
listen and marvel at the colossal conceit and
complacent egotism that could sustain such
superficial chatter with such manifest satis-
faction.

I sighed for the speech that soothes by the
mere iterance of softly spoken words, instead
of the high-pitched affected intonations this
vendor of vacant thoughts seemed to con-
sider “‘good form.”

Small talk of the right kind can be very
useful on occasions; but it need not neces-
sarily be utterly vapid and inane. It is quite
possible for even this style of conversation
to be tactful, kind and sincere.

To the careful observer the shadow of

superficiality looms large over present-day

so-called “‘smart society.” Manners, speech,

and even thought are tinctured with it and
its derogatory influence. People seem afraid
to be sincere: it is apparently not ‘“‘good
style.” Criticism, however uncharitable, is
considered clever and ‘‘smart,” and is in-
dulged in at the expense of everything and
everybody. Without any real knowledge of
the motives that lie deep below the outer
§em’blance of things, people presume to
judge and draw their own conclusions, often
establishing an altogether false idea.

. Why cannot we women learn to be more
sincere and less superficial ? I say “women,”
because the “lords of creation” are, on the
whole, larger in their outlook on life. They
do not, as a rule, stoop to the little petty
meannesses and spiteful smallnesses so many
women are often guilty of. The majority
of men have an unwritten code of honor
that it would benefit the majority of women
to become conversant with,

There are some people who, suffering
from a paucity of ideas, vainly imagine they
deceive and impress their less voluble
friends by extravagant intonations, empty
P‘hrases, or some such cryptic expression as

how weird”! These little artifices do not
ring true; one is conscious of the discord
they produce wherever they are found, and
the whole effect is like “sweet bells jangled,
out of tune and harsh.” o

Ins'tea.d of ceaselessly striving to become a
poor imitation of others, why cannot we be
Just ourselves, and try to make our own
personality stronger and more distinct. In-
stead of aping the speech and mannerisms of
other women, why not expend the same
amount of energy in cultivating our ows
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possibilities. Courtesy and kindliness, alljed
to a tolerant consideration for all with
whom we come. in contact, constitute the
very essence and highest type of “good
breeding.” :

To cultivate the art of interesting, sen-
sible conversation - were indeed a worthy
ideal, especially when one thinks of all the
fatuous inanities that greet one’s ears in the
modern world of fashionable society.

Broad-minded, intellectual conversation
is not only edifying and mentally exhilarat-
ing, but it is a perpetual education. An in-
telligent, well-founded argument is like spice
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to the wine, and bright, witty repartee adds
sparkle and piquancy to the draught.

It seems to me that in so-called society
today superficiality and sincerity are at war
with each other, and the indications are that
the former is getting the better of the fray.

“He who is sincere has the casiest task in
the world, for, truth being always consistent
with itself, he is put to no trouble about his
words and actions: it is like travelling in
a plain road, which is sure to bring you to
your journey's end better than byways in
which many lose themselves.”

The New Woman ancl T}le NCW Man

HE New Woman has provided a

text for prophets, priests and teach-

ers for a long time now. It is a

well-worn subject that has been ravelled

esut to the last sigh—although the sigh
promises to be a long one.

Olive Schreiner’s new book, “Woman
and Labor,” transforms the sigh into a
song; a song whose triumphant echoes re-
verberate around the world.

This brilliant publication has elicited
many notable opinions, and the critics have
paid tribute to its vital and eloquent quali-
ties in unstinted terms of approval and ad-
miration. Perhaps the W oman Question
constitutes the most essential controversy of
the day; and the earnestness and passiona.tc
sincerity of this new prophetic voice d1§-
closes a vista of illuminated thought that is
all aglow with the pure radiance of the
morning star. '

Every word of the pregnant pages of this
book brings with it glimpses of that golden
age which. has been wrapt up in the long-
ing heart of the world since time began.

The perfect relationship between man
and woman assumes a new aspect, and the
dawn of a gladsome, brighter day than has
yet been does not seem so far off.

The London “Daily News” offers vo-

tive tribute to this builder of splendid, vital
dreams in these words:—

“It is one of those books which are sun-
rises, and give us spacious and natural hort-
zons, lake Mazzini's essays, it is logic
touched with emotion, politics on fire. One
may begin to doubt the cause of woman’s
rights when the opponents of sex equality
produce an cqually glowing, carnest and
prophetic book.”

The main theme of this remarkable book
deals principally with the economic status
of woman in her relation to man. The
author’s argument is that the race cannot
advance to its highest perfection until the
relationship between the sexes has been set
on a broader and more intellectually human
basis. She introduces the New Man into the
new scheme of things thus:

“Tf the New Woman'’s conception of love
between the sexes is one more largely
psychic and intellectual than crudely and
purely physical, and wholly of an affection
between companions, the New Man’s con-
ception, as expressed in the most typical
literature and art, produced by typically
modern males, gives voice with a force no
woman has surpassed to the same new ideal.

“If anywhere on carth exists the perfect
ideals of that which the modern woman
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desires to be——of a laboring and virile woman-
hood, free, strong, fearless and tender—it
will probably be found imaged in the heart
of the New Man, engendered there by his
own highest needs and aspirations; and
nowhere would the most highly developed
modern male find an image of that which
forms his ideal of the most fully developed
manhood than in the ideal of man which
haunts the heart of the New Woman.

“Side-by-side with the New Woman,
anxious for labor, and seeking from man
only such love and fellowship as she gives,
stands the New Man, anxious to possess her
only on the terms she offers.

“There is no door at which the hand of
woman has knocked for admission into a
new field of toil but there have been found
on the other side the hands of strong and
generous men, eager to turn it for her, al-
most before she knocks.”

The New Woman and the New Man
means a new heaven and a new earth, where
Love is the light, and Labor is the way
that leads onward and upward to the divine
destiny of humanity.

W ith bruised pinions, woman is beating
her wings against the narrow limits of the
cage of convention in which an obsolete
civilization prisoned her; but, with the
author of “Woman and Labor,” 1 believe
it will be man’s hand that will at last open
the door and set her free. Then the song
she sang in the cage will gather in strength
and sweetness, and new chords and cadences
will respond to the touch of the larger life,
even as the strings of an Aiolian harp answer
the winds that whisper among them.

Here is a paragraph that beautifully and
comprehensively voices the great request of
the leaders in the woman’s movement of the
present day:

“What we request of life is that the tools
should be given to his hand or hers who can
best handle them; that the least cfficient
should not be forced into the place of the
more cflicient, and that an artificially drawn
line should never repress the activities of the
individual creature  which we as women
bring into the world.”

There are so many gems of thought in
this wonderful book 1 would that T had
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space to quote ad libitum. The two fol-
lowing paragraphs are, I think, beautifully
illuminative of the finer influences that
shape the responsive soul to noble ends:

“As a child,” writes this gifted woman,
“T wandered alone in the African bush and
watched cock-o-veets singing their inter-
knit love-songs, and small singing birds
building their nests together and caring for
and watching over, not only their young,
but each other, and which has powerfully
influenced all I have thought and felt on
sex matters since; the fact that, along the
line of bird life and among certain of its
species, sex has attained its highest and
aesthetic, and one might almost say intel-
lectual, development on earth; a point of
development to which no human race as a
whole has yet reached, and which represents
the realization of the highest sexual ideal
which haunts humanity.

“When I was eighteen I had a conver-
sation with a Kaffir woman still in her un-
touched primitive condition, a conversation
which made a more profound impression on
my mind than any but one other incident
connected with the position of woman has
ever done, She was a woman whom I can-
not think of otherwise than as a person of
genius. In language more eloquent and in-
tense than I have ever heard from the lips
of any other woman, she painted the con-
dition of the women of her race; the labor
of women, the anguish of woman as she
grew older, and the limitations of her life
closed in about her, her sufferings under
the condition of polygamy and subjection; all
this she painted with a passion and intensity
I have not known equalled.”

For imagery in excelsis and lofty ideal
what could surpass the prophetic vision en-
shrined in this closing passage?

“We also have our dream of a Garden:
but it lies in a distant future. We dream
that woman shall eat of the tree of know-
ledge together with man, and that side-by-
side and hand close to hand, through ages
of much toil and labor, they shall together
raise about them an Eden nobler than any
the Children dreamed of; an Eden created

by their own labor and made beautiful by
their own fellowship.”



The Magic of Single Tax

Phenomenal Success of Vancouver's ‘Experiment’’

—Startling Comparisons— Latest Statistics

By Walter A. Hillam

HERE is a degree of reluctance
—one might almost say an
aversion—in the minds of all of
us to a tax on our own industry
—on something particularly the product of
our own Ingenuity and resourcefulness, An
ever-bountiful Providence endowed Mother
Earth with a plenitude of all that was
necessary for the sustenance, comfort, and
use of mankind. Some of Nature's gifts
have, by virtue of man’s enterprise, been
utilized to an extent hardly dreamed of a
century, or even half a century, ago, until
now there is scarcely a mineral, product, or
natural resource that is not serving some
great or useful purpose for the develop-
ment and enrichment of the various nations
of the earth.

Many people sincerely believe that the
energy of man should not be taxed, con-
tending that the natural resources of a
country from which may be obtained riches
without material assistance from man, or
as a natural sequence of events, should bear
the burden of taxation. This doctrine—as
even the most cursory study of causation
will reveal—is one of the principles of that
great free-thinker and cconomist, Henry
George, who did so much to promulgate
the single-tax idea. ,

The first city approaching metropolitan
proportions that has essayed, even in a mod-
erate degree, to bring into operation the
single-tax principle of exempting improve-
ments from taxation is Vancouver. This
citv, with a population now of consider-
ably more than 110,000, and an area of
approximately thirteen square miles, ex-
clusive of waterways and its large natural
park, has been attracting the attention of
cities, governing bodies, publicity organiza-
tions and economists almost the wor:d over,
and the Press of the American continent
has evinced keen interest in what was at

first termed “the Vancouver experiment,”
but which has now been conclusively
proved a decidedly successful innovation.

It may be mentioned en passant that
single tax was one of the planks in the plat-
form of the successful candidate for mayor
in the civic clections of 1910, Mr. I.. D.
Taylor, and he was re-clected again this
year upon a similar platform.

That the step has been attended with dis-
tinct and unqualified success is an indisput-
able fact in the face of the comparative
figures of the building permits, both in
number and value, issued during the vear
1910, the year preceding, and previous
years, the aggregate for 1910 breaking all
previous records in that respect.

Of course, there were some people who
doubted the wisdom of the single tax.
They had an unbounded faith in the future
of Vancouver, and believed that the on-
ward march of progress could not be re-
tarded by any influences, but at the same
time did not quite grasp the true significance
of the principle.  After over a year of suc-
cessful operation, however, the fact has be-
come apparent even to the most sceptical
that the building industrics have received
a tremendous impetus through the abolition
of the tax on improvements,

The character of whole streets has been
changed by the enormous amount of build-
ing that has been projected and complct.cd
during the past twelve months; huge office
buildings now picree the skyline, where
formerly the land was unoccupied; blocks
which, though not old—the city has been
‘0 existence less than a quarter of a cen-
tury—were not bringing in sufficient income
in the estimation of the owners, have been
demolished and replaced by imposing and
better revenue-producing structures; many
apartment houses have been erected al} over
the citv, and a much better type of residence

ans
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has been built in consequence of the
encouragement in the way of a tax on
vacant land, and no tax on improvements.
A tax on vacant land—that is what the ex-
emption of improvements from taxation
really means!

This year the city council decided to
continue the single-tax system, and found
that they could do this without raising the
tax rate of twenty mills net on the dollar,
or the assessment; and furthermore, they do
not anticipate having to do so for many
years if the increase in the “unearned incre-
ment’’ goes on at the same rapid rate that it
has done during the past five years.

Dozens of letters have been received by
the mayor asking what success has attended
“the adoption of the single tax and enquiring
whether special legislation had to be secured
to enable the city council to exempt improve-
ments upon the land within the city. As
this i1s a point upon which even some of
the people who live in Vancouver may not
be clear, it will, perhaps, be as well to state
that authorization for partial or total ex-
cmption of improvements from taxation
was given the city in its Special Act of
Incorporation, and the city council, there-
fore, can decide for the current year whether
a certain proportion or the whole of the im-
provements shall be free from taxation.
Judging from the success that attended the
adoption of the single-tax principle last
year, a success which is being evidenced
again this year in a phenomenal degree, there
is a strong probability that it will be con-
tinued.

It is interesting to note how, commenc-
ing in 1895, the various city councils of
Vancouver became aware of the importance
of encouraging builders by reducing the tax
on improvements.  From that year until
1905 fifty per cent. of the value of build-
ings was levied, this being reduced to 25
per cent. in 1906, and continued up to the
time the civic authorities decided to elimin-
ate the tax entirely.

In connection with the question of “yn-
carned increment” a glance at the annual
report of the city shows how remarkable
has been the increase in land values in Van-
couver,

For instance, the first assessment esti-
mated the value of realty in the city at
$2,4560,842.  Ten years later it had been
raised to $13,000,869. Twenty years later
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$38,346,335 was the city assessor’s valua-
tion of property in Vancouver, and the lat-
est returns show an estimate of $98,720,345
after the sitting of the Court of Revision.

From the city statistics for 1895—the
year the city council commenced to partial-
ly exempt improvements by levying a tax
on only half the value of buildings—we find
that improvements were assessed at $4,317,-
660. In 1905, after this system had been
in operation ten years, improvements were
assessed at $11,804,250. However, in 1906
the council gave another stimulus to the
building industries by reducing the tax on
improvements to 25 per cent., and then each
year up to the time the 1mprovement tax
was eliminated a decided increase was noted,
the figures for 1906 being $14,087,640;
1907, $16,381,475; 1908, $20,127,035;
1909, $24,405,210; and at the end of the
year 1909, $29,644,720.

Now compare the difference in the in-
crease of improvements since the single-tax
idea was adopted in its entirety. After the
system had been in operation less than
twelve months the value of building was
increased to $37,858,660, a truly remark-
able demonstration of the building ac-
tivity during the vear 1910, with a single
tax encouraging owners of vacant lots to
make their investments revenue producing.

Of course in this connection one must
take into consideration the other contribu-
tory causes which have attended the growth
and development of the city; but there is
no doubt that one of the greatest determin-
ing influences has been the encouragement
to builders and capitalists in the shape of
freedom from taxation on the result of their
enterprise, instead of, as formerly, a tax on
their industry,

When the tax on improvements was re-
duced to 25 per cent. in 1906, an increase
of two mills on the dollar was made, and
this rate of 20 mills has been in vogue up
to the present period, the city council decid-
ing recently that sufficient revenue would be
derived without raising the tax rate.

Many of the enquirers who have written
to the mayor requesting information anent
the Vancouver system of taxation could not
understand the distinction made in British
Columbia between civic and provincial taxes.
Personal and income taxes and a poll tax
are collected by the government, a return
in some measure being made to the city in
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the shape of grants for schools, parks and
other special purposes. Pavements, cement
sidewalks. and improvements of a similar
nature are carried on under the initiative
local imp;ovement principle, property-
owners paying the major portion of the cost
and the city paying for street intersec-
tions, etc. '

Although Vancouver is barely twenty-
five years old, and therefore quite a young-
ster by comparison with the established
cities of Eastern Canada and the prairie
provinces, she attained last year the enviable
‘distinction of figuring in the fourth place
in the building records for the whole of the
Dominion, Toronto, with a population
three times as large, having issued $21,127,-
783 worth of building permits for twelve
.months; Montreal, with a population of
over 450,000, permits to the tune of $15,-
815,859; and Winnipeg, the prairie metro-
polis, permits estimated at $15,106,450;
while Vancouver followed close on the prai-
rie city’s heels with a total of permits of
$13,150,365. The vast total outshone ail
her previous achievements for building
activity.

This year Vancouver building permits
almost warrant the prediction that she will
pass both Winnipeg and Montreal in the
race for honors, the figures for the month
of January showing that this city had the
largest increase in the number and value
of permits of all the cities of Canada—an
advance of 100 per cent. over those issued
for a similar period in 1910.
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Suddenly—almost dramatically—Vancou-
ver ha§ come to the front, and it would be
exceedingly difficult to determine the im-
mense amount of publicity the city has re-
ceived through eliminating the tax on build-
ings. Far away in England, where the
question of “uncarned increment’’ has been
a live issue during the past few years, Van-
couver is becoming known to thousands as
the city on the Canadian Pacific coast en-
terprising cnough to adopt the single-tax
idea In its entirety.

Joseph Tels, the millionaire single-tax
exponent, who has organized a fund for
the promulgation of the doctrines of Henry
George, and has himself spent huge sums
in disseminating the gospel of that great
philosopher and free-thinker, speaks with
great enthusiasm of the admirable object-
lesson Vancouver affords—a practical ex-
ample of what can be accomplished when
man is not taxed for his industry and re-
sourcefulness.

More could be casily written of the far-
reaching and stimulating cffects of single
tax on a city’s growth and development—
in fact, the subject is almost inexhaustible
—and it is the carnest belief of the writer
that the above brief account, dealing only
with a few phases of the question of taxing
the “uncarned increment” will convince the
most incredulous that single tax in Van-
couver has encouraged and brought about
an unprecedented amount of activity and
benefited all classes from the wealthiest
capitalist to the humblest home-builder.




Motoring and Motor-Boating '
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Conducted l)y Garnett Weston

Motor Idyﬂs

STANLEY PARK

NE thousand acres of rugged
forest whose tangled growth of
vines, ferns and shrubs carpet

with fine traceries of green the sun-
warmed aisles of a great pine and
fir columned cathedral. Nine miles of level
dirt roadways that pattern like grey strands
of yarn, a prodigality of greening foliage,
and lure into their waiting reaches the
cyclist, the rider and the motor man. Twen-
ty-two miles of footpaths down which one
wanders as through the corridor, wall-hung
with Gobelin tapestries, of some great gal-
lery of the arts. The chance-found paths
stray on into a birds’ aflutter place, where the
vines and woodland notes and diamond
shining springs are but the undercurrent of
the three-century footed trees whose barky
sides pillar the forest with rough kindliness.
Stanley Park nestles up to the houses of the
city. One drives from the paved. streets
into the soul of a huge old forest. It is a
city park without a lawn, hedge or flower
except the wild greensward, the shrubs of
strange caprice, and shy wild blooms planted
by the winds of the world and nourished
with soft warm rains and a fairy sun.
Rough-hewn benches tell the wanderer of
thoughtful hours spent on their leaf and
sun-patterned  rests. Under  arching
branches the motorist looks down long aven-
ues of green and gold to where the blue
salt sea wraps the park in its embrace of
slipping tides.  Surely, with its drives, its
quict peace and strange wild beauty, it is

the place ideal for motorists to play with
nature.

& B3 %
ENGLISH BAY

Your car picks its way through the can-

yoned streets ribboning under the square-
306

eyed dollar buttressed temples of a solid
commerce.

You siren your way through the homes
of the west end. The million-rippled blue
of English bay is visioned as you curve the
last corner. Later you follow its cool fresh-
ness with an eye that halts only on the
etched-in snow-swarthed hills of Vancouver
Island. The sun goldens the tawny sand,
pock-marked with myriads of children’s
bare feet. Hundreds of umbrellas toad-stool
the beach and shelter mothers and nurses
who watch the little ones as they run from
the sand into the salt seas and send their
joyous shouts and laughter like silver dust
asprinkle in the soft winds breathed in from
the open sweeps. The pavilions and places of
refreshments that companion summer are
asplash with the grey colors of women’s
smart fresh-air clothing. You glide past
benches where loungers laze under the
trees. Others rent boats and swing on the
in-running  swell. Swimmers circle the
skiffs. When the car passes it wanders along
a smooth road-path that runs away with
you until you are kidnapped and become 2

figure on the Gobelin tapestry of Stanley
Park,

3k sk b 3

THE MOTOR GODS

Men swear by many gods and live by
none. The motorist swings out on to the
grey road and the rhythmic explosions of the
engine grow into a long scream. The dust
warps from under the chassis and the grey
mantle clings to the speeding car. The
driver’s goggle eyes stare into the dis-
tance with the fixity of inanimate things.
Far away, where the road seems to stop at
the foot of the sky, a figure forms in the
clouds. Itis the form of a maid. Her hair
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streams into the out and beyond. A beauty
contoured arm waves a slow beckoning.
The lips linger over a word and the car re-
sponds with greater speed. The man s
enveloped in a wall of dust and noise—ferce,
numbing noise. The road leaps under the
car like the film of a moving picture. Ajr
thunders past with a shrill wild song. He
leaves himself behind and sees only the
glorious goddess who leans to him from her
throne of clouds, Madly he flings the car
into the future.  The goddess smiles ap-
proval. Again he urges the accelerator and
again the goddess smiles. Eighty, ninety,
one hundred. The needle crawls past the
century mark, Speed, speed, and still the
crash of the engine is a scream of demoniac
power. One hundred and ten, then twenty.
The needle climbs more slowly now. One,
two, three. Tremenduous bulks blur and
vanish, Four, five, six. The car eats space
and discharges it in burning dust. Seven,
eight, nine. A dry sob breaks from the grim
lips of the man. Thirty! A slow smile of
infinite tenderness illuminates the tace that
bends above. “Enough!” her lips convey,
“enough for now!” The indicator stands at
one hundred and thirty miles. The car slows
and stands smoking by the track. The brain-
shattering noise is hushed, but still it ham-
mers on at the nerves of the man. People
gather about—fellow-drivers, sportsmen,
curiosity-mongers. ‘I saw her,” he says
slowly. “Who? Who?” they ask. Only his
fellows who have driven a powerful car so
that - time is almost overtaken know his
meaning, As he moves away he seems to
hear a low voice like silver flakes which
calls him back to the exclusive world of
one hundred and thirty miles an hour,

*x kX

“THANK YOU, MA’AM”

The motorist of today who floats on vel-
vet springs in an atmosphere of gasolene
may or may not remember the “thank you,
ma'am” of other days. The “thank you,
ma’am” is a relic of the time when springs
were mere transmission wires for nasty
jolts.  Every time the car struck a pitch-
hole and jumped like a bronco, the driver,
if he were not busy reconstructing his jang-
led nerves, murmured politely, “Thank you,
ma’am.” That, however, belongs to a while
ago. The present springs pick the body from
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the chassis and slide it over the bump much

as the boat smoothes over the rise and fall
of the waves.

* b4 x
THE PREMIER’S HIGHWAY
The value of efficient road accommo-
dation in British Columbia has ‘heen
made apparent and the immediate
result is the projects, well under

way, of automobile roads over the Rockies
from the coast to Alberta and north to.
Alaska. In Europe all nations have learned
that tourists follow fast along the trail of
good roads. The result is a profitable distri-
bution of money over greater areas. The an-
nual summer influx increases each year.
The simplification of the mechanical side of
the automobile places an easy method of
transportation in the hands of the public.
The pleasures of a “personally conducted
tour” are very alluring when compared
with the frequently galling routine of rail-
way schedules,

The scenery of British Columbia is such
that motorists will cross the continent for
the pleasure to be gained from looking into.
what is surely the tumbling field of the
gods. Just so soon as roads suitable for car
travelling are built, so soon will the miracle
of the tourist be performed in British Co-
Jumbia.

The present tourist trade over the moun-
tains by the railways and along the coast
by the steamship lines between the Pacific
ports is of stupendous proportions. If .thc
plans for the completion of the two high-
ways within four years are carried through,
it is a certainty that the present traffic will
be doubled in five years. ‘The present
growth of British Columbia cities is one of
the most amazing things of this amazing
west.  The increased growth five years
from now, coupled with the tourist traffic,
presents a condition of robust C.:madizfn
health which has never been :1cc0mpllshc(.l 0
the prose passages of the story of any nation.

The average casterner, if he thinks of the
matter at all, has a hazy conception of
Alaska and Northern British Columbia as
a snow-painted place in winter and a cold,
crude land in summer. With our present
knowledge of those places, we predict that
the future will hatl them with the same
pleasure as summer ()l?jcctivc points that the
present hails California,
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British Columbia contains more material
for strong artists, for red-blood journalists,
and for the appreciative of nature, than any
other province in Canada. The road con-
struction’ plans are calculated to give the
people a prodigality of scenic beauty which
is infinitely wilder and more imposing than
the Alps of Switzerland or the mountain
ranges of the cast.

Vancouver Island has received the Do-
minion Government’s promise to construct
a road from the terminus at Campbell River
to the extreme north of the Island. A part of
this has already been thrown open and has
proven one of the most bewilderingly
beautiful highways in America. The road
from Alberni to the New Island and Na-
tional park at Buttles lake will rival it in
beauty.

When the mainland roads are completcd
it will be possible to travel from Alberta to
Vancouver and New Westminster, thence
north to Hazelton on the Skeena river,
which point is very near to the Alaska ter-
ritory.

® %k X%
NOTES

The latest thing in
three-tone
pneumatic

auto-horns is a
tooter, controlled by the
bulb  which can be moved
from left to right with the action of
a lever. Fach one of the three changes
produces a different note. The sudden
change of the tone is calculated to disturb
the dreaming pedestrian. So far, so good ; but
we can hear the motorist of tomorrow play-
g ragtime on his horn as he guides his
car along the streets.

The newest idea for garage construction
1s declarative, “Lhe roof is built following the
lines of the engine hood of a car. The up-
right facings give to the building the
pearance of the water-cooler; while
chimney, placed near the front, has
jaunty cffect of the filler cap.

ap-
the
the

“Popular Mechanies” for April contains a
picture of a motor-cvele which departs from
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the ‘ordinary methods of construction. The
gasolene and lubricating oil-tanks, ignition
equxpment muffler and tool-bags are stow-
ed away in the enlarged tubes of the cycle's
frame. The tool-kit is contained in the cross.
bar at the saddle end, the remainder of the

‘space containing gasolene. Extra supplies are

contained in a tank in the upper part of the
rear upright section of the frame. The tank
is removed by simply raising the saddle.
The lower part of the upright is occupied
by the batteries and the coil. The lubricating
oil-tank is carried in the upper part of the
front upright and the muffler is directly
underneath, The oil-tank is in the same
tubing as the muffler, so that the heat pre-
vents the oil from becommg h'lrdened in
cold weather.

In the March number reference was
made to the vanishing occupation of the dray
horse. The truth of the assertion is force-
fully shown by the fact that a chance-taken
picture at the corner of Hastings and Gran-
ville streets, Vancouver, shows only two
horses in sight, while at least a dozen autos
are counted. A further fact is that in Van-

couver there are only ten veterinary sur-
geons, ‘

Concrete construction has extended
already liberal role to include boat-building.
Motor launches have been built of cement
which was laid over a skeleton of steel wires.
The result is a graceful craft. Concrete
barges and canal boats were first built. in
Italy and are now being constructed in the
States to some extent.

Aeroplanes are being fitted with all the
comforts of a bachelor’s apartments. The
new ones have foot-warmers! A watch, com-
pass and mirror are conveniently arranged
for the driver. Being of an optimistic design,
we think we can see a possible solving of the
servant-girl problem once the future gen-
cration lure her into the aerial villa. She
simply couldn’t leave without notice.




.. Emfire Bﬁﬂding and Public’ity

LL avenues of publicity lead to
empire-building. - Every man or
woman brought into a country

~ affects that country in a greater

or a less degree for good or evil. What
influences one district has its weight with
all adjoining districts. "

It follows, therefore, as the night the
day, that to be beneficial publicity must
be carried on with an eye to the future, as
well as to the present.

There was never a greater fallacy than
in supposing that population, merely in
aumbers, makes a country prosperous. It
is a curious superstition shared by many
that crowded streets and a rapidly increas-
ing' census are sure forerunners of pros-
perity.

- Here in British Columbia, here on Van-
couver Island, with Titanic opportunities
and events crowding into the coming vyears,
there are corresponding responsibilities.
And in the work of attracting citizens to
the country the utmost care should be
taken to see that the men brought in are
fitted in every respect for the duties of
citizenship.

Advertisements sent broadcast produce
certain results in the way of inquiries. It
seemas elementary that for Vancouver Island
and British Columbia the best results would
be obtained by advertising in Great Bri-
Fai‘n, Canada, and wherever English-speak-
ing people desirous of a change might be
found. 1In addition to this the best results
will be had among those to whom British
customs and traditions, British ways of
living and thinking are second nature.

_Following on this is the fact that the
meire’s future stability depends on secur-
ing for its incoming population, in a very
great majority, the men who are either
Anglo-Saxon by birth or blood, or who
“an and will blend in a few generations
with those of Anglo-Saxon antecedents.
I'he Teuton, the Scandinavian, Norwegian,

Swede and Dane, and the French people
are already a blend in the British race.
Each and all, in a generation or two, are
ready to enter into the spirit as well as
the letter of British citizenship.

Good and steadfast citizens will be
found among other nationalitics, and the
cnergetic and adventurous of all races will
come here to a certain extent, but not
enough to make a notable difference. One
of the truest functions of a wisc publicity
system is to work for a citizenship which
may be depended on absolutely, whether
in peace or war. Men who will say, and
prove it by their deeds, “whithersocver thou
goest, I will go; thy people shall be my
people, and thy God my God.”

The American of British ancestry will
make a citizen of that stamp if he comes
into the country and assumes the duties
and the responsibilities of citizenship in
Canada. So will the German, the Scandi-
navian and the Frenchman. “They can and
will blend. The races of Southern Furope
and the Slav races, except in individual in-
stances, cannot and do not blend with the
Anglo-Saxon race. “To hedge and evade as
to this responsibility, on the part of. thos.c
engaged in the task of empire-building, 1s
like “letting 1 dare not, wait upon [ would,
like the poor cat i the adage.” o

It is the duty of publicity orgamzations
to get the best material possible in rhq way
T'hat cannot be done by indis-
criminately reaching out for mere ’munlrw.‘rs.
Ouality, not quantity, is the necessity. I'he
l;l-w-nlv'iding and  peace-loving peoples are
casily  distinguishable, racially, from 'tl.w
more turbulent and ]'C\’E‘.n;{cflll.. A rigid
system of selection, both in pl:!(‘m‘;_{ and an-
swering advertisements, will :;Ed in tl.l(: end
1 building up both British Columbia and

Island to a high standard of
and, mn so

of citizens,

Vancouver

moral and physical cxccllcl.\cc.,

doing, strengthen Great Britain.

Another and an important angle of pub-

licity work is the sincerity and truthfulness
309
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necessary in it. ‘The man at the other end
of an advertisement will judge a country,
as well as an organization, by the treatment
accorded him. The high standards of Brit-
ish honesty and fair play must be followed
in the system employed, or the province, as
well as the publicity bureau, will be brought
into disrepute. Conservatism, rather than
undue enthusiasm, should be employed in
making statements and in printing litera-
ture, although it is perfectly allowable to
enthuse over admitted facts.

Every mile of railway laid on Vancouver
Island is so much publicity. Every road
and trail, every acre of cleared land, every
mill and factory, every dry-dock, steamer,
ferry, vessel, tramway line and public or
private building is the same. Every man,
woman and child that lives here is part and
parcel of the knowledge scattered abroad
in the advertisements and a living portion
of the vast scheme of the up-building of an
empire, ‘

The quality of the private and public
life of the province, the city and the island,
the character of the communities, as well
as individual morality, enter into the ques-
tion of publicity work; the higher the stan-
dard the greater scope allowed for due
praisc and for encouragement to future
partners in the enterprise of empire-
building.

Perhaps there was never more need for
building with care and with unselfishness
than at the present. It is an era of com-
mercial war for supremacy—and between
many nations. It is a time when Great
Britain with all her gigantic resources is
“taking stock.” Her colonies are immense
and incalculably valuable assets, even meas.
ured only in a commercial sense. As pillars
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of the Empire they have again and again
proven their devotion and loyalty. In .
tracting settlers to the province, men whe
will be asked to join in the task of defend-
ing and abiding by British principles and
government, the publicity organizations of
British Columbia have more than a merely
perfunctory duty to perform.

Here on Vancouver Island, whose stra-
tegic importance in case of a war can scarce-
ly be over-estimated, it would be a source
of the keenest gratification to the Mother-
country if the citizenship was very largely
Anglo-Saxon, and welded to British insti-
tutions by not only the oath of citizenship,
but the blood of a fraternal strain.

For then, if war should come, there
would be a united and lion-like people to
meet the foe, and not a Babel-camp of scat-
tered and unwilling aliens.

And so, in the mighty development of the
Empire, publicity work can and must play
at least some slight part in the higher aims
of national progress. To build up solidly
and carefully the foundation of a good
citizenship is surely no mean task; to help
weld together a population which will up-
hold and defend the traditions and welfare
of the Anglo-Saxon race is worth the while
of every man; to add, even in a small de-
gree, to the stability and glory of an empire
is a splendid privilege.

And in the work of advertising and
bringing about the increase of population,
and the development of Vancouver Island
and British Columbia, the publicity organi-
zations of the province have their share of
a responsibility which cannot be shifted;
a responsibility to the Empire, to future
generations, and to Time.
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The Japanese Quarter

N Powell street, east of Columbia

avenue, where the Japanese live,

I saw Japanese children playing

baseball. Japanese business men

talking real estate, and Japanese laborers

drinking in a saloon where sake is not sold.

But I did not see, at first sight, anything
Oriental.

When bubbled the mighty kettle of the
gods in which the races of our world were
brewed, the Japanese were part of the scum
that boiled to the top. But they have picked
up since.

Because they had from the beginning
wild-fire energy, an artistic sense and a
cleverness that lives next door to diablery,
they have mounted to a high plane in the
world’s affairs. The Japanese sets his teeth
when difficulties arise and the only way to
keep him down is to kill him.

Most people think there is considerable
analogy between the Japanese and the
Chinese. The Chinese do not like people
to think so. There really is very little.
The Japanese have borrowed very much
from the Chinese. They are good bor-
rowers. Nearly everything they have is
borrowed or stolen. Everything is common
property to the Japanese. The Chinese are
a people filled with self-respect. The per-
sonal equation shows in everything the
Chinese do. The attitude of the Chinese
is mediaeval. The Japanese is an oppor-
tunist, In this country he gets along well
and makes money. He is sober, and without
the coarser criminal tendencies. He gives
the police little trouble. He has no dignity
like the Chinese. He talks English, though
he thinks Japanese. He tries to be a Cana-
dian, always for business reasons. The
Japanese in this country has cast away his
household gods, or, at least, he has laid
them away—with moth balls, He does not
in Vancouver hang a lantern over his door

to drive away evil spirits, or burn Joss-
paper to propitiate them. IHe is not afraid
of devils in this western hemisphere.  He
fears nothing here but poverty.

The brotherhood of man is yet a long
way off ; you have only to go to the Japanese
quarter to sce that. You do not have to

© go there. You only have to go somewhere

where you can sec the Japanese smile, Any-
one can see there is something wrong with
that smile. It is not a real smile. 1t is
only the fifteenth carbon copy of a smile.

The owner of that weak glacial smile
does not want to antagonize anybody, be-
cause antagonism does not pay, but he does
not want to make friends. T'hat people are
in this world to help other wayfarers over
a bad piece of road and to be helped them-
selves when the way is rough and they are
far from home is not in his philosophy.  He
is here mostly for himself. Even in Japan
the Japanese do not trust cach other. In
this country the Japanese does not trust any-
body.

The Japanese can grin until his face is
like one of his own painted laughing masks,
but it 1s still below zero in lus eyes.  He
may be in America so long that he becomes
as characterless as an old shirt from too
much washing, but the ice in his eyes will
never melt.  The trouble is that the Japan-
ese is without a sense of humor.  The
Japanese artists produce landscapes fvirhout
perspective; if you consider cvcrythnpg vou
will sce that is what is wrong with the
Japanese character.

For half a mile of its length the men of
the cold bosom have printed thcix: pleasant-
sounding names on the shop wuulqws of
Powell street, in English, and in their own
symbols, but they h'nvc not p.rmtcd thcﬁm'arks
of their individuality upon it, as the Chinese
have on Pender street—they have not cared
They are not here to do that sort of

n

to.
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thing. There is no money in it, and they
are here to make money, as much as they
can. Money is at the back of every Japanese
motive.

At first glance only the window-signs and
the dried devil fish and straw sandals and
sake bottles in the windows themselves tell
you that you are in the Japanese quarter, But
presently you notice a barber shop in which
a Japanese woman barber is shaving a tro-
glodyte of a coolie with a razor of un-
familiar shape, and you hear from an upper
window the weak tinkle of a Japanese lute,
and a voice pitched high, singing something
with a queer slow rhythm, probably a ballad
~of ancient lineage. These things were all
I saw or heard on Powell street that I might
not have seen and heard on any street in
Vancouver. Look for something picturesque
and having Oriental character on Powell
street, as 1 did, and you will look in vain.
You will see no Japanese wearing a single
rag of the costume of his country. Ameri-
can store clothes is the raiment of the Nip-
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ponese in Vancouver, and small is the per- -
centage of picturesqueness in the blue over]].
I should think the women would wear thejr
native costume, or touches of it, at least
They may do so, perhaps, within doors,
But they don’t on the'streets. The Japan-
ese women I saw looked like Siwash klootch-
men, both in dress and physiognomy.

Powell street is a monochrome; there is
no color. There is not a suggestion of the
Japanese architecture in any of the build-
ings, The shop windows have little in
them that is interesting or curious. Little
of the stuff is Japanese. Some carved ivory,
a little china, Japanese cereals, some dried
vegetables and fish, and some primitive look-’
ing carpentry tools and agricultural or
rather gardening implements in a hardware
store window were all that I saw. It i
easy to see that the Japanese are business
men. There are plenty of Japanese real
estate offices on Powell street, and they do
a good business.

TO A Dreamer

By AGNES LEE

(From '“Collier's Weekly'")

Build air castles, child;
Build high and build regal.
To gem-paven halls
Bring bloom of the wild
And wing of the eagle

To blazon the walls.

Bring laughter and lay.
“Float standard and streamer
From bastions upsprung.
Oh, when you are gtay
Dream yet, for the dreamer
Forever is young!



HURRYING THE EAST

the Chinese to hurry you say “fitee, fitee,” and the Chinese hurry. The

word “hi-aku” is supposed to cause the Japancse to hurry, but the Japanese
will not hurry for a white man. The Japanese word for us means something not
vespectful or printable, and the Japanese are only biding their time until the Japanese
navy comes over to make war and take possession of the United States and Canada,
and settle the annexation and reciprocity and the Is Canada Worth Keeping? questions
forever. In the meantime a contempt that laughs at words is the Japanese attitude
toward the white race, “Arribi” picturesquely qualified is the word employed in
attempts to accelerate the East Indian, but the only way you can hurry the drowsy
Hindu 1s to kill him.

WHEN the Chinese want to hurry they say “fitee, fitce”; when you want

TWENTY-FIVE YEARS AFTER
‘ Y ANCOUVER is really twenty-ﬁvé years old this month; that is, the town was

incorporated in April, 1886. The event is to be cclebrated, later on, with

“carnival and pageant, in which the jubilation which Vancouver has not in her
busy past had time to express will be let loose. The commercial and civic alchemists,
who have achieved so much in twenty-five years, have lived to see a spectacle no city-
builders ever saw before—the city of their hands grown to size and fame, and known
in the world for both commerce and beauty. What R. H. Dana, Jr., quoted in a
recent “Collier’s,” said about San Francisco in 1836, might have been said in 1886 about
Vancouver, and would have been fulfilled just as certainly. “"The abundance of wogd
and water,” wrote Dana, “the extreme fertility of its shores, the c..\'ccllqn‘c.c'of its
climate, which is as near to being perfect as any in the world, and its facilities f()r
navigation, affording the best anchoring ground on the whole western coast ot America,
all fit it for a place of great importance.” Dana had not heard of Burrard Inlet,

of course,
# #*

THE SINGING WIRES

HE other day the shivering telegraph wires sang their Vcnus!wrg ‘sonfg ]to
Richard McBride again. Everyone knows how strong that siren .stfnf ]tu:
wires carry from Ottawa is. Sometimes, pcrhaps, the singing wires may lure

the Premier from Victoria. Richard McBride is not his own master. Neither docs
he belong to the Conservative party. British.Co].umbm IS Mistress ot‘ hlsf hfci]‘ Lclt it
be understood that this paragraph is not platitudinous. In the course of public duty

Richard McBride has done much for British Columbia. Personally his career s

: . : : ' hen he has finished the
without a blot. His duty to this province will be fulfilled w ) AT
sizable big things he has started to do for British Columbia.  When rthe Wll‘(,bnf.l
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and he does not go, it is to his credit. He must be thinking of certain marks which
he promised to put on the map of British Columbia. The government of British
Columbia has promised to carry on a big progressive work. If the Premier went to
Ottawa now it would be desertion. But the Conservative party is very insistent.
What is the Conservative party? It is a traditional party. It isn’t worth while.
British Columbia is. Then the Premier of British Columbia need not be, in the

limiting sense, provincial.
* ¥ . %

THE BLUE-PRINT

NCE on a time history was written on scrolls with a goose quill, Now it is
written on blue-prints. History is being made very fast in British Columbia
at present. Blue-print townsites are getting born at the rate of one per

month, which is a high birth-rate even for British Columbia.

* ¥ *

WINGED PRICES

HEN the real-estate operator starts kite-flying, the prices of lots begin to
aviate. The hopeful western man flies at them. The sober-minded, stand-
patting Eastern Canadian, to whose cautious eye British Columbia real

estate, though far away, looks any color but green, and who looks at a new townsite
through a diminishing glass before he risks his money, cannot understand this. He
stands wrapped in thought, watching the West cheerfully subdividing itself and
expresses the wise economic opinion that it can’t last. He solemnly warns the West
to go slow. There’s plenty of time, he says. He thinks there’s too much town

boosting and country exploitation in British Columbia. He shakes his head at
Single Tax.

EXPANSION

: HE outside edges of the British Columbian sprawling city, where she is pushing

back the forest so rapidly that it can fairly be seen melting away, smell like

4 new-born mining camp with green lumber, and the only sounds to be heard
are the pounding of hammers and the scraping of saws. As fast as the woods can be
cleared away houses rise up as if by enchantment, and where a short time ago new
streets had existence only on blue-prints, or were invisible save to the eye of an opti-
mistic real-estate dealer’s imagination, rows of naked-new dwellings stand ready for
the paint brush, and are selling at famine prices. And if you walk a mile farther into
the unshorn forest, you will see a surveyor’s transit sticking in a brush pile, and you

will come upon voung men with a steel measuring tape, an axe and a plentiful supply
ot stakes.

& ¥
THE COAST SAWMILL

N the shadowy caves where sit the great band-saws that sing chromatic songs as
they cat through the huge logs, flashing their teeth in the velvet dusk. the gnbmes
and afrites of the cavern show teeth in grins of widely different des’cent as they

move Zl.l’llldSt their resounding machinery. They are Japanese, Chinese, Siwash, French-
L:m:lfh:m, Finn, Irish and Pathan. Also in the yards Ol’ltside al;lonv th; balsam
smelling lumber piles, the East meets the West and borrows cig,arette ;;apers Men
between wl}osc tongues, races and habits of life there is the width of the worlc.l work
tlogc.thef' without apparent antipathy—the tall umber-brown men from the nc;rth of
ndia, 10 unkempt hair and beards, wearing the half-barbaric turban and American

"\)VC]';[“:, t}lt‘ ;, inning ' lp.mc%c n t et 1-Delte ( :‘l aala [II Ila]l(l W th cal
S YT Y ¢ SC, at d h 0110'} b ] d n d. 1 . l
l ! X = aalan m



Port Moody

(Continued from Page 274)

all day with furious song, the 1ron-rhymed
chanties of the great bandsaws. All day
these terrific ballads rise and fall in waves
of sound that break upon the mountain
sides like surf on a beach. But evening’s
quict coming brings a great silence. If you
stand at the mill gates when the whistles
utter their rough notice that the labors of
the day are over, you will see the mill
coolies, Hindus, Chinamen and Japanese,
who give quaint character to the little Brit-
ish Columbia sawmill town, oozing out like
paint squeezed from tubes.

T'o many Eastern Canadians this spectacle
would seem as picturesque as a circus
parade. The tall, big-boned Chinese mill
hand would seem very different from the
putty-faced laundry-man of the Eastern
provinces, who has cut off his pig-tail and
dresses in an ordinary business suit. The
six-foot Hindu in his turban and with his
black beard tucked into a silk net would
cause a curious crowd to collect if he were
exhibited in a shop window in Hamilton,
Ontario. Eastern Canada never saw him
except in pictures. The people east of Win-
nipeg who think the Japanese are a physi-
cally diminutive race would be surprised if
they saw the square-built, heavy-limbed,
thick-necked and moustached ex-soldiers an.l
sallors of Japan who work in the Port
Moody mills. This local color that British
Columbians are so familiar with alwavs
looks to Eastern Canadians like the Arabian
Nights dramatized, or as if India’s coral
strand had lost its bearings. A fortune
waits the enterprising Vancouver man who
will - take a pink-turbaned Hindu and ex-
hibit him in Ontario country villages at a
nickel a head.

In a small town like Port Moody there
are many more opportunities of observing
what misfits the Orientals are in our climate
than in a large place like Vancouver. It is
all very well to think of the men of the
Orient as of romantic value and parts of
a lively color scheme, but it is an exceptional
white man who can think of brothering an
Oriental, even if the Oriental would let
him, There is no brotherhood of man busi-
ness in the mills of Port Moody. The
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Sikh' hates the Chinaman and the China-
man.detcsts the Japanese and the white man
despises all three. The white man would
push the others off the map if he could, and
naturally the men of the East, who are
better haters than the white men because
their minds run deeper, have no friendly
feelings toward the Western people, who
would take them by the scruff of the neck
and heave them back into their own lati-
tudes tomorrow if it were possible. You
may talk about the great melting pot and
what it can do, and the ferment of races,
but you can’t change men’s skins any more
than you can wipe away their prejudices.

It is strange that men should not be
brothers.  The good missionaries say that
the conversion of the Orientals to Chris-
tianity will solve the problem, but you never
saw an Oriental who was more than half
a Christian.  In the meantime, T would
advise sociologists to go to the Port Moody
mills and view brown, yellow and white
man at their humble tasks.  The sociolo-
gist will find this profitable employment,
but he won't arrive anvwhere.  There s
plenty of scope for analysis and deduction,
and it would hardly be possible to find a
better place in British Columbia, or in
America to study the comparative hatreds of
mankind. race for race and color for color.
Considered as a sink of humanity, Port
Moodv 1s far more interesting than many
places twenty times its size.  Nowhere in
America is it possible to find more pic-
turesqueness squeezed into a narrow area.
All the colors in the tapestry are there.
You can see the prospectors, the wanderers
of the hills, the fishermen, the people of the
Inlet, the logeer, and the mill hand in bulk.
You have a chance to see the oldest moun-
tains in the world, one of the finest inland
harbors, scenery as varied and as beautiful
as anv in British Columbia, which is the
same as saying in the world.  Just now the
heads of the mountains are white as the
neck of a girl, with snows that shine like
wet silver when the infrequent sun looks
through the mists and the low clouds that
are so full of ramn.

T'he soft air browned over the town of

Vit
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the many sawmills, the driving gear, the
shafting, the belts and the bandsaws stood
still, but the incinerators still burned with
red flames and fumed along the curve of
the water-front.
at their game of knuckle-bones in their
shacks, cow bells clanked in grass-grown
streets, a Japanese woman sang a strange-
worded slumber song to bring sleep to her
brown baby’s eyes, white mill hands drank
in the dingy bar-rooms, and in the front
room of a Chinaman’s house a yellow man
sat twanging the strings of a banjo and
singing the songs of a far country, The
Canadian Pacific whistled suddenly and I
was half a mile from the station. I knew
that it would stop only long enough to pick
up a Cantonese “political man,” with opium
pellets hidden in the tightly-coiled queue on
the top of his head and a bundle containing
his pipe, a pair of embroidered slippers, and
a little silver box containing a charm to keep
off rheumatism, and whose friends, with
whom he has been plotting against an Em-
peror and a dynasty thousands of miles
away, bid him goodbye with a shrill inco-
herence of sing-song Cantonese. I and my
lame leg ran, but as somebody has said, a
lame leg is a poor companion to catch a
train with. L had almost reached the end
of the long station platform when the long
train clanked away and squirmed around the
curve on whose tangent the station stands.
1 knew that the next train went to Van-
couver not before morning.  So I started
to walk twelve measured miles. Tt s at
such times that you realize the inadequacy
of the English language. '

‘I'he Hindustani played
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The upper sky was dulled pewter with
a numberable few dim candle-sparks of
stars. The creeping mist came in from the
Inlet in steaming columns of drifting vapor
like the ghosts of the dead that walk at
night. On my left the track edged the dark
forest. I could see the gray steel of the
rails, but I could not see the ties I stumbled
over. 1Twelve chain-measured miles is 2
long way to walk on a black night with
one good leg. The smells of the shore-
slime and the wet fog were in the night
air, as well as the smell of the green forest.
The little crawling waves made soft sounds
on the narrow shelf of sand which was the
beach, In a short time I overtook a little
wizened old Chinaman, plodding along to-
ward Barnet. With him I walked till we
saw ahead of us the refuse burners of Bar-
net, still spitting red flames, and Tom Sing,
for that was his name, left me, turning from
the track into the hill-ascending forest, up
a black-shadowed old skid road. Strange
company were Sing and I for each other,
bromide and sulphide, pagan and near-
Christian (perhaps), yellow man and white.
When I had left lumber-smelling Barnet
behind, the cloaking darkness, heavy with
the scent of the sea and the odor of the
wet woods, swallowed me up. Across the
Inlet the lights of North Vancouver starred
the blackness, and a few more miles brought
Vancouver’s lamps into view. The elec-
tricity of a city, or even the yellow spot of
a lighted window, is good company on a
lonely road, though miles distant.

SY(CYF



Pan the Piper 1n Stanley ¢
Park, Vancouver

By Blanche E.

OT only in Kensington Gardens
does “Peter Pan” play his im-
mortal pipes: since the fairies
showed him how to fly, one of
his favorite haunts has been Stanley Park.
Summer or winter, they who listen may
hear his magical music—the music that
makes the heart happy and the feet “dancy.”
Twice have I tried to weave into words
the splendor, the immensity and the mys-
tery of this wonderful plavground of Na-
ture; but no picture, either of pen or pig-
ment, could ever adequately convey the fugi-
tive imagery, the unspeakable charm, that
lingers everywhere in this beauty-spot of
Vancouver.
Would you see it through a shimmer of
summer sunshine? Then come with me.
Stepping under an archway of twined
and twisted greenery, I suddenly found my-
self on enchanted ground. The lure of the
forest was irresistible, and the world outside,
the noise, the bustle of business, and the
homes of men, all faded into the far vista of
the unreal. Here were the haunts of Na-
ture, as Nature herself had moulded them,
and a great sense of awe and wonderment
filled my heart at the magnificence of her
colossal handiwork.  The wizardry of
strange, low music seemed to {loat around
me, and soft intangible voices were calling:
Sunbeams glisten—sunbeams glisten,
Pan is piping in the glade;
Come and listen—come and listen,
Where the sunshine meets the shade.
Joyously I walked along, my steps keep-
ing time to the rhythm of answering words
in my brain:
I am coming—I am coming,
Spirits, whosoe’er ye be;
I can hear your voices humming,
All their magic minstrelsy.
I am coming—I am coming!—

Yes! I am coming—or rather going—-

Holt Murison

where?  What forest is this—what spell
has me in thrall? s this the “forest prime-
val” where Evangeline wandered with her
beloved, before the shadow of sorrow fe!l
over her fair Acadie? Or if I turn down
that sheltered path, so richly hung with
glorious green tapestries, shall 1 suddenly
come upon Robin Hood and his merry men
teasting in some hidden glade?

Which way shall T take? ‘They are all
so enticing, so entrancing, so lovely! FHere
18 a path that positively beckons—I must
follow. Perhaps I may find love-sick Or-
lando hanging his amorous verses on some
grant tree, or wooing sweet Rosalind in the
shelter of some shady nook:

Hark! the breezes fill the bellows
Of the Organ of the Wood ;
Nature’s touch the music mellows,
Tl it fileers through the blood.
While the senses strive to capture
All the spacious, boundless rapture,
That 1s flowing like a flood
Through the wood—through the wood !

There is something so immeasurably vast
about everything, it scems to draw one's
soul to the very verpe of the infinite.

Look at this great Douglas fir towering
hundreds of feet above me; how infinitesi-
mal I feel, and how altogether insignificant
scem the little ways of men compared with
the mighty immenscenesses of Nature.  Here
is a grand old forest monarch stretched on
the ground, slain by some unknown hand,
perhaps a hundred years ago.  Slain, did |
say P—no, only bruised and wounded; for
sce this tall, strong tree growing from its
heart, and striking tenacious clinging roots
into its withered trunk. Look at this gi-
gantic stump, whose severed tendrils once
twined so tenderly about the broad bosom
of the great Earth-mother who nurtured
them., What cruel hand uprooted them
and wrenched them from her heart? But

a7
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the Earth-mother never forsakes her own;
see how tenderly she has bound up the torn
and broken tendrils with the exquisite
grrecnery of moss and fern, and poured the
balm of the fragrance of sweet wild flowers
into the gaping wounds. Here are two
tree lovers—a huge fir leaning coquettishly
against the breast of a still more lofty cedar.
How many men and maidens—lovers also
—have passed under their branches, I won-
der: and what wonderful love-language do
their prisoned souls whisper to each other
in the silence of the night?

Wandering on I reach a broad winding
road where the roll of buggy wheels and
the toot-toot of automobiles drown the music
of “Pan the Piper” and the voices of the
forest. T'he noisy rush of modern life sud-
denly spoils the heavenly harmony of things,
and—O) '—what is this? Shades of Baucis
and Philemon!  Somebody is posing for a
photograph in the huge empty hollow of a
tremendous blackened stump.  “How are
the mighty fallen!”—let me creep into the
shelter of this enticing vista of arched and
trellised foliage, and find again the creatures
of my imagination.

[ wonder did Sir Galahad ride this way
in quest of the Holy Graill—and I won-
der if I look through that little opening
shall I sce forest folk at play, or find behind
that thick wall of wundergrowth an en-
chanted palace where a sleeping princess
awaits the coming of a fairy prince!

I peep—Dbut, alas! myv gaze cannot pierce
the tangled growth of centuries, and the
forest folk hide at my approach. I can
hear the soft swish of their gossamer gowns
as they disappear among the bushes, and
with a sense of disappointment I step back
to the foorpath. The sun glints and glim-
mers through innumerable branches, weav-
ing fantastic patterns of light and shade,
clothing this heele shrub with a deeper
green, dressing this majestic maple with
new loveliness, and spreading a sheen of
radiance over the lofty tree tops.

But another voice is calling, and I stop to
listen. T'he mystic melodies of the forest are
mingling with the deep, dirgeful syncopations
of the sea, and listening to the wonderful
symphony of waves and wind I find my-
self on the fringe of a little sheltered bay,
where rippling waters are sparkling with
the glitter of a million gems whose count-
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less facets radiate the sunshine in prismatic
profusion.

What a picture it makes! English Bay,
with the long arm of Point Grey thrown
caressingly around its shimmering, palpi-
tating waters, and the dim hills in the dis-
tance stepping back over the edge of the
horizon right into the splendor of the sun-
sei.

The ordorous atmosphere of the forest
and the salt fresh air of the sea blend in
a Pranic elixir that steeps the senses in
beauty at every breath, and fills the heart
with the sheer joy of being.

Then comes again, low and intangible,
the same sweet indescribable music I had
heard on entering the woods. Was it the
Spirit of the Sea chanting its immemorial
anthem to the Spirit of the Forest?—or
was 1t indeed the little god pushing his
way through the tangled undergrowth, and
playing his enchanted reeds to awaken his
friends the fairies to the frolics of the com-
ing night ?—or perhaps he was perched on
Siwash Rock, serenading the mermaidens,
who never dance so delightfully as when
keeping time to the delicious fantasia of
“Pan the Piper.”

That is a sunshiny glimpse. Now take a
peep through the Shetland veil of snow.

3 Re N

ANDERING at random through
\/ ‘/ the winter wonder of Stanley
Park I heard the hum of merry
voices and the ring of happy laughter, in-
terspersed with little startled shrieks, not of
terror, but enjoyment. All these sounds
mingled in a murmurous melody that called
to the slumberous senses and awakened
them to a strange virile delight. Stanley
Park is always enchanted ground to me,
tull of mysteries and surprises—mysteries I
cannot at all times fathom, and surprises
that transfigure woodland ways, sheltered
nooks and trellised trees into triumphal
arches, fairy grottoes peopled with visionary
llt.tle folk, and unbeaten trails through a
wizard world of imagery and romance.
Imagination runs riot as I step proudly be-
nc:gth the triumphal arches of the inter-
lacing branches it pleases my fancy to think
havci been erected especially in my honor.
T he Spirit of the Woods has established
an aftinity with the Spirit of my Being, and
whenever T enter his domain he meets me
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by the way. He it is who solves for me
the sccret of the silence, who interprets the
meaning of the mystery, and lifts the cur-
tain that veils the inner beauty of the outer
semblance of things.

Fe is such an artist, this beneficent spirit,
and fills in his wonderful designs with be-
wildering panoramic effects. In Stanley
Park the canvas he spreads is superb; and
although with the scasons his impressions
vary, yet the outlines of the picture remain
majestically the same. For background he
takes the mighty mountains, and for fore-
ground the towering trees. In the spring
and summer time he carpets the soft brown
carth with cool green grass, and stars the
ground and hedgerows with sweet wild
flowers, while with a master-touch he
sketches in the delicate tracery of fern and
moss. Through the tangled perspective of
thousands of interlacing branches he weaves
his light and shade, and dips his brush alike
in sunshine and shadow, just as the whim
pleases him.  He changes his picture un-
ceasingly, but always entrancingly, and they
who read aright grow glad in the con-
sciousness of the splendor of the style and
the sublimity of the subject,

At heart an artist is ever a poet, and a
poct is ever a musician,  All have alike free
access to the nner sanctuary of the soul,
and meet on the same sacred plane; the
only difference being that each gives to the
world his impression of the infinite in his
own way.  One chooses a brush to paint
his picture, another a pen to give his mes-
sage, while  another makes  his  appeal
through & harmony of sweet sounds, and
the song he has brought away from the
Great Silence. ’

The poetry of the forest is epic and
l.\'.ric both—epic in the cuphonious erandeur
of swaying branches and lofty tree-tops, and
Ivric in the dancing rhyvthm of waving erass
and hlung feat. No imperfect nwtrc-, no
halting measure, ever finds a place in the
poesy of the Spirit of the Woods, for the
poem he writes is eternal, and is traced jn-
delibly on the heart of man,

As for musicl—where can one hear such
heavenly harmonies as when the Spirit of
the .\\"'muls is at his instrument?  The
music is t!\c nw(‘lium ot his moods; the wan-
dering winds fill the bellows of his great
organ, and unseen fingers open and close

i
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the stops at his behest. The hidden chords
make melody at his bidding and awaken
the emotions of the sensitised soul, like
zephyrs among the strings of an Afolian
harp.

On this winter’s afternoon the music
was hushed, except where the stillness was
stirred into sound by that enticing lilt of
laughter and distant murmur of merry
voices. ’

With the glad anticipation of a new sur-
prise and a swift exhilaration of spirit I
turned down a narrow pathway in the direc-
tion whence the voices came. Every tre-
mulous leaf was stoled in white, every
lichen-covered log surpliced in snowdown;
while the spotless draperies of a thousand
bending branches only served to enhance
the grandeur and to throw into deeper re-
lief the dusked distances between the trees.

I found the voices and joined in their
merriment. Surrounded by a palisade of
pines lay a frozen lake with its congealed
waters scintillating and sparkling in the
winter sunshine. Happy revellers glided
across its smooth surface on winged feet,
laughing and chattering like glad spirits
suddenly set free from the cage of the hum-
drum work-a-day world.

“Men are only boys grown tall:
Hearts don’t change much after all!’—

thought I—and sure enough it is true.
All were just children of different ages as
they joined in the fun and frolic, skating
and shiding hither and thither in rhythmical
swaying motion, keeping time to the merry
measure that was throbbing in their own
hearts.

Old Sol smiled serenely on the gay scene
:md. was just taking a farewell peep before
saying good-night as 1 came away, for he
goes to bed early on winter days.

Truly, Stanley Park is a gorgeous holi-
f_lay ground either in summer or winter.
I'he seasons only illustrate the sweet var-
iableness of the magic it weaves around
every mortal who ventures into its winding
ways and sheltered nooks, and learns how
near humanity really is to that jmmortal

spirit which animates alike the soul of man
and the soul of Nature.
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HE story of Vancouver. the city of
graphic history, which has, in twenty-
five years of growth, smashed all

known records of civic development unvolls
itself in the June number of the Britisn
Columbia Magazine. The special Quarter-
centenary Number, which will appear in
June and will commemorate Vancouver's
twenty-fifth birthday. will be filled with ar-
ticles in which will be told with color and
power Vancouver's history. These articles
dealing with the past, present and future of
Vancouver from every interesting angle will
he illustrated by hundreds of pictures. The
magazine wili have a cover with five colors.
It will be the utmost achievement in Cana-
dian magazine production. It will have the

character of a souvenir,

It will be a great historical panorama of
Vancouver.

Twenty-five Thousand Copies will be Printed
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Faery mnvestment made for our cilenss
i3 approsed of by & boas
tharonghly canvers s lecal condy
tons. MWrite for Tal parboulass to

GEQ. . ELLIS, Manager
Vancouver, B, C.

Special attontion :
ceived from British
Hivestors,

oof dhreators

Canada National
Fire Insurance
Company

incorporated by Special Act of the

Partlament of Canada

Authorired Capital - $3,000,000.00

HEAD OFFICE WIRNIPEG, MANITOBA
BRANGHES THROUGHOUT THE DOMINION

A limited amount of stock is nrew obtain-
able at a moderate price

For all particulars apply

R. i. POTTS, Local Manager
559 Granville St.. VANCOUVER, B.C.

GENERAL SECURITIES (0.

LNV b
Bankers and Brokers
Head Office:

Coptaf

B. C.

Vancouver,

Authoyized, 3300 i

VREIICAT I Yk ey E0 b

1NN [ESIRRITER

IS . 1 t -
< AN

5

A Ceneral Trust and Loan Business
Transacted

soe b Doode Dicte 500 0 Moo s

Rooeotpeniie 1oy i fiobgen ]

RETR 00 SRR NS IS B U N I 0 3 RS AR A TS

GENERAL AGENTS

Western Union Fire Insurance Compang

REAL ESTATE

S ey

DEPARTMENT
SEEEEREN S

Noerba Uit

Urs:t foonh Crriet ot

441 Richards St Phaone 3583

B

Wi wieatiun to

St ctwra

jist

H

Vancouver Investments

Flov- ek N
Wohat b H
shofte fer veay (R
GILLEY PARK. 11 f
h A EEAN Pt e

C. L MERRITT & CO.

410 Homer St.

Yancouver, B.C.

Bevan, Gore & Eliot

Liralted

Nt e b e e 3 i e i
PR

Investment Brokers

Stocks and Bonds, Mortgages, Real
Estate, ete,

“t Popader mleost PI2N Gl ovient Sipesy
Vs, €0

ATENEIEN RN

LTI 11 SR P S g




PRITISH VOLUMBIN MACAZINE

COLUMBIA
FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY

LIMITED

HEAD QFFILE

341 Hastings St. West, Vancouver, Can.

Authorized Capital, - $500,000.00

Subscribed Capital, - 2806.700.00

SURPLUS 10 POLICY HOLDERS, 288,712.00
iy Hr iy

Boobb B vy s i bond
BV OAMGLE NN VS v iuesndent

W Rest KRE D Micoivlaess

B O T SN L ST S SN F F R SRS R R

fosaes vitp oz o bt b o salys

Agents Wanted in Unrepresented Districts
Liberal Commissions

nNnnMZep;mCGoe VWRCOCOO
UM B2~ mMOZPLOXM

Coubr Mabiress T BIALN VANUOGUVER S
Ceonde AVaisdern Dt Pesees ) Padithon
City Propety, Watertromiage, Trackage, Estates Managed
Rents, toans, Insurance, Siouks and Boods, Farm Lands
Fruit Lands, Timber Lands, Coal Lands, Miws ang

Business €hanEs g opmion VRUST BUILDING
Vancouver, .0, PHOKE 3223

COME TO

CLOVERDALE

thabing centre
the anenst fertile
adiouet g Jel
P uinder onde
vieond o ondy
Ly eleetrie

shend pans

R
bvoadapts
ot tog
arndoapples

chon el

[SELE NS BREE ST

(R THETEE T EEPE R

: e vk [T uerr. New
Voot aesl g woooaltowl
winehi are owoithin one fvaar dronn rhese
true MWrite or enddb amnacdiatly fon
fabiey puresuiars

JOHN D. KEARNS

Farm lands----City Property
Suite 404-5 Bower Building
543 Granville 5t.

Yancouver, B.C.

Wi wothbe fo Yoo

————

FARM LANDS
IN BRITISH COLUMBIA

For FRUTE, DAIRY o CHICKEN

AWeo have theag from 8 1o 0D aeres.
TEvou woant one wdd ittle of ue improves
mwents, G ooue comsbanings a4 high ate of
cultivation witin a besotiful home, we oan
supyds crthe car viry reasenabie prices, with

asntadleed poaas ny Bal arec o vasy tenns,

Real Estate in Vancouver is inrisking

stoedilv o valwes Breellent profits are to

b aede By gudichods anvestients, We
fave vhoive propertios il sections,

We also deal in Timber, Mines, Stocks
and Shares.

Write ns for full particulars,
BEATON & HEMSWORTH
CMembers Vineonver Stock Bxelinnge)
Thone 7001 329 Pender St
VANCOUVER, It O,

I

slesee mraten Dosiel Colpmbis Magazsine



BRITISTE OOLTMBIN s VAN

Small Fruit and Vegetable

Farms

10 to 13 acres. high, rich bottom land, ene and

one-half miles from Mission city.

line runs through property.

third cash. 1, 2, 3 years.

C. P.R. main
$250 per acre. one-

€. ALSO 89U feet of

Fraser River waterfrontage near Steel City, $75

per (oot

FRANK PAXTON COMPANY

525 Pender Street West,

ROOMS 8 and 9

Vancouver, B. C.

PHONE 8690

A. R. THOMAS

INVESTMENT

BROKER

Money received for Investment
Agteements for Sale b e TOK,
St ban Moty e
Cits Maorsy

To ety N
o ey e

REAL ESTATE
BOUGHT AND SOLD

Choice lots in South Vancouver, also in

[P

North Vancouver
For S5 enshosad badanes pand an cmnll
tarteriy anstabitents you can by Gailz
fuet in Baraabs

Ve for price st

334 Seymour St. Vancouver, B.C.

Extablished VoG

S0% More Income

Hcote ot JATEE RO SO £ o

G I ERE Preten N el k

L
radential bvewownt O
;

ut M oper cent

Fud,

Heere g an g

IO 1 LR s T

e osecarities vl

The Connpran
divrdends vree s
the

stamds ar w16k per ~hin

price ot chwe
7:&('
prosent the preference st
}\UI‘L’EI.’!N’!! atopar,
tavarahle oms

Eoeay he

SHEY on veny

Address: Dept. &

NATIONAL FINANCE COMPANY, Limited
FISCAL AGENTS
Head Office: VANCOUVER, 8¢

Torawh eficiar MNew Woelrgas BooCs €
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sy, iy § woag vt s Fokg, NOB
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BETTISH COLINDIA MAGAZINE

READ THIS

Special Offer for a Short While Only

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE one year § .5()

Manthly

SATURDAY SlU’VSI T one year- - - - 200 |
Weekly
§3.5

$2.50 Both Publications for one year, only $2.50

I

This v vere Jow price for these two leading publica xm . The BRITISH
L0 l'\H.l A MAGAYIXNT i \Muhl.ul Hmtrm«l with photogeaphs of all pares
sritishy Calumibin amd the resding matter also Jdeals entis (i\ wath frue 8t torics and
oppercngs i the Province, The BoC) SATURIEAY SUNSET Lo WEEKLY

poper tor b waung and okl T effers comments o the eading questions of the

Lo and desis T gelv woth the anniie of Brirsh Columbia, Ohiite za\’cnrh a8 pave
Potrnred mection fus been added 10 this papu hf Weekly, amd atready the publishers
ok by e number of pew sileriptions surned iy, that e Pallie dpprecinte gnod

pictares of every phase of Lire, industrial activity, development, nanaal reouroes,
Pother matters of interest W the Provinee.

NOTE THIS GREAT BARGAIN

British Columbia Magazine (monthly) - . . .- $1.50
B. C Saturday Sunset (weekfy) - - - - . . . 200
Weekly Province . - - e 1.00

$4.50
$3.00 ALL THREE FOR ONL YEAR $3.00
ar THIS GEHLK
BRITISII COLUMBILT MAGILIZINE  S1.50
WELRKLY PROVINCE - - - - 1.00
§2.50
These Two for ()il(’ )(’m - - - - 873

ke VLT s BT i

corres annd cendd novane Oinder new to the

gt Dlepastinent el g \lx svine, Vs e, 1O
Sl il N 13 s A\

WUt s Avliertaeg pie se pomttat Hibtidl Cotuanbis Moooooine



BRITISIT COLUMBIN MAGAZINE

I

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. Codenrath . Publisher
Stewart - British Columbia

WIE ARE PREPARED TO

OUTFIT

HO MESEEKERS
LAND LOCATORS

going info

The NAAS VALLEY

AND CARRY IN STOCK
FULL EQUIPMENTS
FOR THE PROSPECTOR
AND MINE OWNER

1ARHY aMITH & EU

THE BIG STORE

Stewart, British Columbia

15 When wetting e Mdvertisais plosee mration Beih




LEADING CITIES AND TOWNS

of BRITISIE 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-
dustrics are on file at the Bureau of Opportunity, conducted hy the British Columbia Mag-
azine, or may be obtained hy writing direct to the secretary of the local organizution

Figures Tell the Story of
Vancouver, British Columbia

Lompiled monihly by The Vawsouver Information ond Tourist Lisocintion, €33 Uranvitle 81, Vancoswver, #.C.

The B, C. B, Ruilway Company pays to the City ecertain percentages of the re-
ceipts on ity tram lines.  The growth of Vancouver is indicated by the amouot of these

payments:
901.5 . $20,626.69 Average per month S 343,77
1966 10,163.38 “ v Ri6,94
1907 16,366.90 o . 1.363.90
1908 .. 23,182,483 v o 1,931,586
1904 33,604 .50 o - 2,807,590
1910 17,419.78 N ' 395164
Bank Clearings—
Total for Year JAN. FEB.
910 . S URKRIR 1911 : $3%,933,289 $36,529,964
wug _ 287,529,994 1910 29,331,224 29,534,539
1908 13,083,416 1909 | 16,407,127 16,AK3,356
Land Registry —
Total for Year JAN. FEB.
1910 §223,179.20 19111 §18,375. 24 $19,875.59
199 IELBEEN ¥ 1914 1564355 1595115
Custons—
Total JAN. FEB.
Plhooomber, 14910 AR L INX] T9L] o417 625 06 454,966
. 10 N AN SN [RRAVIPIRY B S5 N0 344,838

Building Permits—
TR NIER L

AL S RN IR PIRETY

W g, AL FEB qory i
1909 1910

Farat 5 omonths 32.0360,163 AR IS H L
oy, B o 3‘4&)\‘,2])‘5 £ W8S S
‘ o B 772 B AR IS ST
o v R T AR ST
oou . S i S YoHEE A
L ) 6,135,373 IR TR
R o f, 73 TH [ ST LT
P B ' 7,238,565 LR AT

Tetd o ARRYR RN

Thapts PRSI

Fricro o . | o LN R NGY NG

TRTY R De Cestoms Huedi cear shues oot end anbl Manen Giet




BRITISH COLUMEBIA MAGAZINE

®

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE HOTEL DIRECTORY

B0

All Goverament an? Committee Publications sent
fere upun fegquest.  We have on hand cupies of the
following minutes and publications, which we will
send upon application 1o Department if, Vancouver

Infoymation Hurean, Vancouver, B, C

Vancouver “Province” “World" “News-Adver.
viser.”  (dailies); Saturday  Sumset' fweekly):
“British  Columbia  Magazine,” “Fruit Magaeine”
{monthlic«).

GOVERNMENT PUBLICATIONS~New British
Columbia, describing the Northern Interior { Bulle-
un No. 221, Agricolture in British Columbia ‘Bullco
tin Neo. 10}, Hand Book of Brtieh Celumbia {Bulie.
tin Neo. 23), Game of British Columbia (Bulletin
No, 17), Budgzt Speech, 1810, The Mineraj Prov.
inee. Repart Minister of Mines for 1908, B. C
Medical Register, Report on Northeastern part ot
Graham Isiand, Annual Repurt of the Public Schoals
of British Cohambia.

GOVERNMENT  MAPS - Hritsh  Columbia,
Northern Interior of British Colambia, Southwent
Portion of British Columbia, Southeast Fortion of

Vancouver Island, East and West Kootenay Disurics,
Portien of Coast District, R 1. and Prinve Rupert
District, Western Portion of Vancouver Island, New
Westminster District and  adjacent 1alands, Alberms
Districy, Vancouver islard, Belits Coola  Distries,
Hazelton, Summerlaed, Burnaby, Nechace Valley,
Great Central Lake, Vancouver [sland, Yale Pistrict,

COMMUNITY PURLICATIONS—North Vancou.
ver, Victoria and Varcouver Isiand, New Woest.
minster, Prince  Rupery, Similkameen, Kamloups,
Asgheroit, Chitliwack, Penticton, Naramnta, Vernorn,
Port Moody amd  surrounding  Distsicts,  Railway
felders and pamphiets,

Firms Represented by Members
of the Vancouver Tourists’
Association

1he

Mewibere will kisbly advies
g sy errers a0 smblveeso s, vlasgs
eto., fhat mmay oeeur i thas e t

ACCOUNTANTS, AUDITORS, E'TC.
Brooks, James, 337 Carrall Street,

Buttar & Chiene, $36 Hoastings Streer W,
Chambers & W ilwn 347 Pender Street.
Clarkson, Cross & Helliwell, Maolsans Bank Bldg.
Crehan, Mouat & CUn, 615 Pender Stzeet

Devlin, E. F., 29 Flack Block,

Fisher, Win., 16 Winch Building,

Kendall, Sewell & Co. Exchange Bidge,
Witer, George F., 593 Domivien Trua Bldg,

ADVERTISING AGENCIES

Litnited, 1310 Dominion Urust Buihling

Addvertising Agerey, $43 Hastings Street.
ARCHITECTS

Bayiv, tx. M., #1714 Damision Trast Building.

Donnetian & Donnetlan, 319 Peuder Street

Fee, T. A., Fee Blok.

Gamble & Kaapp, 66 Davie Chambers.

Grant & Henderson, 413 Granvilie Street

Ads,
Nable

Grithth, H. S, %12 Dominion Trust Building.
Hooper, thos, 527 Winch Buoilding.

Hope & h.ﬂ&cx, 603 Tlastings Sticet WL
Marburny-Somervell, W, 43 Exchange Buoidding.
Melean, G K, 45 Pairtield Huildie

Thorntan & Jc’me‘ $34 Hastings Street
Whiteway, W, 1, Molsons Bank Ii.nhhnp
Wright, Rushford o Cahill, 76% Dunsmuir Stecet,

ARTISTS

S, P. Judge, & Coart House Rlock.

Y oRITING

o Selssvtyyes Jizaiw

{
i

Windsor
I Iotel

O, BILODEALU, Proprietor

Neathv Parsished,
Centeally Traated,
Open Das awd Naght,
Caartenis AMtenten
Reasonabic Rates
Stenne Heated

Furopean Plan - 13
American Plan .

L7h un
LA ap

—

New Westminster
Neat to Tram Othee
P
100 ROOMS

Britoals
ilafanbia

Phone I8N Rox 873

AUCTIONEERS,

Miller. Jo J, #% Hasstings Street.
ART SUPPLIES
Art mporium, %01 Georgia Street

Cockbure's Art Gallery, 63 Graoville St

S, ). Phompson, ¢10 Granvitle Street.

BANKS.

of British North America, Hastings §
of Hamilmn, Hamibon and Hasti
Hank of Uaronto, +45 Hastiags Street W
Hank of Vanvouver, Cambie and Hasts s Ste
Fastern Townshi ips Bank, Canibie & flastiogs S,
Roval Bank of Canada, Hawings & Hemer Ses
Rioval Bark, Fat Fnd Branch, Westiminstey Ave.

and Hastings
Praders Bank of €

BARRISTERS

Cassidy, K., K.C, TUronn I.uldmw
}umhm!um, lhm K., Corten Buid

Bank
Bank

«ICCI

anada, e Hastings Steeer

Withams, A, KO, Moboons Bank \?’mnu.
RH,LI;\RU TABLE S MO
Bronswick-Halke Collersder Co i Ther, 332
Beany Street.”
BOOT AND SHOP DENLT RS
Srark, Edward, €23 Hastinge strees
BUILDERS sUPPLIES
Anvil Bdand Brick Ca 324 y\c_‘.‘:nu Neseet
Dairen & Williams, 331 Perder St
ErNeil, Wi & Con B30 Sevibour Ners
v riron Mo He 100 e Cogapenn




__BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

Seattle’s House of Comfort

fintel
maﬁlnugtnu
Anuey

Canabian vistors to Scatde in-

variably nuhe  this hotel  therr

headquarters. It s centrally

siinted in the heurt of  the

theatre and shopping  section.,

NModern in overy particular with
excellent  cuisine and  service,

“hus

Wire for resenvation.

Auto meets all rams and

boats.

1o HO DAVIS, Proprictor

BUTCHIERS,
Boun & Company, Po,18 Hastings Street.
Vancouver Prince Rupect Meat Co., fad, 156
Hastings Street,
BAKERS.
Hampton Bros, 881 Granvitle Streern
Vancouver Badery, 830 Granyile Sreer

B( YOKSELLERS AND S
Bailev Brus;, Tod, 34 Granville.
Fousveh, G
Thamson Stationery Co., Hoastings Street.
Vancouver Book Co, 937 Crancille Streer
Whiitte & Bindon, HS Hastings Street.

BREWLERIES
Vavcouver Breweries, Lid,

BRROKERS.

Bedbington, K. Gl & Co, Unttonn Building,
Canamdian Development Co., Lid,
Faulhuer, S G., 535 Graoville Spreet.

Whin wrnting e

TATIONERS.

S & Co, Cor Homer & Hastings Sts.

336 ”u’iﬂugs.

i

|

“TwelveStoriesof

Solid Comfort™

Ruilding, eoncrete,
steed and marble,
Located, most fash-
iouabie shopping
district,

210 raoms, 135 haths,

Library and bound
magazines in read-
my rooms for
wuestg,

Must refined hostelry
in Seaule.

Absolutely fireproof,

English Grill.

Rates, 51.00 up

Faulkner, G. Liovd, 421 Pender St WL
Gibbs, Go AL, 555 Granville Strect.
Grey & Gray, 167 Corten Ruilding.
Grossman Trust & Loaon Co, Cotton Building.
Kearns, J. 1), 408 Bawer lild;z
\Xnthcr & Naoble, 629 Hastings Street.
tacMiltan & Glipham, Bank of Commerce Bldg.
\hlansh Bros, 421 Pender St
Smith, F. J., 414 Sevmour Streer,

Weeks, Fdward S, 47 Hastinge St W
Waolverton & Ca, lui Thd Daminion Truse Bldg.
BROON! z\\f) WASH-BOARD
AMANUFACTURERS,

Crown Broom Waorks, 332 Front Streer.
BUSINESS COLLEGES
Central Business Cullege, Pender and Richards,
CABINEL MAKFRS
Davidson & Lab«ik, 428 Clark Diive.
CASH REGISTERS.
National Cash Keglsier Cen, 324 Cambie Street,
CI'TY DIRECTORIES.
Henmderson Puhhthg Co, Flack Block.
CIVIL ENGINEERS.
C nrnwrmhr C. E., Cotran Building.
Macdonell, Gzowski & Cao., 305 Hastings §t., W.
Tracy, Thos, I, 411 Howe Sueet.

Adverticers pleake mention Hrivish Columbia Magarine




L(_)\I Ilbtﬂl()\' BROKERS.
{Yes Brisay, M. & Co, Fairfield Building.
Fvans, F. G, 139 Water Strect,
Alex. Marshall, 144 Watwer St
CONFECTIONERS
R. C, Purdy, 750 Robson Strect,

CONTRACTORS.
Anmnstrang, Morrison & Co, Bowe: Bullding
Columbia Bubulnhie, Lad. 23 Fairfield Bldg
Catgon, M. P, 163 Corton Bullding,
Prissette, J. F., 436 Hastinugs Street,
Heplwyrn, Walter, Cronve Buihiling,
Irwin, Carver & Co., 34 Hhaehisen Bl
Meleain Bros., Molsons Bank Builiding,
Melean, Robt. & Co, 532 Graugville Street
AMebackie, J. ML, 73 Sixth Ave.

Prudentinl Builders, Ltd., Manitoba & Front Sis.

Weeks, W, C, 13 Burns Building,
Wells Canstruction Co., Exchange Buoililing

West Coant Bridue & Diredying Co, boch Bl

Y. Acky, 313 Mexander Sueer.
DRUGGISTS

Henry Ferguson, 130 ininaile Street

DRY GOODS, RETALL

Dirvedule, Gordan, Granvitle »0

i, Charles W, Ladl, 946 Granville Sueet.

Maore & Wikon, 856 Granville Street

ELECTRICAL FINTURES.

Alaee & Chawreblands 7o Granvitle Suoeet.

Canadian General Fleame Co, 1l Peader S

Cope & Nan, 355 Hastngs S

v

Hinton Fleetrie Coanpany, 636 Granyille Nteeet
Northern Blertric & My o Tod ) w85 Peader,

ELECTRIC LIGHT AND POWIR
H. 0 Bleetrie Ratlwoy Co., Ladd
ELECTRICAL WORKS
R Holfmesiter, 1271 Granville treet
FNGRAVERS,
Drarntyaon Hinstnding o, w08 Hastiags Street
FEED AND GRAIN,
Kront & Howee, 129 Cordova Streer AV
FIs] DEALERS
Tyeem AL ML VY Cardova Strvern
FLORINTS
Froland & Uox, 401 Granvilie stoeen
FURRIFRS
San Fronciseo Fur Coo 939 teranville St
FURNTTURE,
rnihire (‘ﬁ{;;;\.lzry N Aoy ativihie Storers
B AL Tad, B3 anale S
A Farnarore Ua, S0 Hlasibvas srees

GAS APPLEANUES

Tie Buraide G Npphance o, 1037 Copurs

B R HHK\(H,
33 H RS AT Sover WL

Chibe & :
(R v«ym\‘l,t Srieet

Plesiisan,

Bl [ - Mirect
Sweeney, T8 ol wed Hbunw Ntiget
GROCERS, RETPALL

Yok O Grewers o 037 Gerendie Sbeer,
Preaitiive 8 & 8 1304 mddava
Fillog, &, 204 Cur Al Npeet
Withoe Hoaston, Jhn Habson Neees,

A

A\ st s ph e

BRETISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

FOR

Economy In Advertising

b

MULTIPLE TYPEWRITTEN LETTIRS

for Cirevlarising and Fellowup Sos-
terns, Notiwes of Mectines ere, Prompt
avtensing ta out-ntonwn orsders
W e et The Multigraphers
1407-8 Dominion Trust Bidg. VRNCOUVER,
PHONMNE 2497 8. C.

VANCOUVER, B.C.

i develaping fastor and e Reat bstate valies
advasr i marg vapirite than ans other iy an
taads, € NORTH VANCOUVER s ihe
ernter od undeatrial emternriee ot the nsament
The Joperial Coy Ol the Chinvrnmest Dy
Frocke and <adivus nihir cencvas ave b
there gnd we apeeishye the sl

Froporis v choan froms MO ey fot op, weal

FIELDS & NMAY

U8 Pender Street W Vasconter, L

THE

FRUIT MAGAZINE

SEANWL B N T

National m scone amd aworidowsde an

s wympathy and sliena

subseription Prive teoans aldres e
Cunada and Uneed stness <1 0l seer
ro Orreat Do and O ey coantiies,
2150 avear

Pubindued inenthl

Pralt Coovvers, oo
Ulonnamers

Vdvertmins falos o anpi i

AN Unreanonderce bt he s
u!z*u:\(‘(i ;1.<l I

The Fruit Magazine Publishiag Co. Ltd.

Vancouver, B.C




INFANTS,
INVALIDS ano
THE AGED.

BRUPTSH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

Wherever there is
a case of enfeebled
digestion, whether from
advancing age, illness,
or general debility, there
is a case for Benger's

Food.

When the stomach becomes weakened, Athe digestion of
ordinary tood becomes only partial, and at times is painful, Ltile
of the food is assimilated, and the body is consequently insufficiently

nourished. ~ This is where Benger's Food helps.

the natural digestive principles, and

food obtainable.
and prescribe it freely.

It contains in itself
15 quite different from any other

All doctors know and approve of its composition,

Thefly 2% 0 07 fore adsays P Pengers Food has,

Panoiee Now Baowery oboo
B sene pose fres on ayepiiea

i &

Jiers Eoad /

MeDowell, TP, 704 Granviile Sueet,
MeVacmany, foseph, 739 Graoville Street
Me WL Walsh, 1200 Sevimour Strees.
Wagr George, 114 Hastinge Street,
GROCERY SUNDRIES.
Little [arov, 24 Cordova St Bl
HARDWARE.

Cunntiyokam Sandersnn, od, 1017 Graas ilie st

Fories & Van Horn, Led, 57 Hastings Street W,

JooN Blenn, 111 Hastings Sireer
MacLachlan Bros, 137 Hastings Street AV,
MePaguast & Moserop, 7 Hastings Street W,

HAY, GRAIN AND CEREALS.

Brackwan-ker Milling Co, The, 25 Pender $i

HEATING AND COORING
APPARNEU S

Loaeney Poundes 4o, P he, S66-370 Beatta Siyeet,

HOTELS,
Blackbura, 318 Wesmineter A etive,
Cacbhan Horel Carabie and € ordoy g &0
Dominion, Vietoga, 11 €.
Gramd, 2V Water sireet.
vapede, Abbatt and  Cordova
; Vaneorver, Norh Vangomer, B, L
StoAlice, Harisen Her Spoiongs, B, C
SMramb, A2 Hasnines Stieet,
Willows, Catiphell River, B, C.

INSURANUELL

Sireets

British Empire fnsurance Co., Johnson-Howe Bik.

Evans, | G, Pavis Cluambers
T\'ml'»‘ Ak

wowith Yhe musg somey
mvtn B

& Co, 210 Donunion Trast Bldg.
A O R T TR U P 7 e

R IR By Bra i b fl L, etttk

MeGregor & Co, D. (., 635 Hastings Street.
Monarch Life Inwutance Co, 30 lmperial Block.
Mutual Life of Canada, 570 Granville Streeq,
Springer, F. B, 435 Granville Street,
FPweedale, C,, 615 Pender Streer,
ICE AND COLD STORAGE.
Vancouser Tee & Cold Srerage Con, Gore Ave,
\Whast,
IMPORTERS AND CONDMISSION
AGENTS.
Shalleross, Macavhyy & Co., 144 Water Street
JAPANESE GOODS,
Furova, M Coo 46 Hastings Street,
Tamwera, 8, 822 Grasville street.
JEWELLERS,
Ay, Thos, 413 Gransilie st
Allan, 0L B B Graan il Streer,
Armisttong, Bob o 009 Havipes St
Bivke, Heruy & Son, Gramville and Hastings Sta.
Crimmert, G0 WL 793 Granville Sirect.
MedMittan, A T tastings and Homer Streets.
LAND AND INVESTMENT
COMPANIES,
Grand Tk Land Canpany, 12 Winel Bidg.
Natural Revorves Sveuriny (o, Lud, nn6 Bower
Huildino,
Nurthern Developuet Cu, 614 Husings Street.
North Coast Land o, 31 Wineh Building,
Provineial Land & vinancial Corporation,
Lranvitie Streer,

888

Western Pagific Developiient Co, Ltd., 739
tastings Streer
mrenfan Mot 3 3 sty Slaorarig
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LEATHER GOQDS.
B. C. Leather Company, 112 Hastings Streer
Stacev & Campbell, 156 Hastings So. WV,
LINOTYPE PRINTERS
shilvock Bros., 438 Pender 8t W. {Rear)
LIQUOR DEALERS.
Benwell, Peart & Co., 226 Cambie Street.
B. C. Wine Company, 534 Pender Streer.
Colcutt & Co., J.,, 412 Homer Streer,
Independent Liquer Co., 63 Hastingsr St |
John Roberton & Son, Lid., 326 Richards Steeer
Maple Leaf Liguor Co., 262 Main St
Pither & Leiver, 183 Warer 5S¢
The Hose & Brooks Co., L, 503 Weaminser.
Vancouver Wine & Spirits Co, 1097 Granville.
West End Liguor Company, 1133 Granville S
LOANS, INSURANCE AND REAL
ESTATE,
Ranfield, Johu J, 607 Hastings Streer.
Bell-Irving & Co, 1L 322 Richards St
Canadian Financiers, Ltd,, 632 Granville Street.
Daow, Fraser & Co, Ltd, 321 Cambie Stireet.
Istand Investment Co,, Lal, 431 Homer Streeet,
Macaulay & Nicolls, #14 Sevimour Sireet.
Mahon, MacFarlond & Procer, Lid., Poider &
Sevmour Streets,
Morgan, E. B, & Co., 339 Pender Street.
National Finance Company, 350 Pender Streer.
Pemberton & Son, 326 Homer Street
Prudential Investment Co., Lul., 106 Front e
Hand, C. D, Granville  and Peuder Streets,
Rand, 1. 1., §32 Granville Siceet.
Van Houten, \W, 1, 537 Pender Street.
Warnd, Burmeter & Von Gravenis, 311 Pemder
Yorkshire Guarantee & Securities Corporation,
+4¢ Sevmour Street,

LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANIES,
Grear West Permaneny, $59 Granvitle Streer,

LUBRICATING OILS
MeColl Hros, & o, Bemrty Streer
LUMBER DEALERS,
Bradford & Tavier, Dominion Truse Bailding
Clarke, W. 1L, 615 Pender Streer
Harrell, M. M, Lumber Co., Daminien Trust B
MeNair-Fraser Lumber Co, Dominien Trust B,
viliver-Scrim Lumber Coo, Lo Building.
Suuth, J. Fyfe & Co, H48 Sevmour sueet
LUMBER MILLS.
BoOCoMills Fimber & Trading Co.
Rat Poriage Lumber Co.
Rebertson & Hacked.
MANUFACTURERS,
The Calgary VMidhog o, tod,
Keatty Nereets
Dravies Paper Bov Co, Pandora and Pask Diive.
Phe Vaevoucer Yhiling and Giain Co Lot
Camehize 3ud S the Soeers,
Canadian Pipe Co, Lrd o 850 Pacific Steet
1 C. Casket Cn 208210 Uanny Bide
Gold Toredn File Praod Co,, #3410 Sevinuur Street,
Leckie, J. & Co., Cordova amd Cnbie Streers
Raoval Seap Compaany, 338 Harris Sireer
Vancouser Machinery Dlepor, 171 Sexvmions Streern
MANUFACTURERS AGENTS.
Anglo-British Caluntaan Ageeey, Lol 803
Mercantile Habding.
Anthony & Moathuwry, Mercantile Building,
Woee Yy

S thie andd
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< PADMORKS
7 GIGAR STORE ¢

( f

Blackwell, B G,

Camphell, George & Co, Mevcantile Building,

Ranald F. Clark, Fairneld Building.

A O, Carnpbell, 330 Beatry Street,

Paching, Frank, v29 Pender Streer

Harrison, F. E, Mercantile Building,

Lrwin, AW, F, Cotan Building.

James, WO A, 334 Granville Street.

Kuight, J. . M aoney™s Biscultsy, 3235 Powell st

Macblenwman, W.o AL, 336 Hastings Street,

MarPheraon & Veesel 1hrake and Heomer S,

Murtin & Robertson, 313 Water Street,

Newmarch, Coeper & o, Vo7 Pender Streen

Navmith & Co, 203 Cedumbd~

Pacific Comt lmperung Co, Ladl, Mercantile B.

Phampson, N, Led., 31% Peoder Street.

Vancouver Agencies, Lid, Mercantile Ruilding,

MAPS AND BLUFPRINTS,

Moir, A& Cuo, 370 Granviile Street,
MERCHANT TALLORS.

MeCallam, A R, 7a2 Granville Street.
MINING COMPANIES,

Boown, HLoB, 810 Peader Soser

Girent Ciranite Developienr Co, Winehy Bldg.

MISCELLANEOUS,

Canada Viavi Company, Fairtield Building

Liominion Glaced Pipe Cement o, Do, T B

Lewer Dandng Acvadeny, Granville & {Tavie 8¢,

Thie]l Detective Service, Faietield Building

NEWSPAPER PUBLISHERS.

Ford, MeConnell Co, The saturday Bunger.

319 Pender Street.

Wheti mehipg to Closting s

[T

Mail Publishing Co, 187 Pender 81
News-Advertiser Co, Pender angd Hamilon S,
Walter C. Nichal, The Daily Province.
World Publishing Co, The Daily World.
NOTARY TPTUBLIC AND BROKER
Fiking, F. Miwhell, 331 Scvunour Street,
Cmancels, §& 1, 537 Pender Street
OFFICE FURNITURE.
Wehstee-Hanna Ca, 47 Cordova Streer,
Ol DEALERS.
Tmperial (8] Compaay, oo Building.
OPTICIANS.
Gamble, J. D, 603 Hastings Stiver.
PAINTERS AND DECORATORS.
Spillman & Co., 925 Graoville Sueet
PHOTOGRAPHERS.
Bullen & Lamb, 737 Pender Street.
L(,\\ﬂ'd-‘ Bren, 621 Granvilic Street.
Eilis, 1o 027 Granville Nrreet
Rmcm \mdm» 319 Pender Street,
Vinson, V. V. 311 Hastings Sereet
Wadds B-'n\, 137 Hastings Street.

PICTURT FRANMING

Art Priporiom, Wt tieargin ¥t

PIANO DEALERS,
Hicks & Lovick Frane Co, 1117 Granville Street,
Montelius Piane House, 341 Hastings Streer,
$haseon, Wm., 1127 Granville Streer.
Sacet, AL WL & Coy, 855 Granvilie Sueet,

et it 4 o H

urrban Al e
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*Whals theTime

)

able.

?
Just the right Time for my

Wolfe’s
Schnapps

It is the most wholesome and the purest spirit obtain-
It is not only a most palatable stimulant but is a
real health tonic, owing 1o its cleansing action on the
Lver, kidneys and other organs.

A glass of ‘Vo]fc's Schnapps before meals is an unfailing
appetiser ; it is a refreshing drink and pick-me-up at all
times, and supetior in every way to ordinary gin.

The Hose & Brooks Co., Ltd.,

504,Westminster Ave., Vancouver, B.C,

AGENTS ¢

PLATE GLASS
Pitkington Hres, Lid, 102 Powell Sireer
The B, C. Plate Glass & Importing Co., Ltd,
Homer and Nelwon Strects.
Western Plate Gloss & Importing Co., 153 Cor-
dova Streer E.
TLUMBERS,
Barr & Anderson, 114 Hastings Steeet
Hodgson Plumbing & Heating Co., Lud, 813
Street.
Leek & Company, $11 Pender Street.

POWDER WORKS.

Hamilton Powder Co,, 9% Powell Stzeer,

PRINTERS.
Commercial Printing Cu., 466 Abbot St
Cowan & Brookhouse, 420 Hastings Streer
Evans & Iastings, 125 Hasings Street.
John F. Morris Co, 1087 Granville Stree
Moore Printing Co., ‘The Cor. Gran. & Robson.
Nicholson, James & Son, 2092 Secomd Ave.
Tivamns, Ao ., 236 13th Avenwe 1,
Trythall & Son, 390 Scvmour Srreet.

PUBLISHERS.
Canadian Press Association, Doem. Trust Bldg
Fruit Magazine Publishing Co, Winch Bidg.

RESTAURANTS.
Alan's Cafe, 29 Hastings Streer W
Cabin Cafe, 615 Hastings Street.
Lemnard's Coflee Palaces, 183 Hastings Stceet,
716 Hastings Street,
Melntyre Cafe, 439 Granville Streev

ROOMING HOUSES.

Gilenwounsd, 940 Pender Street.
Waldorf, 116 Hastings Street.

RUBRER COMPANIES.
Dunlop Tire and Rubber Goods Ca, Ltd, 339
Water Strect,
Vancouver Rubber Co., 180 Hastings Street,
RUBBER STAMDPS.

Hewitr, George 1., Fairtield Building,

REAL ESTATE.
Alexander & MceKay, 1071 Granvilie Street,
Alexander & Conrad, 417 Tadings Street.
Andersen & Clayton, k9 Granville Sreet
Archer & Stevensan, 692 Hroadway,
Austin, A, B & Co., 325 Granville Street
Bare & Husherstone, 326 Sevimour Street.
Bartlett & Barber, $32 Gramalle Sueet,
Bates & Mair, 532 Richards Steeen.
Bavlizs, Vred, 2199 Cornwall Street
Healev, R. J.. Rown 27, 429 Pender Strest W,
Rell & Kerr, 2025 Granville Surees
Herrv & Munroe, 2667 Wesnninster Avenue.
Bernet & Helm, 3%2 Granville Srreet.
Bissell & Snyvder, 264 Hastings Street,
Bhiss & Brauds, 721 Robson Srreer
Borkand & Trousdale, 103 Hastings Syreern
Bedie, Chase AL, ol4 Vender Sy
Bonthorn & Lennavd, 1ot Winch Building.
Brown & Misener, 952 Granville Strect.
Braithwaite & Glass, 2127 Grasalle Sireet.
Kritish Pacifie Trua Co 10l 204 Sevmaour 8t
Bridpe Strect Realty Cao, 2397 biidge Sireet.
Campion-& Pound, Foirbeld Building.

When woisny to advriferrs pleaes gonte s Binsh Colpodia Marssie
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Artistic
Interiors

are nut the prodocts of thoughtless selec-
thory of Wall Papers and Wall Fabrics,
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ST 1 o Tt .
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sapposed 1o be Art. The @it 5 by no
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ful rrestment possibles My buslness &
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Alfred Huggett
Crafteman sod Derarator
524 Peader Street Wesr .
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Carlton, W, 419 Richards Strect.

Canadian Investment Co, $0 Hastings Street W,

Christie, J. A, 543 Granville Street.

City Brokerage Co., 430 Main Srreet,

Clark, H. M. I, 148 Eighth Avenue W.

Clarke, R. Leunox, 417 Pender Street.

Clarke, Joseph, 319 Homer Strect.

Clark, Sevmour & Share, 319 Homer Strect.

Clarke & Thororon, 314 Richards $t.

Comeau & Warden, §71 Hamilton Street.

Commercial Agency, 1118 Granville Steeet

Caok’s Business Exchange, Dominion Trust Bldg.

Caombs, €.V, 1706 Park Drive.

Copp & Murch, 548 Westminster Avenue.

Corbett & Donald, 537 Pender Street.

Craig, James H, 1130 Granville Streer.

Croft & Ashby, 3 Winch Building

Cruise, A. W, & Co., 435 Homer Street.

Devine, H. T., 437 Seymour Street.

Dewar, . A. Co, Lid, Huchison Building

Dewsr & Mavbee, 20085 Park Drive.

Pick Brox, §32 Granville Sireet.

Dickens, B. F, 40§ Hastings Street.

Dodson & Mills, 3531 Richards Street.

Dominion Investors’ Carporation, 313 Dyminion
Trust Bldy.

Diohetty & Wyat, 709 Dunsmuir Sireer

Douglas, C. §., Cor. Richards and Pender St

Drummond, Herbert €., %-9 Winch Sailding.

Ladie, James, 434 Richards Street.

Eardlev, B. A, & Ceo, 413 Granville Street.

Fastern Land Companv, 408 Crown Building

Edwards, G. F., 726 Hastings Sireet

Elkins Bros, 536 Hastings Street.

Endacert & Percival, 344 Pender Street,

Evans & Fraser, 20438 Ttk Avenus WV,

Fyans & Pape, 344 Richards Sereer,

Evarns, R, 2115 Granville Stieet.

Fairley & Stimvon, Loo Huilding.

Faris & Moritservar, 445 Homer $2.

Federal Investments, 312 Pender Street,

Flack, S, 319 Pender Sireer.

Foster, F. W, 317 Pender Sireet.

Fraser & Fraser Co, 3 Winch Bailding,

Frohauf Reaby Corapany, 33-54 Ixchange Bidg.

Freund, H. 116 Hasings Strect.

Frost, A, 1, 344 Georgia Su

Gardoms Broe, 300 12 Granville Streer

General Seryrities Co, 441 Richards Streer.

George & Demminge, $17 Granville Street.

(it} & Cacement, 437 Richands Su

Gaoddard, 1. & Son, 321 Pender Streer,

Goedrict, AL WL & Lo, 2430 Wesminster Ave.

Goodvear & Matheson, Loo Bailding.

Giorden, George A, 323 Winch Building.

Granville Brokerave, 1017 Granville Street,

Grav, €., 233 Pender Sueet

Cireat Western Investment, 6 Winch Building.

Griffith & Lee, 470 Wineh Bldg.

Hamihor & Mathers, 403 Loo Building.

Harbor Development Trust Co., Dom. Trust B.

Harper, Jamer, 315 Cambie Street.

fan, Ho O0 & Co., 539 Broadwaw,

Hevinann, Albert, Cotton Building.

Higpinbotham, A, 1, 334 Broadway.

Hicheimk & Veewer, 344 Pender Btreer

Hopg & Mulholland, Davis Chambers.

Holden, W, 333 Hwmner Street.

Hood Broa, 51% Pender Street

Toseason & Co., 322 Pender Street.

Doperial Invesument Co., X313 Westminster Ave.

Welting

yeivertiveye,
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Imperial Realty Co, 307 Lot Building,

Inkster & Ward, 421 Richards Sireet.
Intecnational Financiers, $uite 35, Exchange B.
James & Ringrose, 2524 Westminster Avenue.
Jobnwon & Richardsan, 614 Hastings Streer.
Jobnson, Harry A, & Col, 422 Richards Street.
Jones, H. A, 307 Cordova Sueet,

Tones, £, & Co, Granville and Tenth Avenue.
Rearpy, John 1., 30% Hower Building,

Kesler, (b, V. 338 Pender Swreer.

Kirkwond, Jas. Co., 1941 Granville Sueet,
Laing & Frame, 347 Pender Srreer,

Lalonde & Clough, 441 Homer Streer

Latimer, Nay & MeTavish, 319 Pender Sireen
Latimer, R. M, 710 Hasaings Sireet.

Leiteh, A, M, 303 Cambie Sueen

Lemble, \W. H., 43% Richards Sorect.

teu, A& Son, 316 Richards Streesn
Lewerke, Alf, 932 Granville Srreet,

Lewis, F. B., 449 Pender Streer

Liddle, Andrew, 305 HHagings Street

Lindsay, WL F., 2210 Cranville Street.

Locaters, The, Dominion Trast Building.
Lockeeood, E. U, Roval Hank Bidg {(Eas Fed;,
Loewen & Harvey, Ltd., 220 Cambie Sreet
MacNav Bros,, 203 Hasings Sweer F
Mackean, Curie & Vaclean, 331 Pender S0 W0
MarRenzie & Srevens. Dominjon Trust Blig
MeDonald, Joseph, 5357 Richards Sereet
MzRenzie & Blackwond, 555 Richards $treet
McPherson & Fullertoa Bros, 333 1<2 Peader 81,
Maitland & Srewart, 315 Homer Street

Martin & Shanron, Flack Black,

Margetson Bros, 321 Homer &1

Matheson & Chase, 336 Cambie Straps,

When wriling

1

it

Maxwell & King, 910 Granville Sireer

Maxwell & LeFeuvre, 2131 Granville Streen

Merrire, CT. L. & Ca, 418 Homer Streer,

Melhuish, Kirchner & (o, tiranville S

Mils Bros, 2007 Granvilie Sireer.

Mole & Kecfer, 106Y Granville Srrern

Maonarch Feate & Trosr Co, 320 Pender Srreset,

Morrigon, M. G, & Co., 336 Hasrings Streer.

Munson & (oo s Pl 335 Pender Sorest

Mutrie & Brown, 375 Rivharidks Sreer

Mutual Investment Co,, Winch Building,

Naffzinger & Duerr, 63 Broadway,

Netherby, Ko Lo & Co, 2030 Granville Srreer

Nichel, AL FL & Co., $12 Granvitle “irser

Nickersnn, WD 937 Granvitle Sreser

Nishet, Robert, 441 Sesmour $tyzer

Nixon, Parton & Melean, 2990 Weaminoer Ave,

North Vancoyver Investmet Co, 13+ Hoastings
S WY,

Oy, Lewis D, 308 Dunsmuir Streer

Osborne, Trausdabe & Osborne, 215 Winch Blig,

Panton & Emsley, 328 Columbia

Park, Jobin V11110 Gopannid

Paverson, A, J, 370 Granvil

Panerson & Ruwer, Roval Bank Bd

Perdue & Hoar, 434 Waean

Powis & Boughion, 333 Cirs

Prenrwe & U 4 % 7230}

Preceste, JoW 1 Hoamer

Ralph & Ruderengcher

Rarhin & Ford, Pe

Rexd, W AL 417 ranuitle

Robersson Broo, Lrd, 33% Bevm

Ropsnsy, & Robwoe, 403 Poo

Rbpieed wBifh 24 Ve
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A fence of this kind only 16 to 23c per running foot
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Shipped 1 rells. Anyone can
put it on the posts without special
tonls,  We were the eriginntors of
this fevee,  ave sobl hundreds of

mmiles for vaclosing parks, Liwns,

wardens,  remetertos,  churches,
stutiont erounds, cle,, vic, Sll}’.’!‘

phed tnany feuwths desived, and
piuted  eithier  white
Alao Parm

Contes,  Neotting,
Fenee Toals) o,

or o ureen,
Fences  and
Baskets,  Mats,

CPage "

Ask for aur 1911 tatalogue, the most
remplete fence catalegue ever
published.

MESSRS. E. G. PRIOR & COMPANY

Victoria and Vancouver, B. C.

Rarison, RO 1L & Cr, 736 Granville Street.
Scatt Brokerage Co., 147 ilostings Street,
seorr, G 1h, 436 Granville Street.

Sevmour, Allan, Sworev & Blair, 412 Hastings So

sharplex & Sharples, 416 Seymour Street,

Sepnehs Brokerage Ca, 240 Hastings Steeet B
stre Realts Ca, 435 €hanville Stieet.

Steele, Chas, Reabiv Co., 325 Pender Street \V
Stevens, Joha F. Trust Co., Mercantile Bldg.
Steveart, Jobm, TIR Hasnngs Steet W,

Stewart & Elintg 2343 Granville Sireet,
stoueheuse, W b
San Realiy Co, 30% Loo
Suthertand, A, D 698 Broadsway.

Tavler, Jo 8, 407 Veuder Sireet

Fhacher & Thomton, 324 Wineh Building.
Phompeon Co, The, 390 Broadway,

Trites, TV N & Cony 039 Gransille Steet.

Ure, Jolin, Bank of Cuntnerce Building.
Viencouver Colonieation Co, 324 Peader Street,
Vancouver Proancial Corperating,
Vernon & Co, 817 Granville Street
Waterfall, A, R, Bank of Comperce Building,

failding,

Western Aanadian loveaunen Co, 43 Flack Bk,

Williams & Mirdodf,
Watking, 0 W, 652 Raobsan Street

Watton & Bowen, 341 1lomer Streer,

MWilmot, A NG & Co, 336 Westimnster Mvenue.
Western Investors, The, 604 \Westminsier Ave,
ereft, S0 B, 41y Sevinour Street.
Waod, James, 437 Leo Builidieg,

Windle, Ho AW, 532 Grunvilie Street,

A A SR TR IR T -

S0 Hasthogs Street,

& Con 23 Granvible Steect

2 Hastings N,

e ntion Bt U aige i

SAFES AND VAULT DOORS.
J.& 1o Taylor Saje Warks, 33 Cordova $t, W,
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS,

Clarke & Stuart Co, Ltd,, Sevmour Street.
Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street.
SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMENT
MAKER
John S. Dsdale, 527 Dunsmnic Sireet.
SEEDSMEN,
Witliam, Rennie & o, Ftd, 1138 Homer Street.
SHEET MIETAL WORKERS
H, A, Stater, 733 Heattie Street.
SIGNS AND BILL POSTING.
Bom & Rickens, Lud, 34¢ Cambie Streer,
SPORTING GOODS,
Tiwlale, Chas, 1, 029 Hasdnus Sireet
STEAMSHIP COMPANIES.
Mackenzie Bros, Lad, 300 Sevmour Street,
Perminal Steam Navigavon Uo, Lud, Evanps-
Celeman dock.

Nerthern Sseamsiip Co, [ rd Cnardeva & Water Sa
Uhnan Steamship Co., of B, C. 407 Granville S
STEANMSHIP AGENTS.

Ralivur, Guthrie & Co., Wineh Bldi

DLE Brows & Macantay, Lud, 3835 Granville

Evans, Uplemat & Eyans, 397 Granville Sireer.
STOCK AND BOND BROKFERS

Retan, Gore & Ellioe, Lad,, 503 Pender Streew

d Mnremry
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in their production, amd beat eeued

Most Healthy

Perfectly Delicious

Onte reason of thedr wandorfal popularity and sucreasine
Jentasid 15 the combamation of healtUegivipg palite s owig 1o
the spdemdud, sound, swhole frae waed, and G the perfoatdy

delicwus fete which in w0 delivately proscryad i tin

E D. SMITH

JAMS, JELLIES, PRESERVES, Etc.

Not oniv are theey made from frat Gareresd froan the bt
fruit ficlds in the NI

Canada,”” but every conceivable modern method nf ¢l

sotr slistries, Rvoson st thie T Guarden of

They cre s perfeetdy dedightind, whoowonld nol wece th
= Braad s

Tre the 1 Doow0 Paos Biltes, Cateup

torape Juice today, snd prove their saposhorits,

- WINONA, ONTARIO

SURVEYORS.
Bauer, Win. A, 431 Seymour Street.
TOBACCONISTS.
Blackson, $., 06 Graaville Street.
TRUST COMPANIES.
Alliance Trust Co., 603 Granville Sureet,
Rritish American Trust Co., Cotton Bldg.
Dominion Trust Campany, Cambie & Hastings.
Mercantile Trust Company, Winch Buailding.
Merchants' Trust & Trading Co. Pender and
Hurrard $is.
North West Canada Trust Co, 433 Hamer St
Statslard Trust Co., 338 Hastings Sreeet W
Vancouver Trust Company, 542 Pender Street.
THEATRES
Vancouver Opera TTouse.
TIMBER LANDS.
Cruisers ‘F'imber Exchange, 615 Pruder Street.
Keare, W. L, 441 Seytnour Street.
Paterson Thuber Co, 336 Pender Strcet
Revnolds, Gearge H., Dominion Trust Huilding,.
Pretty's Timber Exchange, 433 Richards Street,
TINIBER AND MINES
G. Llovd Fanlkoer, 421 Pender Street
TRANSFER COMPANIES.
Vancouver Cartage Co, Lidy, $62 Sevinour 8t
Vancouver Transfer Co., $64 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 Calleniler Ca, 332 Beauy St
BOOTS AND sHOLES.
Ames-Holden, Lrd, $33 Cordeva Street
Leckiv, J.. & Co., 220 Cambie Street.
COFFEE, 'TEAS AND SPICES.
Reaid, Wm. & Co., 20 Haviongs Street.
DRUGGISTS
Natanal Dreng & Chemical Coo of Canada, Lid,
123 Pender Street
Muackay, Smith, Blair & Co., Cambie Streer
Peck, John W, & Co, 337 Water Street.
DRY GOODS.
Crault Bros,, 361 Water Street.

FRUTT AND PRODUCE.
Parsons, Haddock Co., 121 Water Street.
Stewary, F, K. & Co, 127 Wuater Street

GROCERS,
Galy, GO Fo& o, 1043 Seaton Street,
Kelly, Douglas Co., Waier Strect
Maltkn, W L, Lad, Water Steen
HARDWARE.
Wood, Vallance & Leggat, Io Hasangs Sueer W,
PAINTS
W Pendrny & Serel Dod, 340 Brans Sireer

PLUNMBERS SUPPLIES
Aleock, Duening & Rove,

Robertson-Gudaan Co., Lad, 32 Hawtiungs St W,
he 1. 1. Peck Co, DLaly 56 Brauy Sireed
WOO NS

F,oW, Sterhing, Richands aind Cordova Sis.

When writing 1o Advertisery rdease mention British Coluniden Mo
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North Vancouver

wifers the be<t Boled tor Juvestorsan all British
Colambaa, 1wl B fo Vaneosver whst

BIRKENHEAD is to LIVERPOOL

BRODKLYN to NEW YORK

A nessdl ivestment in North Vaosonveor prope iy
e will brites g il rotarn, Honesites are T
Gifercl o FEIND AL B, i the Best pantof North Yane
Comarrat preees S 31200 e IR0 cae . Tuoims v
itk cusie badence guat el asor Eseosents gt 7oy
okt annatg BrEo ar soond a dessete aned secure
e f1ess

D. MACLURG 340 l:ender StW.
Brokar ancouver
h Medal for Excellence, World's Fair ”

THORPE’'S

SODA |

WATER

Vancouwser, Victana end Nelson

INVESTMENTS

FOR THE WISE MAN

We effer thpe very tost an the market,
Our eatensive stafl of outshile agents keep
ps posted with all the snnps offered in

City Property
Waterfrontage
Factory Sites
Farm Lands, etc.

[ there™s o suap going we alwas s have it
Write us #f vou buve anvthong {or exchange.

CENTRAL REAL ESTATE
COMPANY

Cotter Hower and Pendos
sttt s Vanoswsovir, fo O,

HOW TO REGAIN
STRENGTH

Wilson’s
Invalids’
Port

revamyeadesd Tee Toading

{312 Quina
du Perou.

Lan Tioeny wirantods
phcsacians i vases o Serons Dosskdown,
Aol Beboustion, By ~pes of Spavits,

Ceneral AWaadiieas, Woste of Vualng, ete,

ASK YOUR DOCTOR

BIG BOTTLE

Central British Columbia

T hove for sale 15000 acees fu the
FROANHY of

CHILCO LAKE
Al
E. H. ROOME.--Broker and Notary

Koo T2 Pendar stowWest Vanoouver, GO

PITMAN’S

Shorthand and Business

COLLEGE

The oldest, Inyoratand o=t eapipecd College on
the Parine Codst. AN vontm ntal -ubiots taught,
Incicbinud tuttren, sgeeciad atis atton mooen fo back
sord students,

FEES Oue st £15
menths #7500 Toat hochs Live

Write for Provpevins, sent free tooany wldreas,

632634036
Seympur Strect l"(lll('()llvl'l', I).. C.

thiree mentls 305 six

When wiiting fo A leesunra

Phase nuation Briich Colambia Magazing




VICTORIA

VANCOUVER ISLAND, BRITISH COLUMNBIA
CANADA

The Happy City

The City Prosperous

The Best All-Year Climate

The Finest Suburban Districts
The Most Beautiful Surroundings
The Most Law Abiding City

The Healthiest City

The City of Opportunities

The Most Enjoyable Summer Resort
The Most Enjoyable Winter Resort
The Sunshine City

The Flower City

The Happy City

For heautifully illustrated bookict (free) with full infornation
ol Victoria’s splendid and solid progress as the conmung Metro-
polis of Canada North-West, address the Vancouver Jdland

Development League, Victoria, B.C., Canada. Department
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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

“ , ‘ORT GEO 3 IRAWN TO THE
CALGARY FORT GEORGE IS DRAWN TO THI

SAME SCALE AND EXHIBITED SIDE.

SASKATOON BY-SIDE WITH THE MAP OF EACH
VANCOUVER  OF THESE CITIES. THE COMPARI-
SPOKANE SON INCLUDES AREA, POPULA-

TION, VALUES OF LOTS IN VARI-

SEATTLE OUS PARTS OF EACH CITY, Lt

PORTLAND

We have prepared maps and comparative data as sbove deseribed and will be pleased
to send you this valuable information without charge. We want everybudy ta get the
true and correct iden about Fort George---the future metropalis of Centrul British
Cnlumbiav--lhe ratlroad centre the natugsl dislrihuting point reached hy ja L xY\ueS of
navigable waterways---with coal mining, wuter power sod the famous Carihoo gold
mining district all tributary, and a rich agricnltural ares 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
Jnint Dwners and Sole Agents Fort George Tuwnsite

HEAD OFFICE: BOWER BUILDING, VANCOQUVER, BRUTISIE COLUMBIA

Whes woiting 1o Mdiertieas tloase meption Beitisb Columbin Magazme
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THE

VAL Huggetr Co.

{Limited)

824 Pender Street West
Vancouver, B. C.

Craftemen, Decorators avd Geueral

Contrartars

Y E are prepared to discuss
with vou, either by a
personal call or corres-
pondence, the principles

Phooe LR H.W Puryes
The Vancouver Map and
Blue-Print Co, tovesn

Eleetric Blue-Printing, DealtingTeucing

SEECEAeY I Mt Trnhes Aans and Manaeis
folity Maps

The ot |

Sl et Innier I oa g A FESIEH
iy Al

Crowe and Wilaan Chambers, $%5 3oy e SMrees

VANCOUVER, It C.

GOOD HEALTH!

S Narasal keadlth £ e viekieid i of evbhten
@SRy wordd Lauade for boaitle and Bappineyy
LEF IR STV AR

Wilson’s Invalids’ Port

e

e of color and design as )
'- (a ta Quina du Perou:?
appiied  to  the  rreat-
ment of a single room o _ \
. - . vith its eshing o WHZOrat
sroan entire house.  FExperience, cul- with its refreshing and invigorating
tivaced taste, and knowledpge ot the qualities will make vou
vrade (o all {ts many branches make
‘ ypur task an easy one, for we give EALTHY
: vou freely the advantage of our exper- 1":Rl’)\' AND
' ience and facilities in the exccution of APPY
any order you may be pleased 1o
mive us,
i .
Big Bottle Ask YOUR Doctor
AN ’ 1s
Direct Importers of
e et Ters | 50§t LOTS—$70 CASH
-
Oricntal Rugs * $
g Bal. quarterly over two years PRICE $350
. et g v, .
Electric F"ungh Art Fabrics Every lot on an open graded road, cast of
% s A Sevmponr Crneek, North Vincomver, B
IlC(llrcb, &e. ings being rrevted ou e property now
Telephwns and electric Hyht avaiatie
Catt or weet and got e ond fall parti
calars. Whoen certiscdevebpeuents are an-
: aunerd tn o Lo wecks v 1 e tows Tade
”/r’,‘, at once nonserd tn o Laa v S w4 3t
D. MacLURG
334 Peader Street Went Vieresnvir, HU
Wheg writing to Advectiscrs please meatipn Britad Columbia Mazanae
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HAZEI.TON, B.C.

{Registered as South Hazclton)

AW have large property inteseses in blaeellon surreunding 18
w I T glad te feeneh foll partoubars of e resomioes tribu

Grand Fruuk Pacific station grounds,
¥ ta the fmiare oty to all » .o TRy €Iy,

Fa VY
i 4

|
'I.J
s

/i i

,&757:3 Y
Ehée

Sealr, 910 inck— 1 mils

Sketzh showing location of South Hazelton, G. T. P. Townsite and property surtounding, which {s owned
or cantrolled hy the Natural Resources Security Company Limited. Lot 9 is owned by the Methodisy
Migsion Hoard and ix on the river Jevel, 240 feet below the railroad grade, Note Lot 882 is within feur

WHY SHOULD YOU INVEST IN HAZELTON?

biocks of statien grounds,

Bernuse Hazelton will be 3 city-——nol a mere town.

ULTIMATE MANUFACTURING AND
Even now—

HAZELTON i the center of 4 mining area that
inchides noet only pold and the precious metals,
bt the baser ones alse,

HAZELTON is the only city (o Canada which
has anthracite coal equal tn extent and guality
o that of Pennxylvania,

HAZELTON is the firnt cuy east frgm Pronce
Rupert with a fne, dry and heaithy climate.
HAZELTON has a large {ruit and pgricebiural
area direatly tributary: apple orchards now in
bearing.

It hav the peographical and sirategic location of 1he
MINING CENTRE OF THE LAST WEST

HAZELTON is the head of navigation by tiver
steamers from the Pacific Ocean.
HAZELTON is the point from which is projests
ed & railrond 1o Alaska, and from which wil}
radiate branch lines to various mining districis
HAZELTON has the favored locations for sites
for factories, smelters, sawmills, and it bas the
taw materials at its doors.
HAZELTON alteady has an established trade: #
has been the chief outhtting point, with roady and
trails to the imterior; an? the merchants of the
old townsite—on an  Indian  reserve-—are now
éuun;; ready ¢ move in & body to the NEW
. T. P, TOWNSITE.

NATURAL RESOURCES SECURITY CO. LIMITED

Joint Owners and Sole Agents Fart George Townsite

666-61% BOWER BUILDING

343 GRANVILLE STREET

ov—

When vriting to Ndvertisers please mention British Columbia Magazire
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| 1% Acres

FUTURE LARGEST CITY IN THE
INTERIOR OF BRITISH COLUMBIA

$450.00

These lots are in a block adjoining the townsite of Fort George, and n time will occupy the same
yelation o that ity that Fairview or Mount Plessant or Kitsilano now ewupies (o Vancouver,

FORT GEORG

fegual to half s eitv block 1y Terms: One-tenth
Cash; Balance $25 Monthly. In one of these
blocks you get the equivalent of twelve city lots

The fand is sold with a guaraniee that it iz level and free from all detects

i N
e ACKE BLOGHS EOUAL TT [T
W~ 3T LIT FOR SALY rENE
O BBTS e ON CASY TENMS
LB L Lowinl Swor o
e ad e b F A0

o ey
P oeak

tacy

R

s
sk}/i "/
7,

.
M

(%
’ N

D

The QUESTION of the location of the Grand Trunk Pacific Railwsy on the Indian Reservation at
Fort Gearge i3 now zettied,

The Vanecouver Provinie of March 8 guotes
“Pert Georpe proper will be a targe and

District Lot 937 will be the cenwre of Fort George
Father Bellot, the well-known pioneer missionary, as fallows:
flourishing city within 3 very short wme, ripecially in view of the oificial announcement made withis
the past few days by the G T. P. Radway to the effect that thar bransh line to Vancouver wonld be
commenced at once”

Fart George is desi®ied 10 become the ratlroad metropolis ef the Northern iotense of  Brtish
Colurabia, The time 1o buy right is right now. Write us for full particulars.

Canadian National Investors Ltd.
Phone 6488 310 Hastings Street West

Vancouver, B.C.




POINT GREY

HIES 3 the story of our purchase of
Sk oty 1 Point Grey) by which we

~ocarad catttrol of shont o anllion
Julbiry werth sf rins beaniifal residential
Groporty
When the British Columbin Govermmens
Gray ebverneacd the swetion <ale of  Pomt
Crre v Lepede e the fatl of 198, we avd our
phins 1o by g many ot the best blocks as
j)“wx]/ﬁ);(
AW wein Twn

mcti--a survevor and g
metber of o

stadfover all the ground
froan Tratalonr Koad fo Tiperial Storeet, anl
from Teoutl Avenae =outh 1o Twenty fourth
e,

When they had Bashed they knew every
Lioek as thoroughly as vou know the downs
sy strectssknew the stape of the ground,
witether bigh or Tow, and whether easy or
fard toosdear,

Being thos copmnped with nrstdoasd hnow.
fedue, we wery able o hisd intelhgentddy ot
thie auction sabe, and sa weemved 31 of the
tnest Ghocks, whieh would uiike approxy-
e by M g

L &

HORTLY rerswwards  arrangentents
werne vomgpleted fur butlding wearly
adaven mites ol new carlines, and we
Metrucians to our survevors b suhe
dovide all anre properies,

Thon we land toonx the prices oot for s
foue wevks o even a few mombs, buat at
Toast to holl good for badt w year. The
fearon- for tlis were sof phlanthropic, but
af aopirely hushiess watare, Our dieerature
rvoratdiie the ota wus extenaive and ensily,
aind was ot only distribited over Canada,
it hoedrnds of copes were sent o Lone
1 Poaree, Porhin, Vienna, eto. Chur agoots
ahroad husd e be assured v Tor oo ocortain
tive ¢ beast potees wouid rewain firag or
atherwive 1t would bave heen umpaoable for
Phent teowork ap s iterest i the proper-
tres MWeo aherefore assured them that no
prrsee~ wenbd be changed for sixv omonthe
Fliese six aneanhs expire on Ahgy 18

The ool feoihat YOU can by aoday for
ths vacne prices thot we gquatest Tast Tl and
atothie wmritine aen con hase o
Al 3,_'5 bage,

ALVO von

Eave

clroter of

OW det ux sce what has occorred at
Poing Grey since lasy fall,  In the
tirst place, the British Columbia

Ilectrie Ratlway Company is now aperating
the first of it new carfines, being the one
along Tenth Aveune wanid Sasamar Sireet,

Second--the  wvmicipality  is spending
without delay  a  half-million  dollars {or
waterworks, a guarter-mitlion for sewers,
and two hundred thousand for roads and
parks.

Third-—a great many owpers have either
shisbied oy cnurely cleared their properties,
with o tesult thar bundreds of lots now
commamd a glorions outlook towards the
Bay, the Park, Howe Seund and the snow-
eapped mountains behind

Fourthe—aml greatest of allethe Goverp-
wmens decided 10 locate the new Brirish Col-
wnhin Uuiversity at Point Grey,

* ¥ &

X our opinion, this means wmore o Point
I tirey thau anything that has yet ues
curevdd, except what Nature herself has
doste for the distrlen
for WHEREVER A UNIVERSITY 18
SET DOWN, PROPERTY VALUES TM-
MEDIATELY INCREASE, This bas been
proved everywhere, mud the fact that the Uni-
versity of British Columbia is 1o be erected
1 Peant Grey has already greatly enhanced
real estate values, and it will undoubtedly
make it the most desirable residential dise
trict m Vancowver; and as the university
srows and its tlaence extends, it will make
the name of Paint Grey known all over the
chducated workl

* ¥ %

LT yon can sull bny onr Point Grey
Jot~ today for the same prices which
we gquoted last fall, viz,, fromm $700 up

to $1.230, and on terms of pac-quarter cash,
Dhatanee i G, V2018 and 24 months,

We want vou to have as goad a choice as
passibile, <o therefore, write today for frec
Hrerature and prive lists,

ALVENSLEBEN LIMITED

tead Office: Pucific Building, 744 Iastings Street West, Vancouver, B. C.

Hritish Colamhbia Branch Offices:

Hrauch Offices in Burope:

Victoria and Nerth Vancouver,

L.ondon, Paris, Verlin

FOR—e - |



