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The Outdoor Boot

Here, at fast, isa scnstbl' antd shape!v picce of fumwmr

~ designed and built for the' man wh pends at least part of
his time out of doors, in the “silent places” where there are’
no cobblers o repair leaks and breaks, and where a boot must
be staunch and true in every: dctaﬂ of mﬂkmfr and matem'ﬂ

A We tern Boot for West:ern People

Commrh dumbxhts 'md shdpeh ess combme in this 1
nificent “Leck
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"VANCOUVER - - B.C
“ A POINTER TO OUTSIDE INVESTORS”

“Note the pminsular section of our beautiful city.. "All bridges connect with it
==l carline systems empty into it. The arrow encloses the high-class finan-
cxal who!esale, retail and apartmcnt-housc dx,smcu of Vancauvcr

; Invmm:nts in thas area will show handsome profits vmhm the next five
‘years Why? ‘Because its limits are “so dearly and indisputably defined.”

. WE CAN PLACE YOUR MONEY TO ADVANTAGE
“INSIDE THE ARROW” EITHER BY PURCHASE OR

ON FIRST MORTGAGE AT 7 PER CENT, AS WE
ARE SPECIALISTS IN THIS LOCALITY :

“toda}:' for ,our :tcrcstmg bookl:: “VANCOUVER FACT s

; Reiczcnce :
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|
Macaulay & NlCO“S '-uuﬁ??;.f“f:ﬁém A,s,c,n;i:; Kditien
Telephone Seymour 2366
FINANCIAL, INSURANCE
AND ESTATE BROKERS
JAMES J. HUNTER |
MANAGING AGENTS for o numbes Financial Broker
of the principal business blocks in Notary P ublic
the iy,

Municipal and Industrial Stocks and Bonds
SPECIAL, ATTENTION given to R oNEY To o™ onds |

MORTGAGE LOANS. Sound Investments of all kinds

v 1y T . " oy Insurance: Fire and Accident

ORRESPONDENCE SOLICITE I

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED LOCAL INDUSTRIALS A SPECIALTY
regarding invesunent of funds in Arst “

class Vancouver mongages paying 7 Correspondance Solicited
o 8 per cent.

Room 16 Imperial Block
414 Seymour Street Corner Pender and Seymour Streets

Vancouver  British Columbia ’ [ VANCOUVER, B.C.
Mahon, McFarland & Procter

Limited

Real Estate
- Mortgage Loans
Estates Managed
Insurance '

. Wheg writing to Advectisers pkem'maﬁpn xwuh [Columbis: Magazine .
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HE EYES of the whole world are on CENTRAL BRITISH
COLUMBIA, without doubt the richest undeveloped country
on the continent. No man can estimate the value of its

resources in farm lands, timber and mines. Projected railway
development already under way calls for an expenditure of at least
one hundred million dollars in the next few years, and it is sale to
say that an additional hundred million will be expended in de-
veloping other enterprises. The surest way to share in this great
distribution of wealth is to own a good farm along the line of the
Grand Trunk Pacific Railway. Worite for full particulars to

North Coast Land Company, Limited

Paid-up Capital $1,500,000.00 411 Winch Building, VANCOUVER, B. C.

e —
—————

FOURTEEN DOLLARS
PER ACRE

We have placed on the market 10,000
acres ol - splendid agrnu!tumi tand local-
ed i the rich Sulmon Valley, directly on
the Salmon ‘River.” These lands le six-

- teen miles ‘north ol the registered “and
ermanent sutvey of the Grand Trunk
Pacific: Railwar. ~ Subdivided ints forty-
acre tracts and. obtainable at the price
sstated “abiove,” with exceptivnally easy
ferms, this offer will appeal to the actual
settler or the man with 2 fow dolars
100 dnvesto - The s completion  of the
G T, b Ry, will mark a sharp advance
inevery dere of good tand along theiy -
. ﬂght “ay :

First Mortgages

on_Vancouver City Property,
(improved) bearing mterest at
_ the rate of

7% to 8% per annuin

| “in sums from $1000 upwards,
for sale by

‘ H T Devine‘ Co. f

sl e )" Qf l’m‘ m‘&' awd Fleresting book: =
P il FACTOR OF . s:u«.f, e
free ta }w on :wm! 4

W, vmcoévm,
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Banished for Twenty

Years

A man to be banished from his family,
and with ne privilege of communicating
with them, would be w sad affair,

You will be banished from yours per-
manently one day, by deatle  Arve they
pravided for against that contingency?

Better talk it aver with the represent-
ative of

THE MANUFACTURERS
LIFE INSURANCE CO.

Braneh Office for British Colutshia:
Molsons Bank Building, Vancouver

b, 3, Hanoy AAIOR W, H Bakwis
Axency Divector Thistrict Masager
H.- A mxm‘ﬂ,n\u
Caskier

——v——
o ——

GENERAL SECURITIES 0.

LIMITED
Bankers and Brokers

Head Office: " Vancouver, B. C.
Capital Authorized, $300.060

Arcriratn Vore, Red., Fresident

B CoBovers 3. 1. 1St Vive-Pres,

ROBERT MACKENZIE, M. D, dud Vice-Fres.
Vo o Jasses, Bau, Manoiing biregtor

B Gro. Haxsuvts, Hotary Public, Sec'y-Treas.

A General Trust and Loan Business
Transacted

Htocks, Bomls, Debentures; Mortgages
Agretnwends ¥ot Saly Purchasced

MONEY TO LOAN DN FIKST MORTGAGES
GENERAL AGENTS

‘WutomUnionﬂrﬁl nceCo

REAL ESTATE DEPARTMENT
- BYRWART M. REan, Manager
A stlert Hatof iaestment properties
Pt Lundy ‘a‘ixnhcr umm

441 Richards St.

—
e ————

Phone 3588

—-—-—-—W-——_m.‘

425 Pender 5t. West

(OLUMBIA
FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY

LMITED

HEAD OFFICE

541 Hastings St West, Vancouver, Can.

Authorized Capital, - $500,000.00

Subscribad Capital, + 280,700.00

SURPLUS TO POLICY WOLDERS, 288,712.00
{Dee. 31, 1910)

H. H. HEAPS, President
B P MoLENNAN, Vice President
W, B HOURKE, Seeretary

A Yrogrossive Western Company eotirely pepa-
rate from any oiher otiniizalion. Write us for rutes

Agents Wanted In Unrapresented Districts
Lihearal Commissions

will earn

ancouver 6 to 10%
THE PEOPLE'S TRUST COMPANY

Meone

. L LIMITED
Authorized Capital, $5C0,000
TRUSTEES EXECUTORS

VALUATORS = ESTATE AGENTS

Yancouver, B. C
PHONE 8744

ﬁmkm: Royxl Baak of Cannda

'\ LTH ‘five -offices in - British' Co-
XY lumbis we are in-a pusition to
muke. investments: for you to. the bcst\
possible’ advamage, i

‘Bvery investment mada:for our clients
is approved of by 1 board of directors
theroughly

GEO‘ ¥ ELLX Manager
Vancomen B G

Whent wiltiog 16 :Aaariisers pleave” mehtlon MeGY Tolimbts Magastne

tonversant with Jocal condi- -
uan&f AVrite: for- full particulars to
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If i's a Farm
If it's Fruit Land
If it's a Chicken Ranch

Chilliwack

s The  Gurdew of British Columbigeme—

is the Place

Write for Our Mop and Prices

em—————

CHAS. HUTCHESON & CO.
” CHILLIWACK, B. C.

Farm Lands

We have many improved and unone
proved areas of Farm Lands for sale
and especially  several evcellent 3-acre
tracts adjacent to Vancouver,

City Property

Our list comprises the choicest invese-
ments o be secured 1o Vancouver realty,
cither business or residential,

Detailed mformation on any proposition

or correspondence solicited,

JOHN D. KEARNS

Investment Broker
Financial Agent

Suite 404-5 Bower Building
VANCOUVER, B.C.

cheerfully submitted, and your enquiry

o —_
—————toen

m—

l The Coldstream Estate Company, Limited

of this magnificent fruit Jand,

water for each lot,

“ ‘ 'nﬁchcs in the Okanagzm District.

I VERNON, B. C.
l WE have the sale of abour 700 ncres subdivided into lots of from one to twenty acres

Aa extensive irrigation system is in operation, which gives an unfailing supply of
In addition to this there is 2 domestic water and telephone system,
Abaut thirty acres of the estate is used as a nursery from which the best varietics of
apple. and plum trees can be procured at prevailing prices. A large portion of the land
- we have for sale is a.lrcady planted in one-and two-year-old trees.

 The Coldstream Estate is onc of the most hlghiy cultivated and productive fruit

For full mfarmatmn rcgardmg pnm and terms apply 1o

~ PEMBERTON & SON

Vanc.ouver, B. C.

When wiiting 1o WV pliaks Mo BARK Colimbis: Magazine




. ERITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

e B A Mrce,‘; ot Our Rental and Business Openings Department
M&ég‘}&mdﬁl% west bas some opportunities that will pay you
- lo investigate,

We act as Assignees, Trustees, Liquidators,
Executors, Agents.

DEPARTMENTS

Real Estate, Fire Insurance
Accident Imsurance
. Auntomobile Insurance
' Employers’ Liability and Court Bonds

SPECIALISTS IN COQUITLAM

A GENERAL TRUST AND FINANCIAL
BUSINESS TRANSACTED

VANCOUVER TRUST COMPANY, LTD. ”

6814 Pender Street West Vancouver, B.C,
D. von CRAMER, MANAGING DIRECTOR

—— — e——————— oo =Y

A loose sleeved, full skirted,
easy fitting coat that makes
for absolute freedom, perfect
protection and unexampled
comfort. We have a very ex-
tensive selcctlon of Burberry
Coats in materials suitable
for every purpose.

E. CHAPMAN

Bower Bu:ldmg 545 Granvxlle St
~VANCOUVER, B. C.

 Whea' writing “ta’ Mwstinsee plrise sitdtion” Deitigh! Columbia Magarine
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160.Acre Faf'nl FOI' Sale Four miles from Kamloops

The Los Angeles of Canada

40 acres in fall wheat, 2 acres in bearing fruit trees; pood house,
barn, granary, corral and sheds for stock; 100 acres clemed ready for
the plongh; all fenced and cross fenced; school and chorel close :
telephone; good hunting and fishing; best market in British Columbia;
heavy hlack loam; pood cutside ranze for stock.  Price, $6,000; casy
terms. Owner retiting on account of old age.  Farm has only been
cultivated for five vears, and it's a sacrifice at the price.

160- Acre Farms, improved and under cultivation, five miles
from the Canadian Pacific Railway.
No irripation required; pood outside range for running stgw;k
adjoining.  Prices ranging from $25 to $40 per acre.  Guod hunting
and fishing; climate famous throughout the West for its dry,

bracing and health-producing qualities; best of markets: soil heavy
black loam. We specialize in improved farms.

Full particulars on receipt of enquiries.

British American Trust Company, Limited
Cotton Building I : i Vancouver, B. C.

-

e oma——— e —— ——
———

PROFITABLE INVESTMENT

HERL is no better field for profitable investnent in the world today than in
British Columbia timber. This is not subject to fluctuation in the sense that
other commodities are, in that it is a necessity the supply of which is rapidly de-
ereasing. - Capitalists are fully abive 10 the sittation and are quictly increasing their
holdings.  The great trouble is that ordinarily only men of great wealth can take
advantage of the situation. The opportunity. however, is extended to all by the
National Timber Company, by which the maw of small means can reap the benclit
of the vast increase in value of suanding twmber in like proportion to the man -of
wealth, This Company is acquiring upwards of 400 million fcet of timber in the
vicinity of Prince Rupert, and, being situated on the water, the expense of log-
ging and transport is reduced to a miminum. Owing to the heavy rainfall in this
locality there is nu risk from fire. The timber costs the Company about I8¢ per-
thousand feet,  Compare this with the price secured. for stumpage elsewhere. Stump-
age even in the States of Washington and Cregon runs as high as from $3 1o $4 per
thousand. feet, while recent sales in Ontario netted the Government from $10.50 to
$13 per thousand feet. With the completion. of ‘the various transcontinental railway
fimes, opening up, as they will, vast regions ‘adjacent 1o this province, and therehy
increasing the demand for timber, and with the opening of the Panama Canal, Riving
access 1o the markets of the world, the prices now obtaining elsewhere for timber
wil certainly prevail in British Columbia. 1 you wish to make an investment that
is sure, and that will make yon 2 handsome profit, place your order today, A num-
her of shires are now. offered at par value of $1 per share. Prospectuses and full
particulars. maded an application,  Write or eall at the oflice of the Company,

The National Timber Company, Limited

329 Pender Strset West . V. ANCOUVER, B.C.
/ BEATON & HEMSWORTH, General Azents .

When writhg ty-Advertierss. steas mantian Drithsh Calumbis Magasing ,



Skookum Jim

W. R. GORDON

Skookum Jim, “ hias tyee”

Of Coquitlam Indian Rancheree,

Was a big buck chief, but you will see
There was something bigger than even he,

Skookum Jim.

Skookum Jim was old and sage,
At least, so he thought for a man of his
age.
(He was sixty-eight when he earned the
wage
That goes with sin as per Holy Page)
Was Skookum Jim.

Skookum Jim was strictly “it”

In his tribal halls for he held the “sit,”
Of Indian constable, learned and fit
To administer law, he made a hit

With Skockum Jim.

Skookum Jim---but speak it low---

Had one bad fault, when he had the
dough

He'd lick up booze like Chinook winds
blow

Over the land and absorb the snow,

Would Skookum Jim.

Skookum Jim---here hangs the tale---
Went once too oft to the bar-room rail
For another load of his old tin pail,
With the load he had he could hardly

sail,

Could Skookum Jim.

Skookum Jim went sound asleep

On the edge of a wharf by the Fraser
deep.

He never woke up; in a boozy heap

He rolled overboard, and his “tillikums”
weep

For Skookum Jim.

Skookum Jim, “hias tyee”

Of Coquitlam Indian Rancheree,

Was a big buck chief, but, as you see,

There was something bigger than even he,
Skookum Jim.

765
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The Grostast work
of the Groatost River

-« By J.H.Grant,..

»

E cannot estimate the import-
ance of the Fraser River to
the province of British Col-
umbia, " It wouldn’t do us

any good if we could. At the least, we
know that it has cver been the highway
upon which travelled the trade beoween
coast land and "up country.” From time
unreckoned. it bore the tribes and sachems
from mountain’ fastnesses to the Pacific
shores, where they met the Squamish tribes
and  fought ~or traded  as their humar
dictared.

“But all this time, and for ages before,
the great river was doing ‘a greater work.
1ts" headwaters dnd tributaries filched  rock
particles from miles'of mountains, while its
spring floods 1ore soil and vegetation from
the valleys in"its course. " All this mate.
rlal the turbulent racing stream bore down
to:its mouth to build up new lands.

Thiety years ago these delta lands were
great swampy tracts partly submerged and
avergrown. with ‘coarse: girass and.‘rushes;
*where thousands of s
disparted ; now they are—but wait, ,

The Delta monicipality - includes ‘about
40,000 acres. . Within' this arca.: besides

vild fowl bred and

the Delta proper, lie Crescent and VWest.
ham Islands, the latter being separated from
the main delta by a branch of the Fraser
known as Canoe Pass.  Abaur twenty miles
of dyking, builr at a cost of $115,000, pro-
tect these lands from the ravages of the
sea and the great river that gave them
birth,

If you wish to seec this district ot its
best, visit it some day ju June. Go vin
Steveston and take Caprain Brewster's little
steamboat,  the "New Delta,” across the
Fraser's mouth. - It is six miles from
Steveston to. Ladner, the chief landing on
the main delta, and you have ample time
to view the prospect from the steamer’s deck.
A sofr shade of mauve is on the water's
surface, and 2 calm stillness.  You can
scarcely conceive of this sleeping. water be-
ing the same that tore up by root those
giant trees even now reposing helpless upon
thase - sandbanks “and beaches.  Tu the
northease and south purple mountains pil-
lar the horizon and seem to cirele admir-
ingly’ about  Mouat  Baker, ~while -that -
mighty pyramid of white bores the blue of

the sky. To the ‘west, passing steamers -
cazail -blaeks smoke wrenths ‘acrass the open

o2



CLANT TREES REPOSING HELPLESS

sea, while all about you in the river’s
mouth lic the verdant delta lands, like
great Hakes of green fallen from the jaws
of some sleeping monster.

It takes three-quarters of an hour to
make the trip on the “New Delta,” and
much less to see the principal sights of
the city of Ladner. Immediately outside
the town vou will notice numerous small
farms or gardens of from one to ten acres.
Everything about them, from the straggling
fence of pickets to the gnarled vellow work-
men, bespeaks the Orient. Chinese  gar-
dens there, and gardeners. The ground
does not belong to the gardeners; they rent
it at the rate of from thirty to forty dol-
lars per acre per annum. High as this
rent may seemy, the Orientals make  gar-
dening pay, and pay well.  An acre of this
ground has been known to produce twenty-
SIX tons of potatoes, and twenty tons to
the acre s a common crop.  Some white
men as well as Chinamen make a business
of rasing new potaroes for the early mar-
ket.  For these they receive usually about
one hundred dollars per ton, and as soon
as the crop is vathered the ground is sown
with turnip seed.

Getting out bevond the cirele of Chinese
gardens, the helds green and broaden.  All
the air s heavy with a sweet odor. [t
rises with the song of birds and the buzz
of bees from acres and acres of blossoming
clover.  These are the Delta farmers’ hay
fields, and hay is one of his principal crops.

768

UPON TILE SANDBARS AND BEACIHES

Of timothy and clover mixed he often cuts
five tons to the acre, after having pastured
his stock on the meadow until about the
24th of May. I told some farmers on
the northwest prairies of a man I knew on
the Delta who in July cut thirteen tons of
hay from two and one-half acres, and later
cut enough second growth from the same
land to feed three head of stock over win-
ter. They looked at me with mingled pity
and incredulity. At the end of a three
minutes’ silence one of them said: “Say,
voung man, tell that to them as’ll believe
it.  Us fellas knows better.”

FLOME

A DELTA FARMER'S



The Greatest Work of the Grearest River

PISHERMEN
THE LARKES OF

AXD O TUHEIR FAMILIES

PISTANT

RO
AUSTRIEA

Cats is another staple produce, and the
vield of this prain sounds like a fairy tale
e the farmers of other provinces, One
hundred and twenty hushels to the acre is
a comman crop, and sometimes the rallv
shows as high as one hundred and eighty,

Notice those. fine herds of dairy cows
grazing in the green fields.  They are
mostly of the Holstein and Ayrshire breeds.
ast year the Delta shipped abour 125,000
cans of milk, and the capacity of these milk
cans averages fifteen gallons.  See the flocks
of poultry in every farmyard! Ducks and
zecse are there without number,  The many
ditches which drain the land and which can
be flled at will from the river Juring high-
tide afford excellent resorts for these birds.

The average farmer of the Delta &
wealthy ~and “wears a contented smile,
When real-estate men come down from
Vancouver and offer him $300 per acre for
his farm, he fills and lights his pipe with
great deliberation, and. then, to: the utter
dismay of the expectant vendors, he drawls,
“1 puess we can't talk business at that
figure, iriends.” " The truth of the marter
is that he doesn't want to sell at all, Why
should he?  He is making a capital living

“at the best occupation under the sun,  He
grows his own druit, vegetables and heef,
and ‘be it known Delta-fed - beel is con-
sidered second 1o none. - His bees gather
“him a liberal supply of honey from his own
broad acres of dover, . His ‘wood costs
him nothing,- The old .Fraser, not content
with having formed these rich lands. still
henps  favors -upon’ them. - Miles of drift
logs, “torn from Yop- country” shores or
wrenched front the rafts of unfortunate log-

gers, lie bleaching in the sun-along the outer

dykes.” Hither when he wants. fuel the {xr-

HEE

mey repairs and, selecting that which best
suits him, loads hiz waron,

The Indian reservation at Cheewacin s
situated where the land of delta formation
joins the rack and sandy beaches of the
former shore.  The homes here are neat
end eomifortable, for the Indian, {oreign o
Lis reputation as progress may be, has shar-
ed wn the general prosperity, Pouliry of
every variety run about their yards in pleaty,
Large droves of pigs may he seen feeding
far out on the sand bars in tront of the
ceservarion.  These have formed the unigue
habit of waiting for the full tide of even-
ing and swimming tranquilly home upon
ir. Many of the Indians do considerable
farming and own some splendid harses and
cattle.  In the aative burying ground at
Cheewacin neat mounds and costly marble
slabs have replaced many of the ancient
relics of wood.

Like that of most districts in British
Columbia, the population of the Delta is
cosmopolitan.  Chincse, Japanese, Imdian
and white children attend school topether,
and are often seen ranged side by side on
the lacrosse field, If you walk alony the
shores of Canve Pass you will notice num-
erous scow-houses pulled up just beyond
reach of the waves.  In these dwell fisher-
men and their {amities from the lakes of
distant Austria.  Just across the bridge on
the Westham. Island shore are several sal-
mon canneries, and about these Hve Swedish
foremen and managers.  Prominent among
them is Mr., Paul Swenson, a pioneer in
the cannery business of British Columbia,
and the inventor of some adequate deviees in
the ling of cannery machinery, On West-
ham Island also lives one of British Col-
wubia’s oldest pioneers, in the person of

BOAY BOILDING DN
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Mzr. T'rim.  He came to the province from
San Francisco about '62, and since that
time has travelled over most of it, sometimes
as sea captain, sometimes as a prospector,
and sometimes in the capacity of Indian
agent.  T'hree or four times has land which
he staked as homestead or mining claim be-
come townsite.  Upon his pre-emption taken
in "0+ now stands the city of North Van-
couver.  Mr. Trim believes that his farm

on Westham TIsland will some day be the
site of a city,
If, after having wandered among the

Al ) < .
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TIE BRIDGE ACROSS CANOFE DPASS

fields and herds and lawns and orchards,
vou have a desire to know something of
this peerless farming country’s school board,
trade management, municipal affairs in gen-
eral, etc., etc., call at the little office on
the whart and enquire of a man named
MacDiarmid. He knows.

To appropriate another man’s statement,
it is impossible to write the truth about the
Delta without the article seeming like a
boost.  Surely the forming of this fertile
portion of British Columbia was a work
worthy of her greatest river.

MELES OF DRIFT LOGS LUE BLENCILING TN THE SUN AGAINST THE OUTER DYKES




RINCE RUPERT

of newness and  vigor. The

Pacific terminus of the Grand

Trunk Pacific Railway has wo

traditions to respect, save thuse which may

ke of practical advantawe, and the pioneer

citizers are alive in every fibre of their be-
ing,

A new community s apr 10 develop pcm'
factions, © Prince Rupert has been spared
the doubtiul advantage of such a posses-
sian, - Tndividual differences there are, of
course; but when it comes down to what
is best . for o all, everybody thinks alike.
There is a feeling here akin to the “spirit"
that helped in-the making of Seantle, The
founders of Prince Ruperr believe in team
work, rnd practise- it. 8o when you. find
about six thousand ardent individuals, each

s the easence

@ publicity agent, and all working toward a

common end, the place that they call “horg"

iy puing o expand. There s remson - for.

the existence. '\of such a spirite- The ocean
teemips - of @ mighty  transportation: sys-
tem gannot be abscure.” Where keel and
stccl mect'-«therc nust ke a city.

- Five years ago the townsite was unbroken
famst. The waters of Tuek’s Inlet were
‘ Itmcly cIda tmnmcmnl sense nothing dis-

turbed “the deep repose of «thos .silent.

GRAXD TRUNKSPACIFIG

<hores,  Prince Rupert was unborn. To-
day the forest has  vanished,  Wharves,
freight sheds, warchauses and railway yards
Thte the waterfront, There's the rattle and
bang of discharging carge, prind of car
wheels and clatter of hoofs,  Further back
un the business avenues plate-ghins windows
are piled with inviting ygoods. There are

benks, newspapers, theatres, offices, auto-
mobiles buzzing, messenver boys on the

run.  Away up on the tiers of stump-stud-
ded hills are spacious dwellings, green
lawes, and doubtless some social aspirant
giving an Athome.  Frem dusk to dawn

electric lights spangzle the long avenues,

TRAIN, NORTHERN
FRITISI COLLMBIA

kE S



WATER FALL NEAR PRINCE

And only  yesterday  this aren was 3
sombre wilderness, It is a new mental ex-
prrience to reflect on it all,  Prince Ruper:
is being built on more hills than Rome ever
dared think of. * There is a sugrestion of
Edinburzls about these conmmnding heights
and hlafis—a hint of Montreal when one
lovks at the pineroled  moustain rising
sheer behird the city, and at the Timpid seq
passinee lying i’ front,  Prince Rupert is
picturesgues - The townsite i3 asiuccession
of rucky ridges; rolling valleys, abrupt hills
and broad slopes.  The hoary erests of the
Coast Runee pardy yirdle Kaien Island
uport. which the terminus stands.. The oute
fine of“islards,” Porcher, Dundas and 'Ste

RUPENRT, Lo
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phens, rise dimly blue out of the distant sea.
The harbor is 14 miles loag, safe, deep and
jand-locked.

Prince Rupert has been miisrepresented,
particularly regarding the elimate. Tt rains
in Prince Rupert, and it also rains in Van.
couver, Seattle and Tacom:x,  "The weather
i largely similar to what prevails along
the seuthern British Columbia coast and in
the Pugee Sound vountry, bur with the win-
ter somewhat colder. The summer of 1910
was sunshiny, with wet intervals of any-
where from a day ro a week. The sun does
not overlook Prince Rupert, There are
weeks of cloudless weather, and long, long
evenings when it is ditheult 1o know where
twilight ends and dawn begins.  “Fhe sum-
mer of 1910 was a senson of mingled bright.
ness amd showers,  In July of this vear it
was too dry,  The haze from burning woods
hung over the townsite.  Men discarded
their coats.  The water ran low,

Prince Rupert today has barely com-
meaced,  Rough edies and raw corners the
city has in abundance. Yet there 15 round-
ing into form the nucleus of « real city. - A
foundation is being laid that will endure,
The truth of this is obvious to the most
superficial  observer.  Strects are  being
Blasted out of rock. Homes, and not places
of temporary accommodation, are being
built.

Within the next yeur or so the establish-
mient of industries will represent au outlay
of millions, "There are certain facts about
the Grand Trunk Pacific terminus which
appeal to business men everywhere,  The
city is 400 miles nearer Japan than any
other point on the vontinent connected up
with o railway. - The ity s the natoral
trade centre for all the north, and the ship.
ping of the north Pacific is already begin-
ming to centralize here. A fish and eold
storage plant is partially completed st Seal
Cove, on the western end- of “the  Island.
The cost will be $230,000. 1o Dison en-
trance; just off Prince Rupert, there are -
the greatest fishing banks known,  Surveys
are being yun at' Hays Cove on the harbor
front for a dry deck and ship vepaie plant.
to: cost $2,500,000. At the entrance to the
harbor @ marioc depot is nearing comple:
tion, and & quarantine station hay already
been builte . Near Hays Cove n govern.
went wharf of reinforced concrere: is béin
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constructed, A sash and door factory is
kept busy filling orders. The installation
of a permanent water system, to cost nearly
$500,000, will soon start. The public
school represents an outlay of $35,000, and
another 1s needed. The general hospital
was built at an expense of $30,000.

There are five chartered banks, six
churches, and the city owns the light, tele-
phone, water, and sewerage systems.

This will afford an illustration of the
substantial character of some of the enter-
priscs and institutions of Prince Rupert.
The men who are putting their money here
are not philanthropists.  They are hard-

BIRD'S-EYE VIEW OF

PRINCE

headed men of aftairs, and act accordingly.
They realize what the sea-farms of the
Pacific, the fruitful soil of the Naas,
LLakelse, Nechaco and Bulkley Valleys, the
mines of Stewart, Goose Bay and Hazel-
ton, the timber and coal wealth of the
Queen Charlotte Islands, all mean to the
terminus of the Grand Trunk Pacthe.
For a hundred miles the rails of the
new transcontinental follow the winding
Skeena River.  Fhere has been a tramn
service since carly summer.  Spring will
see the iron horse in Hazelton two hun-
dred miles toward the cast. The rordbed
zlong the Skeena is practically a ledge cut

RUPERTY, B C
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out of rock. It penetrates a region that
only vesterday was a closed book. It 1s a
country of hushed and secluded valleys,
rocky peaks veiled in purple haze, gleam-
ing snowfields and murmuring waterfalls,
FFrom the scenic standpoint it is an en-
chanted land—this first one hundred miles
out of Prince Rupert, Civilization has ar-
rived, vet commerce and population can
never remove the charm and magic of the
lower Skeena. 1t s the dreamland of
Canada.

Meanwhile, far back in mountain fast-

nesses by the Alberta border, an army of
toilers labor mightily. They are piercing
the backbone of a continent—spiking down
a steel spine—closing up the last gaps in
the imperial highway known as the Grand
Trunk Pacific. Some day, within the next
two or three vears, there will be an his-
toric ceremony away up among the ever-
lasting hills.  Some dignitary will declare
the great work finished; the campaign
acainst Nature will end, and the soldiers
of industry will diskand.
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X ARE o and
' has

cannery

Steveston
ride with it
carvied you to the
village by the Fraser. Your

car
until it

ride will ke you from
pearly all that s funiliar,
and in the end you will find
vourself where the speech
ol five tongues meets you with a pleasant
shock.  The explosive guteurals of totems
faced Indians, the harsh words of wan-
dering ex-soldiers of Sikh regiments or sail-
ors from the navy of Nippon, and, running
through the babel like the sony of a violin,
the thin cries of the Chinese, remind you
that here iz the land where story books
are written.  Even the English has the
oddness of vernacular bred in lone places
far from where centralization keeps it
pure,

Here are the dream skies of romance,
the shaded marionettes of many  tales,
Here, in bus relief, is the essence of those
hard-boiled lines we used to read in a
public school geography anent the Fraser
River and its salmon, In this vilhgc of
unpainted buildings are the canneries and
the peuplc who work in them. Houses
and cauncries miq’ht be so many shacks and
barns; . for there is nothing to dastmguuh
thety, 1f you stand ousside on the prairie-
like land of Lulu Island and look at Steves-
ton there is little to attract you, You will
sce no trace of the myriads of things that
arake ‘Steveston onc of the strange pictures
mmtcd by nameless waits and tucked away
in vdd corners of the world,

- T'he” big~ canneries stood silent by the
xwer the day we walked along the sea wall
against which the grey suds of the Fras
were forevey: shivering into. spray. Thc
previous night's catch had been poor and
~ the hordes of workers that collected when

the canneries opened soon” railroaded the

few fish inte the shiniog tins. Then they.

Ey Garneﬁ W@\ton

melted away into the jumble of grey sheds
bleaching under the sun.

In this litle community, which for more
than half the year 1 kepr alive by prepara-
tion for the “run” of the fish, you can find
crude men with the habits and lusts that
cling to them until they have climbed far
along the scale.

On the streers, where stand the long
sheds of the Shwash, vou see little brown
“kids” kicking in the sand and innocent of
clothing, A certain demaocracy, learned by
cantact with their {far-coming fellow work-
ers i the cannertes, has stolen frum them
their fear of the white man and his camera.
When we offered to give cach one of them
a picture  they crowded in with much
gizpding on the part of the uirls and de-
lighted grunts from the men and women,
The moment the camera was turned upon
them the grins disappeared magically, and
only solemn visages looked into the lens
of the wonderful black box that makes pic-
tures, An effort 1w induce one seamed old
klootchman to pose for us brought forth an
unexpected - demonstration.  The old hag
suddenly sprang towards us crying, “You

WANDURING EX-SOLDIERS OF SIKH
REGIMENTS

Fi}
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aiva me chikamen?  You giva me chika-
men?” and her lean fingers clutched and
clawed as if already grasping the expected
coin. When we refused she went gabbling
into her shed, while the “group,” carefully
“staged” by the Artist, broke into shouts
of laughter and derision, whether at us or
the disappointed old klootch T cannot say.
During the whole time we remained in the
street her bitter  squalling  continued  to
volley  through the doorway at our con-
scious selves.

As we wandered along, looking through
doorways into one-roomed family abodes.
the Artist stopped to comment on a wooden-
faced baby, with checks hanging down from

either jaw, giving the head a very ludicrous
effecr. “You gottum nice baby,” ventured

heo amiably, and  was rewarded with a
grateful smile from the mother seated ecast-
ern tashion on the doorstep. As for me, |
could think of nothing but that brazen
flattery of the Artst.

The floor of the interior of these one-
roomed houses is littered  with blankets,
furniture, cooking rins, fish gear. carnival
masks, and  usually  three or four dogs.
Over the doorway is a board with “L
1350, or whatever happens to be the num-
ber of the boat in which the man goes out

British Columbia .\’Iagazine

to meet the salmon coming in from the seq

'If a boat is found ‘bottom™ up, its number

is taken and the inhabitants of the shack
with a similar number are notified that the
man will never come home. Looking under
the low-browed arch yvou meet the aullen
eyes of Mary-Nokum, whose man went intg
the river waters many vears ago, and who
has lived with her son-in-law ever since,
Farther on we were accosted by a plank-
faced Siwash who, seeing the Artist busy
mth his ever- 1ead\ sketch book, dcnnnded
“You makum picture me and house? \What
um dolla?”  The Artist lost not only a
good customer but also a chance of fame by
staring at the would-be founder of a family
aallery until he turned disgustedly away.
At the end of the street we came upon
numbers of long reeds drying in the sun.
“Sun dry um. Bime-by make um mat.”
We passed on, leaving behind the shrill
barks of the dogs and harsh voices of the
Siwash, until we found ourselves in a street
where all the faces were Chinese, and where
the voices made music out of the notes of
a chromatic scale. Numbers of Chinese sat
cross-legged in the sun eating “chuck” from
black bowls with chop-sticks. Others lay

USUALLY COMPLT-
ALFFAIRS

CHINESE PIPES ARE

CATED
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loosely an their backs and slept.  Some half

dozen were enjoyving (though to my mind
the word should be enduring) a sinoke.
Chinese pipes are usually complicated affuirs,
and the instrument which circled among the
stmokers was certainly wnique.  The stem
was farge enough to cover the entive mauth,
so that the lips went inside instead of our.
The bowl was o tiny pipe about the size
ot a pencil, which sprouted from the main
tube fike a young twig,  The smoker placed
a pinch of tobacco in the bowl and igaited
it with a burniong stick taken {rom a small
tron furnace. Two or three pufls ended
tie smoke.  The lower part of the main
tube being flled with water, the next
smoker simply blew down the stem, fore-
ing a jet through the smaller pipe, ex-
tinguishing the fire and expelling the burnt
whacco.  In this tedious manner the pipe
went back and forth among the group.
They seemed as harmless as happy chil-
dren. [ wondered how many of them had
been in ar the dearh of the policeman whe
disappeared two years ago, and whose body
was found buried under a tree on the south
bank of the Fraser. He had raided one of
their submerged gambling hells, and for the
priviiege of sceing its blackness with the
high-lights of guttering candles and olive
faces, he pave his life. A few days later
e was missing, and three months went by
bhefore o hunter's dog uncovered the body
in 2 loncly spot on the Fraser’s bank.

Farther on we passed the Jupanese houses,
which were neat and clean as pins, but
which smelled vilely for all that. The Jap-
anese never can rid their stores and houscs
of the strong odors engendered by their
native feods and. wares, which come 1o them
wrapped in mattiog redolent with aromatic
smells from the hold of ocean vessels,

The dainty Japanese women passed us
with their babies fostened to their backs.
Perhaps the constant banging of their Livtle
noses against the mother's back has some-
thing to do with the flatness afterwards de-
veloped in that feature, The men, short
chunks of knotty Nipponese, who run their
fish- boats into the ‘tumbling waste of grey
‘waters at'the Fraser’s mouth, promptly. for-

BIAENTY JAPANESE WOMEN PASSED . .,
WITH THEIR BABIES ON THEIR BACKS

got their English when we spoke to them,
When the Artist would have used his pen-
cil they turned their backs with stolid in-
difference,

As we climbed on to the platform of the
British Columbia Electric’s little green sta.
tion to wait for the car which was to carry
us back to real life as we knew it, the after-
noon sun wis shining on the fields of Lulu
Island. The smells of hay and clover blew
in from level distances. -Only the mehing
blue clouds low on the horizon reminded
us of the mountains which would climb up
out of rhe earth when we travelled towards
Vancouver. ~As the car passed through the
fertile farm- lands, the match-box houses of
Steveston flattened out like the squares of a
checker board, and a sudden turn in the
track shut out the-grey ribbon of the Fraser,



““The Things That Are Cewsar’s’’

True Canadian Reciprocity

WHAT CANADA HAS TO GIVE US

By All)ert Jay Nock

[

(From the

N attempt at social criticism must
risk touching tender spots of
prejudice, and without the ut-
most disinterestedness between

writer and reader injustice Is inevitable—
injustice, I mean, to the subject under con-
sideration. In itself, it is probably not very
important that the writer should conciliate
the reader, or that the reader should always
keep patience with the writer; but it is im-
portant that they should both try to look
fairly at the situation that seems to offer
both of them the chance to learn something,

I travelled in Canada some six thousand
miles.  Between coast and coast I talked
with over two hundred and forty prosperous
transplanted Americans—city people mostly,
many of them coming from cities that I
knew well—Boston, Buffalo, Cleveland,
Detroit and Toledo. They represented all
trades and professions.  All were in early
middle age, having left the United States
at a time of life when sentimental attach-
ments are usually well rooted.

Not one of them as much as asked me one
question about his old home.

Among them, for instance, was a photo-
grapher who made some pictures for me, I
gave him our address, 31 East 17th Street—
and he immediately told me that he had
worked next door to that address for vears.

1 hung around his studio until T was
ashamed to stay any longer, waiting for him
to say something about New York. To
make conversation, if nothing else, how nat-
ural it would scem for him to say, “Well, I
suppose the same old crowd is crossing
Union Square about this time of day.”
Would one not expect at least some little
casual allusion, some hint of personal affec-
tional interest in what was going on at his
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old stamping ground? But nothing of this
sort-happened.

Occurring once, twice, or half a dozen
times, one would think nothing of it. Oc-
curring oftener one would let it go as a
curious coincidence. But occurring with un-
failing regularity two hundred and forty
times, the thing attracts attention.

These men seemed to keep abreast of
United States politics and business, but
never expressed a jot of intimate personal
sentiment or interest. They spoke of the
United States as one of us mighty speak of
Great Britain, impersonally, disinterested-
ly, as though they had never set foot there.
One would say that the United States bore
only a political and commercial interest for
them and that she had not engaged their
affections or taken any permanent hold
upon their patriotic emotions.

My curiosity was still more deeply stirred
when I compared their attitude with that
of the transplanted Eastern people whom
I met in our own Pacific Northwest. These
people were not dissatisfied, not homesick.
They were happy in their new home and I did
not meet one who wanted to go back. But
they still kept a little tender spot for Bos-
tonn or Brooklyn, and voluntarily brought
up their old associations and dwelt on them
pleasurably. '

In every American I met across the linc,
however, this tender spot seemed to be
obliterated. They did not purposely avoid
speaking of their old home. To all appear-
ances it was not a disagreeable or painiul
subject, but one that simply did not occiit
to them. '

I was a good deal puzzled by this exper
ence and I admit somewhat distressed. Lize
most of my readers I am an American, arl
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white we have all progressed be.yopd thg
unintelligent and  miscalled patriotism ot
“v country, right or wrong,” ‘Stlll we dis-
like to see anything looking like evidence
that our civilization does not powerfully
and permanently  take hold upon those
whom it has reared. Perhaps my exper-
‘ence was unique; but even so, since it was
an actual experience and remains a matter
of fact. will it not bear a little impersonal,
disinterested, examination from those of my
readers who have been in Canada, and are
in a position to discuss my observations and
inferences and correct them if they are
wrong ?
A FORGOTTEN FACTOR

A great English critic once in a private
letter passed judgment upon the civiliza-
tion of the United States, that admirable
as it was in many respects it was not inter-
esting, it was without savor and depth, and
that savor and depth could not be made
up for by any amount of industrial pro-
gress or any number of colleges and public
libraries.
ing and illuminating remark in the course
of some observations on the sources of true
patriotism.  “For us to love our country,”

said Burke, “our country ought to be

lovely.”

Now is it not possible (I put this forward
quite tentatively) that we are really some-
what deficient here, that we have somewhat
under-estimated the importance of the ele-
ment indicated by Burke; and may it not be
Just this that one feels by the force of con-
trast with life in Canada? I wish those
of my readers who have had competent op-
pfv'rtunity to compare life, say, in Ottawa,
Victoria or Edmonton, with life in corres-
ponding cities in the United States, would
rhink.czlrcfull,\’ over this question. My own
experience gives an affirmative answer : but
W amatter of this kind any one person’s ex-
prrience must necessarily be so limited and
siperficial that T would prefer to depend
or-the collective experience of those who
h.»_v_h;ul the same opportunity to judge,

ol speaking under these corrections and
Feerrvations, one may at least outline a com-
berson. Our  civilization undoubtedly,
;"] first by its more serl:ous side, presents
' Abpearance of being primarily industrial,
"':”f"l_.\' feudalistic, built upon the unmodi-

fies vight of private property, and withhold-

Edmund Burke also made a clear-
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ing all natural opportunity from the great
majority of its citizens.  Unfortunately
there is not much doubt about this. We are
not concerned at present, however, with the
question whether that kind of civilization
18 now or ever was justifiable. We notice
but one thing about which there surely can
be no doubt, namely, reverting to Burke’s
phrase, that it is not lovely. Life based on
the economic conditions that made our in-
dustrial fortunes and our industrial slums,
that correlates Mr. Rockefeller with so
much involuntary poverty, that made Mr.
Carnegie, made our hell-holes—this is not
an amiable life. It cannot be. It is over-
spread with the curse of hardness, and the
inevitable penalty that Nature puts upon
hardness is hideousness. It has little power
of attraction. One’s interest in it depends
too much on the chance of a cash return.
When one puts it aside, it has little fascina-
tion for the play of memory.

Then also, taken by its lighter side, our
civilization shows the same characteristic
that makes one shiver,—its dullness, its im-
mense tedium. One might say with the
clever French traveller that our life would
be almost bearable if it were not for its
pleasures. This is, of course, not strictly
true; still from the standpoint of the
French, or any people that really knows
how to simplify pleasure, it would pass as
a just criticism. From Newport to the
Tenderloin, from Coney Island to Palm
Beach, one never once misses Consciousness
of the extravagant, laborious and dissatis-
fving ideal of pleasure that we everywhere
set up. Nor is the reason of it far to seck
when one surveys the nervous, hard, unin-
telligent faces in view at the Horse Show,
for instance, or notes the strident, undis-
ciplined voices that converse between acts at
the Metropolitan or the New Theatre. One
asks oneself seriously and in all loyalty to
America (in fact, for a disloyal American
the question could have no interest), onc
asks how a civilization that expresses itself
in a drama like the plays we all attend, in
a literature like the novels we all read, that
creates faces like the faces we all see and
voices like the voices we all hear,—how this
can possibly show itself more interesting by
its lighter side than by its serious side. If
we are candid with ourselves we must admit
that it cannot and does not. I ask again,
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therefore, have we not perhaps under-esti-

mated the practical value as a national asset,

of a prepossessing, healing amenity in our

civilization? I repeat, for the sake of em-

phasis, the practical value, because I put

the question to a strictly practical people.
HOW FOREIGNERS REGARD US

It is well known that foreigners see us
chicfly by the side of our political and com-
mercial dexterity—they see us as we ap-
pear in Mr. Roosevelt and Mr. Pierpont
Morgan, for example. They everywhere
watch the works and ways of Mr. Roose-
velt and Mr. Pierpont Morgan and call
them our ways. And therein, perhaps, they
miss something of the amenity which Vau-
venargues calls the true bond of society,
even going so far as to say that no society
is  possible without it.  Mr, Roosevelt’s
policies and Mr. Pierpont Morgan's do not
make strongly towards amenity; and for-
eigners are apt to perceive this.

Well, but we can’t shape our life to
please foreigners.  Very true, no doubt.
And it is of quite secondary importance also
whether our own citizens who have moved
to Canada miss the same quality under a
changed perspective.  But the matter does
primarily concern those of us who remain
here.  How about our own intimate and
spiritual relation to our country? That is
the important question.  The attitude of
cultivated foreigners and the American emi-
grant into Canada ought to be enough
simply to raise the question whether in our
own behalf the policies of Mr. Roosevelt
and Mr. Pierpont Morgan ought not to be
expanded a trifle, in order to allow more
scope for amenity, Is our civilization so
lovely that we ourselves really love it or
can love it?  Suppose the turn of fortune
carried us to Canada; would we find that
our patriotism was an intelligent and stable
affection that would remain constant under
any sky, or a mere compound of false pride
and flatulence that would disappear at the
international boundary and never recur to
trouble us?

THE FORCE OF SENTIMENT

Let us not underestimate this thing, this
power of imagination, sentiment and poetry
in the life of a nation. History shows
how great a reality it is and how closely
it should be reckoned with, France took
over the border provinces of Alsace-Lor-
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raine, and held them for a number of years
before ceding them back to Germany, A
curious social  phenomenon  appeared.
France is Celtic and Catholic, Alsace i
Teutonic and Protestant. The provinces
had a hard history of conquest and confis.
cation to forgive and forget. Yet the civi-
lization of France exercised such an irre-
sistible power of attraction upon these peo-
ple that when the time came for them to
go back to (Germany they did not want to
go; and ever since they have remained
French in spirit and as far as might be, in
language.

Again, the poet Spenser in his “View
of the State of Ireland,” brings in
a character named Eudoxus wondering how
it was that one brought up in England
could possibly endure living in Ireland—
and even became so enamored of living
there as to forget all about the rich and
powerful civilization at ‘thome. Then
Spenser himself, who held an official posi-
tion in Ireland, and knew what he was

‘talking about, replies by the mouth of an-

other character, Irenaeus, that it was in-
deed unaccountable, but that it often hap-
pened.

flere we have testimony to the perman-
ent and satisfying attraction exercised upon
alien spirits by the life of a sentimental,
quick-witted, amiable people like the
French or the Southern Irish. The Alsa-
cians felt this attraction; the English felt
it.  They were won over and bound by it
—and so, to come nearer home, are our
emigrants into Canada,

For, judging by my own experience and
by inference from the behaviour of the
immigrant population, the civilization of
Canada is interesting. It is not without
faults, and those faults are not our faults.
But all other considerations aside, C;m'n-
dian civilization, especially as seen in 13
cities and towns, has a quality that ours
has not—it has amenity, it is amiable. ()n.e
loves it because it is lovely. It has an aw
of solvency, simplicity and depth of pur-
pose that powerfully engages the ‘hm?mal
spirit by the side of sentiment and imag-
tion. And, as I have said, our former civ-
zens seem to find it so.

If my observations are correct, anc.l‘
put them forward with all possibie

(

(Continued on Page 809,
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ON( before  the
discoverer of Am-
erica  was  born,
and  before the

modern commercialism which
has overrup this new con-
tinent was cven heard of,
Nature was busy with
British Columbia, making it
a place which the money-
making white man would
be glad to discover. It was then that rhe
first yearly growth-rings were laid upon
the forest giants which were to form the
timber wealth of the country. “The rich
mineral-bearing dykes  had  long since
seethed up out of the bowels of the earth.
Not the least of the riches which Nature
was preparing were the great swarms of
blue-hlack amd silver sockeyes which even
then must have filled the rivers every sum-
mer on their ‘way up to the spawning
grounds, - The little fishes were hatched
and drifted out to the great ocean, to ye-
turn four years later to the place of their
birth, ‘where they in- turn were destined
to_give up their Jives in the propagation
of their species, "Doubtless, too, in those
far-off days must have occurred that first
“hiee year, " the progenitor of all -the “big
years” to follow,

~The human enemies of the salmon in
thast days must have been much less ter-
rible than their other winged or finay foes,

The abongmal mhabzt’anz of  British Col--
umbia lived in the wcmity of his fish sup- v

ply or migrated . to it pemdncaliy, took
what was necessay for hig needs, and was

ﬁoumhcd greatly,

Fates had arranged: for the advent of the

many strange :md disconcerting ways; “eut)
£ 111

At

"
=

fortunes were coined on

i wha was to catch him in’

him up, cook him with n-
tease heat, place him in ting
hermetically sealed, and make
him an honored  name  in
all the stp windows of the

world,

When the aforesaid
salmon  packer  finally  ar-
rived. in the vear 1876, he
found the Pacific coast
salmon  equalling v qual-

iy and far exceedin in quantity the simi-
ler fish of Adande or Furopean waters.
Here was a source of wealth like to thar
of an Eldorade or Bunanza, and he pro-
ceeded to avail himself thercof,  Salimon
were taken by the million yearly, and huge
the banks of the
Fraser and the Skeena.

Today the salmon packer is sitting down
to seriously consider whether Nature, after
all, in those far-off days bad planned for
hint an inexhaustible source of wealth from
which he might take all and give nothing
in return. . The figures which confront
him are illuminating.

In the year 1901, when the salmon in-
dustry in British  Columbia was ar irs
zenith, the total pack was 1,236,156 cases,
valued - ar  $5,986,000, and representing

2,500,000 individual salivon, with a total

Sweight  of 160,000,000 pounds.

From the descendants of such salmon
as mwanpged-to_reach the spawning grounds
i 1901 came the next big year in 1905,
with 2 total pack of 1,167.460 cases, con-
siderably less ‘than that of 1901, In the
following bip vear, 1909, the decrease in

¢ - xhe: pack was snill more serious,  the total”
m.knawmg that “the:

being only 967,920 cases, or over 3 quar-
ter: of 5 million cases less than the pack -
of “1901. The: fisherman ten. years ago,
by throwingientidne-fourth of his net once
THl
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during the twenty-four hours, could catch
more salmon than any cannery could be got
to accept even as a gift, and thousands of
dead salmon were thrown back into the
water or left lying on the banks. Today
the canning facilities are considerably in
excess of the catch.

Even now the annual catch of salmon
would be considered remarkable if taken
in any waters other than those of British
Columbia,  Yet the decrease has been suffi-
ciently great to cause not only the govern-
ments, but the packers themselves, to pause
and consider. The full significance of the
falling-ott can be realized only when it is
remembered that since 1901 the price of
salmon and the demand for it have increas-
ed; also that the fishing area has  been
greatly extended, sceing that in 1905 the
Canadian authorities sanctioned the use of
traps in the waters of the Gulf, and that
numbers of them have been established at
Boundary Bay and off the coast of the Is-
land beyond Victoria.

It is these facts that are causing, not
only the Dominion government, but also
the provincial government and the salmon

packers themselves, to consider so seriously

the question of salmon propagation. At
the present time eight hatcheries are being
operated by the federal government, one
by the provincial government, and one by

72

the British Columbia Packer§’ Association.
The salmon hatchery is by no means a
novelty in British Columbia. The Fraser
River hatchery at Bon Accord, about three
miles above New Westminster, dates back
to the year 1884. Since that time similar
institutions on the headwaters of the Fra-
ser have been established at Granite Creck,
near Tappen Siding, at Harrison Lake, at
Lillooet, and at Stuart Lake. The fisherics
of the Skeena are being replenished by the
hatcheries at Lakelse Lake and at Babine
Lake. The federal government also oper-
ates a_hatchery at Rivers Inlet. The pro-
vincial fisheries department’s hatchery s
situated at Seaton Lake, in the Lillooet dis-
trict, and a hatchery owned and operar‘ml
by the British Columbia Packers’ Associa-

HARRISON LAKE HATCHERY, 1905
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tion has its situation at Nimpkish Lake, on
Vancouver Island, some distance inland
from Alert Bay,

Abour 80000,000 fry of the Rritisn
Columbia salmon are liberated yearly in
British Columbia waters..  The Atantic
salmon is being introduced as an experi-
ment, and about 100,000 imported ova are
being hatched - yearly at Bon Accord and
distributed in the lakes and streams of Van.
couver Island wnd the lower mainland.
"The same hatchery in the year 1909 hatched
66,500 speckled trout from ova imported
from the East. These, too, have been lib-
crated in localities where thcy will be most
appreciated by the artful angler. An effort
o propagate the native trout of British
Columbia is ‘alsa being ‘made at Granite
Creck, and from that place about 100,000
fry are liberated ‘yearly,

Py he ‘ova most largely hatched, of course,
ahle’ socke}t salmon,
by the unpronounccable
fOncorhynchus nerka, which, al-
strictly” speaking not a saimon at

:hcug:h*

all, has: made. itself famous. thmughout the.

wothl ‘as. the salmon of commerce.

wschawytscha,’ 4 finer Havored though Tess

,abundan: fish than the sockeye, is alsa
arri-

hatched in considerable numbers at H
son Lake hatchery, over five millions. hays

in;s been liberated from that place in the
spring of 1909,

The life of the salmon would appear to
be 2 most interesting and adventurous one.
On becoming mature at the age of four
years the seckeyes come in from no one
knows what distant places of the ocean;
for, unlike the spring salmon and the cohoe,
they are never found in the bays and inlets
along the caoast, It is said, and there seems
some reason for the belief, that the salmon
always return to spawn in the waters where
they themselves were hatched,  Whether
the hatchery-bred members of the race also
experience a yearning to return to their
first home has never been demonstrated,

The sockeye usually chooses ta spawn
in the headwaters of the tributary streams
of the rivers up which they run, and pre-
fer either lake-fed or lake-feeding streams
where the water is not tao swift, aml where
there is o gravcl bottoni. - The sprmg sal-
maon, which {5 a powerful swimmer, is said
to prefer rapid streams and to avoid lake.
fed * tributarics. The  female salmon . de-
posits the ovason the gravel bottam of the

“stream, after which the male covers them
Spring or Quinnat salmon, bearing the still -
“wmore : appalling name. of * Oncorhynchus: -

and scrapes gravel over then,

About the second. week in Am:nst thc
hatchery men repaiv (1o the spawning
::rmmds and there construct fonces and pens
in ‘which the salmon are caught. - Sometines
ans Indian. wattle trap of the kind shown

&
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in the itllustration is used for this purpose,
and nets are also employed. The fish are
stripped of their ova, after which the latter
are fertilized and placed in trays constructed
of a fine-mesh network of wire. The trays
are placed one above another in cases con-
structed for the purpose, after which the
top i1s covered with wet moss, from which
the water drips down over the eggs, keep-
ing them sufhciently moist until they reach
the hatchery. The process of spawning is
usually over before the end of September.

At the hatchery the trays of eggs are
placed - in troughs of running water, the
tray being supported so that the water
passes, not only through but underneath
it. "The egg requires air and secures it, just
as doces the fish, from the air contained in
the running water.  When the egg dies
throuzh insufhcient circulation of oxygen-
laden water about it, it is said to have
smothered.

The hatcheryman’s work is more ardu-
ous than might appear. He has to cope
with all kinds of unexpected conditions.
In the first place, his traps and pens for
catching the fish may be swept away by a
freshet.  The same thing may happen to
the dams built in the stream which sup-
plies water to the hatchery. In spite of
ordinary precautions, a sudden heavy rain
may cause the water to come into the
hatchery laden with mud and silt, which
s very troublesome. At the northern
hatcheries the weather conditions are fre-
quently difhcult to contend against.  There
the buildings are heated by stoves which

S

are kept going day and night during the
winter months; but in spite of this the water
frequently freezes in the troughs and the
waste pipes have to be kept thawed out by
the application of hot water and red-hot
irons. The ova and fry do not necessarily
suffer from these conditions. In cold water
they hatch rather more slowly, sometimes
taking 150 days as compared with the usual
80 to 120 days; but the fry so hatched
are often more vigorous than those which
have been hatched more rapidly in warmer
water. On the Skeena River the snow is
often many feet deep when the fry are
liberated in March and April, and the little
fish are started on their long journey to the
sea by being dropped into the water through
holes cut in the ice.

The egg of the fish, like most living
things, consists chiefly of dead material,
which is to form the first food of the little

DISTRIBUTING FRY
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developing  fish.  The living substance
forms but a small area on one side of the
egz. At one end of this area a thickening
appears.  T'his is the body of the fish, It
develops blood vessels, which it sends ous
into the dead substance, or yolk, of the epp,
absarbing the latter into its own littde liv-
ing tody.  The volk shrinks, but the little
fish increases in size.  Finally its head and
tail become freed from the volk; the latter
dwindles to form a small sac on the under-
side of the fish, and a few days after hatch-
ing  completely  disappears. The newly
hatchied fish slips through the congated
meshes of the basket and begins swimming
ahout in the trough. Unless it can be lib-
erated shortly after hatching, the lictle sock-
eye becomes a cannibal, being fed by its
keepers on the canned flesh of its uncles
and .aunts who were not fortunate enough
to cscape the nets and traps of ‘the fisher-
men, o

Some authorities -are in favor of keep-
ing the young fry under artificial conditions
until_they have reached  the externally
adult-or “fingerling”: stage. Professor
Prince, Dominion Comnissioner of Fisher-
ies, is, however, entirely in favor of releas-
ing the, fry within two or three days after
hatching. " The' result is that the fry are
placed amid their ‘natural conditions of food
and temperature. and are given scope for
the ‘exercise of the npatural instincrs in-
herited -from their parents. “There is also
a great saving inthe cost of care and feed-
ing, and - greater numbers’ of the smaller
fish can be handled nt a given outlay.

The hatchery is no doubt a better mother
to the little fish than Nature herself would

‘be. " Mother Nature has the task of caring
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for all species, and apparentiv she can Jdo
this anly by allowing one to gobble up un-
other-—a somewhat questionable exhibition
of maternal atfection.

The female salmon deposits about 3,500
As in a state of mature the numbers
of salmon, Like other species, do not ine
crepse appreciably, it would appear that of
thix great number of porential lives, almast
3498 in cach case must perish before reach-
ing maturity, It is found that un an aver-
age only about 140 of the 3.300 are even
harched,  In the hatchery the number of
voung fry from 3,500 eges would average
about 3,150, Humanly speaking, this is a
vast umprovement upon Nature,

It is only after the youny fry have heen
Liberated that the real wark of destruction
hegins,  Usually an effort is made to re-
lease the fry in streams which are more or
less free from enemies; bur sooner or later
the little defenceless fish will be abliged to
flee tor shelter from their rapacious foes,
One of the most formidable of the latter i
the fresh-water ling, a non-edible fish
allied to the cod and the haddock. This
fish s apparently the best modern example
of an “animated stomach.,” M. Duavid
Salmond Mitchell, officer in charge of the
Granite Creek hatchery, has some interest-
ing ohservations upon its habits.

“The ling” he says, “'is a night feeder,
with the appetite of a hog. and an amaz-
ing intuitive knowledge of the whereabours
of fry. Hec can swallow uwotil out of shape
from distension, snd has a capacity for
shout 3,000 salmon fry at one meal. This
glutton for small fish is dull and stupid by
day, but at night when the fry have settled
on the bottom, crowding down and nestling
close together, the ling are slowly passing
over the bottom and stealing upon their
victims that are drawn in by whole schools.”

Nothing except a wholesale slaughter of
these enemies could make the work of the
hatchery of any ‘avail.  Mr. Miwhell’s
story of the warfare makes very interest-
ing reading. A house was built over the
hele -in the ice; through which the young
fry ‘were liberated, and schoolboys were got
interested in the work of spearing the fing.
As many as 442 of these fish were captured
in a sipgle day, and it is estimated that
several tons in-all were taken during the
course of .2 wintero: As much as a pint of

rovs
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fry were found in the stomachs of many of
the ling. These were returned to the
water, and although numbers were par-
tially digested, yet in this way, as the writer
of the report facetiously remarks, “many
little Jonahs escaped alive.”

Besides the ling there are many other
fresh-water enemies of the fry, such as the
sucker, the whitefish and the squawfish.
With what dangers the salmon meet dur-
ing their three years’ wandering in the
ocean it is impossible to say, for of this
part of their life history nothing whatever
is known,

The most. disconcerting feature in the
conservation of the Fraser River sockeye ;s
that it is not merely a question of hatcheries
nor of the enacting or enforcing of Cana-
dian legislation. It is an international ques-
tion.
~ Practically all the salmon bound for the
headwaters  of the Fraser have to pass
through United States waters. There the
salmon fishing has been carried on to an
extent which the Provincial Fisheries Com-
missioner has described as “indefensible and
unjustifiable, and which if continued will
wipe out the salmon fishing of the Fraser.”
The United States has given no assistance
in the propagation of the Fraser River
s1imon, and even such laws as appear on
Fer statute books regarding close seasons are
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not enforced with any degree of strictness
Thus Canada, in taking measures towarg
the preservation of her Fraser River figh.
eries, cannot avoid playing to a large ey.
tent into the hands of the American fisher-
men. The hatcheries in British Columbia’s
northern waters, however, redound entirely
to the benefit of Canada, and it has been
recommended by the Fisheries Commission
of the year 1905 that further hatcheries be
established on these waters.

From purely selfish motives, if from no
others, the Dominion government should
attend to the upkeep of the British Colum-
bia salmon fisheries. More than half her
revenue from fisheries is derived from this
source. Moreover, the Dominion’s average
yearly expense in connection with the fish-
eries of this province has been less than
half of the revenue derived therefrom,
whereas the expense of the fisheries of the
Maritime Provinces has more than trebled
the revenue.

Since the salmon travels so far afield
during the greater part of its life, the
hatcherymen  are naturally unable to de-
termine to what extent their operations
are successful in offsetting the work of the
American and Canadian packers. Never-
theless the work goes on in faith and in

the hope that some day the reward will be
made clear.

BIRD'S-EYE VIEW OF TROUGHS FROM HIG!!
. BANK



The Oldest Face

By Garnett Weston

ONDER, in the Quarter where
the serpent writings of the
strange  Chinese crawl down
the window panes from right

to Icft lives Fook Sow, He s shrunken
and old bevond belief, a yellow Atluntes
of the Papoda of Deecay. Lonz ago he
was a handicraftsman, as his name de-
notes, a maker of golden ornaments, which
he hammered from the soft metal. Then
the days were all hope and sunshine: now
each day is like a shadow o his life. The
tale of his years is harsh upon his face, for
the tale s long,

The first time 1 caw Fook Sow he was
resting on the hem of the fish market. All
about us the Chinese sang their questions
and answers, Ries droned over the meats
in busy swarms, the noonday fun poured
into the narrow alley, and all the native
smells of Chinatown foregathered in the
heat.

Tt is a long time since: Fook Sow left
China. For many years his stiffened hands
have not been able to shape the cunning
patterns ond designs such as vou mav see
in the Chinese poldsmith’s on  Pender
street.  He was sitting on a soap boy,
slowly filing an edge on the teeth of a
buck-saw. ~ He wore <lothing of common
overalling. ~ His" steal-framed - spectacles
were: tied on with string. . He held the saw
between his knees snd. filed with infinite
care,  heedless of ‘his shufling countrymen,
the heat, the flies or the smells,

When "1 “looked -at his" face a” strange
sense of things - forgotten came over me.
1 had scen men ‘who were old, whose faces
were, weak with the cold draught of the
grave, This man’s face was old—oh! un-
utterably o'd,” Ir was vellow: and wrinkled
like an. applé‘whnch lacked  the .vital sap
ta change its exprezsion, It was a patient
“face one settled to -a long waiting. It
was erowned ‘with a_shaven farehead. and

the queue, streaked with pathetic grey,
coiled on rop ke a warching snake.

Standing by his side a5 he filed. T wateh-
ed the crowd sluguzishly eddyine, A few
feet away a marketing cool: hageled with
the owner of a bow! of wheat. The little
grains were soaking in water.  Three or
four davs' germination had :prouted ten-
der green reots from each seed. The water

Wil

TTHIS MAN'S FACH WAS OLD~OH
UNV'I‘T!!KABI,Y OLbY

swelled .and softcncd them until they were
ready 1o be sald as an ingredient in one
of  the many forms of chop suey, ’ '
Three or four children were playing the
ancient pame ‘of battledore or shuttlccotk ’
such as_ the youth of England enjoyed in
the middle ages. . Their shouts were quite
as free as those of anv white child. that
"



I SAW

THE CROWD AND THE GREAT
WALL OF THE CITY”

ever lived. Nor did the great gold face
of the sun at all interfere with their energy,
though the salt drops shone upon their
brown skins.

Coolies swung by with baskets hung
from shoulder poles.  Sleek-stomached
merchants, smoking long pipes with tiny
steel bowls no larger than a thimble, pass-
ed slowly and with a prosperous dignity.
The whole jostling throng was Chinese. I
might have asked one of those on the fish
market, “What is China like?” and been
told with a wave of the hand, “Allee
samee this countlee.”

Meantime ook Sow filed slowly, his
patient face with its fixed expression
watching the little saw teeth. The fish
market, with its human interests, was like
a tale retold te him, not once but many
times, Had T spoken of it he might have
told me of his little shop near the great
gate of Mukden and of the camel caravans
that came in from Mongolia laden with
merchants’  wares and  the dust of the
desert. T saw the plodding beasts and their
drivers and the crowd and the great wall
of the city. I heard the twanging cries
and voices of the people. It was an illu-
ston, [ knew, but such illusions in China-
town have some groundwork after all.
Every time T sce Fook Sow I have these
dreams.  He is a sign post which conjures
pictures of turbid rivers, with lazy junks,
great multitudes of yellow people with
their kites, and their ancient learning, pago-
das, vice fields, cities with strange faces.

There s little in his people’s cunning
left about Fook Sow. Usually age in the
Chinese emphasizes the wily lines and ma-
tures their powers of dissimulation. There

is something laughable about the way the
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Chinese answer all unpleasant questions—
“Me no savee.” It is in vain the questioner
vociferates, “You savee plenty.” The
haughtiest nobleman might take lessons
from them in dignified reserve, and as for
immobility of countenance, surely the
muscles of the Chinese face require much
effort to disturb. But for all the credited
suspicion directed against its sincerity, Fook
Sow has a benign expression. Which is
the more remarkable when we consider how
the lack of a white beard handicaps him.
But Fook Sow has no wish to look bene-
volent, for ambition is dead. When there
are no saws to file and small jobs are laclf-
ing he climbs a narrow stairway to his
room. It is not a room in fact, merely a
vault seven feet long by six wide. On cgch
side there are three shelves each two feet
wide. Each shelf is a bunk, and one of
these belongs to Fook Sow. It is the
middle shelf on the right side. From

where he lies he can look down the hall-
way to the end room, which is much larger
and serves as a living room for all the
the building.

Chinese in In the night he
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cometinies watches the dull gloyv of the
joss sticks burning before the 'shrme‘ The
living room is always heady with the smoke
of the shrine fire and opium. A dozen cells
with bunks open off the hallway, and are
Jdwavs full. At the opposite end of the
hall is the kitchen with an iron cook stove.

So the days of Fook Sow’s winter drag
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out like shadows in this upstair community.
Some day there will be no shadow, and his
weary bones will not heed the call to toil
brought by the grey mice of dawn stealing
across his old face. So much for the life
tale of Fook Sow, one-time goldsmith, now
a filer of saws in the Quarter—he of the

Oldest Face.

Song of the Flyers

By MARION COUTHOUY SMITH

(From the " Century Magazine'')

We who play with the strong winds of heaven
May be shattered by their fearful mirth;

We who for their comradeship have striven
May be tossed, like vagrant leaves, to earth:

Yet we ride, to still our mighty yearning,

On the changeful billows of their breath;
Pledge us, lest at some ethereal turning

We may meet the mist-white face of Death.

Few may hear the siren voice that calls us;
Few may follow on our perilous path,
Know the whispered menace that appals us,
When the gale’s wild laughter swells to wrath.
Frail, too frail, the buoyant wings upbearing
Hearts that face the hazard of the flight.
Greet us, as we snatch our day of daring
From the very threshold of the night.

From the clasp of earth, like gods upspringing,
Rapt in the wide wonder of our drcam,

In our ears the shrill wind-voices singing,
In our eyes the void’s supernal gleam:

We have dared the eddying storms to bear us,
Plunged within the vortex of their strife;

Victors then, though Death himself should snare us—
We have touched the flaming verge of Life.



Featuring British Columbia

RITISH COLUMBIA is a large
part of the earth, and was dis-
covered a long time ago, yet the
rest of the world is very poorly

provided with knowledge of it. The real
character of Patazonia or of Finland is
better known to most Lastern Canadians,
and even to many British Columbians them-
selves. The map of British Columbia in
the school books is a very good map of the
Rocky Mountains, but a very poor map of
British Columbia. If you reduce British
Columbia to map size it does look as if it
were nearly all mountains. This is a de-
ception. T'wo-thirds of the Canadian peo-
ple are not sufficiently interested to find
out that it is. They are familiar with the
geography and resources of Siberia and
Mexico, but when they think of British
Columbia they think of mountains and
Siwashes and Vancouver., If you want to
discover how true this is, make an eastern
trip and tell casterners vou are from British
Columbia. EFastern Canadians know Van-
couver 1s, because she has advertised
herself, and they know about the moun-
tains, because a railroad has told them
that British Columbia is a plural Switzer-
land.  The railway brings many of them
here, and they sit in an observation car or
in the porch of an imitation Swiss chalet
hotel and admire the g¢laciers and the shin-
ing snows that lic in the rocky folds of the
high peaks, and go home and think they
have seen British Columbia. Of course, there
are some who have heard about the fruit-
growing and the farming, and the fertile

valleys and the fishing, and the other things,
but words beginning with “S,” like Siwash,
salmon and Switzerland of Canada, are
more likely to suggest British Columbia to
the eastern man. I have lately spent two
weeks in transcontinental trains inhabited
chiefly by those English who make the map
of the world their home, and who do not
amount to much, and practical-minded
Canadian travelling salesmen who do.
These salesmen knew about the wheat crop
and the crop of new prairie towns, and
what the careful banks were doing to the
prairie storekeepers the salesmen sold goods
to, and substitutes for reciprocity and other
useful and commercial things; but though
the salesmen did business with success in
British Columbia towns along the railway
from Revelstoke to Vancouver, the English
globe trotters knew more about this pro-
vince than the salesmen did. I spent a week
in Toronto, where most of the people know
just as much about British Columbia as
Rudyard Kipling told them some time ago
in “Letters to the Family.” When I men-
tioned the British Columbia apple and the
halibut they inquired about the Hindu.
Did he worship idols and wear pink tur-
bans in our western climate? Did he keep
a seraglio in Vancouver, as he did in Cawn-
pore and Lucknow? One Toronto man
had bought some stock in a Steamboat mine,
and another was the owner of some lots in
Port Mann. They were the only men I
met who have yet been awakened to curl-
o:ity about British Columbia.

Of course, there are many men in cast-

THE TRUE NATURE OF THE PROVINCE
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BRITISH COLUMBIA HAS PLENTY OF PRODUC-

TIVE MINES. THIS ONE IS NEAR
STEWART, B. C.

ern Canada who have money invested in
British Columbia, and there are a good
many who know something about this pro-
vince; but what most of the people who
inhabit Ontario do not know about British
Columbia is surprising. It is mainly as a
resort for tourists and a “big game hunters’
paradise” that the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way has advertised this province to the
outsile world.  To speak of Fort
Georze in Toronto is to see those
to whom the name has any meaning at all
smile satirically. Prince Rupert incites a
lmm.«'m)us remark. Vancouver is well ad-
veitsed, thanks to her Tourist and Infor-
matn Association’s activities, but is sup-
bos-1 to have a real-estate boom which will
soir day burst like a soap bubble and ship-
wri t}le city. Some of the best-informed
D‘“;I‘ »  eastern Canada cannot be made
to teiieve that Vancouver is not built upon
4 tiot trivial foundation, and that boom
cosvions do not prevail.

E+"ish Columbia’s real and wonderful
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resources are not understood in the east.
Publicity and more publicity is this country’s
most pressing need. The true nature of
the province must be made known more
widely.

The plain truth about British Columbia’s
cdvantages is sufficient, but it must be
chaken in the faces of eastern Canadians
and eastern Americans and the English and
cthers who have money to invest, and Brit-
ish Columbia must keep shaking it. Van-
couver has for some years emploved a gifted
shaker. Vancouver Island has a competent
one in Mr. Ernest McGaffey. Mr. Percy
I, Godenrath has done a great deal for
the northern coast. QOthers have achicved
in publicity work what they could, each
according to his ability. But there has not
teen enough of it done. When you con-
cider what excellent wares British Colum-
bia has to advertise, is it not a wonder that
they have not been made more widely
known?

For a long time this magazine has been
doing what it could do with printed words
and pictures to provide illuminatine in-

TOWNS SPRING UP IN BRITISI COLUMBIA AS
QUICKLY AS IN THE PRAIRIE PRO-
VINCES. THIS IS STEWART, B.C.



THE SORT OF T'HING THE TOURISTS SEE
FROM THE BACK PLATFORM OF
AN OBSERVATION CAR

formation about British Columbia. But
only a small part of the province has been
“covered.”  Big things have been planned,
but it will take years to work them out.
The first step toward effective publicity is
to get an audience, and this magazine has
been getting circulation in  the United
States, England and Fastern Canada, until
it now has several thousand subscribers,
and probably a great many more readers
in those parts of the world where British
Columbia is little known. Very much the
best publicity that British Columbia has
ever received has been given to it by this
magazine. Its articles have been the most
clearly descriptive and its pictures the
most illustrative ever published about Brit-
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ish Columbia. As an effective publicity in.
strument this magazine has done good
work and justified its existence. [t intends
to continue to do work of this kind, mak-
ing itself useful in a much broader, larger
way. A large number of people in British
Columbia appreciate the work that the
magazine has been doing and the things
it has tried to do—that is, to encourage,
in a necessarily imperfect and limited sense,
the growth of the very young and weak
plant Literature in this Western soil which,
though wonderfully fertile and warm to
coarser and, my readers will say, more use-
ful vegetables, is very barren and unfriendly
to literature or art of any kind. Of course,
this is a logical part of the magazine’s
work, and in a small measure it may be said
to have become in its short life a kind of
literary institution in the province.

That British Columbia is not the rough
and sterile land of mountains that it is
supposed by eastern America to be, but a
goodly country of pleasant and arable val-
leys, must be published again and again
like a refrain. The stories of the making
of new cities and the development of a
great, wide new land and the building up
of big commercial enterprises are not dull
reading to the average mind. The pub-
licity magazine can be entertaining as well
as useful, and literary and pictorial art can
te used with great advantage in the ad-
vertising of a province. The biggest and
best magazine stories in the world are the
tales of British Columbia’s fishing and
lumbering and mining. They are all out-
door stories, rich in strong and epic “color.”
and full of human interest. It is harc'l to
understand why American magazine writers
have overlooked them so long. In many
articles this magazine has tried to set forth
the fanciful and the practical sides of th(:::c
stories, of both picturesque and commerci:l
interest, each of which is big enourh to
afford material for a volume. The desi
able valleys have been dealt with, and marv
acts in the big drama of development have
been staged in this magazine before the eye
of a large audience, with the panorama ¢
scenery and landscape which gives t
country a separate character of its own fof
a back-drop. This the magazine has bec»
doing, and will continue to do, with a-
increasing audience.
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THE MAKING OF NEW CITIES

When the Almighty made British Co-
lumbia he intended people to live outdoors
in it.  The climate, which is unusual but
seductive, tempts a man to live outdoors
most of the vear. In Eastern Canada the
climate 1s the enemy of man and restricts
his acuvities, It Is predatory and arbi-
trary; it wages long war against industry
and obstructs the processes of Nature. In
British  Columbia the climate helps the
worker.  British Columbia has the most
desirable climate in the world, as she has
the most desirable vallevs on the Pacific
Coast, and can support a larger population
than any Canadian province. The British
Columbia mainland valleys, those moun-
tain-framed levels of fertility, were never
mtended to be divided into one hundred
or two hundred-acre farms of the Ontario
kind. " Their destiny is to be cut into small
tarms which will be developed intensively,
which is a high-brow way of sayving that
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A GOODLY COUNTRY OF PLEASANT AND ARABLE VALLEYS

they will raise big crops of spuds and onions,
Most of this rich land is vet vacant.  As
for the mineral resources of British Colum-
Fa, the truth about them has never been
told, though many lies have. The moun-
tains of British Columbia arve filled with
valuable ores of every kind, the development
of which at present is delaved by lack of
transportation and lack of capital.

Of course British Columbians are proud
of therr mountains which give character to
the country and provide fine open recrea-
tion grounds and an atmosphere which are
not catarrhal or filled with static electricity,
and water as pure and as free from mi-
crobes as distilled water. British Columbia
would not like a change 1n its topography
which would make it like any other prov-
ince of Canada; it does not want to be flat
like Manitoba or monotonously hilly like
the settled part of Ontario. But it does not
like people to think that it consists wholly
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T A CASH VALUATION COULD BE PUT ON MOUNTAIN SCENERY. BRITISII COLUMBIA WoUlLD
HAVIE A BIGGER BANK ACCOUNT

of mountains, A correctly made relief-map
ot this province, exhibited at places like the
Toronto Fair, would do a lot of good.
Ten vears ago the population of British
Columbia was one hundred and seventy-
cight thousand six hundred and fifty-seven,
The present figures show a population of
four hundred thousand, slightly more than
one to the square mile.

OFf this amount
Vancouver  has

one  hundred and  fifty
thousand, figures almost equal to the whole

ot British Columbia ten vears ago. The
city of Victoria has fifty thousand,  These
two cities thus possess one-half of the entire
population of the province. The remuain-
g two hundred thousand are scartered
over a province four hundred and fifty miles
wide by eight hundred miles longe.  In this
arca over seventy-one million acres of Land
are capable of cultivation.  In the Fraser
Valley  there is room for many thousands
of fanmilies,

YOU COULDNT IMIPROVE ON THE PLAN OF NATURYE HERE




N the winter. of 1905 the hoys of the
junior  Jacrosse’ team in this city
wished for some game to uccupy the
long winter months in which lacrosse

vould not be played;, and after some dis-

cussion - decided . that basketball was the
sport _which ‘would fill the bill and keep
them in_good condition: for the strenuous
Canadian  national sport. After a long
search. a building was discovered in North
Vancouver which could be rented for the
sport, and ‘the boys tock possession of their
new quarters.” All ' was: well for a time, but
in _the course: of the ‘grawth of the town
the inevitable happened, and they were in-
farmed by the owners that they would no
longer be able to retain the premises for
their game. Put out in the cold they cast
around for other quarters, but none could
- be fauad. Then came the idea of 2 club
ub wher ‘

home

thietic. sparts would
which' they could
commercial pur-
nore. raom. - From this de-

~ Winnipeg, “and. on
Tlominion may well feel proud;

Vancouver  Athletic
kind west of .

s kind west of  ing’ was. occupied,
whom ‘the ' whole

“great deal ‘of ‘the credit for the pioneer
‘work Iy duesresigned his position of presi-

Under the leadership of Mr. Albert Lar-
well, an old lacrosse enthusiast, and Mr. G
E. Pierrott the boys approached the senior
lacrosse team of the city, the old Vancou-
vers, and requested their assistance, The
idea was taken ‘up with enthusiasm, and a
mecting was ealled for April 27 in the
rooms of the Vancouver Tourist Associa-
tion. At the meeting the. constitution of
the new athletic club was first drafted, and
Mr. A, E. Tulk made president of the tem-
porary board, which consisted of twenty-one
members, His was' the idea to scll stock
and purchase grounds ‘on which to erect
suitable quarters for the club. For £6,040
{they could not be bought now for $80.000)
the grounds on which the present clisbhouse
now. stands at-the corner of Beatty and
Dunsmuir streets were purchased, and the
next year, 1906, saw the present new build-
ing crected and the Club well under way,

From the first the Club prospered and
they had none of the early struggles which
have caused the death of many organizations
of the same kind. Shortly after the build-
: Ir. Tulk. to whom a

798



VANCOUVER ATHLRTIC CLUBHOUSH, CORNER DUNSMUIK AND BEATTV sTREETS

dene, and Mr, F.R. MeceD. Russel] assumed
the office, which he held for the first three
years of the Club's existence.

Once installed in the new guarters, the
hovs of the Club lost no tine in entering
the areni of Briush Columbia athletics, and
with po sl suceess, for in the first events
they carcied off nearly all the trophies
which could be gained, a fear which they
have accomplished with regularity at all the
athleric meets in the province right up to
the present. In the clubhouse over seventy
cups and trophies testify to the prowess of
tha wearers of the winged "V on the track
and field,

With the building of the clubhouse came
the grmnashon, a huge room 80 feet lony
by 32 feer wide, the largest of its kind op
the Pacific Coast. “Naturally the attention
of the members was directed to the indoor
athletics which have become an jmporeant
part-of the aetivities of the cub. Built
around the huge roont i3 1 tunning 1rack
ub ‘which the runners of the club practise
wheni the weather prevenis oatdoor workee
a- frature which hax yet to he installed in
any nf the Pacific Coastclubs;  Boxing and

o5

wrestling soon started, and the services of
a capable physical director were secured in
order to permic the devotees of the squared
circle to learn to the greatest advantage the
art of self-defence. In 1907 it was suggest..
ed that the clubs of the Coast north of San
Franciseo form a union far the purpase of
international  competivion, and the new
union, affiliated with the A, A. U. of the
United States, and named the Pacific
Northwest  Assuciation, came into being.
The first competition was held at the club-
house of the Rainier Valley Athletic Club in
Seattle in 1907, and the Vancouver Athiletic
Club sent down four boxers and two wrest-
lers. "Fhey did not meet with any great de-
gree of success, winning only the light
weight boxing event, but they proved that
they were good sports and thae they wers
ons_the right road ro perfecrion in the fistic
arena, Ay
H the first competition did not.
much “glory for the V. A. C. it gave ar
impetus o the boxing ad “wrestling game
in the ¢ity which it lacked before the forma.
tion of the international competitions, . The
club.etnpetitions, from gaining o scanty




The Wearers of the Winged “V”

audience of a hundred or more, began to at-
crace the notice of all the city.  When the
cone rings for the first round in a wrestling
or boxing event now, the big gym is jammed
to the doors, 800 or 900 spectators crowd-
ine the space around the raised arena on
which the Club athletes battle for supre-
MIcy.

Last year the Club secured the services
of the present athletic instructor, Mr. Ches-
ter A. MclIntyre, better known as ‘“‘Chet,”
and under his instruction the boys began
to improve. When the next international
event took place in Vancouver, the wearers
of the red and green placed two of the
events to their credit, and the men from
across the line received a rude shock. Ex-
pecting to gain the same easy triumphs,
they were much surprised at the skill the
local boys exhibited, and although, as be-
fore, a majority of the championships re-
mained south of the line, in every contest
the Vancouver athletes put up a game fight,
and their opponents were forced to the
limit of their skill to gain the victory,

Last year the club sent George Walker
and Fred Smith to the Pacific coast meet at
San Francisco to wrestle for the Coast
championships.  Walker was defcated, al-
thouzh not till after a hard contest, while
Saith had no difficulty in throwing his op-
ponents and returned with the Lightweight
championship of the Pacific coast to swell
the list of champions which the Club hold
i the squared circle.  In British Columbia
boving and wrestling, the V. A. C. stand
alone. They have no serious rivals, and of
all the different classes only one champion-
ship rests in other hands than theirs. George
Walker holds the middle and lightweight
championships of the province in wrest-
!{”fl- Fred Smith is supreme in the
hzhtweight  class, and  Ernie Barrieau,
tie pride of the local boxers, holds the titles
ot lizht and welterweight champion of Bri-
tish Columbia.  The middle and heavy-
weight honors for the province rest in the
capable hands of William Weeks, also of
tie Vancouver Athletic Club.

) v],',] Cunada’s national game the winged
M\ has from the first claimed supremacy.
‘\_”K‘(* the Club first put a team on the field
the wearers of the red and green have been
othe tront rank., At the time the club

tommenced, the old Vancouver lacrosse
v
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team were members and wore the colors of
the V. A, C, but the changing of their
status from amateur to professional forced
them to leave the fold, and the Club then
entered the amateur ranks in the Interme-
diate Lacrosse League of Vancouver. Mr.
Con Jones, manager of the present Van-
couver Lacrosse Club, donated a cup for the
league in 1907, and for this trophy the V.
A. C. entered a team. Defeated in the first
vear of the competition, the boys of the
Club were not discouraged, but went into
the contest with increased energy, winning
the championship in 1908-09, thus retaining
the cup forever under the terms of the pre-
sentation. In 1910 the first Pacific Coast
Senior Amateur Lacrosse League was
formed, with New Westminster, Victoria
and V. A. C. in the ranks. The John
Walker & Sons Challenge Cup, presented
as a perpetual challenge cup in 19006, was
brought forth from its retirement, after
the changing of the amatcur status of the
New Woestminster and Vancouver clubs,
and was re-donated to the league, Losing
only one game in the serics, the V. A. C.
added 1t to their list of trophies, and then
challenged for the amateur championship of
Canada, represented by the new 1. D,
Mann Gold Cup.

After considerable correspondence the
Club team boarded the train for their long
trip to Toronto in quest of the cup, on the
understanding that they were to have two
cames for the cup, goals to count. When
they arrived in Toronto they found things
a mix-up. St. Catharines were the cham-
pions of the Canadian Lacrosse Association,
but owing to the charge of professionalism
proved against them, were barred from the
competition for the cup. Young Torontos
were then selected to defend the trophy, and
the Vancouver team learned on the Thurs-
day before the game that they werce to have
but one contest for the cup. The game was
played, and the Young Torontos emerged
with the victory by a score of 8 to 0, al-
though they themselves admitted that Van-
couver had the better of the game, Although
beaten once, the V. A. C. Coast lacrosse
champions are not discouraged, and if they
are again successful in the B. C. League
this year, will journey East and scek to an-
nex the Mann Cup for British Columbia.

In Association football the V. A. C. are
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also prominent, and last year gained the C.
E. Tisdall Challenge_Shield, representing
the amateur championship of the city. In
Rugby they were not so fortunate, the men
not turning out as they should, and conse-
quently no team wore the colors of the Club
in the City League last year, In the past,
however, they have held the championship
of the City League, winning the trophy in
1908, and being the runners-up in 1909.

Basketball, the game which led to the
founding of the Club, has in recent years
been neglected, and the V. A. C. have been
forced to take little or no part in the vari-
ous competitions for the trophies, owing to
the lack of interest displayed; but this year
will see a change, and the boys will once
again make a determined effort to place a
good team on the floor and carry the winged
“V” to victory over their rivals in that
sport.

At the present time the British Columbia
athletes have had very little to do with their
Canadian brethren in the East, and have
conducted the greater part of the athletic
contests with the American clubs under the
rules of the American A. A. U., but as time
goes on the winged “V” will be seen in all
the big athletic meets of Eastern Canada,
and the championships of the track and field
will travel westward to join the Minto Cup.
Last year John H. Gillis, a stalwart mem-
ber of the V. A. C., who holds the all-round
Canadian championship, journeyed to Chi-
cago and, after a hard contest, was defeated
by a few points only for the all-round
championship of America.

Built in 1906, at an expense of about
$18,000, including the cost of the grounds,
the present clubhouse is now gradually be-
coming too small and out of date to house
the ever-increasing number of members.
When the club started, the membership
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stood at only about 100. Now it is we|
over 400. New quarters will have to be
secured, and the board of directors are al-
ready figuring out ways and means to house
comfortably the widespread activities of
the Club in the athletic arena. Seyery
plans have been suggested, and it is not yp.
likely that within the next year work wi]
be commenced on a new and magnificent
home, rivalling any in the Dominion, for
Vancouver’s athletes.

Last year the board, which numbered 21,
was found unwieldy, and was altered to
nine members, including the officers of the
Club elected from among the directors. The
present president is Mr. B. F. Armstrong,
who has the honor also of being one of the
founders of the Club, Mr. E. S. Willband
is treasurer; Mr, George Little, vice-presi-
dent; Mr. W. P. Ogilvie, second vice-presi-
dent; and on the board are Messrs. C. J.
Marshall, Wm. Clarke, W. H. Gallagher,
Albert Larwill, and W. F. Findlay, Mr.
W. J. Tulk, in recognition of his services in
forming the Club, occupies the position of
honorary president. The Club is in charge
of the secretary, Mr. R. Scragg, and he has
complete control of the clubhouse. Mr.
Chester Mclntyre, the physical director,
has his rooms in the club building, as have
also the two stewards in charge of the build-
ing.

With the new building and the added ac-
commodation which will come with it, the
athletic side of the Club will receive an
added impetus and the wearers of the
winged “V” will be seen on all the athletic
fields of the country upholding the athletic
supremacy which they now have in this pro-
vince, and also proving that British Colum-
bia can hold her own against the rest of the
Dominion or against the rest of North Am-
erica on the field of sport.




After the Rise

By Samuel G. Camp

(From the ‘‘Outing Magazine')

INGULARLY enough, in view of
the fact that at least half of the
sport of angling comes after the
fish is hooked, from the strike

until the quarry is successfully creeled or
unfortunately lost—and then it isn’t so
much fun—the literature of angling is al-
most wholly confined to the period before
the play, restricting itself to matters con-
cerning tackle, how to cast, the best ways
to induce a fish to strike, etc., and saying
very little about how to play and land a
fish after the rise. It should go without
saving that it is rather important to know
what to do with a fish after you have him
“on.” I believe that it has been suggested
to the novice that one way to land a fish
1s to reel him up to the rod-tip and then
“climb up the rod after him.” This is
very poor advice. The method, while
theoretically sound, is practically worth-
less.

One may possess the maximum of human
knowledge concerning rods, tackle, flies and
ba.its, both artificial and natural, together
with a complete theoretical familiarity with
the haunts and habits of game fishes and,
additionally, be the most skilful of casters
and still be a very poor practical angler;
tor the man who handles his rod and his
quarry awkwardly, who forces the fight at
the wrong time or lets the fish run when
it would be better to keep him coming,
will hardly ever, unless luck is strongly with
him, make a very weighty showing. No-
where is the importance of knowing how
to Pl«'}Y and land a fish more in evidence
than in fly-fishing for the brook trout.
.T}.\at skilled tackle handling after the
;lse IS at a premium in trout fly-fishing is
oxl-lgi.:]ft‘l?nly to the delicacy of the tackle
o]l ;}l)kemployed, particularly the very
to th dC}O.S and often fra‘g}le leaders, but

¢ distinctly game qualities of the brook

trout itself and the usually difficult angling
conditions afforded by its habitat. There
is all the difference in the world between
playing a fish in still and in fast water,
and the brook trout is essentially a fast
water game fish.

The way you will play a trout depends
in great measure upon how your tackle is
rigged. If you have assembled rod, reel
and line correctly, the chances are that you
will soon discover and adopt the best
method of handling a hooked trout; on the
other hand, if your tackle is improperly ad-
justed, 1t will be physically impossible for
you to go after your trout the right way.
The necessity of saying something about
how to adjust your rod, reel and line is
apparent.

In his book, “The Theory and Practice
of Dry Fly Fishing,” a really authoritative
treatise and one most valuable to the wet-
fly fisherman as well as the dry-fly man,
Mr. F. M. Halford advises a method of
assembling rod and reel which 1s directly
contrary to the usage and advice of most
seasoned American fly fishermen, Briefly
his advice is to have the reel on the under-
side of the rod with the handle to the left,
presuming that the angler casts with the
right hand. When a trout is hooked the
rod is passed to the left hand, turned over
so the reel is on top, and the fish is then
played directly from the reel.

In view of the fact that, as I have said,
this book is a universally acknowledged
authority in fly-fishing matters, it would,
indecd, be presumptuous in me to say that
this method of handling a hooked trout and
of assembling rod and reel is all wrong,
were it not that, as I am quite sure, the
majority of American fly-casters so regard
it. For the benefit of the reader not over-
familiar with the literature of fly-fishing,
it might be well to say that “Dry Fly Fish-
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ing” is an English work and refers particu-
larly to chalk stream fishing with the float-
ing fly, although much of the matter con-
.tained therein is equally applicable to wet
and dry fly-fishing in the trout waters of
any country.

The practice of most experienced fly-cast-
ers in this country is to adjust the reel un-
derncath the rod, but, in contradistinction
to the method above described, with the
handle of the reel to the right. Thus when
a fish is hooked it is not necessary to turn
the rod over when it is passed from the right
to the left hand, but the reel is retained
underneath the rod at all times, the very
best position for it, for several reasons, for
the business of fly-fishing. Moreover, the
best way to play a trout is distinctly not
from the reel. It is taken for granted in
the above discussion, and also in the fol-
lowing, that the flycaster uses a single-
action reel.

I believe implicitly that the best way to
handle a hooked trout, the one sooner or
later adopted by most anglers who do much
fly-fishing, is as follows: Having, as above
noted, your reel underneath the rod with
the handle to the right, maintain at all
times, both when casting the flies and play-
ing a fish, a loop of line of convenient
length between the reel and the first guide
of the rod. This loop of line is controlled
by the left hand, allowing the line to run
out through the guides, or when necessary
drawing it back. Use the reel only when
the loop of line grows so long that, when
you arc wading the stream, there is danger
of fouling the line.  When casting from
a boat or canoe there is little chance of
fouling the line, no matter what the length
of the loop may be if you take pains to lay
down the line evenly on the bottom boards.

Now when you hook a trout you do not,
at this very critical point, have to pass the
rod from the right to the left hand, and
what is worse, turn the rod over so that
the reel will be on top. On the contrary,
you ‘“‘stand pat,” as it were, still keeping
the rod in the right hand, and if the trout
is a large one, yielding the line to him
through the thumb and forefinger of the left
hand, or, if the fish is a small one, gradu-
ally drawing in the line—and the trout—
with the left hand without recourse to the
recl. 'When stripping in the line, clip it to

British Columbia Magazine

the handgrasp of the rod between the first
and second fingers of the rod-hand.

If the trout is a fairly large one and is
hooked in fast water, it will often happen
that the first run will exhaust the loop of
free line. Then, when he stops runnine
pass the rod from the right to the left hanbci
—you do not have to turn the rod over,
because your reel handle 1s placed to the
right—until the fish gives in a little, when
you pass the rod back at once to the right
hand and strip in the line with the left,
in the meanwhile playing him from the reel.

Playing a trout in this manner, one is
master of the situation at every stage of the
game, from the strike to the landing net;
and if, at any time, some unusual action of
the fish renders the outcome of the fight
more than ordinarily doubtful, your chances
are many times better for getting out of the
difficulty than if you depend upon the reel
for the in-take of your line. For instance,
every experienced trout fisherman knows
that often a trout will run out many feet
of line from the reel and then inconsistently
about-face and run in toward the angler—
one of the most difficult situations the fly-
caster 1s ordinarily called upon to face.

About nine times out of ten—it is not
safe to rely upon odds more favorable, al-
though, of course, sometimes the fish will
be so deeply hooked that the chance is les-
sened—a slack line spells a lost trout. The
rapidity with which a fish coming directly
toward the angler creates a wake of slack
line is difficult to estimate; in any event,
the fly-caster’s single-action reel is utterly
unable to eat up the slack, no matter how
skilfully the angler may manipulate it.

The fly-caster who handles his fish as in-
dicated herein is of all anglers the best arm-
ed against the running back of a hooked
trout. Once you have reduced the action
of stripping in the line with the left hand
to a purely automatic motion, so that you
perform it quickly, expertly, and without
forethought in the matter of how to go
about it, it is a very fast fish indeed which
can accumulate much slack line, for the line
may be retrieved through the guides far
faster than with any sort of reel and almost
always with sufficient rapidity to keep the
fish on.

It seems, too—indeed, it is a fact that
when playing a trout in this manner one
can usually tell what the fish is going to do
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before he does it, and the value of this fore-
warning should be obvious. Every shightest
movement of the fish is carried to the left
hand of the angler holding the line, and the
least lessening or increase of tension between
the rod-tip and the quarry is instantly sensed
and line taken and given accordingly.
\lorcover, the method insures against forc-
ing the fish too strenuously, because one
knows to a practical certainty when there
is too much pull—a thing far more difh-
cult to cstimate when killing the fish from
the reel.

The advantage of this method over the
one requiring a change of the rod from
onc hand to the other and also turning the
rod over at the moment succeeding a suc-
cessful strike should be emphasized. Of all
points of the play this is the most critical.
Almost invariably when a good trout is
heoked in fast water his best and longest
run and the one, other things being equal,
most apt to result in his escape, comes at
the very moment he is struck, when he first
feels the sting of the hook.

It should be evident that the angler who
for the proper handling of his fish depends
upon changing his rod from one hand to
the other at this time is at a great disad-
vantage.  There is need now of keeping
vour whole attention on the trout, and cer-
t:u!]l_\-' vour mind should not be divided be-
tween the shifting of the rod and the tactics
of the quarry. Particularly is this the case
when the fish is hooked in a hazardous
situation, near overhanging, sharp-edged
rocks liable to cut the line if the trout gains
their shelter, or dangerous submerged trees
and brush in which the line is sure to be-
come fouled.

When a trout is fastened in a difficult
Dlﬂc? such as those mentioned, keep him
conung from the moment of the strike until
fhff danger is past; by stripping in the line
with the left hand and with judicious speed
and handling the rod with dexterity and
(f)flstotlftlgn the fish may l?e actually hustled
the | anger !Jefore he is hardly aware of

y act t}}at his crowded hour has arrived
;ﬁﬁ}fff:, lﬁn l:)ther words, he ques up and
method ?)f ght. Do not try this summary
From the Dlrf)cedur§ if you play your fish
usually arlee » sometimes a smashed rod and

}; v a lost fish will result.
the rr(())?“fhﬁ time the fish is fastened keep

ell up in order to gain an up-pull
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on the trout, and also that the pliancy and
resiliency, the give and take, of the rod may
come into play. But do not, as I have actu-
ally seen advised in black and white, carry
the rod up so that were it not for the bend
the tip would point to the exact centre of
the high heavens. An angle of about sixty
degrees to the water i1s right. Endeavor
to maintain an even tension on the fish, just
as much—or, perhaps, a little less—as you
believe the trout and your tackle will stand ;
and, in the preliminary sparring, let the fish
do his own fighting.

Also be patient. If the trout is well
hooked he is perfectly safe in the water; if
he is not well hooked you are sure to lose
him anyway if you try to land him prema-
turely. Play a good trout until you are
positive he is thoroughly played out—the
play him some more. Watch out for the
seemingly sluggish fish, those which appa-
rently take the situation for granted, make
only short, slow runs, and appear to be very
easy to net. Nine times out of ten they
have not begun to ficht, and at sight of the
landing net will suddenly galvanize into the
speediest sort of action, just when you are
most unprepared. An indifferent trout
should be forced into action—several ways
will suagest themselves—before any attempt
to land him. The brown trout will more
often “play ’possum” in this manner than
the speckled brook trout.

Of course, bear in mind the time-honored
axiors about keeping a taut line and lead-
ing the fish away or heading him off from
the natural danger spots in the stream.
One of the best arguments for upstream
fly-fishing is the fact that you are below
your fish when you hook him. When fish-
ing downstream your first object after hook-
ing a trout, and while holding him as safely
and closely as may be to the place where
vou struck him, should be to get down-
stream below him. For several reasons this
is the most advantageous position from
which to play a trout; one of them fis be-
cause when the time comes to use the net
the current will drift the fish into the net
and not downstream away from it.

When conditions permit always go
downstream with your fish in preference to
giving line; and when a trout is runnipg
strongly downstream through the rapids
never attempt to snub him, although it may
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be a considerable distance to the next pool
where, presumably, he will stop, Follow
him along the bank as rapidly as possible,
or if you cannot go with him, let him have
all the line he cares to take. In a case of
this sort the slightest restraint means a
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lost trout. Let him run down to the
nearest quiet water; then follow dowp
reeling in the line taken out with all pos:
sible precautions against starting the troyt
off again until, at least, you have enough
line on the reel to meet another run.

The Fish

By K. NESBIT

(From ''Collier's 1Weckly™)

The boat upon the pallid sea
Lay like a shadow on a dream,
We cased our patient deep-oared way
With talk of pollack and sea breeze.
Ilasy was bass, we learned, to catch,
Though hard to eat; thus gaily we
Spent words—with here and there a snatch
Of song—about the open sea.

How dogfish sent to town, we learned,
Changed into plaice in fried-fish shops,
How silvery the mackerel turned
The net the lucky fisher drops.
Pilchards adorned our lessening speech,
Who are transfigured to sardines;
And through the mist each gazed on each
And knew at last what fishing means.

We were not ill—that statement cold

Is also true—but through the gray
Entwining mist our vessel rolled,

Rolled and rerolled like lambs at play,
We, fingering a dripping line,

Whose end elusive devils twitched,
Baptized with chrism of icy brine

\Went silent, trembling, sport-bewitched.

But why engross the simple script?
Gray sea, gray sky, gray gulls, gray shoal,
Gray sail that flapped, gray oars that dipped
Deep growing grayness of the soul.
At last, a bite, a whirling cord,
A silver gleam ’mid silver foam:
We drew the six-inch prize on board
And through the dusk rowed proudly

home.



Rivers

By Walter Prichard Eaton

(From *‘'Scribner’s Magazine’

F vou desire an argument for ideal-
ism, said Emerson, stoop down
and look at a familiar landscape
through your legs. ('This, it will

be recalled, was also Peter Pan’s method
for intimidating the wolves!) Yet Emer-
son need hardly have resorted to so gym-
nastic a feat for casting over a familiar
landscape the sense of strangeness. There
flows through the Concord meadows, and
'neath “the rude bridge” which spans its
flood, the Concord River, incomparable for
canocs, and from the seat of a gently mov-
ing craft on its dark, quiet waters you may
see all that fair New England country-
side through the transforming lens of an
unaccustomed viewpoint—the viewpoint, as
it were, of the floor of the world.

If you walk with the shade of old Izaak
Walton by the bank of a river, in quiet
contemplation or busy with a rod, you
may fall in love with life and flowing
streams, but you will not know the true
nver view. You will know that only
fr.om’ a boat, preferably a noiseless, smooth-
slipping canoe, because only from the boat
s your level of vision altered from the
habitual, lowered till all the common ob-
Jects of the landscape shift their values
and the world is indeed so strange a place
that you realize, as Emerson intended, how
many of our so-called facts are merely
habits of the human eye. We have often
suspected that Bishop Berkeley himself was
2 traveller by inland waterways, and drew
his philosophy from the river view.
p id you ever lie stretched on your gar-
t}f: oprath,dShutting th eye farther from
throS gu?‘h and squinting with the other
beds?g ]_:3 strange. Jungle of’your flower
disco.ncert‘ e ser'llgatlon 1s curious, almost
st lonom% he pebbles on the path
are L shadows, the bordering grasses

¢ tall, and the stalks of your daffodils

tower like a pine wood, while the sun
shines through amid the translucent green
trunks, bringing down a shimmer of golden
blooms. See, a robin hops into the pic-
ture! You know him for a robin by his
rosy breast and his brittle legs. But how
huge he is! You are scarce aware of the
sky, and of your neighbors’ houses, even
of so much of your own garden as lies be-
yond this little field of your earth-bound
vision you are not aware at all. You
feel curiously like Gulliver in Brobding-
nag. As you rise to your feet, you are
tempted to rub your eyes, like one awak-
ing from a dream.

This, on a larger scale and enhanced
by the charm of moving boat and lapping
water, is the sensation of him who jour-
neys by a little waterway through the
meadows and the hills, A well-behaved
river is bound to be lower than its banks,
so that sometimes your head, as you sit in
your canoe, is actually below the floor of
the world, sometimes on its level, but sel-
dom or never above it. What a trans-
formation this works on the landscape!
Step into your craft, dip your paddle,
clide out on the current, and the flowers
and grasses on the bank, scarce noted be-
fore, are suddenly the rich foreground of
vour picture, They are larger, more in-
tricate, more beautiful, than you ever
guessed. The cardinal flowers and Joepye-
weed lift their blooms against the blue
sky, instead of lying at your feet. The
delicate designs of their petals emerge like
a snowflake on velvet. As you glide un-
der arching willows or maples, you seem
to be in the depth of a forest. The road
or the trolley line may be but a few hun-
dred yards away, yet you do not see them.
You float silently up a liquid aisle beneath
vaulted foliage, in a sufficient and cloist-

ered world of your own.
803
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It may be presently you catch the sparkle
of bright sunlight on the water ahead,
and emerging from the mottled shadows of
the woods your canoe slips into a stretch
of river where tall grasses come down to
the black, oozy banks. An old punt, half
full of yellow water, is moored to a stake.
Out in the fields you hear the hot click,
click of a mowing machine, drowsier than
a locust’s song at summer noon. Men are
near, no doubt horses, a road, perhaps a
town. But you do not sce them. You
sec only the old punt, the tall grasses on
the bank, it may be the top of a far blue
hill peeping over, and ahead the quiet
waterway wandering again into the cool
shadows of the maples. Those hayfields
might stretch to infinity for all you can
say. Your view of the world is not com-
prehensive; it is the view of the worm
rather than the bird. But how alluring
1s 1ts strangeness, how restful its seclu-
sion, between grassy banks under the dome
of the summer sky. Even the ways of the
worm may be pleasant, then—a fact worth
finding out.

Presently there is a rustle in the grasses
and a small boy stands over you, staring
down, a one-piece bamboo fish pole tower-
ing in his hand. His body cuts against
the sun, and, see, he has an aura in his
hair!

Always there is this strangeness of the
riverway to give it perpetual allure. Do
you meet with a fisherman sitting on the
bank, it is his feet you see first. Always
the bordering grasses are important, and
how large the sky, how flat and restricted
the plain when the banks sink down to
give a glimpse of it! Passing under a
bridge, the dust disturbed by a rumbling
motor overhead shakes down upon vou or
tinkles on the water—sweetest of tiny
sounds, this tinkle of dust on still water!
It is as if you were in another world, be-
low your human kind in space, but not,
you arc sure, in degree, so gently your
craft slips along amid the cloistered beau-
ties of the stream.

“In the garden,” writes Emerson in his
“Journal,” “the eye watches the flying
cloud and Walden Woods, but turns from
the village. Poor Society! what hast thou
done to be the aversion of us all?” But
need Society be our aversion because some-
times we turn from it in weariness to the
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contemplation of Walden Woods or the
riverway, or because our spirit recognizes
in itself a primal kinship not alone wit
Society but with Solitude as well, with
whispering waters and Joepye-weed and
the tall grass that nods against the sky?

“What do they know of England who only
England know?”

And what do we know of Society who
know nothing of Solitude? He sees not
the battle best who is in the brunt of it
He is not the master of his social relations
whose every idea and action is born of
human intercourse, because he is not the
master of his own soul; he has ignored
its relations to the primal and inanimate,
its capacity for contemplation, “All great
deeds,” said Martineau, ‘“are born of soli-
tude.” It is in solitude that the thought
matures. It is in the face of his origins
that what is trivial in man is disclosed
to his questioning spirit. Let him go and
contemplate rivers, and be ashamed of the
size of last Sunday’s newspapers!
Forever a river “addresses the imagina-
tion and the interrogating soul.””  The
population of cities is a dull study to the
boy, but the length of the Nile is poetry.
(Geography is a less interesting study to the
child of today than it was to our fathers
just in so far as the map of Africa has lost
those delightful pink portions marked “un-
explored,” and the upper reaches of its
rivers lost their dotted lines which indi-
cated the Unknown. The boy is not
greatly impressed by the size of the wheat
crop of the United States, but what boy
would not defend the size of the Missis-
sippt against the world? A river comes
from the Unknown, from the high hills and
the forest, and it moves as irresistibly as
a planet to the Unknown again, to the sea.
It speaks forever the mystery of its origin
and of its destination. Like a road, it calls
perpetually to the imagination because it is
coing somewhere. But, unlike a road, there
is no hint of man in its composition. It
is the leader always. Man follows pant-
ing on its bank, and lays his roads where
the river has been the primal engineer.
We are all familiar with the river’s
calm and assured position in the centre of
the picture. Whether it is the Rhine com-
ing down through vine-terraced hills, or
the magnificent Hudson sweeping out of the



Rivers

blue north into the view of those tene-
ment-towered heights of upper Manhat-
tan, or the Hoosatonic curling through the
meadows of Stockbridge ringed by purple
hills, or the sluggish Charles gay with
canoes amid the lawns of Dedham, or the
1Vild Ammonoosuc chattering out from the
forests of Moosilauke and fighting its way
through rugged intervals to reach the Con-
necticut, the view is always composed
around the river, and no matter how high
you climb to contemplate, widening your
horizon, ever does that silver thread of
water bind the landscape into a perfect
whole.

So it is that man’s roads winding by its
banks, or his glittering steel rails follow-
ing its curves, seem but to trail the primi-
tive pioneer—as, indeed, is the fact—and
where the river, with magnificent sweep
and power, ploughs its way through the hills
the glittering rails plunge after, with a
kind of joy of exploration, as if they cried:
“We shall follow it and see what comes!”
Small wonder the river dominates the imag-
ination, and to the boy is the most delect-
able thing in geography. Even that brook
behind his house somewhere joins the sea.
He may launch a chip on its surface for a
voyage of a thousand miles. What is the
population of Algeria before such a living
marvel as this?

When I was a boy our baseball field was
on .the summit of an almost inperceptible
dnxrnfie: A spring at the southern end sent
a diminutive trickle down through a mea-
dow where white violets grew, into the dis-
colored waters of the “town brook,” and
thence ultimately into the Saugus River. A
second spring at the northern end sent
a diminutive trickle through the muddy
ooze of .Duck Pond into the cranberry
bog of Birch Meadow, and thence through
three miles of white pine forest—now, alas!
N0 more—into the long, forest-bordered
‘r\?ﬁlgrec:sth:fl tl'lvi . i—hﬁn‘dred Acre ‘mea.ldows,
way, witt SIP\ l'ch \ wver wound its sinuous
bout b mduggls | ottoms where the horn-

. re‘m em{,g)rave ppols where we swam.

 when T o :5 z:ls 1t were yesterday the
2 divids . 1;:. in my geograghy a'bgut
that K. n ] ’rez ized with a thrlll'of joy
raced ho;ﬁ;’] afns el‘d was such a thing. I
southers Se rom school. I ran first to the
told lFrmg, then to the northern, and

yselt that each was the headwater of
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a river! It was my hour to stand “silent
upon a peak in Darien.”” My childish im-
agination followed those trickles in the grass
till my body was borne in a great boat on
their mighty waters and my ears heard the
sound of the sea. Geography for me had
suddenly become alive, tingling—had sud-
denly become poetry. I waited with burn-
ing impatience for Saturday, to follow my
northward-running brook, muddy and torn
and scratched, through the bogs and the
pinewoods, till it joined the Ipswich. And
then I stood on a tuft of grass in the
swampy bottom where the two streams met
and yearned for a craft to carry me down
the larger body past grandfather’s mill, past
unknown towns, till the water tasted of the
salt and the breakers boomed.

Since that far-off day I have stood by
a spring, bubbling from under a boulder.
and watched the thread of crystal water
slip through the mosses into the depths of
a mountain ravine, while tall peaks tow-
ered about me—slip away on its journey
of a thousand miles to the sea. I have
been at the high head of a river monarch.
But I was less thrilled than the day when
I first conceived that Kingman's field was a
divide. Since that day, too, I have launched
a boat on many rivers, but never with quite
the expectant joy which attended the launch-
ing of the Crusader, for that long-dreamed-
of trip down the Ipswich.

The Crusader was made at home (for
every home in those days was a manual
training school), with ribs of ash and a
covering of canvas, painted vivid red. Care-
fully parting my hair in the middle, at my
grandfather’s solemn advice, I launched
forth below the mill pond for my far voy-
aging, 1 and another boy, in a rakish canoe,
also home-made, called the Stampede. The
boys in the swimming hole came racing out
like dolphins about our prows, but we beat
them off with paddles, and sailed away into
a land of wonder. Hcw each river bend
ahead lured us on—bends where the wil-
lows arched over the water, or a birch
dropped a white reflection into the black
depths, or the current seemed to widen,
grow more sluggish, promising perhaps a
mill pond, the excitement of a “carry,” the
thrill of a strange village! No mystery is
quite like the mystery of a river bend, as no
curve is quite so beautiful. 'When you are
a boy on your first river voyage you do not
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pray for a narrow-like course: you welcome
each curve and double as a fresh revela-
tion of romance. When the river bend
has lost its charm, then you may know
you are middle-aged, indeed, and fit only
for automobiles and a luxurious hotel at
night.

What memories come back to him who
has travelled by river ways, of camps re-
gretfully left behind or human scenes which
he has floated past, ethereal as a dream!
There is always a wistful moment of part-
ing from a pleasant camp, on tiny island
or wooded bank. You rise before the sun
is frce of the valley fog, plunge in the cold
water, catch a fish, perhaps, build up the
fire in last night’s embers, and while the
coffee boils you look down the river way
which beckons, cool and strange in the
light before the day. The great trees on
the bank behind you rise ethereal, phan-
tom shadows against the ochre dawn. The
fire snaps yellow and warm. Ahead the
stream winds into the mystery of the morn-
ing.  You cat your breakfast, strike your
tent, load the canoes, douse the embers,
which sizzle pathetically, and with a back-
ward glance of gratitude at your inn be-
neath the stars, you slip down the current
for a new day’s adventures. No officious
landlord comes out to the curb to say
good-bye.  No bell-hop is seen running
to vou with a morning paper and an eye
hungry for tips. What the world is doing
vou neither know nor care. The morn-
ing mists are rising from the water. The
stream lies clear ahead. The sun is golden
on the distant hills. And your paddle digs
the water till the little boat leaps with the
joy of health and freedom.

Or it may be that twilight steals upon
you while vou are still paddling in search
of a camping place free of the haunts of
men, of towns and befouling mills. In the
gathering darkness you see lights on the
water ahead, hear the sounds of music and
voices.  Presently you have glided into
fairyland.  Lawns came down to the water,
gay with Japanese lanterns, The landings
are decked with color. Chanoes are floating
in procession, like bright water flies, with
lamps at prow and stern. As your dark and
travel-soiled craft shoots into the radius of
these lights, the faces of girls flash at you,
vou hear the tinkle of their laughter, you
move through the fairy scene and pageantry
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as through a dream, thrilling strangely to it
human joy, yet strangely not a part of it
passing on to your lonely camp in the woods
below. Such scenes remain in the memory
when much else that seemed more import.
ant to our lives has faded and vanished, ang
they come back to us out of the past with a
wistful sweetness, ever more beautiful with
the years.

The ‘“ingenious Spaniard” quoted by
Izaak Walton says that “rivers and the in-
habitants of the watery element were made
for wise men to contemplate, and fools to
pass by without consideration.” But we
ourselves are not entirely convinced that
the man who contemplates too habitually
the inhabitants truly contemplates the
rivers, We have come upon the feet of
many an angler, dangling over the bank,
and lifted our eyes to a face whereon
was writ less calm contemplation than an-
noyance at our disturbance of the water,
or a sportsman’s patient, stolid eagerness
for game. We are far from persuaded that
the average fisherman is a contemplative
man at all, though it be heresy to harbor
the doubt. Some of them are. So are
many men who never fish. But, after all,
to do anything well requires concentra-
tion on your task, and we venture to affirm
that nobody can cast a fly successfully in
an alder thicket or under low-spreading
maples or hemlocks whose mind is filled
with philosophic reflections upon the des-
tination of the stream or the beauty of
the banks. Neither, we venture to affirm,
is the patient watching of a cork on the
water consistent with that breadth of vision,
freedom of fancy and sensory alertness
demanded by true contemplation. Con-
templation of an inhabitant of the watery
element means to the average angler onc
thing—what is the best way to haul him
out? Contemplation of the river—which 1
the best pool for fish? No, the wise man
who would truly contemplate rivers walks
by their banks, if they will not float 2
canoe, or launches his craft upon them if
they be deep enough, nor does he feel that
he knows them until he has seen the wprld
from their angle, from this curious view-
point below the brink, and until he has
followed them up into the hills whence they
come and down toward the sea whither
they go. You do not know a river till you
have become one with its current, a part
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of its life, winding with it through the
meadows and fighting with it through the
barriers of rock.

It is a curious fact which all sensitive
observers must have noted that you get
almost no “feel” of the contours of a coun-
v from the tonneau of an automobile.
The sag of the springs, the extreme speed,
the ease of the spurt up a hill, the roll-
ing away of the landscape, the rush of the
road to meet you—all combine to destroy
that sense of local difference between one
valley and the next. Of the delicate pleas-
ures of road-side flowers and lovely vistas
down logging roads and bird-calls and way-
farers’ greetings, of course, you get nothing
at all. That is why some of us, to the ex-
treme perplexity of the rest of us, take to
our feet on the back roads.

But even more intimately than from the
winding highway, travelled afoot, the coun-
try discloses its subtler aspects to him who
journeys down its rivers by ‘cance, A
road goes arbitrarily, often, where man has
willed. A river finds by the first law of its
nature the bottom land ; it draws in to itself
ultimately all roads and ways of man, and
from its surface one looks perpetually up,
instead of now up, now down, getting a
constant, unchanging perspective on every-
thing within the field of vision, which
cannot err or falsify. Whose house is set
the higher on a hill? From the river you
s}}all have no doubt. Those blue huddled
hills and intersecting valleys resolve them-
selvgs. out of confusion into the assured
familiarity of a map to the river voyager.
He has, on the very scale of nature it-
self, one of those raised maps so dear to
the heart of boyhood, and he is sailing
through the heart of it. Perpetually ahead
lies the beckoning bend, or the long vista
of river-valley opening between the hills.
Perpetually to right and left are timbered
SloP?S or grassy uplands, now and again
barting to proclaim a tributary, threaded
with roads that seem ever to be coming
down to speak to you in your canoe, to
TING you news of the countryside. When
?ﬁtl;n?:tss lt.};rou%h a town, it is through the
i formall e ot the back yards, not Eiovyn
Shirt Joew mam. street; you view }t n }ts
cunnd itSeS,has it were, you catch it off its
their ’chk 01;ses faged the other way,
tree fh'l Tools peeping at you over the

» While paths come down as if to watch
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you pass. Once more, the river view has
the charm of strangeness, reveals the world
to you from a different angle.

“Poor Society! What hast thou done
to be the aversion of us all?” This thou

hast done. 'Thou hast cast us and kept us

in moulds of convention, in starched collars
and paved streets and stuffy houses (or,
more often in flats) ; in habits of vision and
of speech; thou hast compelled us too
often to forget our own souls in the bicker
of market-place or assembly. This thou
hast done because it is a law of our nature
to herd with our kind, to fight for things
material, to create art and sky-scrapers and
fine clothes and grand opera and high
tariffs and slums and creeds and all sorts
of jumbled wisdom and folly. But it is a
law of our nature, too, sometimes to revolt,
to throw ourselves back on the bosom of
the Inanimate, to cry out not for art but the
huddle of hills into the sunset and the song
of a thrush, not for sky-scrapers, but the
ranks of the towering pines, not for paved
streets and trolley cars, but the soft seduc-
tion of a little river.

A pipe, a box of matches, a hatchet, a
little tent, a rod and line, blankets, a coffee-
pot and frying pan, a jug of water, a box
of food, an old shirt, a canoe and the right
companion to handle the bow-paddle, and
in the ethereal river mists of a summer
morning you launch your craft where the
stream breaks out of its mountain cradle,
and without need of map or compass give
yourself gladly to its care until, perhaps,
it joins the sea. It is a new world you
shall see, through the magic lens of your
lowered perspective, a world wherein many
humble things are important and many
great things shrink to insignificance. You
shall pass through the haunts of men and
care not for them. You shall camp in the
fragrance of hemlocks and scatter the em-
bers of your fire with regret. You shall
make for the bend ahead with the joy of a
discoverer, for the bend where the black
water steals mysteriously into the green,
sun-flecked aisles of the forest, and your
talk is hushed, your paddle muffled, till
you creep in as silently as the moccasined
Indian on the trail, as noiselessly as the
water itself, or for the bend where the river,
larger now, sweeps round a promontory
covered with maples, all their shadowed
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symmetry backed by the blue sky, into the
promise of sun-filled meadows and the
languor of a summer day. Hour by hour
the glide of the boat shall lull you, and
when at twilight you climb stiff-legged out
and rising upon the bank see the sky sud-
denly shrink, the world grow larger and
familiar again, the grassy banks become
once more not a bounding wall, but a
small thing at your feet, the water shall
still whisper a lullaby, running past you
all the night.

And presently you shall go back to your
Society—since there, after all, is probably
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your ultimate place—with a new light, if
ever so feeble, on what is important in j
and what trivial, and the wistful memory
of your nights beneath the stars and your
days on the bosom of the kindly stream,
Such is the true contemplation of rivers,
It has little to do with angling, after all. It
is born of the impulse of solitude and the
instinct in man to wander from the hills to
the sea, on the track of those primal forces
which are greater than he, which grant him
a new glimpse of beauty or awake an old
romance, which stir in his imagination the
vast and steadying images of his origin.

The Holiday's End

By JAMES E. RICHARDSON

(From ™

Foervbodry's Magazine™)

Massed thunder-heads across the flat sea-marsh
With plumes of rose and gold; the sordid range
Of signboards; black salt-channels; ever-strange

Familiar sands, with bristling pines and harsh,

Burnt clearings; piled-up cordwood; orchards low;
Dark ponds with twisted snags; and here and there
A station {lashes through the shuddering air

A mile a minute as we homeward go.

A bridge beneath, a sudden stifled roar,
And soon she slackens; and pale stars of blue
Light up electric lanes across the dusk.
The town is here, and strife and stench once more;
Tomorrow with its each bare fang and tusk
Waits at the valves of Sleep to claim its due.



True Canadian Reciprocity

(Continued from Page 780)

difidence, they point the way towards true
reciprocity. Canada has learned greatly from
us, and she has been willing to learn, quick
to learn. Wherever in Canada I inquired
the reason for her advanced policies in land,
labor, taxation, conservation, immigration
and the like, I invariably got the same an-
swer— “The United States.” But let us
have positive as well as negative lessons on
both sides, Why not carry the idea of
reciprocity up above trade relations and
politics, and let us have a reciprocal free
trade in a/l the elements of a civilization
that will permanently satisfy a/l the in-
stincts and demands of the human spirit?

Judged by dominant ideals, Greece satis-
fied the demand of the intellect, Israel the
instinct of religion, England (measurably)
of morals, Italy of beauty, Germany of
workmanship, our own country the instinct
of material well-being, and France the in-
stinct of social life. It remains for some
nation to take the elements of all these con-
tributions, co-ordinate them, and so popu-
larize them that an inheritance in them
may become the free natural property of
every child of the people. And of all the
nations, the initial advantages for dealing
with this opportunity seem to lie between
our country and the Dominion of Canada.

We hold some of these advantages over
C‘;“ﬂdﬂ, and Canada holds some over us.

¢ need not concern ourselves with the
former—that is Canada’s outlook. We
may, however, briefly run over some of the

advantages that at the present time Canada
appears to hold over us.

CANADA’S ADVANTAGES

First, Canada has enough natural re-
Sources hfild as public property to insure
(“‘lth' wise administration) a continuous
and distributed material well-being for her
people,
\\’aSrleO:dt’ Cagada has a running start to-
e qV;terueb emocracy and a.sc.Jund econo-
tion ‘.co m, begun in her pqhmes of taxa-

 *ONServation, immigration and land.
Civii?;attih(;:gs In themselves do not make a
» NOr are they sufficient to in-

sure one. They are simply prerequisite.
Being on a ship does not insure one’s get-
ting to Liverpool, but unless one does take
ship one will never get there.

Her third advantage is in her position as
an integral part of the British Empire.
This prevents her from being provincializ-
ed. I was continually struck with the
world-outlook in the common conversation
of Canadians. Canada’s political connec-
tions bring her people into contact with all
that 1s going on in the Mother-country,
the other colonies and the continent. I
found it most interesting to notice how this
appears in the newspapers; placing the
front page of the Montreal Star or the
Toronto Globe beside the New York Sun
or Times—to see how cosmopolitan was
the scope of the one and how local the
other.

Fourth, this deprovincializing process is
helped by the immense volume of east and
west trade. ‘Three transcontinental lines
form the Canadian link between the Orient
and the Continent. I am told even that
one can now go all around the world on
property of the Canadian Pacific Railway.

Her fifth advantage is in her large and
influential admixture of French population.
When Voltaire was asked what particular
benefit the reign of Louis XIV had given
France, he replied acutely that it had
nationalized the social spirit. And one can
oo but a little way in Canada without feel-
ing her debt to the inimitable touch of
Latin manner that beautifies her civiliza-
tion. And more than this—the French
language is official and current everywhere
in Canada, and everyone knows at least a
little of it. Edmonton, even, with but
thirty thousand people, supports a couple
of French newspapers. Public notices of
all kinds are promulgated in both languages.
Both are spoken in the Parliaments.
Therefore every Canadian, whether French
or English, has potentially, at least, com-
mand of one great literature besides his own;
and scarcely any single civilizing influence

has more efficiency than this.
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Lastly, Canada has kept all the benefits
of the monarchical system without any of
its drawbacks. When the Protestant Re-
formation discarded Catholic doctrine and
discipline, it also discarded Catholic wor-
ship and thus lost the power of appeal which
inheres in this age-long body on sentiment
and poetry. The American Revolution
made a similar unfortunate sacrifice in sev-
ering our relations with monarchy. Can-
ada hit the golden mean of escaping every
practical disadvantage of the monarchical
form of government—she has emerged into
a pure democracy—and yet retaining a sen-
timental and ritualistic connection with it.
Burke, with whom I began this paper, says,
““There ought to be in every country a sys-
tem of manners that a well-formed mind
would be disposed to relish.” The only
value of a monarchy is its influence in
tempering social life, raising its general tone
and purging its vulgarity. This influence
of Canada’s relation to England is evident
throughout her social life.

Thus with an amiable, an interesting
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civilization built upon great materja] pros-
perity and advanced democratic institutiong
Canada seems to me to be a powerfu] com-:
petitor in the race for the goal of a true
civilization. True, she may not finally care
to engage in this peaceful rivalry; she may
stop short of it and rest content in some
smaller enterprise like the enlargement of
trade or the multiplication of manufactures,
We ourselves may not care to engage in it.
But the lover of the humane life, seeing
their incomparable opportunities, gives his
counsel of perfection to both nations in ex-
pectant hope.

On this ground my fellow countrymen
will forgive my plain speaking. It comes
of the sincere desire that the United States
may not rest satished with teaching the rest
of the world how to trade and manufacture
and get rich, but that having done all this,
or as much of it as may be necessary, she
will declare a friendly warfare with the
Dominion of Canada for the greatest prize
of all—the opportunity of teaching the rest
of the world how to live.




Lots of W ork n Vancouver

HEN the labor agencies on

Powell street hang out their

blackboards in the morning

the sidewalk in front of

these places is a common meeting-ground
for the men of the outdoors. ‘There are
perhéps two thousand—it is a broad guess
—of these camp workers in the city. Per-
haps many more. Let us say that there
are twenty thousand men working in the
woods and on railway construction work in
British Columbia. It is perfectly natural
that one-tenth of this number should be
in Vancouver. There is always an end-
less chain of men moving between the camps
and the city. Men come out to the city
because they want to spend some money
and have a “good time” for a week or
two. Their places are taken by others, and
in a week or ten days they return to work,
perhaps not to the same camp. Not all
are single men, exchanging their wages for
the picturesque conception of a “good
time”; many are married and have homes
in Vancouver; their high wages do not
fatten the saloon keepers’ bank account.
Tlle average logging camp workers are not
big-beamed or very tall, not giants but
men of ordinary size, though with tough-
cne.d'muscles and deep-browned skins, and
4 living force dwelling in them bright like
fire, that is the gift of Nature to the man
who works in the open. Their clothes al-
ways have something of the camp charac-
ter, b.\i which you can tell them from the
open-air worker of the city. Every pro-
E':lnce in Canada has sent men to the British
“(;llsll?}bla woods.  Oregon, California,
\' hington, Arizona, Nevada, and New
i\’I(‘fxlco.have sent up woodsmen who can
;Cal:‘le’gsl dOlelogging camps from the boun-
the 4. o exico to Puget Sound. From
: ar pmebforests of Norway, Sweden,
ml:egmrin andfslb?r.ia 'ha\fe come ¥ough-sculp-
ome iner?h amiliar with logging, and at
1 the browp deep-shadowed woods.
m:ny{; zl}i)rtlhern climate could produce such
<> the loggers; there are no rugged fel-

lows like these bred beneath a southern sun
that dissolves in listlessness and langour the
muscles of men. They have the strong, un-
freakish character of the outdoors that wil-
derness workers everywhere, whether cow-
punchers, prospectors or lumbermen, have in
common, and they have something else that
the great woods give to those who long in-
habit her aromatic dominions. The logger
is a man of much simplicity and directness,
and not difficult to analyze. The railroad
construction camp toiler is not a cut off the
same piece, as many people think. He has
his admirable qualities, too, and though he
handles pick and shovel now, the good
shovelman does not remain a laborer very
long. He soon gets a job bossing other
laborers, and the man with the pick of to-
day may be the subcontractor of tomorrow:
and then just watch him. Pat Murphy,
with a shovel and a pick, or Vincenzo Gossi,
navvy, becomes first a foreman, then a sta-
tionman, then a subcontractor, and then you
will hear presently of a contractor named
Mr. Patrick D. Murphy, or Mr. Vincent
Goss (for they English their names), and
there he is in his automobile, very fat and
prosperous, with seven hundred men on his
payroll, and peojle regard his bank account
with suspicion, a1d can smell tainted money
as well as gasoline when he passes in his
motor car. The big blackboards outside the
employment offices offer many jobs and good
wages. “First faller $4.25 a day; axemen,
$3.00 a day; second faller, rigging slinger,
snipers, barkers, dog-up man, head loader,
swampers; good camp, free pass. You can
get your fare advanced to the E. & N. rail-
way, which is shouting for men. Prince
Rupert wants men quick; go tonight; fare
advanced, high wages. Avviso; passo libero,
vogliamo. 75 atagliana austriaci; patare,
tutto, oggi, 447 Strada di Carral.” If you
are a stationman, or want to figure on a
small job for yourself, you are asked by a
blackboard to step in and take a look at a

profile of the Portland Canal short line,
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which desires stationmen and subcontractors
who are willing to work whole days, not
merely eight hours, for themselves, and some
nights, too, by the light of the “banjo”
lamps, that the work :may be rushed. You
can get any kind of autdoor job you wish,
and be shipped tonight: or tomorrow, or the
next day. It doesn’t brok as if a man could
find excuse for being wlle in this part of the
world right now. The labor agencies are
so eager to get men for their contractors and
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logging companies that they advertise “No.
thing to pay, no fee, free pass, good camp
high wages,” and that leaves the jobless men
utterly without an excuse for vagrancy,
Hoboes! keep away from Vancouver, tow
no good, work stares in your face from
every labor agent’s window, and comes 4|
the way to meet you. If you come here
you are likely to get shanghaied into 2 log-
ging camp or a railway construction camp
and put to work, Keep away.

The Mother

By KATHARINE TYNAN

(From "“McClure's Magazine")

There is no height, no depth, that could set us apart—
Body of mine and soul of mine, heart of my heart,

There is no sea so deep, no mountain so high,
That I could not come to you if I heard you cry.

There is no hell so sunken, no heaven so steep,
VWhere I should not seek you and find you and keep.

Now you are round and soft, and sweet as a rose;
Not a stain on my spotless one, white as the snows.

It some day you came to me heavy with sin,
1, your mother, would run to the door and let you in.

I would wash you white again with my tears and grief,
Body of mine and soul of mine, till you found relief.

Though you had sinned all sins there are ’twixt east and

west,

You should find my arms wide for you, your head on my

breast.

Child, if T were in heaven and you were in hell,—
Angels white as my spotless one stumbled and fell,—

[ would leave the fields of God and Queen Mary's feet,
Straight to the heart of hell would go seeking my sweet.

God, mayhap, would turn Him at sound of the door;
“Who is it goes out from Me, to come back no more?”’

Then the blessed Mary would say from her throne:
“Son, ’tis a mother goes to hell, seeking her own.

“Body of mine and Soul of mine, born of me,—
Thou who wert once little Jesus beside my knee,—

“It is so that mothers are made: Thou madest them so.
Body of mine and Soul of mine, do I not know?”



G&)Hen Summer

By Florence Bahr

UESDAY was market day at

Brigg, and, rain or shine, Father

made a point of going, thereby

nearly driving us all crazy with

his fussy ways; it was fetch and carry, and
woe betide us if we weren’t all gathered
round him with zall his belongings ready
to don. Numerous and contrary orders
we one and all received before he finally
ceated himself in the old dog-cart which
had carried him to and fro on his journey
v market for the last ten or fifteen years.

Lately we had taken it in turns to ac-
company him on his journeys, and to-day
was Conny’s turn. Mother and I had been
standing patiently holding out his numer-
ous parcels—which he always insisted upon
packing into the trap himself—for the last
half hour, and as the last sample of grain is
put in we look at each other with a sigh
of relief, knowing that once the things are
ail in, we shall be able to go into the
nouse, where Alice, our old servant, will
have a comfortable fire and a well-laid
sccond breakfast ready, all steaming hot,
and a pot of coffee delicious enough to
‘empt an angel, as Jim, our only brother,
remarks.

Father turns, and with a parting kiss
o mother takes his seat, then glances at
te seat beside him. “Bless my soul! Where
s Conny?  What, not ready yet? Tut,
tixt!" and he turns to me with a frown.
Conny saves the situation by running
across the court yard, and, with a “Sorry,
Father,” she Jumps up beside him., Off
they go, and we dutifully stand and wave
‘o them until they are almost out of sight.

heﬂﬁ mother, with a smile and “Come,
Sophie,” enters the house, where Jim, “the
monkey,” has wisely hidden himself, know-
g full well that he would have been
badgered and ordered until he was nearly
°"f‘Of his mind.

Poor dear” says Mother, smilingly, as

We seat ourselves at the plentifully laid
v

table; “he might be going a journey to the
South Pole, he is so fussy.” “Fussy!”’ we
echo. Mother smiles depreciatingly, “Well,
dears, it is only once a week! As you know,
he is the kindest of fathers, and most
good tempered, except”’—and Mother hes-
itates—"‘once a week!” we finish for her;
then we all laugh.

As the meal progresses, we are like a lot
of happy, noisy school children, so little it
takes to amuse us.

Just as Alice commences to clear away,
Jim, who has risen and is standing by the
window which looks out on to the high-
road, calls out that Dr. Wilson is driving
round to the back. So mother gives the
order for morc coffee and fresh hot-cakes,
which the doctor has an especial weakness
for; then she leaves the room with Jim,
and I readjust the table.

The doctor is a special favorite of Fath-
er’s, and 1 think he admires Conny, but
she avoids him and snubs him on every oc-
casion. At one time I am sure she liked
him, but lately she is quite cold to him for
some reason or other. When Mother and
Doctor Wilson come in, I notice he gives
a searching look round the room, then turns
and wishes me good morning, and at Moth-
er’s invitation seats himself at the table, as
she pours out the coffee. The two old
friends chat about the parish and the sur-
rounding district and, to our surprise, we
hear that Dick Chetwynd is on his way
home from Canada, where he went after
his quarrel with his Father. Now the old
man is dead, I suppose he is coming to
claim the property which his Father left
him, after all.

We none of us cared for Dick Chet-
wynd ; he was always a fast and bold young
man, and when the quarrel took place we
were not surprised; Dick’s escapades were
well talked about in the village. I don’t
suppose he will stay amongst us very long,
as village life was not at all to the gentle-

man’s liking in the old days. Leaving the
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two old friends to finish their gossip, I fetch
a pair of scissors and my basket, then go
out of the side door into the kitchen gar-
den where, for the next half-hour, I am
busy snipping off a leaf here and a leaf
there, and generally making the garden
look a little more tidy. Suddenly I hear
voices coming my way, so 1 rush for the
old summer-house, and have only just time
to softly close the door before the Doctor
and Jim come into view. ‘“Sophie! So-
phie!” calls Jim, but I am deaf for the oc-
casion. “Why don’t the stupid things go
away,” 1 think, wrathfully. “I want to
get on with my work.,” I hold my breath
as they come ncar to my hiding place, but
they pass on, and I hear Jim grumbling as
they walk away. I wait for a while, then
there is a rattle of wheels and I know the
coast is clear. “Jim!” I call, and at the
look of surprise on his boyish face, I laugh.
*“Well, you are a nice one!” is his greeting.
“Old Wilson and I have searched all over
the place!” Then he grins. “I say, old
airl, you don’t mean to say you were in
there?” pointing to the summer-house. [
nod. “Well, of all the girls, leading a
fellow a chase like that,” he grumbles.
“What did he want?” I say. “Oh! Moth-
er told him to ask vou to go over to old
Martin. The old chap is bad again, and
knowing what a good Samaritan you are”’—
Jim gives me a knowing wink. “Don’t be
vulgar,” 1 say with flaming cheeks. Jim
laughs.  “I say, Sophie, you would make a
splendid Doctress!” 1 turn round, but he
is too quick for me, and when at a safe
distance he calls at the top of his voice,
“Doctress!” but T disdain to answer, and
off he goes.

I go on steadily working for some time.
The garden is really looking neglected, ow-
mg to the old gardener being away. [
lay out a bed for transplanting, and sow a
lettuce and radish bed, and am just put-
ting the finishing touches to a carrot bed
when the gong sounds for lunch, which we
always take cold, as Father is a very busy
man, owning several hundred acres of land
besides cattle, sheep and horses, and he in-
variably rides from field to field superin-
tending personally the men, women and
children he employs, despite the fact of hav-
ing a good foreman. We find it more con-
venient to have a cold lunch, which is on
the table usmally from 12 to 2 o’clock.
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We are just finishing our lunch,
Mc:ther asks Jim if he delivered the
tor's message about old Martin,
Lizzie Oldfield has another baby, this tin
a girl,” remarks Mother, “so I think you
had better go and see the poor thing this
afternoon; George is out of work again!
Dear, dear! Why do they have so many
babies. And just take her a basket of eges,
and there’s a chicken in the larder; pack
that up well, and tell Bessie to give you 3
jug of soup.”

My heart sinks. “I really am anxious
to finish my gardening. Why can’t Alice
go?” I say pettishly. “Really, Mother,
Doctor Wilson is a nuisance!” “Why
dear?” Mother says in a surprised tone.
“I always thought you liked to help.” “So
I do, but not when I am busy; the garden
is in an awful state,” I say, flushing hotly
as Jim’s eyes meet mine.

“Suppose I drive you there, Mater!” Jim
says suddenly. “You could call in and sec
old Martin as well. I have to go to the
smithy’s about that plough, and the drive
would do you good.”

Mother gazes at him silently for a mo-
ment. She is weighing the subject over in
her mind. “Well,” she says at length,
“perhaps I had better go this time. Sophie
doesn’t know much about babies, and that
old woman who is looking after her, I am
afraid, isn’t much good.

“All right, Mater,” says Jim. “Be ready
as soon as you can.”

Meanwhile Bessie gives me the soup, and
the baskets are soon packed. After they
have driven away, I go back into the gar-
den for a while to finish my work, and
after a cup of tea I change my dress and
generally idle my time away, until the
sound of wheels announces the arrival of
Father and Conny. Shortly after, Mother
and Jim make their appearance.

Conny is in wild spirits all evening; after
dinner she unpacks her numerous purchases
Mother scolds her a little on her extrava
gance, but she only tosses her pretty head
and laughs. We are very proud of our eld-
est sister. She is an exceedingly pretty
girl, tall and graceful, with a lovely com-
plexion and a wealth of bronze brown hair.

We admire and criticize all her treasures,
and when they are taken away, I feel des-
perately sleepy, so take my candlestick qnd
steal quietly off to bed. I am just dozing

when
doc-
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Golden Summer

off into dreamland when Conny comes into
her room, which has a door communicating
with mine. “Sophie, are you asleep?” she
savs in a low voice. I don’t answer; I am
too0 sleepy. Then I feel a touch on my
shoulder. “Wake up! Wake up, Sophie, I
want to tell you something.” “Well!” 1
v ungraciously.  “Can’t you wait until
morning?”’ and I turn over with the inten-
tion of closing the conversation, but she is
persistent.  “Do rouse yourself, old girl.
Dick is coming home.” “What Dick?” I
say, half asleep yet. “Why, Dick Chet-
wynd, of course, goose!” “Oh,” I say
stupidly.  “Well, if he is, I don’t care.
For goodness’ sake go away, I am tired.”
Conny stoops down and whispers something
in my ear. In a moment I am wide awake.
“Conny!” T cry, but she is off and the door
hetween closes with a bang. It s hours be-
fore I sleep azain. “What will Father and

Mother say when they know ?”’ I keep say-
ing to myself as I toss from side to side.
% ™ * *

Breakfast is nearly over when I enter
the dining-room, and Conny gives me a
warning glance as I take my seat. “Tired,
Sophie?” Father says, giving me a kindly
look. “You look pale, dear.” Tears spring
to my eyes, and mother hastens to turn the
conversation. [ feel relieved; another mo-
ment and I should have broken down.

The conversation turns to Lizzie Old-
field.  Mother found the poor thing very
weak, and, her husband being out of work,
very worried. Father promises to give him
a few days’ labor until something turns up,
and I volunteer to go over and fetch him.
Breakfast over, 1 go upstairs for my hat.

Conny is in high spirits. I hear her
happy laugh downstairs. “How can she
laugh like that!” I think indignantly, know-
ing how she has deceived her parents.
Mother is crossing the hall when I de-
scend the stairs. “Ready, Sophie?” she
says, f‘milingly handing me a covered bas-
ket. ‘Hurry dear, the poor things may be
worrying,”
~ As T walk along the pretty countrv lane
in the glorious sunshine, I think of the
trouble in store for Father and Mother
when Conny tells them that she is the wife
of Dick Chetwynd.

Soon the little cottage comes in view,
and T hurry my steps, knowing how happy
Poor Lizzie will feel when she knows there
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1s work for her husband. She is an old
servant of ours, and George is a most re-
spectable man, but, owing to bad health, is
often out of work. They have quite a nu-
merous family of boys, and now a little
daughter.

The doctor is already there, and I notice

how gently he speaks to the poor woman,

who looks very worn and ill. She smiles
wanly at me, as I quietly take a seat, and
wait until the doctor finishes his directions
to the old woman in charge.

Crossing the room to speak to me, I no-
tice what a kindly face the doctor has. A
face, somehow, one trusts and relies on,
and I feel suddenly ashamed of the silly,
girhsh trick which I played yesterday.

When he hears my errand, he turns to
Lizzie and tells her, now that her husband
has got work, she has nothing to worry
about, but get well, and with a smile he
takes his departure from the room.

I stay chatting for a few minutes with
the two women, then I take a little peep at
the new baby before going in search of
George, who is easily found; he brightens
up when I tell him to put on his coat,
Father has sent for him.

The sunshine tempts me to loiter on my
homeward way. The wild flowers are se
tempting that I frequently stop to gather a
few blossoms. By the time my basket is
filled the morning is well advanced, and
when I reach the four lane ends it is near-
ly 12 o’clock. To my surprise I find my
sister sitting on a stile waiting for me.
“What a slow coach you are, Sophie!” she
calls out to me, when I am within hearing
distance. “What are yvou waiting for?” [
answer rather ungraciously. I am dread-
fully annoyed at her deceit and I mean to
let her know it.

“Why, to talk to you,” she replies good
humoredly. “Don’t be cross, Sophie, [
want your advice. Dick is coming this
afternoon, and do you think we ought te
tell Father and Mother that we are already
married ?’  “When were you married ?” [
ask abruptly.” “Before Dick went to
Canada. If you remember, I was staying
with May Fielden at Hull; well, Dick
came over, instead of going straight on to
Liverpool, and we went to a registry office;
he had got the licence, so I slipped out one
morning early, before May or her people
were up, and we were married.”
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“Oh, Conny! How could you do such
a thing! You know Father and Mother
never approved of Dick.” “That’s why
we married secretly. They never gave the
boy a chance. Everything was made the
worst of, until we couldn’t bear it, and his
father was so awfully strict no high-
spirited boy could put up with it.”’

We walked in silence. How to advise
her I am at a loss. They certainly will
have to tell. Things cannot go on like
this.  The question is, Should they tell
now, or let Father and Mother see more of
Dick and get used to him?

At last I turn to Conny and explain
my views to her, but we arrive at no ar-
rangement when we come into view of the
house, where Jim is standing talking to
Father.

After lunch, Conny rushes upstairs to
change her dress. 1 follow slowly, too
miserable to care how I look, and entering
my room sink down on to the old-fash-
toned window-seat for a good think. Conny
35 pulling out first one drawer and then
another in her haste, singing gaily at the
top of her voice. Presently she dashes into
my room, radiant, in a white muslin dress.
“How do you think 1 look, Sophie Do
vou think Dick will think me nice?” Be-
fore I can answer her, she is through the
door and on her way downstairs, quite as
if she has not a care in the world.

Shortly afterwards, I see her seated on
the lawn, where she has a good view of the
drive. [ suppose she wishes to have a talk
with Dick before he makes his appearance
in the drawing-room. Slowly changing my
pink cotton gown for a clean white linen
I linger as long as possible so that they can
have a chance of coming to some under-
standing,.

Presently the gate clicks, and looking
through the windows, I see a figure which
is, I suppose, Dick’s! Craning my neck, I
get a better view, He is crossing the lawn
and speaking to Conny, who has risen to
meet him.  He certainly is a fine specimen
of young manhood, tall and broad, with a
sunny, good-tempered face. As the sun
shines on his fair head, I feel perhaps she
is not so much to blame, after all; he is
very good to look on.

I resolve to give them half-an-hour be-
fore disturbing Mother, who is slumbering
peacefully in the dining-room.
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'The rattle of the tea tray brings Mother,
and together we cross the lawn, where teg
is placed under a shady tree. She shakes
hands kindly with Dick Chetwynd, but i
distinctly frosty in her manner. She in.
quires politely about his journey, but it s
with a feeling of relief when the young
man takes his departure; he does not try
to conceal his love for Conny, and I am
sure Mother notices it, but she makes no
remark. We all walk as far as the gate
with him, and I feel very sorry for him, he
looks so disappointed. Towards 8 o'clock
Conny disappears, and later, as I go into
the hall for my candlestick, the side door
opens and a muffled-up figure peeps round
the door as it slowly swings back. “Oh,
it's you, is it?” says a familiar voice, and
Conny comes into view., She had been out
to meet her lover.

Mother had driven off with Father.
They were to spend a long day with Aunt
Helen, who lives a few miles away. We
have spent days discussing ways and means
to end the miserable state of affairs con-
nected with Conny’s ridiculous escapade—
marriage I refuse to call it. We have had
to take Jim and Dr. Wilson into our con-
fidence; things have reached a climax. Dick
politely refuses to wait any longer for his
wife. He has called and done his best to
gain Mother and Father’s approval, but
they will have none of him. Day after day,
in spite of snubs, he has presented himself,
until he declares that he is tired of'the
whole thing. Conny has lost her spirits
entirely. Night after night she steals out
of the house, until I am in constant terror
of their being found out.

Seeing so much of him of late, I am
forced to acknowledge that Dick is a nice,
manly fellow, and it seems a pity that for
the sake of a few boyish escapades hc 1s
treated in this way by my parents. ‘e
have just seated ourselves beneath our fa-
vorite tree on the lawn, when the two men
arrive.  Dick plunges at once into his
grievances and declares there is no help for
it, and he means to elope with his wife.
“A nice thing when a fellow is competled
to run away with his own wife!” he g"“m"
bles. We all laugh, it really is too funny:
He proceeds to lay his plans before us. He
is well-born, well off, and he is lonely; and
with a determined air he turns to mé&
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«Craim my wife I will, so it is no use try-
ine ta stop me. If you won’t help”—then
turning to Conny, “we must manage with-
out.”

So we arrange that Conny will meet
him early tomorrow morning. He will
brine the dogecart as far as the four lane
ends; they will drive straight to the vicar-
age, where Doctor Wilson and the vicar’s
sister will meet them to act as witnesses at
the wedding ceremony at the old vicarage
church, as I insist upon a church service.
Then they wiil drive to Mablethorpe,
Dick's place, as soon as the ceremony is
over. 'The vicar, who is an old friend of
the family’s, has already been put in pos-
session of all facts, and Dick will stay the
night with Dr. Wilson. After fully dis-
cussing the plan, we arrive at the conclu-
sion ‘that it is the only way out of a most
perplexing difficulty.

Owing to Father’s liberal allowance
Conny has some pretty clothes, and as we
proceed to fold up one garment after an-
other I am glad she won’t disgrace us on
her wedding day. We are making the most
of our time by packing up Conny’s belong-
ings before mother’s return, as we shall
have to be up at daybreak so that Conny
can leave the house unobserved.

Fverything seems as usual when the
sound of wheels announce the return of
our parents, who have enjoyed their little
jaunt. Mother talks and laughs all even-
ing, but we young people are much too
excited, and when ten o’clock strikes we
creep off thankfully to our rooms.

At an early hour next morning Jim
knocks at the bedroom door, softly, and
Conry at once begins to dress in her wed-
dine dress.  We have chosen a pretty white
serce coat and skirt, and with it she will
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wear a laygc straw hat with a pink rose
Crown. Jim has brought a bunch of pale
pink roses, which she tucks into her blouse.
VVhe’n she is ready I hand her a cup of tea.
She is too excited to eat, so with a parting
emb.race we go downstairs. I cannot re-
strain my tears, but she is in radiant spirits.

Poor Jim surreptitiously wipes his eyes
as we walk down the garden path. When
the gate is reached, to our surprise, Dick is
standing in the shadow of the old oak trees.
“I couldn’t help it, dear,” he says as he
takes her into his strong young arms. “I
have waited for you so long.” We watch
them walk away, and with a final wave of
goodbye, Jim and I sadly retrace our steps
and enter the house, and silently creep back
to our separate rooms to wait until the
household shall be stirring.

At breakfast Conny's absence is not
commented upon. Father has in some mys-
terious way lost one of his beloved samples.
All is bustle and confusion. We search
every nook and cranny without avail. In
despair, father at last makes up his mind
to drive off without it, when Jim unearths
it in one of his overcoat pockets. He is so
annoyed at his forgetfulness that he takes
his seat without another word. I strongly
suspect Jim is at the bottom of the mystery.

The doctor walks into the courtyard as
they drive away. He has come to break
the news of Conny’s marriage to mother,
and, as they enter the house, I steal away
in the golden sunshine into the old orchard;
leaning my arms on the top of the little
wicket gate, I cry as if my heart would
break.

Softly the doctor comes to me, and hold-
ing out his strong, brown hands to me,
says, “‘Sophie, I love you, dear. I too am.
lonely. Will you be my wife?”




The Return

By Mabcl Herl)ert Urner

(From ‘' LEverybody's Alagazine”’)

HE

laid down her book and
waited. She knew by the way
he had opened the door and
was moving around the hall

that he was drunk. He came in now,
tubbing his hands and smiling inanely at

her.

“Cold out—by George! Thr-thr-thun-
dering cold out!”

That first stage of maudlin stupidity
—how well she knew it. She knew, too,
what the next phase would be—a quar-
relsome irritability which the least remon-
strance from her would excite to a frenzy
of rage and profanity.

He was fumbling with the papers on
the table, trying not to meet her eyes.
His effort to appear careless and natural
was painfully evident. If only she could
keep from irritating him, from saying
anything to arouse him—he might go to
bed still in this simpering stupor. She
held her glance fixed on the book in her
lap, that he might not see the disdain in
her eyes. That alone would be enough
to excite him.

“Er—ah—pguess I'll go to bed. Late,
by George! Time for you to go, too.”

She bit her lip. She knew that all she
should say was: “Yes, I'm coming.”” But
she could not. The bitterness and con-
tempt and the desire to give it expression
were too strong. ‘I shall sit up until I
finish this book.”

He turned. The simpering smile had
vanished. “What's that?”

“I thought I spoke plainly. I said I
intended to sit up until I finished this
book.”

“Oh, you do—do you?’ he
“And how long will that be?”

“Oh, two or three hours,” she answered
tecklessly.

“Oh! it will? And vou expect to sit up
$1s

sneered.

here all hours of the night reading those
infernal novels?”

“Yes, if 1 choose.” She knew the
storm that was coming, but she had lost
all desire to check it now.

“We'll see about that.” His voice was
hoarse with rage. ‘Now, you put that
book down and go to bed.”

She smiled.

“Do you hear me?” he thundered.

“You are speaking loud enough.”

“D you! Give me that book!”
He made a lurch toward it, but she casily
avoided him.

His face was crimson, his hands clench-
ed, and there was a strong odor of stale
liquor from his breath.

“Oh, if you only knew how loathsome
you are when you are drunk!” she breath-
ed, her eyes and voice full of disgust.

“Drunk? Drunk? Whe said I was
drunk?”

“T think I did.”

“You , youl!”

He made another lurch toward her, but
she laughed defiantly and slipped past into
her bedroom. There was no key! Quick
as thought she flew down the hall and into
the closet at the far end.

When they first took the apartment she
had objected to the way that closet door
opened, and had it hung the other way—
which brought the lock on the inside. And
now she turned the key with another de-
fiant laugh just as he tried to jerk open
the door.  He shook it fiercely, banged
upon it, with a volley of foul oaths.

She crouched back in the closet, bury-
ing her face in some clothes that hung
there, to shut out the hideous words.
When he found the door was locked,'he
went back into the library muttering
threats and curses.

She felt around the walls until she |
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found a long cloak, pulled it down, and
cat on It
came in under the door. It lay across a
pair of beaded slippers, a shoe tree, and
an old leather trunk strap, The rest of
the closet was in darkness. There was a
faint odor of camphor from the furs on
the shelf overhead.

For a while she sat motionless, staring
at the thin strip of light from under the
door. All the bitterness and hatred and
loathing she had ever felt for him ¢-amed
concentrated in that moment,
herself thinking of a woman who was now
heing tried for killing her husband. For
days the papers had been full of it—glar-
ing headlines, pictures, interviews, every
detail of the murder and trial. At great
length they dwelt on the woman’s calm-
ness and self-possession.  “‘Cold, unfeel-
ing,” the reporters called her. The man
—her husband—had struck her in a
drunken rage, and she had killed him. She
made no effort to escape or to deny the
deed, saying simply that she could no
longer endure his drunken brutality and
—she had killed him.

As she crouched there in the dark
closet, her sympathy went out to this
woman in swift understanding. A mental
picture flashed before her—of herself
standing in a courtroom before a jury.
The judge, the lawyers, the sea of faces
b?low~the clearness and vividness of the
mcture brought with it a rush of terror.
She covered her face with her hands.

A crash from the room outside! A
sound of breaking glass and then a storm
ot oaths.

She shivered and huddled closer to the
closet wall. Why was it that profanity
always made her sick and faint? She was
not a religious woman, It was not a feel-
ing of sacrilege, of outraged piety; she
had none of that. And yet it always ter-
rified her—made her blood run cold.

Another crash and another storm of
oaths! It did not occur to her to wonder
what he had broken. She was only won-
de“flg vaguely if it was the words or the
{’z;;:if; :l:lvhi)sthvoicc tgat c.hilled her s0.
that fur‘ o~ er words, hissed out with
efiect? .‘ifa}lll violence, hav; the same
know;; % e should swear in some un-
am anguage—she felt it would be the

¢ And if the same oaths were spoken

Only a faint streak of light.

She found
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in a soft, gentle voice? She found her-
self trying to fit them to the tune of =
soothing old Methodist hymn!

She was growing cramped sitting like
that, She tried to change her position.
There was something hard and uneven on
the floor under the cloak. She drew it
out. It was too dark to see, but she knew
by the feel that it was one of his bedroonr
slippers. With quick revulsion she threw
it from her. Oh, how she hated him?'
Hated everything that belonged to him!
She could not bear it any longer.  She
would go away—anywhere.  Anything
would be better than this constant, fever-
ish, burning hatred that was consuming
the best of her, poisoning her nature—
bringing out all the wickedness that was
in her.

She would go away at once—tonight,
and begin a new life. Whatever the hard-
ship, there would not be the abasing degra-
dation of this. What if she did have to
work? She would be free—free! The
whole world lay before her—a world of
freedom. Why had she not gone long
ago? For four years she had endured this
life with him—and she might have been
free!

From her cramped position she rose to
her knees and then to ther feet, turned
the key in the door, opened it softly, and
listened. The sound of heavy breathing
came from his room. She had no fear of
waking him now. He was sleeping, a
wine-drugged sleep.

The clock in the library struck the half
hour—half-past one. With feverish haste
she slipped into a dark travelling suit,
heavy walking shoes, a small, close turban
and veil; wrote a hurried note saying she
was leaving because she hated and loath-
ed him, that it would be futile to follow
her—she would never return; swept her
jewels and a few toilet things from her
dressing table into a small satchel-—and
she was ready.

At the door of her room she paused for
a last glance. The warmth and luxury of
it struck her with a new note: the bed
with its silken covers, the soft negligee on
a chair near by, the fur-lined slippers.

But from the next room the heavy
breathing rose suddenly to a snore—a
hoarse, guttural snore. Her face hardened.
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Without another glance back she passed out
into the hall.

The narrow, vault-like corridor stretch-
ed out long and shadowy before her. She
must not ring for the elevator, she must
try to get down without letting the bell
boy or night clerk see her. One flight
after another she crept down the stairs.
At cach landing stretched out another
long, dimly-lit hall.

From the top of the last flight she
could sce down into the office. The night
clerk was writing with his back toward
her, but the bell boy was reading near the
elevator. She could not pass him without
being seen. If someone would only come in
to be taken up, she could slip out while
the elevator was gone. It was very late
—after two. But there was always some-
one coming in. The elevator ran all
night. She leaned back against the wall
to wait. She could not be seen from be-
low, and no one would come up the steps.
Above her stretched a great shaft of dark-
ness around which wound the stairs. The
stillness was that peculiar stillness of a
great building at night., The occasional
stirring of the elevator boy or the rustle
of papers by the night clerk seemed only
to accentuate it.

The outside door opened now, and a
man came in, entered the elevator, and
was taken up. The clerk was engrossed
with his writing and did not turn around.
Hurriedly she slipped past him and out
at the door. The wind struck her with its
piercing cold. She shivered and turned
down the dark street to the car line. The
cars ran all night, she knew, but not very
frequently, and there was none in sight
now. Everything was closed except the
drug store on the corner. Its green and
blue bottles gave a touch of cheer to the
dreary, deserted street.

As she waited for a car in the shelter
of a dark doorway, she tried to form some
plan for her immediate destination. Her
only thought was to get away from New
York and hide in some other large city.
But where? Did it matter much where?
Just now her mind seemed to shirk any
definite planning.  She would go to the
Grand Central Station, take the first train
out, and let Fate decide it for her.

And then came the thought that it was
from the Grand Central that she had

British Columbia Magazine

started four years before on her wedding
trip. No, no, she could rot leave from
there. _

A car was coming now. ‘“South Ferry»
read the sign in front. South Ferry! She
would go to Cortlandt Street Ferry, take
the first boat to Jersey City, and start from
the depot there.

The car was empty but for a man doz-
ing at the far end. The conductor looked
at her curiously as he took her fare. Now
and then another car passed them, empty,
or with only one or two passengers.

At Cortlandt street she left the car and
hurried over to the dimly-lit, barn-like
station. The place was deserted save for
a porter who was sprinkling the floor with
wet sawdust. She went over to him.

“How often do the ferries run now?”

“Every half-hour, Miss; but there’s such
a fog it’s likely to be longer before the
next is in. One’s just left.”

Disheartened, she took a seat by a win-
dow overlooking the dock. Through the
dust-smeared glass she caught a glimpse
of the black water outside, lit up by a dim
red light from the wharf. In the distance
loomed the dark, shadowy hulks of anchor-
ed boats, There was something weird an.d
chostly about it all. She decided to wait
here until dawn. The thought of crossing
that black river alone filled her with fear.
And, besides, there would probgbly be no
trains she could get until morning.

She was very tired, and her head was
aching now—a dull, heavy ache. She
leaned back and closed her eyes. A pic-
ture of a luxurious bedroom came before
her. There was a bed with silken covers,
a soft negligee thrown over a chair, and a
pair of fur-lined slippers. With an effort
she opened her eyes and drove the picture
from her mind.

She must try to think of the thing that
lay before her now., Again and again she
tried to force her mind to immediate plans,
but her thoughts wandered. She could not
hold them.

The porter was sweeping near her. She
went over to the other end of the station.
In spite of the wet sawdust sprinkled over
the floor, the air was thick with dust.
damp, unsanitary odor hung about. The
silence and emptiness of the place were em-
phasized by the hollow, echoing sound that
came now and then as the porter’s broom
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hit against a seat or pushed a spittoon aside.
He finished at last, took up the dirt in a
battered dust pan, and disappeared through
a door near the ticket window.

There was something almost ghastly
about the long row of empty seats. Scar-
red and stained, they seemed to be wearily
waiting for the onslaught of the day. The
closed news stand in the corner, the tar-
mished brass railing around it, even the
penny-in-the-slot machine against the wall
had an air of patient endurance, of dreary
waiting.

She watched the great clock over the
ticket window, and wondered what the
morrow would bring her. Where would
she be in twenty-four hours? What was
going to be her life?

Somehow, she was less hopeful, less as-
sured. She tried to feel the courage and
confidence that she had felt while she
crouched in the closet—but she could not.
Again she told herself that she would be
free—free! But that word did not bring
the glow of joy that it had brought.

For the first time she began to realize
that she had very little money, and it
might be difficult to find work. And what
could she do? She knew nothing of work
—and she was not strong.

Her headache was growing worse, her
back ached, she ached all over, and there
was a strained, sick feeling in her throat.
Again and again the picture of her bed-
room, with its warmth and luxurious com-
fort, came before her—and again and again
she forced it away.

The stirrings of early morning became
apparent now. A guard passed through,
and a few passengers straggled in. From
outside came the sound of rattling chains
and creaking timbers. She got up and
went on board the ferry.

It was barely dawn—a chill, grey dawn.

he mist was heavy over the bay. The
motion of the boat increased the feeling
of faintness that was creeping over her.
Sll,o“'l.\’ the ferry swung into the Jersey City
ihlg Mxt‘\ crowd of people stood waiting for
wh\-b;hes to open. She wondered Yaguely
carls erj_{: \J'ere S0 many—it was still very
e " nd th.en she realized that they
N ed \ls)orkmg people, carrying lunph
tired t“ﬂ ufndles; men and women with
- th’ orn faces, hurfymg over to work

€ shops and factories of New York.
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She passed into the waiting room to rest
a few moments, to wait until the dizziness
from the boat had passed away. More
working people came hurrying through.
A whistle blew, there was the sound of
clanking gates, and the ferry moved off.
And still they came.

With a strange feeling of dread at her

heart that she could not then have analyzed,

her eyes sought out the women, their pale,
tired faces and shabby clothes. They all
seemed prematurely old. One was sitting
opposite, a woman with refined features.
who might have been attractive but for
her haggard look and her shabbiness. She
noticed the faded black suit, the shoes,
rusty and shapeless, and the bit of be-
draggled petticoat that showed under her
skirt.

Then it came to her with sudden, sick-
ening force—what this going away would
mean. The wearing of cheap, coarse
clothes and the doing without things that
she had always had. And work—work—
work! And what could she do? She
would probably be capable of earning less
than the woman opposite. She had less
strength, less endurance, and certainly less
knowledge of work. There was not one
thing she knew that would have any mar-
ketable value. Ease and idleness had been
her birthright.

She caught a glimpse of her own face
in the mirror of a slot machine near by.
How old she looked! Tt was the loss of
sleep, the mental and physical strain.
How mercilessly it told upon her.

Again she looked at the woman opposite.
It would be only a little while before she
would look as old. She thought of the
massage, the baths, the drives, the long
hours of sleep—of all the time and money
that was required to keep her youth. How
long would it last under hardships, priva-
tions, and ceaseless work? That was what
freedom would mean—a pitiful struggle
for existence and a hastened old age.

A man standing near was carrying a
bundle wrapped in a newspaper. She
caught the flaring headlines: “Could not
find work—she killed herself! Well-edu-
cated woman. Had been looking weeks
for work. Shot herself in a cheap lodging
house on Second Avenue!”

She did not stop to analyze the feeling
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of terrer, of cold, paralyzing terror that
swept over her; the impulse to rush back
to her home, to that place of security and
protection. She never knew just how she
recrossed the ferry. She had only vague
memories of it here and there; of getting
a cab on the other side, of bribing the

cabman, and of the fast, whirling ride

back through the city.

When at last she stood at the door of
her apartment, she was trembling so she
could_hardly turn the knob. If it should
be too late! If he had read her note!

A close odor of stale tobacco met her,
the pale. sickly glow of electric lights
against the daylight, and the heavy, regu-
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lar breathing from his bedroom, She
could have shrieked aloud with relief. He
was still asleep, the note unopened, every-
thing as she had left it.

With feverish haste she tore up the
note, turned off the lights, and opened the
window. In her own room she threw
off her clothes, took a quick, warm shower,
and slipped into a silken negligee. O,
the ease and comfort and luxury of it all!
She would never try to leave again, Her
effort to break away had only shown her
the strength of the bonds, and her own
helplessness. And with a shuddering sob
she crept into bed, and stretched her tired,
aching limbs under the soft linen sheets,

The Forsaken Spring

By VIRGINIA WATSON

(From the * Century Magazine)

When you were thirsty in those budding days,
You loved to drink from the curved hands I filled
With clear drops of my mountain spring, and praise
(Gave cup and water that your thirst had stilled.

Now if you thirst, from glass of crystal fine

Or ancient, sculptured goblet you may drink;
And so no more you ask my sylvan wine,

No more you seek the wood-spring’s flowered brink.

But if some day you weary of the wine
In costly vessels, and again shall kneel

Here on the moss by tangled flower and vine,
At the world’s outpost I your need shall feel.

And I will haste to the neglected spring,

So long by fallen stones and dead leaves pent,
And in the chalice of my hands will bring

To your parched lips once more the sacrament.



Chikie, the Burgomaster

By Bristow Adams

(From the “‘Century dlagazine'")

OME time ago the United States
Government sent a lot of men to
the Pribyvloft Islands, in the Ber-
ing Sea, to find out how to keep

the fur seals from being killed off alto-
cether, Among these men was one scientist
in particular who studied everything he
could get his hands on—books, birds, bugs,
and bovs, even small boys of the Aleutian
tpe. It was due to this latter trait that
he made the acquaintance of Antone Melo-
vidof, the most American of the Aleut chil-
dren at St. Paul village, on the biggest of
the misty islands. Antone had winning
ways that were used mainly to obtain
oranges from the scientist, who pocketed
them from ‘the government house table.
Antone in return brought this scientist seal
teeth by the bushel, and insects of every
description. ’
.One day Antone learned that the scien-
st was to go to the revenue steamer to
visit Walrus Island, the little rock he could
se¢ from his house during the ten clear days
of the year. But Antone knew even more
than this about Walrus Island, for he could
remember that his father had been there
twice the year before in the great baidarrak,
or skin boat, to gather guillemot eggs. He
f}emembered it verv well indeed, because
1 o on e o
the young men w;oo*st; 'eodr ttwl*no dars Whlhlc
chimes in the green? )f daR e charch
during the e T00 ed ussian ghurch
nights. thas biny ays and the half-lighted
ke, Vg t]iun;)mer time were mqgh
father had oy e hoat’dxd come !)a'ck’,, his
roung burgomaotlg t llillfn a “Chikie,” or
the secon] tl_is er'gu ; but it died before
er,  Ang onp }\:«asa made, gnl}' a week
WS ton by, tﬁ second trip the .father
another Chi]'\'iemtA the cggs to think of
these e cue ntone kpew all about

£8 trips, for the Aleutian Easter eggs

came only in midsummer, and only thewm
when the villagers braved the fog and the
tide-rips to make the eight-mile trip to Wal-
rus Island. They could get eggs on the
St. Paul cliffs, but these were only few and
hard to get. When they really wanted eggs
they took a boat-load of men to Walrus
Island, which is really only a great rock,
and with brooms swept acres of guillemot
eggs into the sea, They were laid so thick
that one could not walk without stepping
on them, and their brilliant, blue-green,
mottled color made a beautiful carpet. That
is, it was beautiful to see, though not to
smell.

After the men had swept the rock clear
of eggs, they would go away, to return in
a week, after each guillemot had laid an-
other egg; then they could be sure that all
of the thousands of eggs on the cleared
space would be comparatively fresh. They
loaded the baidarrah with eggs, four tons
at a time, and the shells were so thick that
they piled them like potatoes, and handled
them almost as roughly, for, with so many,
a little breakage was to be expected.

The scientist had heard of this wonder-
ful island, but had never seen it close
enough to verify the marvellous stories of
the birds. So when the revenue cutter
came in he determined to pay it a visit.
It was on this account that Antone took
an interest in the revenue cutter, for he had
heard of the proposed trip, and he got the
scientist to promise to return with a baby
Chikie.

The cutter sailed away, and the fog hid
it from Antone’s straining eyes. He began
to fear that it, too, would be gone many
days, while the bells rang, some said to let
God know that the boat nceded His pro-
tection, others to let the boat know where
the land and the village could be found.
Antone did not know that the revenue boat
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had a compass that showed the way in the
densest of fogs even on the darkest of
nights.

So in due time the scientist came to the
island and found there more birds than he
had ever hoped to see. There were mainly
the guillemots that stand upright, with
black coats and white waistcoats on. There
were  long-necked cormorants, and the
sombre sea-parrots, or puffins, with their
gaudy beaks. One was the judge, and
were horn spectacles; and his clerk fol-
lowed him with his pens stuck behind his
cears and his whole beak made of red seal-
ing wax. There were auks and auklets,
the “tschutskie,” and the sea quail; there
were three or four kinds of gull, and the
greatest of them was the burgomaster, the
biggest seagull that lives. And there were
egirs and young birds of all ages and sizes;
and no one could tell which was the great-
est. the noise, the smell, or the sight.

The scientist, in the midst of all this
material, did not forget Antone. He picked
out a healthy specimen of the young Chikie,
a long-legged, long-necked, and brown-spot-
ted mass of vellowish down, and made for
it.  Chikie fled, but in so ludicrously un-
gainly and awkward a fashion that the
scientist had to stop to laugh at the stilt-
like strides and the grotesque wabbling of
his big, fuzzy head. If the Chikie had not
had so much natural dignity, it would not
have been so funny. At the sound of the
laughter Chikie hid his head in a rock
crevice and, ostrich-like, imagined himself
safe.  The scientist picked him up by his
half-feathered wings, and Chikie began to
swear in a raucous voice in the Chikie lan-
cuage, a thing he did remarkably well con.
sidering his extreme vouth. After the cap-
ture, he ran a double risk of death by
drowning and by being mashed as he was
carried up the side of the rolling revenue
steamer from the landing boat, because the
scientist had to drop him; for just at a
critical moment he lacerated the scientist’s
hand with his curved beak, a most un-
gracious act, since the scientist was trying
to be careful.

Antone was at the St. Paul landing place
waiting for the boat that should come from
the cutter to the shore with the scientist
and the bird. Chikie was extricated from
a gunny sack, and Antone gathered up the
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sprawling conglomeration of wings,
and head that was squawking expostu]
in the burgomaster language.

The next time the scientist saw M;,
Chikie he was tethered to the governmen;
house rain barrel by a piece of the twipe
used for bundling the salted seal skins. He
was unhappy. He would sit dejected fo
long periods, then he would suddenly star
off as if he had just remembered an im.
portant errand. Invariably he would come
to the end of his rope, and poor Chikie
would fall grievously upon his face.

But Chikie grew, and got uglier. The
ugly duckling would have been beautiful
beside this young bird that was also destin-
ed to be a grand one; for the grown burgo-
master is the most beautiful bird that flies.
But the future did not trouble him. He
was too much impressed with the miser-
able present. He was morose when it was
foggy—which was always—though he
might have been more cheerful in the sun-
shine if there ever had been any. He was
draggled and discontented; but he grew.
At times he sought the warmth of the gov-
ernment house ash pile, where, although
he sometimes burned his feet on the hot
cinders, he seemed less woebegone; but no
abatement showed in the stern and unbend-
ing dignity of his martyrdom, away from
all the other Chikies of his own age.

Antone had great fun with him He
would catch hold of Chikie’s wings by their
tips and drive him to starboard or port by
pulling one or the other. Antone fed him
and petted him until Chikie learned to fol-
low his little master about the village, there-
by instilling envy and covetousness into the
hearts of the other little Aleuts who did not
own Chikies, .

About this time two important Fhmgs
happened. The scientist went away in an-
other revenue steamer, and the supply of
oranges was cut off. Also Chikie learned
to fly and could escape his plavfellow by
perching on the roof of the government
house. Other Chikies came around, so An-
tone one day tied a red flannel anklet about
his pet’s yellow leg. Chikie was now of
a streaky, dirty brown, but he was full
feathered, and could fly fairly well. Usu
ally he stayed about the village, but he
learned to go off and forage for h}m‘self
among the carcases on the seal killing-

legs
ations



Chikie, the Burgomaster

felds. Or he would steal from th‘e l:ed-

verooski” gulls, only half his size;
and when he wanted.real ‘Eidbif’s he would
cet the eyes of the little “pup .seals that
carved on the beaches when their mothers
had been spcared at sea.

Winter came, and with it a great Jong-
ing that told Chikie to go away to the
warmth of the south, past the volcanoes of
the Aleutian chain and over the broad
Pacific. He did not know of these places,
but he knew that all of the burgomasters
were going away, and that most of the
other birds except the dirty cormorants had
gone, and he did not want to stay with
them. So Chikie spread his brown wings
and sailled away to the south, still wearing
his red anklet.

For six months he stayed away from St.
Paul, and in that time he had grown to be
the biggest burgomaster of them all. His
creat wings, which now grew white, had
carried him miles and miles over the broad
swells of the Pacific, and no bird could fly
as well as he, save only the sooty albatross.
Then the longing came over him again, and
this time it was to sail to the north, where
he had been Antone’s pet.

During all this time Antone had sorrow-
ed, while his companions openly rejoiced
that his source of pride had been taken
away. But after the ice had broken up
and floated off, Chikie came back, and An-
tone knew him by the rag on his leg. He
took up his abode for a while with the Melo-
vidofs, and stalked around the village, and
flew over the killing-fields as of yore, But
he was too big for Antone to play with,
fmd Aptone’s former love changed to a pride
n Chikie’s great white wings, his strong,
vellow bill, and his majestic and indepen-
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dent ways. Later Chikie’s visits to the St
Paul village grew less and less frequent,
and finally he came only at rare intervals.
But Antone knew him always by his
draggled anklet, and welcomed him twith
pieces of seal blubber and other things that
Chikie liked.

One day the scientist came back to the
islands to collect more facts and more ma-
terial for the Smithsonian Institution at
Washington. He shot birds, which he
made into “choochils,” or specimens; and as
he was gunning at Vostochni, thirteen miles
from St. Paul village, at the other end of
the island, he saw a giant burgomaster sajl-
ing over his head, and brought it down
with a broken wing. When he had killed
it he was surprised to see a dingy strip of
cloth about one leg. He was at a loss to
explain it until he had come to the village
with his prey.

Then Antone cried:

“He has killed my Chikie! He has killed
my Chikie!”

But Antone was finally consoled with
the promise of another Chikie, and with
two oranges, which the little lad sucked
furtively while the after-sobs of his crying
were still choking him.

And as for Chikie, he now stands majes-
tically in a sombre glass case with a lot of
other gulls, among them the despised “gov-
erooskies.” His unwinking eyes ignore
them and glance neither to right nor left.
It has been a long time since Antone fed
him, but he is not altogether neglected. for
once in a while he is gently dusted. It is

true his red anklet is gone; but, then, it
would not be the proper thing for a coldly
scientific “choochil” to wear a rag about
its leg.




How British Columl)ians "“Coronated"

By Ronald Kenvyn

ACK in Vancouver, after the
whirl of the coronation, it is
hard to analyze the impressions
received in the world metropo-

Lis: but perhaps the idea which chiefly pre-
viils In the minds of Canadians is that the
Old  Country people govern themselves
with very little fuss and that their actions
are governed by hard common-sense. No
one who went through the experiences of
the coronation week could fail to appre-
ciate this. The teeming millions throng-
ing London needed not the police. They
behaved with a tolerant good humor and
friendliness, which emphasized the belief
that Great Britain is the only true demo-
cratic country—with  gilt  trimmings—
where there is real government for the peo-
pie by the people. That is the outstand-
ing impression that 1 have brought back
to the Coast. In those islands across the
sea 1s a marvellously efhicient race; a race
which does not indulge in boast, brag nor
bluft, but a race which at the same time
does things.

The second impression is that half the
population of British Columbia seemed to
ke in London. A walk down the Strand
was reminiscent of Hastings street, for in
every few thousand faces one saw the well-
known features of some citizen from Brit-
ish Columbia, and as one only remembered
meeting the Coast faces, naturally an idea
was left at the end of the day that Van-
«<ouver had moved to London. British
Columbia was to the fore, and I can tes-
tify to the excellent work done by our con-
tingent  in advertising  this  province.
Wherever a British Columbian landed,
there would the praises of the Coast be sung
and the very numbers of our people to
visit the Old Country was an excellent
and striking indication of the general pros-
perity prevailing here.

One of the most important gatherings
of June was the British Columbia dinner

to Premier McBride, held at the Savoy
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Hotel, at which there were 350 guess,
Nearly all were Coast residents or forme
residents, while the other guests included
the Earl of Aberdeen, the Home Secre.
tary, and many others prominent in t)e
public life of Great Britain. The bring-
ing together of such an assembly spoke in
a decided way of the strides British Col-
umbia has made.

“Five years ago,” said the Premier, “if
such a gathering of British Columbians in
the heart of the Empire had been sug-
gested, he who did so would have been
described as a wild dreamer.”

The Hon. Winston Churchill spoke in
very high terms of British Columbia and
described Premier McBride as a man upon
whom high destiny had placed her seal.
Great prominence was given to this dinner
in the leading London dailies, and British
Columbia consequently received valuable
publicity, A rather amusing custom pre-
vails in Great Britain with reference to
this province which somewhat annoys the
loyal boosters of other sections of Canada.
One was constantly hearing the phras,
“Canada and British Columbia,” and this
was particularly so at a Colonial Club
dinner which was held on June 17, with
Professor Bickerton, of New Zealand, pre-
siding. The reference to Canada and
British Columbia was constantly cropping
up, and the toast list was so arranged that
the reply for Canada and the reply for
British Columbia were separate items. O
course, this suited us admirably, for we
gained so much more advertising;. but
Ontario, for instance, became distinctly
peeved. )

The one complaint possible to I}m"c 15
that there was too much entertamning.
am sure the oversea Premiers hardly h“fi
an evening to themselves. A round of fes-
tivities, at homes, garden parties, banquet
excursions and country house trips ﬁHCd n
their time, and the men of the colonial con-
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sincents also had their spare time well oc-
cupied. Down at the Duke of York’s
School, Chelsea, there were some 2,000
troops from oversea quartered. The larg-
est contingent was furnished by Canada—
come 760 men—while South Africa sent
400 splendid-looking fellows; in fact, the
South African force was far ahead of
Canada’s as regards physique, with the ex-
ception of the 75 men of the Royal North-
west Mounted Police, who, however, were
not attached to the Canadian contingent,
but came over on a different steamer and
were quartered at a different point. One
often heard the wish expressed by Cana-
dians in London that the Dominion Gov-
ernment had put our boys in a distinctive
uniform. They were dressed much like
the regular troops, and they had to buy in
London—mark youl—the maple leaves
which should have been on their uniforms.
The New Zealand, the South African and
other contingents were always easily picked
out, and if they went up town they were
always followed by interested Londoners,
and the remark, ‘“There’s a South African,”
or New Zealander, as the case might be,
meant a great deal. The Canucks, on the
contrary, could walk the streets and there
was nothing on their uniforms to show
they came from Canada, and so an excel-
lent opportunity of keeping the Dominion
before the public was lost until the men
.themselves spent their own money in buy-
e maple leaves and placing them on their
tunics.  The mounted police, as a contrast,
were easily picked out and speedily became
favorites with the public.

The arrangements made for the contin-
cents at Chelsea were excellent. The food
was first class and the sleeping quarters
quite comfortable, and this, again, was a
great improvement on the treatment the
men met with at Quebec, where the mess-
I arrangements left a lot to be desired.
'he Canadians arrived on June 9 and
marched from Euston to Chelsea, and when
they arrived everything was in readiness for
them, and in a quarter of an hour they
were all in their tents and a meal was
ready. A strong entertainment committee
took charge, and the theatres and exhibi-
tions placed a number of seats at the dis-
posal of this committee every night. Con-
Sequently the men had opportunities of go-
INg everywhere and seeing everything, and
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one of the most valuable reminiscences
many of them have brought home relates
to the friendships made with other boys.
It was a lesson in imperial unity to see a
couple of the Canadian contingent, a
Northwest Mounted Policeman, three New
Zealanders, a Rhodesian, and a man from
the Federated Malay States riding the joy
wheel at the coronation exhibition at
Shepherd’s Bush. It was something which
struck me so forcibly that I noted their
uniforms and detachments. Experiences
were exchanged, entertainments were done
together, and lasting friendships formed,
with the result that the men’s views were
broadened and the real extent and mean-
ing of the British Empire was brought
home.

As it applied to the military, so it ap-
plied to the civilians. All who registered
with the British Columbia Agent-General
received invitations to functions where one
met Australians, New Zealanders, South
Africans and Indians, and I for one value
greatly the souvenir cards and menus on
which are scribbled the autographs of fel-
low Britishers from places far removed
from Vancouver., We were treated mag-
nificently and kindly, and everything was
done to make us feel that the Old Coun-
try was in reality what the Australasians
term it, “‘Home.”

And now as to the great days at the end
of June. The master mind of Kitchener
ensured perfect arrangements, and one
morning London woke to find itself an
armed camp. In Hyde Park, Kensington
Gardens, Regent’s Park and Wormwood
Scrubbs, 40,000 regular troops were under
canvas. They marched in during one day,
were on duty June 22 and 23, and by 9
p. m. on the latter day had departed, form-
in7 a very useful illustration of the effi-
ciency of that organization of which a scribe
has written: “Our army may be little and
it hasn’t much to say, but a little British

1
army goes a damned long way.” The huge
crowds which waited all night, the stirring
scenes, the wonderful enthusiasm, the glit-
ter, color and pageantry, can never be for-
gotten, and the devotion of the people to
the throne expressed itself in a volume of
cheering which beats anything I have
heard. The royal children won the affec-
tion and sympathy of the millions; they
looked such healthy, bonny youngsters, amii
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as someone said: “Happy and secure is the
throne on the steps of which little chil-
dren play.” The marvellous and impres-
sive scenes in Westminster Abbey, that
“age-worn shrine which is the holy of
holies to an earth-wide race,” the wonder-
ful efficiency of the London police who
were on duty—12,000 of them—for prac-
tically 48 hours; the splendid way in which
they governed the crowds without clubs or
revolvers; the good-tempered millions; the
enthusiastic reception accorded the mount-
ed colonial escort on both days—all pass
through the mind as one thinks of this epi-
sode of the century. And then the review
at Spithead, where 180 British warships
represented the finest fighting force ever
gathered. And don’t forget that for every
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ship at the review there were two elge.
where. Like a moving picture the scenes
of those great days flash on memory's
screen and one returns, glad to have been
present, and more than glad to be British
and a citizen of the great Empire which
could present such a pageant—one of the
great family which clusters around the
knees of the mother as the colonial troops
clustered around the magnificent memoria]
to Queen Victoria the Good, near Buck-
ingham Palace, and sang the national an-
them. Kipling expresses it in his lines:

““Take hold of the Wings of the Morning,
And flop round the world till you're dead,

But you can’t get away from the tune that
they play

To that blooming old rag overhead.”

Night

By HERBERT JAMES HILL

(“From Coltier’s Weekiy™)

From all the utmost borders of the sea
The dim night slowly rises and draws nigh,
A looming mist that softly, silently
Steals down the avenues of sea and sky.
Until the last faint outlines that I know
Are faded and I stand at last alone
Beside a sca that owns nor ebb nor flow
Beside a shadowy world before me grown
So small that I might hold it in my hand.
O little world! I fain would keep you small
And silent save for waves that make the

strand

More quiet by their sudden liquid fell.
Ah, quiet for a little time between
The days, the burning days of toil and

might—

A time of simple fzith in things unseen,
Of peaceful shadows and of brooding night.



Where East Meets West

By J H. Grant

ING FONG, as his name an-
nounces beyond a chance of
uncertainty, hails from the
land of perfumeless roses and

betrouscred women. He belongs to that
people of whom Sir Lepel Griffin said:
“This mysterious race, with the Anglo-
Saxons and Russians, will divide the earth
one hundred vears hence.” He is an old
man now, and he lives on the Fraser River
Delta. There are probably five hundred
of his countrymen living there also, and
they seem to have dropped into the “swim”
of Western industry in a manner that limits
the application of Kipling’s prophetic poesy :

East is East and West is West,

And never the twain shall meet.

Their buildings, surrounded by the in-
evitable chicken fence, and an all-pervading
odor of swine, might have been trans-
ported bodily from the crowded plain of
Kuangsi, but they repose in the broad, dark-
soilled gardens of the Delta with an air of
proprietorship and permanency. The Chi-
naman himself, like a gnarled and yellow
piece of driftwood from a distant shore,
may ofttimes be seen sitting in the fields or
by the roadside with chop-sticks in hand
watching a Cantonese rice-kettle bubble in
the flames of a western camp-fire.

The Chinese of the Delta are all from
Kuf'lntung and many of them are farmers.
'Chll‘]ﬂ is a nation of farmers. China, too,
S rich in delta lands, The province of

uantung was built of soil sifted and
hlched from one hundred and fifty thous-
and square miles of gardens by the great
Pearl River and its tributaries.

It is natural, then, that the Cantonese
Sgould feel at home on the delta lands of
iq(;vl;msgr. Here they rent patches of land
SYing in size from one to fifteen acres.

hey pav from $30 to $40 per acte—
pretty high rent, you will say. But wait.
ton?sltolfand has been known to produce 25

potatoes to the acre. Ten tons to

the acre ig :
v'tcrc 'S a common yield, and potatoes
. ‘

sell at from $15 to $25 per ton as soon as
dug. Last year Wing Fong had ten tons
to the acre, and sold them at $22 per ton.

T'he Chinese farmer in the West hires
his plowing and harrowing done. He
doesn’t keep horses of his own. 1t wouldn’t
pay; anyway, he was never used to them.
A Chinaman rarely becomes “good” with
horses. In China, each farm of any pre-
tensions keeps an ox to do the plowing, etc.
In this country oxen are somewhat rare,
and of a different species. I asked Wing
why he didn’t keep an ox on his farm here,
and he said, “China ox heap good, quiet, all
sam’ cow. Blitish Columbia ox no good;
all sam’ bull, makum hiyu noise, bleakum
plow and killum Chinaman.”

When the ground is plowed, the gar-
dener and his hired man attack it with hoes
and garden rakes and soon it looks like a
boulevard. Sunday and Monday alike toil
these indefatigable Orientals. In China the
laborer knows no Sabbath day of rest, and
Chinamen bring their customs with them.

As I have already said, Wing Fong is an
old man. Early and late he is in his be-
loved garden, hoeing his acres of potatoes or
weeding and thinning the long rows of car-
rots and onions. His hands are hard and

knotted, and his poor old back often aches.
He has made a little

But he doesn’t quit.

AN ALTAR TO THE STRANGE GODS OF THE
FAR EAST
829



HIS PIPE WORKED OVERTIME

stool, and when he tires of stooping he sits
on that, and moving it along the rows
plucks the weeds with his hands. He is
always ready to show you about. He will
tell you that he makes his money from the
staples—potataes, carrots, onions, cte.  But
you can see for yourself that his eye lingers
more lovingly about a remote corner where
he grows some “vegetable all smm’ China.”
Here you will notice rows of a pale-green
plant which was quite familiar to Confu-
cius, but isn’t to you. The rows are seat-
tered, for many of the delicate seed-germs
died in the chill darkness of their aljen
bed.  Some people call the plant Chinese
cabbage. Wing Fong calls it faop. Be-
side the rows of raop are beds of Chinese
spinach and asparagus.  You may have seen
the latter vegetable in the stores of Van-
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couver’s Chinatown. It is kept in dishes
of water and looks like huge white worms
Some feeble-looking plants nurtured and
pampered in a hotbed the gardener hopes
will develop into a vegetable of the sweet
potato kind. He calls the plant gqos.
With a sad countenance Wing will tel] you
“Licee no can do, him all tam ketchum tog
mutchee watel,” which by interpretation is
to say, rice will not grow here for it re-
quires too much water,

Wing Fong’s story sounds like fiction,
but it isn’t. It is something like a quarter
of a century since he came to the Fraser.
Almost his first work in this land of the
fan quai (foreign devils) was in a salmon
cannery. Here he met a few of his coun-
trymen and a great many uncouth-looking
beings, whom he heard the white men of the
place call Siwashes and klootches. He
didn’t like them. The size of the women’s
feet shocked his Chinese tastes, and the
savage aspect of the men frightened him.
He learned the Chinook jargon, however,
and then he changed his attitude. He be-
came quite friendly with Zena, the dark
girl who stood beside him at the sliming
tank., She was not altogether like the rest.
Her head wasn’t flattened and her feet
were not so large. She had come down
from the north and she spoke a strange, soft
language called Zamaliach.  When she
turned her dark, passionate eyes on him and
smiled, he felt a strange thrill. He smilftd
back and helped her with her work, despite
the jeers of his countrymen, who called
him “Siwash.”

Season after season these two wandcrers
from the earth’s opposite corners met in the
big cannery on the Fraser, and each suc-
ceeding season they grew more intimate.

CHINESE CAMP ON THE DELTA
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WING WAS PRIMARILY A FARMER

At last Wing grew reckless. He forgot
his wife in far-away Canton, or at least
thought of her only as an old shrew, with
little hoof-like feet, whom he had never
liked, and who had borne him no children.
He would ask the Indian girl to marry him.
Late one evening he stole tremblingly to-
ward her cabin. To get there he had to
pass through the cannery. Here in a dark
corner he came suddenly upon Zena, poor
fickle Zena, in the embrace of Jackson, the
Cnnery boss, Wing turned and fled, fol-
lowed by Jackson’s curses. At first he
thought to drown himself, for to a China-
Man suicide is an honorable means of exit
from all uncomfortable complications. But
he remembered that he was yet childless,
and if he should die thus, who would burn
astick or sacrifice a chicken for the wel-
{)are of ‘}z‘is Shan and Kivei? He crept

ac\krto his shack lonely and wretched.
te\lnz.’.‘”}jgng didn’t go back to work in
canvery,  He burned a stick to the
‘;e“(‘ior.\' of Zf.na and smoked a little opium
) deaden his own. Later he rented a
glpece }f}fp ‘j‘.{l"ound and proceeded to work it
© HEas more in his element now. He

Meets West
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had always felt the cannery work beneath
him, for he was primarily a farmer, and in
China a farmer ranks high in the social
scale, being second only to the scholar, It
was the spell of Zena’s dark eyes that had
brought him year after year to the sliming
tank. Now he labored incessantly in his
garden, and smoked much opium, that he
might forget her.

One day Wing got a letter from China
saying that his wife was dead. He sent
money liberally to pay for her funeral rites,
that her spirit might be to him a good fung
shui. Then he burned some sticks for her
in his little shack far on the shores of the
great western river,

One fine day in June Wing Fong tied
his flat-bottomed boat to the wharf in New
Woestminster and proceeded about the town
carrying over his shoulder, on the ends of”
a springy pole, two large baskets of green
vegetables. He disposed of his stuff rapidly
and called at an hotel to take an order for
the following week. While he talked
pigeon English to the cook in the kitchen
someone who had been washing dishes in
a corner by the stove turned about and said,
in a soft, familiar wvoice, “Klahowyah,

Wing.” It was Zena; but how different
she looked! Dissipation had left its dire
records. Her clothes were shabby, her

cheeks hollow, and her eyes unnaturally
large and bright. Wing gasped out some
word or two in Chinook, and left hurriedly.
That night his pipe and opium lamp worked
“overtime.”

But Wing Fong’s love was comprehen-
sive. It lacked the discriminating element
upon which we often pride ourselves, and
over which we sometimes fling away our
chances of happiness. He knew something
of Zena’s past, and he guessed a lot more,

CHINAMEN RARELY BECOME "GOOD"” WITH
HORSES



CANTONESE FIKEI, AT HOME ON DEILTA LLANDS

but he waived it all.  The next time he
went to Westminster he walked up to the
poor, fallen and ostracised girl as she wash-
cd stacks of dishes in the big sink.  “Me
tinkee,” he said softly, “vou heap sick—too
mutchee wolk no good.  You mallah me
allite.  Me ketchum you good home.”

When Zena did come, a bride, to the little
shack on the Delta, Wing’s countrymen
jeered lim a good deal.  They taunted him
more when a few days later he threw away
his pipe and optum lamp.  But he didn’t
care.  Zena appeared to be quietly happy.
She scemed to regain something of her old-
time  health.  By-and-byve their children
came.  Wing rejoiced.  He rented more
land and worked longer hours.  Often as
he dug in the rich, dark soil he sang the
high-octaved songs of a far country.

Odd lietle brown urchins were these in
whose bodies blended the blood of ancient
Fast and Far West. The eldest was a boy,
and he had two sisters. They were excep-
tionally bright children. While they were
vet tiny tots, they could speak both Chinese
and  English glibly., They  knew  the
Chinook jargon, and often they talked
and sang to their mother in her own sweet
native tongue.

Their father planned great things for
them, They must be educated. He would
send them to China, for China to him
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secemed the one place to obtain
education. He wished, too, above 2] else,
that his son should grow up a member of
the “Chinese Reform” party, for, be j
known, Wix.lg Fong was a great politician
and patriotic.  He could not accompany
his children, for he must stay with hjs
garden and make money for their sup-
port. Zena went. Wing felt very lonely
when they had all gone, but he was happy
in the thought of their ultimate reunjon,

To the Western mother and her
strange-blooded brood, China was a land
of wonders and queer ways. The ground
was pale vellow. There were millions of
people.  The houses were befrilled, the
women skirtless.  The old men few kites
and played marbles, while the children sat
quietly looking on.  Very few people used
horses, and those who did mounted from
the wrong side. There were numberless
funerals, and the mourners were always
dressed in white.

Zena did not like the country.  She
longed for the mountains and fir trees of
her native land, and she dreamed of the
little shack by the broad, deep river. But
the children made rapid progress in school,
and the fond mother stayed to keep them
clothed and fed.

It may have been the smaller quantity of
oxygen in China’s atmosphere; it may have
been the hot nights that robbed her of
sleep, or perhaps she had reached Nature’s
day of reckoning for the excesses of her
vouth.  Anyway, Zena fell ill. With all
others of her race, the Indian mother was
a fatalist, and now she conceived the idea
that her end was near. Hastily she plac-
ed her children in the care of the school
authorities, and bidding them a last fare-
well, sailed on the first boat homcw:n'.d.
for she wished to die on her native soil.
She died a day after her arrival.

Sorrowfully, Wing and his fellow-
countrymen, scattering by the wayside the
magic bits of paper which delay the pur-
suing devils, followed the remains to f?‘-‘
Chinese cemetery, where an altar to
strange gods of the Far East stands, silenr
and sombre, amid the tall firs on a west-
ern bluff.  Here they buried her, with her
head to the north, as is their custor.
Then they turned their faces to the souts
to pray, for that is the direction her spir
must o,  Some of Zena's kinsfolk trom
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Where East

WING'S SHACK

the reservation at Cheewasin went to the
burial, and stared In astonishment as
Wing offered liberal sacrifice of pork and
chicken upon the brick altar among the
green mounds.  And  once every April,
when the Chinese, in holiday regalia and
laden with gifts of food and paper cloth-
ing, visit the graves of their dead, Wing
wends his way to the_ little mound of
green that marks Zena's grave, and leaves
there a gift of fruit and incense.

A short time ago I was passing Wing
Fong’s shack. It was late evening. Wing
Fong sat solitary by the door-post look-
e out over his rows of growing vege-

tables.  The full moon’s reflection stood
ke a great amber pillar in the silver
depths of the Fraser. A strange aroma
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that suggested
stortes  floated

foreign lands and Bible
on the night air, and
mingled oddly with the water-smell of
the river. The old gardener was burning
some sticks to the memory of his loved
one. I was about to pass, when he motion-
ed me to stop. He rose and I followed
him into the cabin, where he lighted a
small lamp and gave me a bamboo chair.
Then he showed me a photograph which
he had just received of a strapping young
man with a rather pleasing cast of face
and an American-tailored suit.  “Heem
my son,” he said, with a look of pride that
was eloquent; “I ketchum hiyu lettle flom
heem today.”

The letter was written neatly in the
Chinese characters, and with much pigeon
English, Chinook and pantomime, Wing
interpreted its contents for me. In plain
English it would have run somewhat
thus:

Dear Father,—

I shall be through here next month.

I'm glad you wish me to come to you.

I have never forgotten that country.

Last night I dreamed about the tall

trees, the big mountains, and the broad

fields, and—vou may think this strange

—I dreamed in the language of my

mother. I don’t think I belong here.

“Heem heap good boy,” said Wing,
after folding the letter carefully. “One
tam’ I tink I lak heem come beeg man
China politic; but China king no good
now. Heem killum too mutchee good
man. I tink mebbee my son an’ me
ketchum hivu beeg falm all sam’ Melli-
can man. Den my gi'l come flom China
too. What you tink?”




Railway Situation on Vancouver

Island

By Alfred Hustwick

N the development of Vancouver
Island’s vast natural resources it
is inevitable that the railway must
take, and always play the leading
Ten thousand square miles of vir-

gin territory, constituting two-thirds of the

whole istand, await the coming of the loco-
maotive.  Save to the coast Indians and to
the occasional  prospector, this immense
treasure-trove of mineral wealth, of almost
inexhaustible timber, of agricultural poten-
tialities beyond measure, is still terra in-
cognila. "I'he extent of its riches may be
broadly guessed from the reports of those
hardy spirits who, in the interests of gov-
crnments and industrial corporations, have
penetrated its brooding solitudes, but not
until the steel vails shall elimmer through
its forests and make it one with the civiliza-
tion of the cities will the world realize how
prodigally Nature has endowed it.
Already the pioncer, blessed with faith

and courage unbounded, is attacking the
most accessible of its borders.  His axe is
heard in the sunless forest; his rude shack
sits brazenly in the clearing; his fire and
powder are preparing the ecarth for the
crops that grow as vet only in his dreams.
He counts the weeks by the stumps that
aive way before his persistence, and waits
tor the sprouting of his sceds—and  the
coming of the railroad. Crops come
quicker than railvoads; but the railroads
are on the way.

part.

[n an arca of 5,000 miles, representing
the. whole of the southern third portion
of Vancouver Island, there are at present,
outside of a few logeing roads, only 13514
miles of railway in operation. During the
next three vears the total will be raised
to approximately 306 miles, which means
that there is twice as much mileage under
construction at the present time as there

is i operation,  But, with the exception
$34

of twelve miles, none of this new track
will penetrate any territory lying north of
a line drawn between Alberni on the west
coast and Union Bay on the east coast,
The untapped reservoir of riches lving
above this line is credited only with “pro-
posed” railways, which show on the map
in lines of red dots and dashes.

Until recently the Canadian Pacific
Railway Company, controlling the only
important road on the Island, had the field
to itself, if the Great Northern Railway
Company, which operates a somewhat
negligible line only 16 miles in length, is
excepted. Last year the situation was com-
pletely altered by the advent of the Cana-
dian Northern Pacific Railway, which has
already commenced the construction of a
line equal in length to almost the whole
of the railway at present operated by the
C. P. R, Yesterday the old-timer would
have laughed at the suggestion of a road
running the full length of the Island. To-
day he is only interested in the question
of which company will be the first to con-
struct such a line.

The Esquimalt and Nanaimo railway.
owned by the C. P. R. at present con-
sists of 10714 miles of track between Vic-
tona and Cameron Lake, traversing rhg
most productive and thickly settled part ot
the Island.  The Great Northern Railwav
Company operates the Victoria and Sidnev
tine between the cities the latter’s name
indicates, serving the fertile district knows:
as the Saanich Peninsula throughout 1t
tull length of sixteen miles. The Cani-
dian Collieries Company has also a rai:
road twelve miles in length connecting the
mining towns of Union Bay and Cum.bcr-
land and carrying passengers and freight.
while in the Courtenay district there arc
several logging roads.

The E. & N., as the C. P. R. road i
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locally termed, is at present the only rail-
way of consequence in the Island, and a
brief description of its route will not be
amiss.  Leaving Victoria on the east side
of the harbor, where its station and freight
vards are situated, 1t crosses a heavy wood
and 1ron bridge (shortly to be replaced by
a steel structure) to the former Songhees
reserve, proceeding by way of the Esqui-
malt Peninsula to Esquimalt Harbor and
thence to Goldstream, one of the most
beautiful inland resorts which the Island
boasts.  Ascending the hills beyond Gold-
streamy the track overlooks the Saanich
Arm‘ and for several miles skirts preci-
pices from which vistas of scenic magnifi-
cence e continually visible.  Twenty-five
miles from Victoria it reaches Shawnigan
Lﬂkc. a far-famed summer resort, offer-
g every variety of sport and pastime to
the visitor. . The stations of Cobble Hill,
_C()\\'u‘h:m and Koksilah, which are reached
I the order named after leaving Shawni-
gan. ave sitvated in a rich farming district
and are headquarters of anglers during the
fishin.s ‘easons, being in close proximity

, I . .
to th vowichan River and other haunts
of the Waltonites. Duncans, the next
Station, s g thriving  residential town

"m””‘f.‘.‘t‘Opled by a cultured class of farm-
€8 an retired Englishmen. From Dun-
iﬂns_ e E. & N, extension to Cowichan
bql‘(: « peerless fishing water surrounded
Y ueae forests of valuable timber, will

be constructed, the branch line leaving the
main track about a mile north of the town.
Somenos and Westholme, a little further
north than Duncans, are surrounded by
well-settled agricultural districts, and from
the latter a line is to be carried to Osborn
Bayv, where excellent harborage is obtain-
able. 1t is more than probable that the
lumber of the Cowichan Lake district will
be brought to tidewater over this branch.

Chemainus, which is the next stopping-
place after Westholme, is an important
sawmill and shipping point situated on a
splendid harbor. To the north of Che-
mainus lies Ladysmith, a mining centre
having a population of 5,000 people, and
ranking as the third largest city on the
Is'and. Ladysmith is the shipping point
of the Canadian Colliery Company’s Ex-
tension mines. South Wellington, between
Ladysmith and Nanaimo, is also a mining
town, the holdings of the Pacific Coast
Coal Company being located there. This
company ships its output over a short line
of its own to Boat Harbor. Nanaimo,
75 miles from Victoria, is the second city
of Vancouver Island, and has large com-
mercial, mining and shipping interests.
Until recently it was the northern terminus
of the Esquimalt and Nanaimo railway,
which is now, however, within hailing dis-
tance of the Pacific coast at Alberni, and
is carrying passengers as far as Cameron

Lake.
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From Nanaimo the railway trends
westward, although following the general
direction of the cast coast as far as Nanoose
Bay. Leaving the latter place it branches
off into a veritable wonderland of scenery
toward Cameron Lake, which lies, under
the shadow of loftv mountains, amid scenic
surroundings which combine the sublime
with the picturesque.

By the end of this vear the remaining
34 miles of track between the lake and
Alberni will, most probably, be completed,
giving the F. & N. through communica-
tion between Victoria and the coming sea-
port at the head of the wonderful deep-
water Alberni Canal.  Only a few miles
of track remain to be laid at this writing.
The road, after leaving Cameron Lake,
makes an abrupt turn to the south, in
order to ascend the Beaufort Range, which
here forms the backbone of the Island.
Once across the divide it turns again west
as 1t descends the western flank of the
mountains, and reaching low land a little
north of the canal  swings southward to
tidewater ac Alberni and Port Alberni.

T'he railroad lines at present under con-
struction on the lIsland are the Canadian
Northern Pacific from Victoria to Alberni,
a distance of 120 miles; the 5. & N.
extension from Cameron Lake to Alberni,
a distance of 34 miles; and the line being
butlt by the same company from Duncans
to Cowichan Lake, a distance of over 17
miles. Tt s expected that the end of the
present vear will see the Canadian North-
ern Pacific completed  from Victoria to
Sooke, a distance of 24 miles. and will also
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witness the inauguration of the E. & N.s
through service between Alberni and the
capital. The Cowichan Lake extension
will be completed next summer, and it is
anticipated that the Union Bay to Cum-
berland extension, and the remaining 100
miles of the C. N. P. track, will be finished
in 1913, This means that there will be in
operation in less than three vears from now
a total mileage of over three hundred
miles, serving one-third of the Island and
opening the way to further railroad ex-

‘pansion on the east and west coasts.

The plans of the C. N. P. have been
definitely laid so far as the construction of
the road to Nitinat, a point near Alberni, is
concerned.  The line will run west from
Victoria to  Esquimalt, thence south to
Peddar Bay, and again west to Sooke.
From Sooke it will be carried in a north-
westerly  direction  to a crossing of the
Cowichan River, following the lake of the
same name to its head and reaching Nitinat
by way of Coleman Creek.

That both the C. P. R. (acting under
the Esquimalt and Nanaimo Railways
charter) and C. N. P. will before lont
extend their lines to the north of the Island!
s an assured fact. The first-named comv-
pany has made extensive surveys and hes
cleared part of the right of way north rta
Comox. It can be expected that the com-
pany will commence its northern exten-
sion at French Creck, a little to the‘ eas!
of Cameron Lake, and continue it t©
Comox and thence to Campbell River, &
little more than half-way from Victona to
Cape Scott, which is the northern ex-
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MAKING THE GRADE

tremity of the Island. From Campbell
River two routes are feasible. One of these
would carry the line to Hardy Bay, fol-
lowing the general trend of the Island
coast, and thence to Quatsino; the other
would reach the same destination by way
of the Kla-anch River to Nimkish Lake,
thence along the shore of the lake to the
east coast and northwest to the terminus.
The plans of the C. N. P. are understood
to contemplate a route as near the west
coast as possible, going by way of Great
Central Lake and Buttle’s Lake, the latter
being part of the great provincial govern-
ment park reserve, where the stately tim-
ber and plentiful game of the north will
be conscrved for posterity to view when
commerce is denuding the Island of its
natural charm,

With the completion of these railways
through the practically unexplored terri-
tory of  Vancouver Island there will
surely follow an era of agricultural, in-
dustrial and commercial activity which will
shatter all precedents, Gold, silver, iron,
coal, copper, lead, in fact almost every
'“0\\'1.1.mincral 1s deposited in immense
Quantities - throughout the country. The
\}'orld‘s hmest timber stands uncut.  Soil,
;;;‘3‘ \\;_]‘l)z.ffhlthelf'e-is none richer, will bp
loged m"t‘ “\‘f{ rll)llmer 'wl}en the land is
an(r d'lh;»-] R a{) e, buxldmg stone, cement
ﬂbun\(ltu‘]::,«. _Hlve] een found in u.nbehevable
jCthd( N ”;’ the paths _of the railways pro-
eloy . Aullll imited capital is ready to de-
intolt]:cﬂlwtmd as soon as the rails are laid

‘art of its hoarded riches.
SCOtlt)a:.]IE\-!f'O»In the con.necti.on of the. Cape
other -'T;{-‘tt[lat with Vlctor}a, there.ls an-

iture  of the railroad situation
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which excites interest. For years the dream
of the Victorian has been direct rail con-
nection between the capital and the main-
land, In the light of present conditions
the dream seems near to realization. At
present two car ferries, one maintained by
thc. E. & N.  between Ladyvsmith and the
mainland, and the other operated across
the Gulf of Georgia by the Great North-
ern from Sidney, give Vancouver Island
all the advantages of direct communica-
tion so far as freight is concerned. Thev
run without interruption the whole vear
through, and will shortly be supplcmc;]tcd
by a first-class ferry service to be maintained
by the Canadian Northern Pacific, in con-
Junction with its lines on the Island and
mainland. It is further understood that
the latter company will handle passenger
service, as well as freight, on its* ferry.
But with the rapid settlement of the Is-
land, the amazing growth of its cities, and
the increasing ambition of its people, the
demand for a bridge across the Seymour
Narrows and a branch line from Bute In-
let connecting the Island roads with the
transcontinental  systems, grows daily
stronger. ‘That the railroad magnates are
seriously considering the feasibility of such
connection is known -by those who keep in
touch with them.

Along the whole west coast of Van-
couver Island lie splendid harbors, easy of
approach, free from the fogs which delay
shipping in the Strait of Juan de JFuca and
the Gulf of Georgia, and contiguous to a
land of unparalleled riches. Today they
are given over to the Indian and the few
white people who form the advance guard
of society, but when the limited trains from
the Atlantic, after crossing the narrow
waterway which separates island  and
mainland, thunder their way to Alberni,
to Nootka, or Quatsino, the new route from
Europe to the Orient will be by way of
these harbors, and big cities will spring up
about the settler’s clearing and the Indian’s
fishing shack.

With the completion of a railway from
Victoria to the northern end of the Island
there will be opened a fast route between
the capital and Northern British Col-
umbia, Alaska and the Yukon. IExpress
trains will bear mail, freight and passen-
gers to Hardy Bay, or some other suitable
point on the east coast of the Island, frorg



838

CONSTRUCTION GANG AT WORK

where the palatial steamers of the railroad
companies will take them north. Not only
will a great saving of time be thus effected,
but the undeveloped north will be placed
in the closest possible relations with the in-
creasing productiveness of the developing
Island districts.

Indications are that the C. P. R. will
place in service a car-ferry service between
Vancouver and Nanoose Bay as soon as
the E. & N. extension to Alberni is com-
pleted, thus giving the Pacific coast of the
Island its first direct train service with
the east. From the inception this service
will be attended by big developments on
the Alberni Canal and Barkley Sound.
Lumber mills will be built throughout the
rich timber country adjacent to this mag-
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nificent waterway, and the products of the
mills will be loaded in cars and conveyed
on ferry barges to the railway terming]
the mills thus saving the cost of traps.
shipment, while receiving the practical aq.
vantages of through freight service. At
the head of the canal wharves will be
built to berth the largest steamers, and
the mills will thus be placed in a position
to supply their manufactured lumber to
any part of the world in competition with
the mainland and east coast mills,

To one who is interested in the expan-
sion of Vancouver Island the railroad
situation is as fascinating as it is satisfac-
tory. 'The construction work now in pro-
gress in the south of the Island is both in-
teresting and assuring, but it is in the pro-
jected lines which, in red dots and dashes,
snake across the map of the northern dis-
tricts that the self-appointed seer finds
greatest scope for the play of his fancy
and the exercise of such prophetic talents
as he may possess. When the history of
the past decade in British Columbia, and
especially Vancouver Island, is fully grasp-
ed by the speculative mind, the vision of
the future assumes a vastness which dumb-
founds the most credulous. Yet the wild-
est speculation of today can but prove tame
and prosaic in the realization of tomorrow.




The Marine Biological Station at
. & o
Departure Bay

By Aileen McClug’han

OOKING northward from Na-
naimo Harbor past Newecastle
Island to the wooded shores of
Departure Bay, some four
miles distant, one sees gleaming forth in
its blank whiteness a small building which
has been, and is destined to be increas-
ingly, a beacon light to those searchers
after truth who have chosen as their field
of investigation that most wonderful of all
sciences known as biology.  This is the
Marine Biological Station, one of three
institutions of its kind in Canada, which
was erected by the Dominion Govern-
ment in the year 1908 for the study of
deep-sea life.

One may reach the place by water in
canoe or motor boat, or by a wagon road
which follows the windings of the coast
past the Brechin mines of the Western
Fuel Co., past the factories of the Hamil-
ton  Powder Works, and finally out
amongst the rocky hills and tall evergreen
that border the shores of Departure Bay.
The way is longer than one might sup-
pose, for the white building, judging from
glimpses of it caught from between the
trees, flits like a will-o’~the-wisp farther
and farther away along the shore line.

At last one comes upon it suddenly.

he trees creep close up to it on every

h?nd. In front the view is out over the
18 {md-dotred bay to the town of Na-
Naimo,

with its smoking chimneys rising
Up from mine and factory. Many freight
S;:s'am'ers lie in the harbor, for Nanaimo’s
f)t;\ppmg more thaq equals that of all the

]:r ports of Brltlsh Columbia put to-
g?t ni:] g h.ere 1s a far-off, ceaseless rattle
o C;rC HA?.ely from the dark hulk:s tak‘mg

" .gortls of.coal at the Brechin mine.
dive \gvit}?e }\;vmter months the waters are
ting £ ”t e boats of the Japanese her-

€ hshers and their attendant swarms

of sea-gulls, Once in a long while the
powder works directly opposite startle the
community with a violent explosion of
jellignite.  From its quiet shores the
Biological Station looks on peacefully. 1t
is an ideal spot for the study of nature.
The building comprises a one-room
museum and workroom, a storeroom, an

office, a darkroom for photography, and a

dining-room. Upstairs are four rooms for
the accommodation of visiting scientists.
The walls are finished in plain, unvar-
nished V-joint of British Columbia fir,
and the furnishings consist mainly in zoo-
logical specimens. Many of these are the
finest of their kind on the continent. On
a table in the entrance is a large rock en-
crusted with brachiopods which would
make the curators of the Agassiz Museum
or the Smithsonian Institute open their
eyes with envy. ‘There are also note-
worthy specimens of the huge crab of the
British Columbia coast, the great barnacle
which lives fastened to the skin of the
whale, and of the characteristic sponges,
large quantities of which have been
dredged just outside the bay.

Nearly all the specimens have been
gathered together through the energy and
perseverance of the scientific officer, Rev.
G. W. Taylor, M.A.,, F.R.S.C., who, in
spite of ill-health, has accomplished a won-
derful work during the three years he has
been in charge of the station. The large
collection of shells, as well as of butter-
flies and moths have all been very accur-
ately named, for in certain branches of
entomology and conchology Rev. Mr. Tay-
lor is the greatest living authority. A
beautiful and well-labelled callection of
birds is the work of Mr. Spreadborough,
one of the assistants of Professor John
Macoun, chief naturalist in the employ of

the Dominion Geological Survey Depart-
$39
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ment. Professor Macoun has himself con-
tributed a considerable collection of shells
obtained at Ucluelet, on the west coast of
Vancouver Island. Dr. Huntsman, of
Toronto, has added a number of tunicates
obtained in the vicinity, while Professor
McMurrich has contributed to our know-
ledge of the sea-anemones and the anatomy
of the chimmra.

One of the finest collections, from a
popular and practical standpoint, is that of
the fishes secured in British Columbia
waters.  Nearly twenty species of edible
fish are found in Departure Bay alone.
Specimens of these and of many others
have been carefully preserved in glass jars
of formalin, and attract great attention
from the many visitors to the station.
Thursday" aftérnoon, by the way, is “visi-
tors’ day,” and is taken advantage of by
large numbers of picnickers from the
town, who come out to enjoy the cool
shade of the Vancouver Island forest ;
to gaze with wondering eyes upon the
marvellous things to be seen in the station
museum, and to 'hear their still more won-
derful life histories as told by the obliging
curator. One sight which appeals greatly
to the popular imagination is a large glass
vessel filled with squids, which once form-
ed the dinner of a certain halibut who, un-
fortunately for himself, but fortunately
for science, became a little later himself
a victim.  Ower the fireplace in the dining-
room are two Indian skulls, apparently
placed there by some pessimistic believer
in the Roman custom of the “skull at the
feast.”

Near by the station is the house of the
caretaker, while farther back, and hidden
by a grove of trees, is the residence of
the scientific officer and his family. The
society at “the Bay” is confined chiefly to
these two families, and the memory of
evening hours spent in their company is
onc of the pleasantest which the visitor
can carry away with him.

It has been said of a certain hotel in
Cairo that the whole world eventually
passes through its doors, and that if one
remained there long enough one would
meet all one's acquaintances. 1 am equally
certain that if one-remained long enough
at the Departure Bay Biological Station
one would meet every great scientist, and
probably every man of note, in the whole
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world. Every vear the truth of thi state.
ment becomes more evident.

During the three years of its existence
the Biological Station at Departure Bay
has welcomed within its unadorned walls
many distinguished men of science, not 4
few of whom are entitled to inscribe after
their names the proud letters F.R.S
Amongst those who have broken bread in
the bare little dining-room of the Station
are Dr. Jungersen of Copenhagen, Dr.
Starling of the University of London, and
Dr. Macallum of Toronto—scientists who
rank amongst those who might have dared
to stand in the presence of such wizards
of science as Darwin, Huxley, Pasteur,
and Metchnikoft.

One may well ask what magnetic in-
fluence is here to attract these searchers
after the hidden mysteries of life. The
truth about Departure Bay is that, with
the exception of the Bay of Naples, there
are probably no other waters on the face
of the earth which carry in their depths
so great an abundance and variety of
animal life.

Less than half a century ago Charles
Darwin, by his theory of natural sglgc-
tion, established the extreme probability
of the evolution of all higher forms of
life from the primitive masses of un.dlffer-
entiated protoplasm— (strange relative of
the deadly cyanides, said to have been left
over from the cooling of tremendously
heated rock, just as graphite is deposited
from molten iron)—the mysterious sub-
stance which forms the basis of life in all
living creatures.

Since Darwin’s time all scientists of any
note have also become evolutionists. C<‘)n-
sequently one of their most il]te}'estll}g
pursuits is that of tracing the relationship
between the various families of sea and
land creatures. But the species of animals
now existent on the earth and in the sea
are but a small fraction of those \\’Ilik'lT
have become extinct, and whose remititis
have been buried in the sedimentary rocks
of the earth’s crust during an odd forty
million years. These thousands of familics
of extinct animals form huge gaps b‘{’
tween the families now existing. It i
hard to trace a likeness between forty-
second cousins. But the remoteness (jf
consanguinity between animal families ®
much greater than that. Here and ther¢
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in remote corners of the world may be
found some aberrent species which bears
in its body a hitherto unknown hint of
relationship, just as the gills and tail of
the young frog betray its descent from a
fish-like ancestor.

Even a cursory glance from the zoo-
logical world has shown the existence of
many such “missing links” in the waters
of the Pacific. There they will swim
gaily about, unconscious of their import-
ance to science, until some naturalist, with
a large brain and infinite patience, sits
down for years with microtome and
microscope, cutting them for inspection
into incredibly  thin  slices, and finally
vresting from them the mysteries they
have concealed for so long.

All this, however, is yet to be. One
must have not only the scientist, but the
Stientist with leisure to work and appara-
i‘}:s to work with. Up to the present time

© moneys allotted by the Dominion
tioolz’:r}?m't‘n; for the use of biological sta-
the stqztl}'-e» been devo’t?d almost entirely to

e 1‘ Lons sxtpated’ in .the, from a zoo-

glcal standpoint, inferior fields of St.

ndrews and Georgian Bay. . Doubtless

the . .
amourits devoted to this purpose were
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never extremely large. Hard-headed pol;-
ticians elected to office by voters possessed
of similar mental qualities have not often
been known to favor other than popular
and practical institutions, A notable ex-
ception to t‘he: rule is found in the person
of.I\/Ir. Wlllmm Sloan, ex-M.P. of Na-
naimo, whose statements on the floor of
the federa.l house did much to bring about
the establishment of the station at Depar-
ture Bay.

Up to the present time the Govern-
ment has provided the building, the sala-
ries of the scientific officer and the care-
taker, and accommodation for a very limit-
ed number of workers. Of the university
professors who have come West to carry
on research work all have made the trip
at their own expense. A glance at the
pay-roll (if there is such a document) of
almost any university should convince even
the strongest advocates of asceticism in
university instructors that  something
should be done by the Government to en-
able these competent workers to give the
Departure Bay Station the benefit of their
expert knowledge during at least a part
of the summer vacation.

Even if skilled workers were secured
much of the apparatus for deeply scientific
work is still wanting, the supply at pre-
sent being limited to one good microscope
and a few simple reagents. In order to
distinguish the organs of any tiny creature
or to learn the fine structure of any ani-
mal it is necessary to cut the part to be
studied into sections so thin that anywhere
from one hundred to one thousand of
them would be required to make an inch
in thickness. In order to thoroughly study
the developing egg of the sockeye salmon,
for example, it would be necessary to make
of it about two hundred very thin slices.
For this fine work an instrument known
as a microtome is required. As the speci-
men to be sectioned must first go through
processes of hardening, staining, and desic-
cating, previous to being embedded in
paraffin wax, a large variety of expensive
reagents for this purpose are also required.
A good - thermostat supplied with  gas
burners is also a necessity, for specimens
must be kept in melted paraffin for an in-
definite time at an absolutely even tem-

perature. o
The foregoing: are merely the most
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ordinary laboratory conveniences. For
some kinds of work electrical apparatus,
the spectroscope, the polariscope, and so
forth, may be required.

The work done at the Departure Bay
Station up to the present time has been in
the way of classification, done by men
who were naturalists rather than biologists
in the modern sense of the word. They
have studied the names, the outward forms,
and habits of animals rather than their
development or their finer internal struc-
ture. In a new and comparatively un-
known field of research this class of work
is a most important one, and also has the
advantage of requiring very little appara-
tus. But the necessity for a complete
supply of literature is as great in this as
in any other form of scientific work. In
order that the student may know whether
a strange species is really a new one, he
must necessarily be familiar with all
species already named. This means that
the worker must provide himself with all
authentic works that have ever been
written on the subject of his research.
Much of such literature is incorporated
in ponderous monographs, many of which
may be out of print, or if they can be
secured, are extremely expensive.

The Dominion Government has before
it a great opportunity for the advancement
of science through the biological stations,
for the number of students willing to de-
vote their time to research work is far in
advance of the facilities provided. It may
be that the establishment of the provincial
university will give an impetus to this im-
portant and, in this province, much-neg-
lected line of work.

The great work which the Departure
Bay Biological Station will undoubtedly
accomplish has been greatly retarded by
the prolonged illness of the scientific offi-
cer, Rev. G. W. Taylor. Rev. Mr. Tay-
lor s a naturalist of the school to which
Sir William Dawson belonged. The four
letters which indicate his lofty position
amongst Canadian scientists are of even
less moment in his eyes than the prefix
marking him out as an expounder of the
truths which lie hidden within the cover
of the Book of Books. No one has 2a
greater love of Nature than he. Cer-
tainly no one has done more to spell out
the words of the book of nature as written
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in the insect and fish life of British
Columbia.

Another Canadian scientist (if, after
fifty-seven years’ residence in Canada, he
will permit himself to be so called) whe
has carried on valuable research work gt
Departure Bay is Professor John Macoun,
of the Geological Survey, a naturalist who -
has won for himself an international repy-
tation. Professor Macoun probably did
more than anyone else to earn the disputed
title of “Father of the C. P. R.” 1In the
early ’70’s he explored the Peace River
country, and was the first to make the an-
nouncement that the agricultural produc-
tiveness of the great North-west would be
“limited only by the numbers of its
population.”

This “grand old man” of Canadian
science, whose proud boast it is that he was
“teaching school before most of the old
men were born,” is still active as ever
in his scientific work. Although originally
regarded as a specialist in botany, he has
recently published an exhaustive catalogu.e
of Canadian birds, and is now in .h\S
eightieth year making a name for him-
self as a conchologist. Mouch of the latter
work he has carried on on the west coast
of Vancouver Island as well as at Depar‘-
ture Bay. Even at his advanced age 1t 1s
Professor Macoun’s custom to rise and g0
in search of specimens at the time of the
lowest tide, no matter at what early hour
this state of the water may occur.

Two years ago the writer enjoyed the
experience of a couple of months spent
at the Biological Station during two
weeks of which Professor Macouq was
also a resident. Three meals a day In th’e
“scientists’ " dining-room (that was on¢s
only chance for conversation with this in-
defatigable worker) gave one opportunt
ties of profiting by the quaint philosophy
of a man who had lived long and well,
and whose wisdom had been gleaned not S(z
much from books as from the study ot
men and nature. One day as he looked
out over the rippling waters of the Bav
and over the wooded hills to a lofty blue
mountain in the distance, this doughts
champion of science, then in his seventy-
eighth year, remarked: “I climbed tha:
mountain when [ was working her.c
twenty-two years ago, and I wouldn’t hesi-
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tate to do the same thing tomorrow.”
Long may he be spared to continue the
faithful service already carried on through-
out so many fruitful years!

That the work of biological stations is
impractical cannot be urged in their dis-
favor, for the bearing of this work upon
the national fisheries is a matter of prime
importance. In reality the stations at St.
Andrews, N. B., on Georgian Bay, and at
Departure Bay bear the same relationship
to the fisheries as do the agricultural col-
leges to the science of farming. The
necessity of cultivating the seas in order
that they may produce greater wealth
has long been recognized by men of
science, however little it may have been
heeded by so-called “practical” men, who
by their yearly slaughter are bringing the
fish supply gradually nearer to its end.

Ip 18@3 a Royal Commission appointed
0 inquire into the sea fisheries of the
United  Kingdom made the following
statement :

o

The produce of the sea around the
C}(])asts bears a far higher proportion to
zd‘?t ?lihihc landf than is generally imagin-
e mosF requented fishing grounds
oo eh more prolific of food than the
iﬂm(]; extent of the richest land. Once
frl‘xll;rct ﬂ.\iz«?ll'pil;dﬁire of good ground care-
P eéls a.tc];n of corn, or two
cheese,  The n redweights of meat or
the sen on o : 1r)ne afliea. at the botton} of
2 greater we'eh estf shing grounds yields
ing ﬁShCrmqnlg t of food to the persever-

> an every week in the year.

€1 we consider the amount of care

that has b
een bestow i .
ment of ed on the improve

th el e
At are established for promoting it, and

agriculture, the national societies
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thfe scientific knowledge and’ engineering
skill that have been enlisted in its aid, it
seems strange that the sea fisheries have
hitherto attracted so little public attention.”

Zoologists of the present day are not
neglecting this apparently more practical
side of their work. For example, a special
study of the fish life of the Pacific coast
has been made at Departure Bay by Rev.
G. W. Taylor. Professor Edward E.
Prince, Dominion Commissioner of Fish-
eries and General Inspector of Fisheries
for Canada, has also published a number
of pamphlets on the effect of certain con-
ditions upon fish life. President David
Starr Jordan, of Stanford University, one
of the world’s greatest authorities on the
fishes, is a yearly visitor to Departure Bay.
He has represented the United States upon
international  fisheries commissions, of
which Professor Prince and Rev. Mr. Tay-
lor have been amongst the Canadian mem-
bers. The object of these commissions is
the conservation of the fisheries resources
and the settlement of fisheries disputes be-
tween Canada and the United States.

Perhaps after all the apparently im-
practical work which will be done at De-
parture Bay may prove of more real value
to humanity than much that short-sighted
people regard as practical. Entomologists
were regarded as more or less harmless
lunatics until their discovery of the causes
of malarial fevers made possible the build-
ing of the Panama Canal.

Even a new theory of life sometimes
marks an era in human progress. Charles
Darwin, by his researches regarding the
relationship between the human being and
other forms of life, set in motion a cur-
rent of ideas which has penetrated to and
powerfully influenced even the remotest
nooks and crannies of human thought.

Into the mouth of such a searcher, one
of the poets has put the following words:

“We are the music makers,
We are the dreamers of dreams,
Wand’ring by lone sea breakers,
Or sitting by desolate streams;
World losers and world-forsakers,
On whom the pale moon gleams,
Yet we are the movers and shakers
Of the world forever, it seems.”

By an Austrian monk working in the
quiet of the monastery garden; by a sickly,
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one might almost say an invalid man, toil-
ing patiently throughout forty years, in
moments snatched from illness, has the
world of scientific thought been shaken in
the past.

Biologists of the present day are at work
on some of the most wonderful problems
which could engage the human mind.
Amongst these is the relation of the human
being to the rest of the animal world;
the puzzle as to why the great majority
of animal and plant beings should be
divided into two sexes; and the great prob-
lems of heredity about which so much is
talked and written and so very little
known,

At present it seems an inexorable law
that “All life must proceed from life.”
Students of physiological chemistry are do-
ing their utmost to controvert this appa-
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rent rule by b}lilding up living matter
from dead chemical substances, The soly.
tion of these problems, if they are eyer
solved, will be through study of and ex-
periment upon animal life. Every vear
the scientist is enabled to repeat with
greater truth the proud words, “I think
God’s thoughts after Him,” which were
uttered in all humility by
astronomer Kepler.

With the vastness of the natural re-
sources at its command, and the hope of
increased facilities for research, the De-
parture Bay Biological Station should bear
a great part in the scientific work which
is to be done, for great beyond the power
of the mind to prophesy will be the dis-
coveries of the future concerning the mys-
teries of living matter.

the great

At Worship

By GRACE WALES

(From '‘Collies’s Wecklsy")

Down on the Convent girls and Nuns
Rose-windows overhead

Beam aureoles, as from blessing suns
Of purple, blue and red.

In that prismatic gallery light
I watch one golden crown

Of hair, and slim neck springing white
Up from her dead-black gown.

She knows not of my watch, nor dreams
I kneel where pillars rise;

Her gaze is with those altar gleams
That shine not as her eyes.

The Sisters’ praying heads are low,
Alike their veil-shrouds fall,
Alike they bend as any row
Of Saints on patterned wall.

She kneels amid the holy Nuns,
I tell my beads in praver,

It is like Heaven to see those suns
Enhaloing Peggy’s hair.



The Man Who Saw It

A YARN OF THE SEA SERPENT

By J. W. Muller

(From the ‘‘Century Magazine'')

HEN Bob McAllister and I
boarded the steamship Al-
millo, tramp, to share with
her the sporting chances of

reaching Tobago, Port of Spain, Para-
maribo, and the painted cities, we recogniz-
ed her captain at once; and recognizing
him, we knew that there was a subject
that never, never must be mentioned on
the Almillo.

The man who stood on the bridge of
‘the tramp, In garments harmonizing with
the negligent aspect of the ship, was Henry
Dodd. Once upon a time Henry Dodd
had been known over the water world as
a gentleman more smartly dressed than
any of his kind. Now he wore South
street trousers and a collarless shirt, with
a gair of red suspenders crossing it.

in his smart once-upon-a-time he had
been first officer of the liner Cormorant—
at least Bob McAllister called her that, be-
cause they charged him $400 for a short
ferry passage between an English port and
New York. The first officer of a thing
an eighth of a mile long, and deep enough
to swallow a railway station with all its
gams, s a big man ex-officio.  Henry
H:d\(‘l; was a big man by.personality, too.
monevast }:vorth money to his company—real
hors« ¢ :t }t;og.ld be counted by.t»he clex:ks
on \vhfch Ii-[ a 1tu51 passengers picked shlgs
et enry Dodd was, and spread his

among others.

mang Egast hslat(e:d to succeed to the com-
captain coul :13 , ]:)rm-oran't as soon as h.cr
With ey tracka e over a bigger new ship,
opera stages % and coloss.eums and grand
ey .rid’ u{ somethmg.-happened.
ody excepe iculous happening to every-
of t enry Dodd. That something

vllxe sort should happen on that stupid,

staid ocean course was as cryingly absurd
as if it had happened on the Strand or
Unter den Linden. That it should happen
to a scheduled, sober, everlastingly im-
mutable vessel like the Cormorant crown-
ed the joke. It was as funny as if it had
happened to the White House.

One night not very late Henry Dodd
stood on the bridge. It was a June even-
ing, with the sea like a moonlighted park
pond. The Cormorant, pouring forth light
like a burning box, was moving, as usual,
at her steady express gait, her engines go-
ing so sweetly that she scarcely trembled.
There was not a thing in the wide Atlantic
world to trouble, nothing under the skies
to bother about except to keep a clear look-
out, so that anything ahead might be sight-
ed before it was closer than a mile. A
mile would give the Cormorant ages of
time to avoid it—almost two and a half
minutes.

Mr. Dodd may have been, probably was,
thinking of all sorts of quite indifferent
things. Suddenly he saw something. It
was ahead, about a quarter of a mile away.
It was big and it was alive.

The Cormorant veered instantly a little
to starboard. Mr. Dodd looked at the
thing steadily. It was heading toward the
ship, a little to port. When the Cormo-
rant passed it, and it passed the Cormo-
rant, Henry Dodd, his eye still on it, walk-
ed to the port side of the bridge and saw
more of it, for he could look almost down
on it. Then it went on into the Atlantic,
and so did the Cormorant.

Presumably Mr. Dodd told his captain
about it. In the log-book he wrote:
“Sighted large creature ahead, and passed
it to port, Lat. , Long. S In
his mind, that ended it. It should have
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done so, too, according to all the rules.
The writers of ships’ log-books are unique
in literature, being the only authors who
wish to keep their works from the public.
Passengers might be on Cormorants and
other liners a whole year and never know
anything about the ship except the hotel
part.

In this case, however, the sailor on look-
out at the bow was that rare sea-animal,
a mariner of impressionable mind. He told
a third or fourth assistant steerage stew-
ard, and the third or fourth assistant steer-
age steward told another underling, and
somebody else passed the word on, and in
the course of days it reached the cabin.

The ship was then in sight of New
York, so Mr. Dodd was spared annoy-
ance at the time; but when the Cormo-
rant docked, a passenger told a reporter.
Ten minutes afterward the dragon’s teeth
sown by the passenger had sprung up into
an army of fierce newspaper men, and the
captain was being besieged by a concert
of demands for thrilling official details.
For a while he stood his ground. Then
in a weak moment he referred them to his
first officer.

In after days, when Mr. Dodd’s native
haughtiness and pride had been sapped by
great misfortune, he protested almost pas-
sionately that he had not told the reporters
a single thing. No doubt he believed it
implicitly; but it is to be considered that he
was assailed by a dozen men accustomed
to prying facts out of human towers of
silence. The Sealed Jars of Solomon
would have parted with their secrets to
New York reporters, and probably Solo-
mon would have been entertained, if not
surprised, by discovering that more secrets
had come out than he put in.

Soon a score of newspapers between the
Atlantic and the Pacific cried out with
long black and red tongues of ink, calling
on the world to admire the artless story
of the thing that the first officer of the liner
Cormorant had seen. They had pictures of
him and of it. It was only an academic
consolation to Mr. Dodd to reflect that in
either case the portraits were not good
likenesses.

When he looked at the first paper that
morning, though he was angry, he laugh-
ed. The artist had done something that
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spoke well for American imagination, M;y
Dodd laughed again a little when he look.
ed at the second paper, and saw another
picture of it, utterly different from the first
and even more striking. After the third
newspaper Mr. Dodd stopped laughing.

The newspapers had “played both ends
against the middle.” They were bound to
give their readers full and explicit details,
and they did it, beginning with masterly
word-pictures full of sea-language and end-
ing with all the historical and legendery
natural history of the ages, from the kra.
ken to leviathan. They did not, however,
purpose to make themselves responsible for
the fantasy; therefore they made Mr. Dodd
responsible. They did it with all the vary-
ing human degrees of cleverness ranging
from crude frankness to Satanic ingenuity.

The crudest ones worked freely and
broadly with the simple plastic material
that is produced by blending alcohol and
snakes as instantaneous cause and effect.
The cleverest ones were so wickedly clever
that in detail every reference to Mr. Dodd
was respectful and even flattering; but read
as a whole, the articles made a hopelessly
final portrait of the first officer of the Cor-
morant.

When Mr. Dodd finished all the news-
papers he was a furious man. Never in
his life, since he was graduated as a cadet,
l:lad any man presumed to make a personal
jest in his presence. Another man as furi-
ous as he might have gone amuck in the
newspaper offices. Mr. Dodd, being the
most dignified man in the dignified pas-
senger carrying trade, did and said nothing.

His captain, conscience-stricken, affect-
ed roya] ignorance of anything in print,
His subordinates, of course, did not show
by so much as the wink of an eyelash that
they ever read a newspaper.

When the Cormorant sailed again, Mr.
Dodd looked at the receding jumble of
New York with a mixture of hatred and
relief. By the time Sandy Hook’s vague,
white finger disappeared behind the hori-
zon the relief predominated.

He might have known better. Every
man that has been to sea as long as Henry
Dodd knows the stories about what came
to men who saw something and told of
it.  They know what the sea lays on a
man when for a wild moment it lifts some-
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dark places and lets his

ing out of its .
thing If he tells it, the curse

works. o :
There was Davis, whose ship, the Mara-

bou, sank herself by running on some-
thing off the Frlendly Islands. In fnakxng
his insurance claim, instead of calling the
thing a reef he was t-houghtlegs enough to
touch, just touch, on natural 'hls.tory. The
underwriters threw the case into court,
and the jury enjoyed the succeeding cross-
examination very much. There was a dis-
agreement, on account of that 'blt of natu-
ral history; and Captain Davis went out
of court more than suspected by the dry-
land world of being something in the way
of a ship scuttler. He took to liquor, not
as a beverage, but what 1s more danger-
ous, as a solace. Last year he was work-
ing as a ’longshoreman in San Francisco.
Reynolds, first mate of the Ellen Sayr-
lie, barkentine, had a worse experience.
He saw something at night, close by. In
a moment of emotional insanity he went
into details to the skipper about its shape.
Captain Graham was a humorist, very
simple and direct, without any obscuring
subtleties. 'When Reynolds made his error
of confidence, the barkentine was off Per-
nambuco. Between that port and Rio de
Janeiro, the cz&ptain was so humorous that
the Ellen Sayrlie entered Rio with ensign
union-down, and delivered Mr. Reynolds
to the police for the captain’s murder.
Then there was the still worse case of
Laycrom of the San Jacinto, fruiter. He
told about something that swam alongside
for all of an hour one day off the Oil
Spot in the Gulf of Mexico. When the
papers did the usual thing, he had the quaint
idea of writing to as many as possible, as-
serting the truthfulness of his tale, They
printed his letters with comments ranging
from sober to bacchantic. He became so
infatuated with printer’s ink that at last
he actually wrote a book about the sea.
That, of course, was the end of him.
Men on land can discover lost Aztec
gold mines and still retain their place in
human society ; shore-dwelling scientists can
nd a beef-bone and reconstruct from it a
Creature with crocodile jaws, serpent neck,
ragon tail, clawed flippers, and saucer eyes,
and they will live honored and die quoted ;
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but no man must speak of something that
sometimes looks out of deep water.

Now, Henry Dodd’s Jog-book entry had
not been what can be called prolix. What-
ever he told the reporters had been as re-
luctant and involuntary as the gaspings of
a man on the rack. After that he kept
his mouth firmly closed, and it was a firm
mouth. He was not weak enough even
to complain,

But he had told. "The curse began to
work with his first appearance at table on
the first day out.

The passenger at his right hand, an
old acquaintance, ventured a jest about it.
Mr. Dodd ignored him stonily. A pas-
senger on the left side, two places down,
was an amateur naturalist. He answered
the first speaker hotly, sustaining Mr.
Dodd’s narrative, or the narrative ascrib-
ed to Mr. Dodd. The first officer rose and
went on deck without eating a bite,

Unfortunately for Mr. Dodd, the sea
was peaceful all the way across. There
was not even seasickness to relieve the
monotony, and the subject, instead of be-
ing dropped after the first day, became one
that was helpful in conversation. Morn-
ing, noon and night, on deck or below, he
felt absolutely certain that everybody was
speaking of him and it. Whenever he saw
two or more passengers speaking, he walk-
ed past them with a forbidding face. When
the ship approached the fatal latitude and
longitude, and even the most indifferent
passenger brought out field-glasses to study
the far-reaching heavers of the Atlantic, the
dumb show filled Mr. Dodd with such
wrath that for the first time in twenty
years he reported himself sick.

At Southampton the Cormorant was
boarded by representatives of every peri-
odical in the United Kingdom, all eager
to listen to words of wisdom from him.
Then Mr. Dodd, the polished first ofh-
cer of the polished liner, became a mere
human man. From reservoirs long locked
he brought forth language of the days of
shipping before twin-screws. The men of
the press were shocked, and they expressed
annoyance in type. Quite unanimously
they refrained from considering the ques-
tion in any natural history aspect. They
made it purely a- question of psychology,
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speculating earnestly on the exact connec-
tion between sea-going and truth-telling,

On the return voyage the Cormorant
carried passengers who had read all about
it in the English humorous version, which
is to the American humorous version as the
burning of Rome is to a Fourth of July
celebration. Two days after the liner made
Wew York, the company’s agents laid be-
fore Mr. Dodd a round-robin, signed by
a score of passengers, complaining wrath-
fully about his manners.

Mr. Dodd read it, ripped it in two,
threw it on the floor, and ground the tat-
ters with his heel. His neck got red, and
then his face. The agent spoke unwisely.
Five minutes afterward Henry Dodd walk-
ed out, a free man, having resigned his
berth.

For a few days his rage was a tonic.
Then it came to him overwhelmingly what
a total smash had come to his career.

For two weeks he hid himself, nursing
a great hatred of the laughter-loving world.
All that time his line was eagerly looking
for him because rival lines, anxious to get
his services, were looking for him, too.
Henry Dodd, brooding over a blasted re-
putation, never dreamed that this could be.
So they did not find him.

He did not take to drink. He did some-
thing that from his point of view was
worse. He gathered his ancestral money
—there was a nice little lot of it, for every
Dodd ancestor had a family habit of dying
at sea and leaving his money in banks ashore
—and bought a tramp steamship.

From the point of view of the shrewd
world it would seem better to be owner
of a tramp than a mere employee on a liner;
but Henry Dodds—and there are a great
many of them, too—are of a kind that never
has been enumerated and classified in cen-
sus tables and industrial statistics. They
are the sort who do not wish to do any
work unless it is of a kind that pleases
them, and who never have more than a
passing thought of whether they are to die
rich or poor.

Henry Dodd wished just one thing in
the world. It was to have a huge, quiver-
ing ship leaping under him, and to snap
it back and forth, resplendent, across the
Atlantic, wrestling miles and minutes from
the sea, and pressing the stars to stand
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duty as sentinels of his course. Every time
he looked over the Almillo it made hip
sick. Every time he saw the liners fret-
ting the harbor waters with their great.
ness, striding out like flaming gods, the fire.
hot bitter sense of a vast injustice so choked
him that it was something physical, taking
him in the throat like the hands of 5
strangler

When the Almillo lathered her slow
way over Sandy Hook bar that afternoon
the Cormorant sprang past her with black
sides flashing like the hide of a Trakeh-
nen stallion, white fire spraying from seven
hundred feet of crystal and brass, and a
creamy-white old genius of the sea sit-
ting afoam at her sharp forefoot. Cap-
tain Dodd of the tramp Almillo looked at
her till she was lost in the shining east.
Then he looked over his own blue-smeared
stack, the grey and blue ironwork, the red
winches, and the greasy forecastle, with
its half-clad lodgers. That night at din-
ner, apropos of ncthing in particular, he
said that human society was pretty rotten.

That trip the Gulf Stream was trou-
bled. A cool wind tore across it, whip-
ping off wave-crowns. Steamy vapor
wreathed the grey horizon. The Almillo
stumbled knee-deep. Over her low decks
and through the passageways between her
huddle of little iron cabins the sea surged
back and forth as water splashes in a basin
shaken hard. The cook, a person easily
pleased, was gratified because every little
while a dashing wave would leave a fly-
ing-fish stranded on deck; but for mere
landsmen it was no place, Bob and I fled
to the captain’s bridge, and there, in chairs
lashed fast, we braced our legs against the
rail for the better part of three days, and
bet on the number of seas that would pass
before one lapped high enough to wet our
feet.

In those three days we discussed many
things with Mr. Dodd, particularly the
ingenious magic known as business. He
laid down some entirely new ideas. Some
of them were so ingenious that they touch-
ed even Bob, and Bob could make a
Waterloo out of the safest commercial
undertaking.

Captain Dodd’s contributions to the
science of money-getting showed us that the
ancestral Dodd dollars would never see 2
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bank again, at least not in his name. The
Almillo was a  gorgeously ba}d bargam,
Also, by a system of calgulathn en~t1}~ely
his own, he had succeeded in taking freight
ot rates that, as nearly as we could cal-
culate, would almost pay for the coal he
burned to carry them.

When the sea went down and Bob and
[ could walk on deck without a life line,
he shook his head at me wisely and said
that he could see Captain Dodd’s end.

“Do you remember,” asked Bob, ‘“that
Canuck raftsman up in Thunder Lake
when the gale hit his drive and stampeded
a hundred thousand logs? Remember how
he waded out to his middle and shook his
fists at the sky, yelling to the storm to
come down and fight it out man to man?
Dodd’s got a little crack in his head like
that. Last night while you were snoring
in your chair like old Roncador in a breeze
he let it slip out. That man’s crazy for
revenge. What he wants most is revenge
on the world that laughed at him. But
he can’t figure how to get it. So he wan‘e
revenge on—you know.”

I nodded. Bob had seen something him-
self once, and had been silly enough to say
so before he knew better.

“That’s pretty bad, you see,” said Bob.
“He'll carry that unsatisied grudge
around with him, and his crack will keep
getting bigger and then "

On the fourth morning the wind stop-
ped kicking the Gulf Stream into heaps.
The vapors fled. By noon the big wa*-
was true stream water so blue that blue
ran like blue flame from blue horizon to
blue wave-crests, so blue that even the
froth of the wake had blue glint in it, so
blue that everything one looked at had a
blue aura. The patches of Sargasso-weed
drifted, bright gold, like wheat-land:
those lazy, long blue slopes that lifted --
vastly, so slowly that they looked like fix-
ed hills of ultramarine.

In that mild day, over that indolently
;wellmg, kind sea, with a wind that barely
t}?athfl!gll; the zf\l.mxllo mov§d with some-
ao?i ike placxd}ty. .Capt'am Dodd stood
Der\der:n tj?xfl bridge in his glory of sus-
aslecy ‘E the rest of the yvorld was

s : ven the first officer, given to un-

N hours of wakefulness, had retired

to his iron stateroom to rest after a long
spell on watch,
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Underneath the Almillo there was al-
most a mile, straight down, of ocean; and
out of that mile deep, out of that softly
blue sea, in that mild day, came Henry
Dodd’s revenge.

Bob and I saw it at the same moment.
So did Captain Dodd. He sprang to the
port side of the bridge, glasses at his eyes.

Of all the multitude of living men, only
four living men saw it, the lookout at the
bow, Captain Dodd, Bob, and I.

It was a quarter of a mile away. On
that sea it was as prominent as a whale
would be lying in lower Broadway on a
Sunday morning.

This was not a whale. If a long-neck-
ed, dark-green, Rhine-wine bottle could
have been expanded to insane proportions;
and if it could have come to life; and if
it swam neck first, that would have been
it. It made no fuss. It rose simply and
quietly, very matter of fact. Its track was
as straight and smooth as if a knife cut
deep and left a dark, open gash in the blue
ocean.

There was a great, long, smooth slope
of roller, and then there was a deep, wide
trough, and then another great, long,
smooth slope of roller, and the thing ex-
tended across and through them all, and
beyond.

A ninety-foot whale on one of those
slopes or in one of those troughs would
have been just perceptible if one looked
precisely at the spot where he was.

“Oh, for a glass” said Bob.

We saw without the glass. There was
a thin, hard, shining back, finless. Where
the body crossed a trough, we saw a side
“tumbled home” like the side of a man of
war, and very deep. Twice, in a heavy
roll of sea, something fantastic came above
the surface, paddling. It was neither a
whale’s fluke nor a reptilian foot. It was
long, thinnest near the body, and flattened
out ovally at the end.

“A South Sea war-paddle!” said Bob.
“A New Hebrides war-paddle as big as
the Almillo’s hatch!”

The thing paid not the slightest atten-
tion to the Almillo. It came steadily to-
ward us, but a little to port. In a few
moments it would have passed us.

Suddenly Captain Dodd gave a quick
look round. We were hidden from him
by a bridge tarpaulin. He jumped to the
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bridge telegraph, seized it, looked at the
man in the bow, hesitated one instant, and
then dragged the lever hard over.

The Almillo quivered as the engines
struck up full speed.  Bob gripped my
arm. The Almillo swept round and steer-
ed straight at the thing.

“He’s going——"" said Bob, and stop-
ped. The man at the bow waved his arms.
shouting. Captain Dodd reached for the
cord and drowned his voice with the roar
of the siren. The Almillo, lifted high on
a surge, plunged into the hollow beyond,
and Bob and I looked straight at the shape
as it swam athwart the slope of water that
rose before our bow.

In that clear flood it was on show like
something in an aquarium tank. The next
moment the Almillo, roaring, smashed into
1t.

The sea burst wide open. It cascaded
glassgreen over the bow and flung itself
aft.  Through the flying water Bob and
I, our arms and legs twined about the rail,
saw a polished, black, tapering shaft in
air. At its summit was something mon-
strously like a forked fish-tail. It fell with
the bellowing smack of a solid mass hit-
ting sohd water. Something like a war-
paddle wavered for a gasping moment over
the Almillo’s deck and then drove harm-
lessly down into the sea alongside. Then
the siren stopped.

Heads popped up all about deck. The
first mate arrived in pajamas, the second
without. There was nothing for them to
see. The Almillo was squatting motion-
less in the lonely, placid Gulf Stream.

Just for a minute Bob and I saw some-
thing ghostly glimmer slowly down into
the deep sea underneath wus. It rolled
heavily over as it sank, very dead. Little
pillars like smoke came up from it through
the clear water and expanded on the sur-
face into films of bright crimson. Here
and there floated oily spots.

Up forward the streaming lookout was
examining bruises and talking excitedly to
the other forecastle hands. Nobody paid
any attention to him, Up forward there
was something more pressing than an ex-
cited lookout. Where the bows of the
Almillo should have been, there was only
a wonderfully twisted lot of metal, some

wf it sticking aimlessly into the air, and
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some of it folded back on top of itself like
a rough bundle.

The first officer looked down on it with
some interest and reported casually “Bow's
stove in down to the keel, sir. She’s go-
ing down by the head.”

Captain Dodd nodded and gave a short
order. In fifteen minutes the boats were
over, towing quietly on the leeward side,
and the human contents of the Almillo
sat tight, belongings in hand, waiting for
the last possible moment.

During the peaceful interval Captain
Dodd said most perfunctorily to Bob and
me. “Where were you when we hit that-
derelict?” And Bob and I said promptly
that we were gazing astern just then.

“Came full tilt on it,” said Captain
Dodd. A strange expression came over
his face. It was a smile. Bob says that
once he saw a Scotch trader in Polynesia
smile that way when he heard that his
Danish rival had been eaten by his cus-
tomers.

“Came full tilt on it,” repeated Captain
Dodd. “Damn it! I sunk it, anyway!
Hit 1t plumb.”

Then the Almillo began to talk to
herself and choke deep down in her ugly
iron inwards, and we all moved hurriedly
into the boats, Captain Dodd nursing his
log-book and his papers solicitously. We
waited at a safe distance to see the last_of
the ship. She went down nicely, diving
slowly head first, standing for a moment
with her red propeller-tail in dry air, and
then slipping smoothly, quietly down a mile
deep.

This is no harrowing tale of shipwreck.
‘The Bahamas were not far away. It can-
not be even a thrilling tale of a cruise 1n
open boats. A Norwegian tramp loaded
villainously with green hides picked us up
in an hour, and almost literally wafted us
back to New York. ,

No; the point of this story is not ship-
wreck. It has to do with insurance and
prosaic things like that.

Captain Dodd put in his claim for full
insurance on ship and cargo. He had to
prove to the underwriters that in a dead-
calm sea, in broad, bright, staring day-
light, the lookout had not seen a derelict
big enough to crumple up the Almillo like
a paper bag until the ship hit it head on
—and that then the derelict had sunk at
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once, vanishing from the knowlgdge of
;mn’ and leaving not a single splinter in
]

sight. A . - )
gT his aggregation of improbabilities did
not seem to WOITY him. He had that

Scotch trader smile on his face.
The insurance people called the lookout

and
:i;hted the derelict in time. The lookout
was from southern France. He waved
arms, hands, and hair, and progcsted pas-
sionately that it was not a derelict. With
something that seemed great joy, Captain
Dodd urged him on with deft questions.
He drew from him a full, detailed descrip-
tion in the French manner. He elicited
vehement estimates of length and breadth.
He obtained an enthusiastic statement about

the paddle-fin.
Then he winked at the underwriters and

demanded of him why he had not
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said that he guessed they could see what
had been the matter with that swab of a
lookout. And they shook their wise heads
and agreed instantly that the sailor was
either drunk or crazy, but no doubt drunk,
that being traditional in cases of reptilian
visions.

Captain Dodd thus got back all his
money, which was satisfactory to him, no
doubt. He got something else back which
was worth more—his self-respect. He had
not only squared up with something in the
sea, but, assisted by providential justice, he
had squared up with a skeptical, emptily
laughing world, even though he had to
keep the joke to himself.

Today Henry Dodd is Captain Dodd
of the transatlantic liner Her name
is not material. Dodd is not his name, any-
way.

Lost

By HILDEGARDE HAWTHORNE

(From “‘Harper's Magazine"')

I know a little garden path
And tread it every day.

Great dusky roses grow thereby,
And set along the way

Are strange, tall lilies silver-white
And purple as they sway.

The hour is late when I go down
Between their solemn rows;

All golden-tawny is the west
And hushed to deep repose;

A fragrance thrills upon the air
And Silence with me goes.

Yet as I pass I hear a voice
That calls again to me,

And where the lilies crowd and sigh
I look—but dare not see!

And in the dark the garden fades
And leaves me—memory.
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THE STORY OF A MAN, A WOMAN AND A PEARL

By Justus Miles Forman

(From *‘Collier's Weekly)

'YOU happen to have been at
Levuka in the Fijis? No! Of
course not. I was going to tell
about an odd thing that hap-
pened there.

You'll have to fancy a little high green
island with a crescent bay and traders’
stores along the beach road, and houses
climbing up the hillside above.  You’'ll
have to fancy a wooden wharf with copra
piled on it in sacks, and native johnnies sit-
ting about in the sun with lime plastered
on their hair to dye it yellow, and a bit of
bright-colored trade print twisted about
their waists by way of clothes. You’ll
have to fancy a blue sky and a blue sea,
and palm trees, and big red flowers, and a
vellow beach with little cheerful waves
lap-lapping on it all day long. And you'll
have to fancy hot sunshine and the easterly
trade winds warming you and cooling you
together: the smell of the salt shore and
the smell of the heated jungle behind.

Levuka’s something like that.

The Rede-Barneses—Mr. and Lady
Evelyn Rede-Barnes—touched there on a
cruise they were making among the islands
in Rede-Barnes’s yacht Pique Dame, with
a company of Rede-Barnes’s friends who
were cheap and nasty and played most pe-
culiar bridge.

The odd thing that happened has, for
the most part, to do with Lady Evelyn.
She’d fallen into a habit, when the yacht
was in port, of slipping away from the
others and going off on long solitary walks.
She wasn't afraid, for the natives are a
peaceable lot, and besides she carried one
of those little automatic pistols that fire
five shots very hard and fast. She lived
on those walks, I think—looked forward
to them—back over them. They must

have seemed to her like hours out of prison.
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You see, she’d been married a year to that
snarling little cur.

It seems she set off early on the morn-
ing they reached Levuka. She walked
down the beach road past the stores of the
traders and, beyond them, past little bun-
galows half hidden behind clumps of hibis-
cus and poinsettia and bougainvillea and
other big flowers that she didn’t know the
names of. She rounded a point on the
island, and all at once the port and the
stores and houses, the canoes on the shore,
the yacht at anchor, were lost to sight and
hearing. The road ended, and there was
just a long winding ribbon of yellow beach
and the sea and the palm trees.

I fancy her, you know, drawing a long
sigh of relief.

She walked on slowly along that golden
beach, prodding with her closed sunshade
at the little bright shells underfoot, or at
the iridescent, bluey-green, cast-off clothes
of giant crayfish. Once a brown Fijian
boy passed by, dragging a pair of cocoa-
nuts, and he husked one of them, and chip-
ped off its top, and she drank, for she was
thirsty, and the boy went on his way, pleas-
ed as Punch, with a shilling in his mouth.
After that she sat for a while on a fallen
tree, very comfortable and idle and with-
out.thought, and finally took up her walk
again.

She came upon a white man sitting
against a rock in a spot of shade and read-
ing a newspaper, He seemed to be a
rather young man—not over thirty, she
thought—and he had yellow hair and 2
little upturned yellow moustache. He wore
white drill trousers and a soft shirt, open
at the throat, with its sleeves rolled up to
his elbows. He seemed very much inter-
ested in the newspaper, for he didn’t 1901(
up at all until Lady Evelyn spoke to him;
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then he gave a violent start and got to his
feet more swiftly than it seemed possible
anyone to move.

fOr“Iq’rrlxi sorry to trouble you,” she said to
the man, “but I wanted to as!c how much
farther 1 can walk along this shore. A
little native boy told me something I dxd‘n’t
quite understand about the beach coming
to an end.” ) .

“Oh, yes,” the yellow-haired man said.
“It ends just round the point, hard by.
There’s half a mile of sheer cliff beyond.”
Now that his momentary alarm was over
he was quite at his ease, and eyed her frank-
ly, but without the least rudeness. It
seemed to Lady Evelyn that he made, in
that extremely informal attire, about the
finest figure of a man that she had ever
seen, though that was to say a great deal
for a woman who had been born and
brought up in England. She was tall her-
self, but he topped her by so much that she
knew he must be well over six feet, and
he looked very strong and hard and fit.
His face and his forearms and his thick,
round throat were sunburnt brown as
leather, but she saw that when he stirred,
and the soft shirt was drawn a little aside
at his neck, his skin was whiter than her
own. She had an instant’s vision of little
Rede-Barnes and of his friends on the yacht
—not bad physical specimens, one or two
of them—and she wondered how long they
would last, singly or altogether, in combat
with this young yellow-haired giant who
read newspapers on a lonely beach.

Lady Evelyn said something apologetic
about having interrupted his reading, and
the young man laughed at her, and asked
if she.thought the Angel Gabriel would
apologize for trumpeting the dead people
out of their graves to go to heaven. That
seemed to her such an uncommonly good
iltltle speech to happen upon in the Fiji
Islands that Lady Evelyn was pleased and
Interested.  She sat down on the edge of
the shaded rock and the two fell into talk.

The yellow-hajred young man was by no
;lneans shy or secretive. He explained that
h: fcza%dnewspapers whenever and wherever
bec uld beg, borrow, find, or steal them,

‘f*IUSC newspapers seldom came his way.
any logon t”belong tc:‘ the civilized world
never sger’L he said, and I shall probably
suffrs ¢ London again. I never saw a

gette, but I like to read about them;
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I think they’re funny. Fancy padlocking
yourself to an iron railing to annoy the
police! That’s a jolly clever idea.”

Lady Evelyn caught at that phrase about
never seeing London again, and asked if
he had meant it.

“Something of the sort,” said the yel-
low-haired young man.

“Oh, don’t think I'm snivelling!” he ex-
claimed, when she looked up at him.

“It’s all right, you know. I don’t want
to go back. I'm contented here. I had
twenty-five years of respectability—com-
mon, dull, dismal respectability. I wouldn’t
go back to it for the Crown jewels. I
wasn’t born to be respectable. I hated it.
I hate the thought of it now.” He
pointed out to sea, and she became aware
of a small schooner at anchor a hundred
yards off shore—a boat drawn up on the
sand. She hadn’t noticed them unti] then.

“That little tub out yonder,” said he,
“is mine. On board that schooner I'm a
sovereign. I'm Prime Minister and King
and God all rolled into one. My four
Kanaka boys pray to me. And I've an
island a hundred miles or so from here.
It's small, but it’s mine. When I'm tired
of swaggering about the Pacific in the Na-
buna I go to Tuvana and rest. They pray
to me there, too.”

He broke off and laughed, narrowing his
eyes at her.

“I sound like a little boastful, bragging
boy, don’t I?” But Lady Evelyn didn’t
laugh. She said:

“Yes, you do rather. And I think I
like it. You’ve got something to boast of.”

“Well, I'm free, anyhow,” said he.
“Free as air. And that’s something, isn’t
it?”

“Something!” cried Lady Evelyn. “Some-
thing! It is the only thing in this dreadful
world that is worth having.  Keep it!
Cling to it! Never let it go! Fight for
it with the last bit of strength in your body!
Put it up on an altar and pray to it! And
if ever you lose it, drown yourself or cut
your throat. I know what I'm talking
about.”

The man stared at her very curiously,
and for a time she met his eyes with a
sort of defiance. Then she got red, and
looked away over the sea, and neither of
them said anything more for a while.
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She seems to have thought some sort of
explanation necessary after that little out-
burst, for she said at last:

“You see, we all have our dreams—only
they never come true. Yours have come
true, and that seems to me so splendid and
so wonderful that I'm rather emphatic about
it. You're the only really free man I've
ever spoken to.”

“Aren’t you free?” the yellow-haired man
asked, and she laughed—but I fancy it
wasassaruch of a laugh. He scowled over
1€,

“T?” said Lady Evelyn.

She held up her hands and shook them
at him.

“Can’t you hear my chains rattle? I'm
a life prisoner. You don’t know anything
about prison, do you? You're a king. I'm
looking out of my cell window at this mo-
ment, and I see your kingdom—wide blue
seas, and palms, and bright flowers, and
miles of yellow beach. I envy you, you
know. Oh, dearie me, how I envy you!”

The man she’d called a king looked at
Lady Evelyn’s left hand and at the wed-
ding ring there, and he scowled once more,
but there scemed to be nothing to say, so
he only scowled and chafed his hands to-
gether and looked from Lady Evelyn’s face
down to the sand and dug his toes into it.

She watched the muscles swell and play
abaut his thick neck when he bent his head
down,.

I think it’s these little silences that bring
people closer together than any words could
possibly do. When there has been serious
talk—frank, from an open heart, and words
at length have failed for fear of saying too
much, then there comes a silence and, in
it, something strange—electrical, that can’t
be described.

I think something of the sort occurred
between these two who came from such
opposite poles of the universe to meet on an
island beach—the duke’s daughter and the
South Sea tramp. Perhaps they were
brought all the closer because they came
from so far apart. Sometimes it's so.

Lady Evelyn sat for a long time with
her eyes upon that yellow-haired adven-
turer who gazed down on the sand at his
feet. He must, I fancy, have stirred some-
thing in her—something very deep. I judge
by what followed. Perhaps it was not only
the man, but what he symbolized—what
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she’d spoken of so emphatically—freedon—
romance. I'm remembering Rede-Barnes
and his friends on the yacht.

Lady Evelyn drew a little sigh, and pre-
sently she asked a very rude question. [t
was a way she had—a way many of her
class have, but somehow they carry it off
when the rest of us couldn’t. She asked,

“What'’s that you have hanging from your
neck—inside ?”’

The man looked up at her very sharp
and keen, and, although the two of them
were quite plainly alone there, he looked
round about him, and overhead where the
upland lifted steep off the beach. Then
he said in a low voice:

“The Harvest Moon.”

Lady Evelyn gave a sudden cry, repeat-
ing the name, but half-way she stifled the
cry with a hand over her mouth, and she
dropped her voice as he’d done. She said:

“Good Heavens! do you mean that? The
Harvest Moon? It can’t be true.”

Of course she knew all about that his-
toric pearl, as everybody knows who has
ever been south of the Line, and a good
many who haven’t. She heard of it every-
where. She knew its gigantic money value
and what it had cost in blood and lives and
misery and scandal. She knew of the two
great families that had been wrecked by it
—the august gentlemen who through one of
its scandals had been recalled to England.
She’d heard the most fantastic tales about
the Harvest Moon—the *Ruby in a Mist”
—the “Pestilence”’—it had a dozen names
—and, as a matter of fact, quite half the
tales were true. .

“The Harvest Moon!” said she in a whis-
per. “It's incredible! What are you do-
ing with the Harvest Moon, and how in
the world did you come by it?”

He told her how a Tahitian, to whom
he'd done a good turn, had died on his
schooner and, before he died, had taken the
pearl out of his wool, where it was fasten-
ed, and given it to his benefactor.

“How this johnnie came by it,” said he,
“I don’t know. Perhaps he stole it from
that Frenchman Lady What’s-her-name ran
away with from Melbourne. The French-
man was murdered, you remember, at Pa-
peete.”

Lady Evelyn gave a little shiver.

“I should be afraid of it,” she said.
“Everyone who ever owned it or had any-
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thing to do with it has come to a bad enfl.
[ think if I had the Harvest Moon I'd
trow it into the sea.” But the yellow-
haired man shook his head.

“No, you wouldn’t, not after you’d seen

. e.”
g (;I](cg got to his feet and walked a little
way up and down the beach, and he searched
the steep side of the hill above with his
eyes. Then he sat down again, a little
nearer to where Lady Evelyn was. He
pulled out a cheap brass locket that hung
about his neck by a leather thong and open-
ed it, and began unwinding something that
was wrapped in many little squares of thin
silk. One of the squares of silk was black,
and, when he had come to the end, he laid
the Harvest Moon upon the black square,
in his hand, and the two of them bent over
it together.

It was a great pink pearl, pear-shaped,
and it seemed to glow as if there were fires
inside it. Its mother might have been a
pearl and its father an opal. It was like
nothing Lady Evelyn had ever seen. It
seemed to be alive. She fancied she saw
it move. I myself saw it once, when the
great lady in Melbourne owned it—the one
who afterward ran away with the French-
man—and I shall never forget.

It was like looking at the little blood clot
that has gone to the brain of some poor
chap and turned him into a grotesque and
wholesale murderer.

Lady Evelyn drew a great, deep breath,
and she was rather pale. She said:

“No, I shouldn’t throw it into the sea.
I couldn’t.  You're quite right.” She sat
Up once more and raised her eyes.

m glad to have seen the Har-
vest Moon,” she said. “It was hard to un-
derstand, before, how a pearl could have
bewitched and ruined so many people. Now

know. I suppose it has bewitched me too
g:'lkc lihe rest.” She leaned back against
el TOCd , looking rather grave and thought-
Whili:ntha little tired, and .she didn’t §pc§k
coveris ¢ man rewound his treasure n 1ts
ches ng alid put it away once more in the
s fzi rass locket. But as he was finishing,
e nt sound of a b(?ll came to them across

sea from the little schooner. Lady

V“fly.n listened and said.

m%sltghbt -bells.. Oh, dear! it's noon, ar}d
Jou hal e gettm,g, back to the yacht. Will

©p me up?” She put out her hands
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and the man lifted her to her feet. He’d
turned quiet and grave, too. The Harvest
Moon seemed, in some odd fashion, to have
sobered them both.

“It occurs to me, rather late,” she said,
“that we don’t know each other’s names.
I'm Lady Evelyn Rede-Barnes. My hus-
band and I are here with a party on our
yacht Pique Dame.”

“Pique Dame?” said the man, “Oh, yes!
that means the Queen of Spades. It's a
jolly name, rather.”

“It’s hideous,” said Lady Evelyn. “The
Queen of Spades is a very sinister person—
not that I care much. You haven’t told me
your name. What is it?”

And he said: “Hayes. But the natives
call me “Tui-Tuvana’—The Lord of Tu-
vana.”

Lady Evelyn put out ther hand, and he
took it and held it. She said:

“Good-bye, Tui-Tuvana. We two prob-
ably shan’t meet again. I go back to prison
and you to your kingdom. I shall remem-
ber you and envy you.”

“I wish " said the man Hayes awk-
wardly, “I wish ”

But Lady Evelyn shook her head.

“Wishing’s no good. I've wished a lot
in my time. Good-bye!” She withdrew
her hand from his hold and turned and went
away down the yellow beach.

Once, as she rounded the first point, she
glanced back, and Hayes was standing quite
still where she had left him, his hands at
his sides, his head bent, looking upon the
ground.

But the Harvest Moon—so I take it—
had linked these two together, and that
wasn’t the end by any means.

They met again very strangely that after-
noon,

A half-dozen of the yacht’s company—
Rede-Barnes not among them—went ashore
about three o’clock to visit a certain water-
fall high up near the top of the mountain-
ous island. They had some native boys and
girls for guides, and they carried tea bas-
kets, to do the thing comfortably.

The waterfall was well worth seeing, and
Lady Evelyn was glad she had come, but
she didn’t want any tea, and so, when the
others were seated in a circle gorging them.-
selves upon cakes and champagne-cup out.of
a thermos bottle, she wandered off alone
among the trees, and, after a half-hour,
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found herself quite unexpectedly upon the
crest of the farther side of the island, high
up over the beach where she had sat in the
morning. She could see, a couple of hun-
dred feet beneath her, the very rock against
which she had leaned, and she could see the
schooner riding at anchor, off-shore, but the
boat that had been drawn up on the sand
was gone. She wondered where Hayes was,
and she spoke aloud—the sound of her voice
startled her a little.

“I wish I might see him. I wish I might
see him just once more.”

She sat down on the turf, and she found
herself suddenly very tired in all sorts of
ways—physically tired, and mentally, too.
She thought of the little company of people
a mile away, stuffing and guzzling beside
that waterfall, and she hated them. She
thought of Rede-Barnes (the little cur had
been carrying on, of late, with one of the
other women ), and the picture of him turn-
ed her sick. She looked ahead at her life
to come, and it seemed to her nightmarish
—intolerable. A fantastic wish swept across
her mind that that tall, strong, clean young
man with the yellow hair would come out
from among the trees and pick her up in
his arms, without asking permission, and
carry her off to his green island where the
people prayed to him.

A sound mounted up to her from below.
It wasn’t loud, but it was unmistakably the
sound of a shot. She got at once to her
feet and looked. For a moment she could
see nothing, but she heard another shot, and
then, hard upon it, 2 man came into sight,
running along the yellow beach, down be-
side the water where the sand was hard.
Fifty yards behind him ran six natives in
lava-lavas of colored print, and each of them
held in his hand a long heavy knife that the
sun winked upon—all but one, and this man
had a rifle—though firearms are forbidden
to the islanders.

The native with the rifle stopped sud-
denly and went down upon his knee. Lady
Evelyn cried out, and she saw the puff of
smoke from the muzzle of the rifle, and after
it, heard a whip-like report, but the bullet
must have gone wild. The white man halt-
ed and threw out one arm, There was an-
ather puff of smoke and a louder report—
like the first two she had heard. The native
with the rifle fell on his face and lay still.

Then the white man turned sharply up
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the beach, and Lady Evelyn gave another
cry, and began to tremble violently, for the
man was Hayes. He made for the bed of
a dry watercourse that was cut in the moun.
tainside like a shallow, irregular scar from
the crest, near where the woman stood
watching, down to the rocks and sand, and
it made excellent cover. Hayes bolted into
it, and the five natives, who had stopped
and hung back for an instant, raised a shout
and followed him.

Lady Evelyn, on her knees at the brink of
the height, stared down the twisting slope
and watched the man beneath her. Once
when he was nearly half-way to the top he
seemed to be about to take shelter behind
a rock and fight it out there. Then she call-
ed to him: “Hayes! Hayes!” and he looked
up and saw. He began to climb fast'er.

When he was within speaking distance
he waved his arm, and she heard him shout
in hard-drawn gasps:

“Go away! Run for it!” But at that she
pulled from her belt the little' pistol she gl-
ways carried there and held it up for him
to see, He gave a glad cry and climbed on,
but he climbed very slowly now, on hands
and knees, and she saw that he was almost
done.

A few yards from the top he dropp6d=
tried to raise himself, and rolled behind a
boulder. ¢

Lady Evelyn let herself over the edge o
the bank and slipped and scrambled down
to where he was. The man’s face was grey
with exhaustion, and drawn and thin, but,
though his strength was gone, he was no(;
done yet. She found him, r'evo!ver in han
—a big Colt—lying on his side waiting.

whispered to her. )
H?‘Go bgck‘. For God’s sake go bz}ck while
you can! They won’t touch you if you go
now. They're after the Harvest Moon.

He lifted the Colt and fired, apd the near-
est pursuer dropped back screaming. There
were four left, and they had scattered among
the rocks and were climbing, each on .hls
own line. Lady Evelyn knelt close beside
the man Hayes. She asked: ?"

“How many cartridges have you left?
And he said: ,

“Two. 1'd only the single clip. I wasn't
expecting a war. If you won’t go a;\f;’ay
for God’s sake, will you go for mine’

“I have five,” said she. “When yours
are gone take my revolver—if there’s time.
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hi mean to rush us from bqth
;d?:gk él}::ywas full of excitement—thrill-
o4 with it from head to foot, but she was

$ veteran. .
® (s)t;id);fast?le men to the left of their
rock threw his heavy kqife from the she%—
rer of a thicket, and it ,grgzed Hayes'’s
shoulder. ~ Hayes got to his knees and
fred. He must have missed, for the two
natives broke cover together. He ﬁrgd
again at the second man, the one who still
had a weapon. The fellow went down,
and Lady Evelyn saw Hayes spring to his
feet to meet the other. .

The rest of it all came to.o.qmckly for
word or thought. The remaining two na-
tives, on the right, leaped over the rocks
and closed in shouting, Lady Eve}yn knelt
up, held the Browning out a little way
from her, and it seemed to explode of it-
self. She was unaware of pulling Fhe trig-
ger. The first man dropped to his knees,
staring at her, coughed and crumPled up
without a sound. The fellow behind him
cave one shrill little cry like a frightened
beast, turned tail and began to run down
the mountainside, leaping and stumbling and
crashing among the bushes. '

Then Lady Evelyn Rede-Barnes quite
properly fainted dead away, as any lady
should.

She came to under pleasant and delight-
ful circumstances. Hayes—Tui-Tuvana—
knelt over her, holding her in his arms
and calling upon her in distracted tones to
come back to him. Her head lay against
his breast where there was something hard
and uncomfortable—the Harvest Moon,
probably. He called her lovely things in
English, and in Fijian that she didn’t un-
derstand — Seni-Langi, “Sky-Flower” —
Andi-Matakami-kamitha, “Lady Sweet
Eyes,” and such like. And she thought he
had been kissing her, too, but she wasn’t
quite sure of that.

When she was ready she opened her
eyes and sat up, and presently he helped
her to her feet.

‘They're gone?” she asked him, and he
said to her;

“\’[es, God bless you! They're gone.
Ouve saved my life.”

Save mine, Hayes!” said she. And the
man began to tremble all over.
‘]:/ady Evelyn said:

can’t go on any longer as I've been
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going. It’s intolerable. Will you take me
away ?”

“Oh, my God!” said he, and went down
on his knees, and held her hands against
his face.

They talked it over, the two of them,
standing there on the mountainside with
the dead men round them, and they made
their plans. They were to slip away that
night.

“I shan't be able to stay here another
day after this row,” Hayes said. “The
Resident is down on me. He'd like nothing
better than a chance, and now he has hjs
chance. I can’t tell him why these beg-
gars were after me—the Harvest Moon.
He'll make it plain murder. I must sajl
tonight.” He told her where to come to
him—at the western end of the beach road

where the lights stop. He was to be there
with his boat at ten o’clock.

“You won’t fail me?” he asked her at
last. And she smiled and said:

“No, Hayes. No!”

“If you did,” said he, “I think I should
storm the Pique Dame and carry you off.”

Lady Evelyn looked him in the eyes,
and, under her breath, she laughed a little,
but it wasn’t as if she saw anything funny.
It was another kind of laugh altogether.
She said:

“I should want you to, Tui-Tuvana.”

She glanced once at the dead men among
the rocks and shivered and went away to
join her guests.

Ten o’clock Hayes had said. Ten o’clock
at the western end of the beach road where
the lights stop. But at ten o’clock she was
on the afterdeck of the Pique Dame, walk-
ing back and forth and shivering, though
the night was warm and she had a wrap
over her bare shoulders.

She couldn’t go.

Before dinner was over she’d found that
out. After all, stone walls—or golden
walls, if you like—do a prison make, in spite
of all the poetry books—and iron bars a
cage. She couldn’t go. At dinner she look-
ed down the table at those two rows of
prettily dressed rotters—at little Rede-
Barnes, who was drinking too much and
getting purple over it. They made her
flesh creep, and she wished them dead, one
and all. She thought of Hayes and free-
dom—the wide blue seas and his little
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island. They called aloud to her and she
yearned for them.

And still she couldn’t go.

She was afraid. There’s the truth of it,
I expect—as near the truth as anyone will
ever get., The stone walls had been round
about her too long. The chains she talked
of had rusted home. I fancy she began to
realize the terrific hold of habit, the sheer,
immovable weight of inertia.

After dinner, on deck, the others settled
themselves to bridge under the awning.
Lady Evelyn walked up and down. She
heard two bells go, and then three, and at
last four. Four bells—ten o’clock. The
man was waiting for her in the gloom at
the western end of the beach road. She
went right astern and stood by the taffrail,
hidden behind the hand-steering gear. The
tide was making in and the Pique Dame
lay with her stern inshore. Standing there
Lady Evelyn saw the few huddled lights
of the settlement—the long row of lamps
that marked the beach road. She was hot
and cold together, and her knees trembled.
Her mind was like a fever patient’s mind
—or like a little frightened child’s—chaos.
Out beyond in that warm darkness were
love and freedom—a life (so she pictured
it) of thrilling romance—heights that her
heart and soul cried out for.

And she couldn’t go.

She heard the voices and laughter of
the card players behind her, and somebody
calling for more claret-cup. A long-boat,
eight-oared, swept past. She heard it
hailed from the bridge of the yacht, and
heard the man in the stern-sheets explain
that he was the port police looking out for
a fellow called Hayes who'd been doing
wholesale murder. The boat went on and
five bells struck.

The little Irish bo’sun slipped aft and
spoke to her in a low voice. The lad was
a sort of slave of hers, and to him she'd
given orders to have the yawl ready at the
gangway before four bells with her bag
hidden in it. She was to have explained
that she wanted to paddle about the bay
for an hour in the starlight.

“I've changed my mind,” Lady Evelyn
said. She wondered a little at her strange
voice. “Get the bag back to my cabin
without anyone seeing.” The bo’sun slip-

ped away again, and she leaned against the
taffrail, blind and sick.
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The minutes dragged on, and i must
have been near six bells.

“He's gone now,” said Lady Evelyn
She looked once more toward the row of
lamps along the beach road. “He’s given
me up and gone. It’s all over.”

Quite suddenly one of the women under
the deck awning uttered a sharp, frighten.
ed scream, and a man said:

“For God’s sake, what’s that?” Lady
Evelyn heard her husband’s unsteady voice,

“Now then, what the devil do you
want?”’ She heard exclamations and cries
—the little crash of an overturned table,
But above the scuffie and the uproar she
heard a high, strong voice:

“Where is she? What have you done
with her?”

She was shaking from head to foot, but
somehow she made her way into the circle
of light.

Alone at the top of the lowered gang-

~way the man Hayes, called Tui-Tuvana,

stood, tall and white and terrible, with the
big Colt automatic before him in his hand.

The woman had failed him, but he had
kept his word.

Once more he called out.

“Where is she? Where is she ?”’—caught
sight of her suddenly and gave a shout.

Lady Evelyn stepped forward among
those huddling, frightened sheep. The cloak
had slipped from her shoulders, and she
went with her hands out before her like a
woman groping in the dark.

“Come!” said Hayes at the gangway,
and laughed—a splendid figure against that
mean throng—the figure of a man.

She found a gasping voice and cried out
with it:

“I can’t!
go back!”

In the little silence there was a sound
of swift oars rowing together. The man
must have heard it, but he paid no heed.
He came a step forward, and one of the
frightened women began to sob and whim-
per like a child. Rede-Barnes shouted for
help, and someone answered from the for-
ward deck. They heard running feet.

Hayes bent forward. staring at Lady
Evelyn across the half-dozen paces that lay
between them. His face was drawn in a
great perplexity—a sort of incredulous
wonder.,

“You won’t come?” said he.

I can’t! For Heaven’s sake,

“Do you
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’ ? ’ iled me
mean you won't come! You've failed

?),
—after all? .
She thrust out her two hands at him

ying:
des‘Pér:tf)la)gk‘!ny (%o back!  The police—
they're after you! Oh, go back while you
l))

Car’lllhe sound of oars stopped with a clatter
under the yacht’s side. Hayes glanced once
over his shoulder and back to the face of
the woman who had failed him. Men be-
gan to run up the steps of the gangway—
closed in upon him from the forward deck.
Rede-Barnes from a strategic position be-
hind several of his guests shouted inces-
santly for help.

The man gave a sobbing curse, turned
and ran aft along the rail. They called to
him to halt—a babble of sound broke out
—even certain of those valiant souls in din-
ner coats ran a few steps forward, very
bold and threatening now the quarry’s back
was turned. From the top of the gangway
the officer of port police cried: “Halt! my
man, or I'll fire on you,” and in another
instant did fire twice.

Hayes returned a single shot, hasty and
wild, vaulted the rail and was gone with
a great splash.

They were after him like hounds upon
a fresh scent—the police boat—the yawl—
Hayes’ own dinghy in which he had come.
Rede-Barnes had an inspiration. He be-
gan to shout for the searchlight, and one
of the yacht’s officers called an “Aye, aye,
sir!” from the bridge. Lady Evelyn ran
to her husband and caught him by the
shoulders.

“You won’t do that!” she cried. “It’s
murder.  You mustn’t do that. For
Heaven’s sake, give him a chancé. Don’t
murder him!” But he threw her off and
tushed to the bridge ladder. Lady Evelyn
made her way once more astern, and clung
there, crushed up against the rail.

It was extraordinarily hard to breathe.

If,the)”ll only give him time—time!”
she said, and held her two hands tight over
¢ mouth. “Oh, give him time to get
aWway!  Give him a chance!” A dreadful
scream broke from her, and the searchlight
eaped into the darkness like a white sword.
theree saw it stab the blac.k waters here and
SearcE\Vheel and sweep hke.a vast brush—
t h"g, searching, searching.  And at

she heard eager cries from the police

boat and a shot. She fell upon her knees
beside the rail, covering her ears with the
pams of her hands, but she heard another
shot, and after a long time two together,
and another still. It was as if each one
beat upon her head with a hammer blow
—tore her through and through, yet let .
her live in agony.

Then the shots were still, but she heard
voices—once, the sound of something like
a scuffle and the dull noise of blows.

For they had got him at last. The
searchlight found him out—Rede-Barnes’
noble revenge. The first shots went wild,
but at length one broke his shoulder and
the chase was done. They dragged him
into the boat, yammering over him like the
pack over the little red fox run at last off
his little legs. It seems that even with a
broken shoulder the man could fight—
nearly did for one of the crew; so, from
behind, they fell upon him with oars and
beat him to death.

On board the Pique Dame Rede-Barnes
ran up and down and blustered and curs-
ed. He wanted to know how the devil they
(the police) dared bring dead men on board
a gentleman’s yacht. He wanted them to
understand that his yacht was no morgue,
and he wanted that thing taken away at
once—dammit, dt once! Frightening ladies
like this! .

But the woolly-haired rowers of the police
boat—all but one—laid Hayes’ body down
upon the Pique Dame’s white deck, and
the sea water dripped from it in little rills,
and lay about it in a dark pool, and drain-
ed off into the port scuppers. It was the
back of Tui-Tuvana’s head they’d beaten
in; his face was unmarked and looked very
peaceful, as dead faces usually do. A
splendid great figure he was, laid out there,
long and broad and still—a man.

Lady Evelyn came where he lay and gaz-
ed down at him. She was still, too, at last
—almost as still as the man she had brought
to his death. She stood for some moments
gazing, and once she noticed that the leather
thong and the cheap brass locket were gone
from Hayes’ neck. One of the Fijians of
the police boat crew had taken it in com-
plete ignorance of what it was.

“Woait, please!” said Lady Evelyn Rede-
Barnes, and went away toward her cabin.
She came back in a moment with something
in her hand hidden down against her skirt.
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Rede-Barnes tried to intercept her and was
quite angry and unpleasant about it, but
she brushed past him without a word, and
went once more to where the dead man
lay. She knelt down there and put her
hand—the free one—upon Hayes’ breast.
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To the great scandal of those round about
she bent forward and kissed him.

“I think,” said Lady Evelyn, “T'll g,
with you, Hayes, after all.”

And she shot herself very neatly through
the heart and fell over across his body.

The Olcanagan

By W. R. GORDON

Dream of the wealth of Eden,
Wonderful land of yore,

With fruits and flowers laden

Of mystic bounteous store;

Think of the groves of Olympus,
Trod by heavenly feet,

Where, with his fairy nymphs, Zeus
Drank of the nectar sweet;

Speak of the Southern vineyards,
Groaning under the load

Of fruit for the waiting wine gourds,
Rip’ning to flow abroad;

Boast of the orange trees golden
With their luscious, yellow yield,

Of the earth’s growth, new or olden,
In meadow, grove or field;

Sweep from the North to Southland,
Seek through the East and West,
From river’s source to its mouth, and
Find of the soil the best;

Gather the fruits from orchards,
Harvest the shining grain,

Pull clusters from the vineyards,
Strip Olympic groves again

And they all must bow on every hand,
As the daisy to the rose,

To the soil of the younger Western Land,
Where the Big Red Apple grows.



HE fresh-water epiphany of the salmon, coaxed by a great heimweh from their
adopted country, the sea, is more splendid and picturesque than the avatars of
many gods of mythology. The great blue-backed sockeye drove, pigged together

in a great stampede, take no food after their exodus from salt water begins, but driven
by the powerful instinct of reproduction, strive to swim a thousand miles, a desperate
odyssey, to the spawning grounds.

Picturesque, indeed, is the fishing, and the roaring life of the canneries while the
run lasts. People who think that present-day fishing methods, different from those
of the time of Christ and his disciples, and the use of automatic machinery in the can-
neries, have dulled the romance and faded the color of the salmon fisheries and the
packing of the catch, are mistaken. So far from detracting from the picturesqueness
of the life, the modern methods have added to its color, diversity, activity, even peril,
giving it a charm it lacked before.

Fishermen lie in wait with all sorts of devices to entrap the fish when they enter
the river mouths. When they pass through the cannery fishermen’s nets the sardonic-
faced Indian stands with poised spear or crude dipnet to take the fish from some swift-
water channel, or if it escapes the Indian, the grizzly bear and the black bear await
its coming in the shallow streams or along the rapids, where the strong fish in leap-
ing from the foaming water subjects itself to the dexterous and powerful swat of the
bear’s great paw.

Of the great silver-sided herd that turn tail to the sea, comparatively few, leap-
ing apparently impossible falls and breasting wild rapids, come at last to the head-
waters of their desire.

Nature affords few more extraordinary examples of devotion to the instinct of
reproduction than the practices of these fish. At the spawning grounds the males
and females, much wasted in flesh from their fasting, pair off, and in some tributary
- brook dig a nest, using heads, tails and fins with nearly human intelligence. The
male by this time has developed a formidable hooked beak, with which he fights
savagely for the rights of his home. Here the eggs are laid, several thousands to each
fish, Carried down stream by the swift current, a great number are lost and millions
are caten by trout, But a few drop among the loose stones at the lower edge of the
nest, where they are protected by the holes and crevices until the hatching time.

‘The digging of the nest wears out the fins and tails of the parent fish, evert
rubbing away parts of their heads, and the constant fighting among the males causes
further scars, Lack of food emaciates them, their very stomachs withering away,
S0 that by the time the eggs are laid they are much enfeebled ; indeed, all but helpless.
Fuf'ﬁoid diseases attack them, tapeworms appear, and soon, utterly worn out, they
DCI'I::\]] and drop to the bottom of the stream. After spawning they have apparently
no ussire to return to the sea; their life-work is done.

_ The little swimmer which is the product of the hatched eggs becomes a fry, and
takin the fish character, growing rapidly, begins its journey to the sea, but seems
© gc reluctantly, travelling always with its héad up stream, letting itself be drawn
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down by the current, tail first. This fish, reaching the sea, makes its home in sa]t

water usually for four years, before it feels the powerful impulse that drives it back
to fresh water again. -

* * *

HE real fascination of the sea Ulysses knew, and Drake, and Captain Cook, and
all the far-adventuring crew of long-dead voyagers who sailed boldly fort),
when every horizon dipped in mystery and every day brought new and un-

known perils.

Though there are now no voyages like these, so long that the mariner, furling his
time-soiled sails and setting foot on shore was land-sick from long habit of the rocking
sea, and though sea dangers have been made small by steam and charts and lights and
wireless, that weirder magic than ever forecastle superstition dreamed of, there is still
the sea, fascinating because capable of human moods—of kindness, anger, joyousness
and treachery, and there are still some perils left. Where uncertain dangers lie in
wait there is always charm for true seamen, and for all manly spirits, and though in
fog and straying derelict, in lee shore and shouting storm, we have the only dangerous
monsters of the valleyed deep, they are still strong to stir the hearts of men for the
struggle with Nature, which is so alluring. Some of us, who have known the sea
in these sterner aspects, or in whose veins the sea-blood of long lines of ocean-faring
ancestors runs, still feel its influence like a maelstrom. These are the true sea-lovers,
who have in their love something of the awe that the elder race knew, knowing in
one way or another the sharp teeth of adventure. To such there is no monotony in
the seca, where every angle of every wave and of every windlass swell disclose a dif-
ferent hue, and every hour has its own pageant of color. Then the nights—what two
nights at sea were ever the same? It is as if God’s hand had set one down in the
great tube of his kaleidoscope, to be a part of his eternally moving spectacle.

But, after all, it is of man’s relations to the sea that people in general delight
to Lear; it is as if Nature’s rough hand moved them to awe rather than %o interest,
but at the sight of a human face the heart in them leaps up. Into the moving picture
of the sea, where every peril is a background for heroism and unselfishness, man has
brought daring, courage and loyalty to trust. Something of the broadness of the far-
horizoned ocean, its openness to Nature, creeps into the composition of those who use
the sea; in some subtle way they seem to reflect its heartiness without a touch of its
treachery. The sailorman is even more interesting than the element he sails on. He
is Nature’s creature, and as truly typical of the sea as the forest creatures are of their
green wilds. Who would not like to think, as poets do, that he found his joy in
life in feeling his canvassed ship answer nimbly to his touch upon the wheel, in watch-

ing the grey unfolding of the morning, in witnessing the grim and mighty aspect of
the storm!

* * »

IKE wreckage washed up on the shore and left by the backing
tide, much human wastage, roving men from al] the world, are left on
the beach of Vancouver. Driftage of every shading of color it

is, brought here by ships and trains from every port and inland city of geography.
Interesting because they are of all nations, races, colors and languages,
these bankrupts of life make the humor that forms an inseparable part of police
court life, which even in its saddest aspects loses none of its relish by being largely
the kind designated by the Germans as Galgenhumor. Though of all sorts
and .conditions, from the lowest stratum upward to the tramp royal born with no-
madic tendencies and who, committed, like the Wandering Jew, to the Long Road,
must travel or itch, yet all have the same character, that of the vagabond. They will
not be h;rc long; the next tide will carry them away. Not all are failures in life,
from their own point of view; not all are lazy or incompetent. Some pay their way.
Many see life in the forecastles of ships. These world tramps are of a higher caste
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in vagabondia than the common railroad hobo. The human interest in this gypsy
tribe is immense. Few are immoral, though many are unmoral. Some are criminals,
but most of them do not prey. They are not mendicants, though the lineal descendant
of the begging friar, the picturesque wanderer of the middle ages. Some have had
trouble and travel to find peace, some to get away from haunting ghosts of black sins
that will not wash. ‘The human derelict, dismantled by the winds of circumstances,
and dragging his anchor round the globe, is as old as some of the roads he travels.
Some work a little as they go “in various situations round the world,” staying in no
place very long, treating the world as a book, turning a fresh page when they “get
the page they're reading done.” Vancouver is one of the buckle-holes in one of the
great belts of travel that girdle the earth, and therefore sees many of these tramps
royal, dumped here by steamer and train, beachcombers or workers for a while, then
moving on. From job to job the working tramp, often a good “mechanic,” moves
along, and pay cannot hold him when he feels the itching to go, and “out at sea behold
the dock-lights die and meet his mate, the wind that tramps the world.”

* * *

OT only one of the city’s gates is the Vancouver railroad terminal,
but one of the gates of the wide earth, the end of a tape of
steel strung across a tremendous worldscape—this big Vancouver

railway yard which is just half-way from sunrise on the long road to
the aromatic country where travellers’ tales begin. The busy yard where the
linked land caravans roll in with the dust of a far journey upon them, laps over
upon the docks where the sun-baked “lumpers” unload the redolent cargoes of silk
and tea and spices that the long-wandering ships bring from overseas. The salt-stained
ships come from the world’s end; many of the trains that come to a long grinding stop
in the yards at the end of the line have come from land’s end a continent’s width away.
Where yards and docks overlap you can hear tales of both sea and land, stories of the
railroad and forecastle folk-lore. You can see the men of the railroad, the men in the
blue overalls, engineers and firemen, giants of steel muscles, the trainmen, brakemen,
conductors, yardmen, switchmen, who have the railroad character which is the same
all over America, and the sailors and the ’longshoremen, too, who are marked with
different character by their trade. You hear the railroad gamut of sounds, the noises
that belong to the railway yards everywhere, running in volume from the thick whisper
of a jet of compressed air to the roar of a titanic locomotive pulling a long train
into the many-tracked yards at a high speed. All day the atmosphere is crowded
with sounds loud and harsh, explosions of steam, the clangour of steel wheels riding
steel rails, the grinding, jolting, smashing, jamming, snapping tumult of freight cars
shuffled like packs of cards, the din of bells, blasting of whistles, the deep breathings
of air-pumps, the grunting and rumbling of the hot expanding power packed into
toiler shells.

The terminal yards are a good place to study the heraldry of land transporta-
tion. In the yards are boxcars with the insignia of every railroad in Canada and
the United States on their sides, for there is no more nomadic thing than a boxcar.
Thg cars are painted every color known to painters, and a freight train, moving
rapidly, is often a brilliant spectrum.

* * *

THE educated Chinese taste for tea differs from ours as much as their point of
view about eatables. You can buy in Vancouver’s Chinese quarter, if you
~ know where to go for it, the greatly esteemed “strengthening tea” which the

Chincse regarded as so virtuous medicinally. It has a mildewed, weedy flavor, a bitter

draught which is warranted to strengthen the system, clear the brain, relieve the

body of all humors and bile, and serves high-living Chinese as a “boiling-out” at a

hot springs does Western bon-vivants. This plant grows in the Shan States, and

the ‘caves are pressed into large flat cakes, which being packed in paper only, soon
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mildew. The Chinese do not mind the mildew flavor. They think it promore

longevity along with its therapeutic qualities, and it is drunk regularly by the Ep,.
peror at Pekin.

* * *

OWHERE in Victoria is the street life more interesting and picturesque than
in the Chinese quarter, and the frequent presence in the street of Chincse
women in native costume gives interest and color to the open-air drama, par-

ticularly the Manchu women, whose garments are sometimes rich and beautiful, who
walk freely on their full-grown natural feet and balance their magnificent head-dresses
with conscious pride. The Manchu woman’s coiffure is the most picturesque imagin-
able, with the broad gold pins, wings of blue-black hair and flowers.

The atmosphere of a Chinese town is reproduced to a high degree.

Here is a little shop where are sold pet birds in cages or trained to perch on a
stick, gorgeous gold and silver fish and pet crickets, black little skeletons of things
in airy bamboo boxes which are trained and fight like pups; and a drug store where
the apothecary is a quack doctor of the legitimate old school of Chinese medicine, and
sells all the time-honored roots and herbs, musk, dried rats, lizards, frogs and toads,
clots of so-called dragon's blood, and lumps of nameless things warranted to cure. In
the confectioner’s shop, alluring with sugared and honeyed sweets, you will sce slabs
of peanut candy and sesame brittle as well, the rich dried fruit of the jujube tree,
with its narrow-pointed seed like a date, in boxes or beaten into a smooth, rich jujube
paste, crab apples preserved in honey, delicate sesame wafers, the sesame flour beaten
in water with either sugar or salt, and baked in a thin wafer that might well be intro-
duced at fastidious afternoon tea tables, and macaroni made of millet or buckwheat
flour, hanks and skeins of the doughy filaments hanging in the shop window.

* * *

VER a sombre little shop on Powell street, where you can buy lacquer clogs,
straw sandals, carved ivory figures of fantastic freakish goblins of Japanese
mythology, vases and screens decorated with resplendent barbaric goddesses and

gods, and thimble tea cups and teapots covered with crimson butterflies and blue land-
scapes without perspective, lives O Sako San, a delicate little doll of a Japanese girl,
with her father and mother, two old Japanese as brown as if they had been toasted.
In a corner of one of the rooms are set up the ancestral tablets with the bowl of
rice before them, and a cross-legged little stone god also, for O Sako San’s parents
are Buddhists. But it is O Sako San who gives the room the character of a home
in Dia Nippon. She wears the quaint costume which her father and mother have
put aside for Western clothes. Also she dresses her hair in the way of girls in old
Japan. It is a wonderfully complex operation, the arranging of her hair. Once a
week it takes place, and the whole day is required. O Sako San has to sit for hours
on the mat while her mother patiently works at her hair. First the coils of hair are
undone, the thick masses are carefully combed, and then they are re-done, molded
into elaborate loops and whirls and volutes, all stiffened and held in place with castor
oil.  One by one the coral beads are put in, and finally the gold lacquer combs. Lastly,
in the nape of her neck a little wavy piece is coaxed to stay, held by an ivory pin,
artistically arranged to complete the curve, as graceful as a bent bow. Her mother
was a geisha girl in old Japan, and amuses herself in this country by dressing her
daughter as a geisha, and teaching her the quaint music of her country, the most
whimsical and elfin in the world, with its delirious love songs and dances, in which
it is hard to tell where pure gaiety melts into shadow, mysticism. O Sako San sings
th(? old songs, accompanying herself on the samisen. Most of her songs are short and
primitive, and sad with scales of divided intervals, and here and there falsetto notes
that drog suddenly to deep cries. They are comparable to no music that we know.

A night or two ago a little bit of the world of outdoor workers, in which life
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‘< red in tooth and claw, but honest, grimaced at me for a minute and was gone. This
plein-ait world waits for some northern homer to put into words the full-bodied
drama. I caught as much of it as my sparse film would hold.

* * *

N a shadow-smudged dock twenty ’longshoremen gave up their sweat that a
harbor-weary tramp steamer might sail on time, For a few cents an hour they
sang a rugged verse in the song of labor, and made it rhyme.

For sound, the scarred winches quarrelled like a litter of black pups on the dirty
deck; the blocks squealed and the ’longshoremen, picking up crumbs with a truck,
swore as strongly as real tack and sheet seamen when God’s great winds are out on
a dirty night at sea. ‘

To me the picture was full of the music of form and color, with its strong con-
trast of light and shadow concentrating details to masses. In her blocky bulk the
steamer at the dock was stippled against a background of plum-blue water and moun-
tains fainting into the sky. The ship’s few deck lights reached out beams like red
claws. There was latent diabolism in her huge slag-colored crouch at the dock. A
pinkish glow washed from her castle doors, where her Chinese crew burned sticks be-
fore their broad-nostrilled joss.

I sneaked into that picture like a dog, for I did not wish to get in the way; the
'longshoreman has a tongue with a tang. Here was no human bric-a-brac, but men
working with open shirts. I have seen the thing many times, but that night I saw
afresh the color and felt the fascination of the scene. Night or day you do not have
to walk around Vancouver to see a picture. Vancouver is quivering with vitality.
Its people are not a swarm of nothings, bound for nowhere. They are doing some-
thing. Her life is myriad-colored, and to see it all you must have a fast-travelling
eye. Here the ceaseless colorful pageant of waterfront life has a background of pure
landscape of Nature’s own making, dancing with brilliant and dazzling color in the
daytime, and at night filled with the magic charm of subdued and sombre chiaroscuro.
The painter, Night, plays with her brushes in a light and aerial manner. Around
ocean-embraced Vancouver her nocturnes are delicate symphonies in blue-browns,
lavender-greys, mauves and tea color, with the frosty white lights of shipping for
accents of color.

These ’longshoremen, in their overalls, the copes and chasubles of honest labor,
were as admirable a set of men-with-the-bark-on as ever lived by bread, I think. No

taffeta gentlemen were these, and they spoke not in silken terms, but russet yeas and
honest Kersey noes.
* * *

HE name of the place is itself a flight of fancy: it is called “The Shore of a
‘Thousand Singing Shells.”

The Chinese joy in their pleasures is not a sober intoxication. The Chinese
face is as late October’s would be if it had a face, but behind the inscrutable quiet
face is the heart of a child, a primitive child. The Chinese mind is of the ancient
world; the yellow face is an anachronism; centuries ago Time crept on and left him
Standing on the shores of medizvalism, and in spite of the Chinese Reform Associa-
tion he will delight yet awhile in the poetic pleasures of the Mings. In his heart
he prefers still the dancing girl to the moving picture show.

It was a piece of enchantment. At 10 o’clock I stood in Hastings street, in my
ears the confusion of western civilization, the plangent roar of traffic, the concert
pitch of trolley cars, the florid anthem of the flowing street. Five minutes later, fol-
oWing with foreboding spirit my Chinese friend, a gentleman of an ironical counten-
ance and stout as to the sternworks, I discovered myself in a room as whimsical and
Capricious, as quaint and picturesque in its toy doll’s house character, and as unreal
and d{eamlike as any fantastic Eastern interior of many travellers’ tales. .
From the blue ceiling hung jade-green and plum-colored lanterns. The walls

id behind cherry-red and yellow hangings, blazoned with flame-tongued dragons in
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bright gold, and figures of gods and men, whimsically out of drawing, in wonderfy]
costumes, swaying like gorgeous flowers in a long wave—rhythmed tired dance of
color. It was a wild frieze of nightmare imagination. In a recess let into the wail
burned a joss shrine hung with pink pompons and red gauds. The furniture in the
room was of the character you see in a Chinese print. Everything in the place had
been brought from China, and there were several ‘smells of Eastern lineage mixing
themselves to make an atmospheric cocktail, heavy aromas of burning prayer papers,
incense sticks, opium and Chinese-made cigarettes. There were about a dozen
Chinese in the room, and blue cobwebs of cigarette smoke swam among the soft-
shining lanterns like ghosts of shredded dragons.

My Chinaman beckoned me to a seat and I sat there, an unobtrusive presence.
I half expected a religious rite—an occult pagan ceremony not meant for Occidental
eyes to see. But it was only a Chinese vaudeville performance.

The Chinese talked in the low voices of people speaking in the dark. I noticed
that all wore queues and were in Chinese dress. Suddenly, with a frisking moticn like
that of a playful kitten, an ivory-tinted doll-like little slave girl in green trousers
entered the room, with a three-stringed guitar, upon which she immediately picked
some Chinese ragtime that sounded like the gnashing of silver teeth.

A little current of air rippled the hangings and the golden dragons whisked their
tails and flicked their fangs, and the pictured warriors and gods and dancing men
bowed and curtsied to mortals many degrees lower in caste than themselves.

“Hei-wei sung tung moe, hup hai jut loe. How-shon shi chen wu-e,” sounded
with odd inflection the ballad from the painted lips of the singing girl and tunk-tank-
tankle. The silver-stringed guitar clashed with its thin twang between the falsetto
syllables of the egg-shell voice.

The song is a ballad of love in a garden, and was old when the oldest of our sonas
were made. It is something like this:

“Lady mine, come into the garden. The pearl moon is caught in the plum trees
like a kite and a soft breeze wafts sweet odors from orchards pink with pear blos-
soms. Come into the garden, lady, for the black moth, Night, has opened her wings.
Come, lady of the flower feet, the night birds are singing in the velvet dusk, and the
house lanterns are shining like stars that drown in the wine-dark water of the star-
reflecting lake, the crystal bath of the silver ducks.”

Suddenly entered another piquant-faced slave girl, in a rose robe, brocaded with
long-stemmed milk-colored flowers, and as she came with cat-like softness through the
door the song broke off and the shell pick in the sam-yin player’s pencil-like fingers
moved faster in its dance upon the strings. The rose-clad girl swung her supple,
plfagt body in time with the ting-tang tune, swaying like a flower blown by the
wind.

* * -

HAT every man knows about the Fraser River is that it is in the wrong place
on the map, for the salmon will follow their natural bent. Or perhaps it is
the international boundary line that is in the wrong place.

The Fraser River canners fish according to the golden rule and the laws of
Canada; but the American cannerymen use the methods of the coyote. ‘The motto
ot the American cannery owner is “Get busy and get the fish. Never mind the laws.”
He. gets them by every method, purse-seining, drag-netting, gill-netting and in traps
which are open all the time. The American fishery overseer is like the man in Kip-
ling’s rhyme: “He knew they stole; they knew he knowed but he didn’t tell nor make
a fuss.” The fact is that the Canadian salmon fishers who keep the laws are con-
serving fish for the American men to shunt into their cans with a laugh flung over
their shoulders at the Canadians. “I love my regulations, but oh, you salmon!” the

Washington State canneryman sings as he breaks the law, but gets the fish. The
daily reports in the fishing season show this.
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The Biggést Sawmill 1n the Worlcl

By Aileen McClug}xan

‘“ HE largest lumber mills in the
world.” The expression had
long since taken hold of my
imagination, because, even

apart from quality and usefulness, the larg-

est anything in the world is always a matter
for awesome speculation. It was not until

I had seen Fraser Mills that I began to

realize how colossal a thing a lumber mill

is capable of being.

Everyone who has visited New West-
minster must have noticed about three miles
above the city a group of buildings, low
lying along the edge of the Fraser, with,
rising from their midst, the tall funnel-like
burner bearing the circled F—the symbol
of the Fraser Mills,

The marvel of the Fraser Mills lies not
merely in the size of its buildings, nor in
the up to dateness and efficiency of its won-
derful machinery, but most of all in the
great dimensions of the operations carried
on there—in the immense total of the fin-
ished materials which pass out in a contin-
uous stream from its doors. At all times
the mill keeps on hand over forty million
feet of stock—from heavy bridge materials
to the most carefully-wrought and satin-
smooth mouldings. During a ten-hour day
It can turn out from 350,000 to 450,000
feet of all kinds of wooden building
materials,

One gf the philosophers has said that if
4 man 1s a master, even in the humblest
trade, though he build his house in a wood,
Ehe world will make a beaten path to his
bg:,:. b{\‘nd‘though the.F{aser Mills have
they hh’mlt in a wood it is apparent that
o i.ve wrought well, for the great Blue
besidee. -1al]'d Australian liners cast anchor

ailwq»:,k]lidOd'(S; the C?nadlgn Pauﬁc

)’ards-‘ .:\J jlda lE)mlt spur lines into thexor

ailw’a(\, m e the Brltlsh Colurp.bxa 'Electrlc
surely é‘ml:c Qreparlng. to do h_ke.w1sc; and
that 1 ‘C is some mgmﬁcance‘m the fact

€ Lanadian Northern Railway, after

passing through hundreds of miles of tree-
less prairie, has chosen to make its western
termipus on the banks of the Fraser directly
opposite.

At first sight the most striking objects of
the mill plant are the main three-storey
building, the steel-jacketed burner 30 feet
in diameter and 130 feet high where the
surplus waste is consumed, and the long
lumber alleys opening oft the main plank
roadway, where millions of feet of common
lumber are piled to dry in the open air.

But we will do better to begin at the be-
ginning just as did the kindly manager and
mill-foreman the day they showed me over
the plant. First we visited the heart of the
establishment, the furnaces, boilers and
engines, from which goes forth power to
run the numberless saws which every day
turn out enough lumber to build a four-
foot plank walk all the way from New
Westminster to the heart of Vancouver
city,

The furnaces are fed automatically with
sawdust and planer-shavings from the miil.
These supply heat to sixteen tubular boilers
using 18,000 gallons of water hourly dur-
ing a ten-hour day. The engines are the
best of their kind on the Coast. There are
several steam engines producing 3,500 horse-
power for the mill proper. The main
drive belt is three ply, 60 inches wide and
172 feet long. All the machinery outside
the sawmill itself is driven by electric power
from a turbine generator producing 1,000
kilowatts or 1,300 horse-power, This ma-
chinery, generating in all 4,800 horse-power.
moves with the smoothness and precision of
a well-oiled sewing machine. There are no
vibrations and no sound beyond a low con-
tinuous hum. This condition has been
gained by basing the engine-room upon huge
cement buttresses sunk deep in the earth.

Upstairs one gets a view of the machin-
ery which all this power is made to turn.

First there is the jack-ladder up which the
867
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logs are carried from the log pond belovﬁv
to the log deck on the second storey. -This
ladder is hollowed out like a toboggan
slide and is traversed by a 134 by 8-inch
cable chain, on which a pair of projecting
points, known as a saddle, is set every ten
feet. The chain is 600 feet long and
passes through a bull whee| fastened to the
bed of the river 40 feet below the surface.

As the chain revolves the logs are thrust
against it endwise. The saddles sink into
the wood and the forest giants are dragged
with much creaking and groaning up the
ladder and through the open end of the
mill on to the log deck. Here the end of
the jack-ladder is like a deep trough down
the centre of the building, and in it the log
lies unti] thrown out by steam log-kickers,
which shoot up diagonally from openings
in the floor and then sink back again. The
floor slopes both ways from the centre
down to the log carriages on either side.
The work is facilitated by other lever-like
instruments, the log-loader and the log-
turner, which rise up from the floor and
seem to display human intelligence in the
careful way in which they turn the huge
log and place it in exactly the right posi-
tion on the carriage. The log is then car-
ried rapidly back and forth against band-
saws revolving at the rate of 10,500 feet
per minute. Of these saws there are three,
one large single cutting and two smaller
ones double cutting. The large single-
cutting bandsaws can handle a log eight
feet in diameter and 140 feet long. Owing
to the perfect grinding of the saws and
the great velocity with which they revolve
the cutting is extremely smooth and
uniform,

The boards, slabs and squared timber
turned out by the bandsaws fall upon
swiftly revolving “live rollers” and are
whisked away to the other end of the mill
where they go through a varicty of opera-
tions, according to their requirements. For
cutting off the rough edges of the boards
and slabs or for obtaining narrower widths
there is a machine known as an edger.
This is a series of circular saws at adjust-
able distances from each other through
which the boards pass. The waste edges
are carried off to one side, where they pass
under a series of circular saws constituting
what is known as a fuel slasher and drop
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into the conveyor to be carried off
ing to their size and quality to the |5
to the fue] house, to the furnace o
burner.

From the squared timber, boards are cut
by means of the Wickes gangsaw. This
machine consists of 52 saws, and works
exactly like that number of bucksaws et
in a frame and moving up and down in
unison. If fed to full capacity it can turg
out fifty-two one-inch boards at
operation.

The boards from the gangsaw and the
edger then pass through the trimmers, Of
these there are two—one of twenty saws
placed two feet apart and one of twenty-
two saws at a similar distance. The saws
are suspended side-by-side in a formidable
row over a table set with parallel moving
chains, which carry the boards along, The
operator sits in an elevated position in full
view of the table and as each board passes
he lowers, by means of compressed-air lifts,
whatever saws are necessary to trim off
ragged ends or to cut out defective pieces.
If a board is perfect it escapes intact.
Sometimes only one saw is lowered. Again
a dozen or so come down upon a luckless
board, slashing it into firewood lengths
which drop into the conveyor.

The heavier pieces are trimmed, not by
the trimmer, but by the disappearing or
“jump” saws—large circular saws which
rise up mysteriously through long narrow
slits in the floor. The mill foreman ex-
plained to me in matter-of-fact tones that
one of these saws had once risen up unex-
pectedly while he was standing with a foot
on either side of the opening. After that
[ walked with circumspection over all sus-
picious-looking crevices. There was little
need, however, for all machinery is reason-
ably well protected, and accidents, I be-
lieve, are practically unknown in the
Fraser Mills,

From the trimmers the boards pass on
to the sorting table where they are mm‘!;’ifd
with pencil, according to the shipment: tor
which they are intended. Of the borias
which pass over this table at one time sine
are destined to make a three-quarter ciric
of the globe on a Blue Funnel liner, othe:s
are bound for Eastern Canada, for A
tralia or for South America. A conteii-

accord-
th mil|,
I to the

one
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plation of this table is one of the very best
exercises for the imagination.

Aiter passing over the sorting tablf: many
of the boards are resawn to ﬁner tl}lckness.
The common lumber receives its finish from
machines known as sizers and matchers and
i« then piled in the yard, which has a
capacity for fifty million feet. The upper
erades of lumber all go to the firy kilns.
[t is at this stage that the lumber is touched
for the first time with hands—all the pre-
vious operations having been carried on by
machinery, most of it working automatical-
Iv. In this vast establishment one sees not
merely the passing of the horse, but, more
sionificant still, the passing of man’s mus-
cular power as an economic factor. Mus-
cular strength is dethroned, and in its place
are set up brain capacity, nervous energy
and endurance.

But to return to the kilns. We will not
enter them, because we should find them
uncomfortably warm. They are eight in
number, 20x120 feet in size and have a
capacity of 125,000 feet per day. The
lumber remains there on an average of
three days. The narrower widths are dried
by radiation from steam pipes. From the
wider pieces the moisture is sweated out
by contact with superheated steam at a
temperature of 250 degrees Fahr. From
this kiln boards six feet in width come out
dry as a bone, and without suggestion of
either warping or checking. This is one
Of.the operations upon which the mill justly
prides itself.

After coming from the kilns the lumber
goes to the planing-mill. Here is done
some of the finest and most important work
of the whole mill. Boards are planed,
grooved, and so on, and a literally infinite
variety of mouldings is turned out. The
OPerations are too numerous to be described,
but their perfection is shown in the exquis-
e satiny finish of the output. From the
Planing-mill ¢he lumber, mouldings, etc.,
ATe sent to the storage shed, which has a
@pacity of seven million feet. Here ‘the
g;z?des are sorted and ﬁnal’ly'loaded into

18 on cither side of the building.
his :ri' Of t};e most e.xqui.site pieces .of ma-
e lt) rrﬁ§er Mills is the loading de-
the ]‘70;;:}16 (;ng crane opera.ted between
Car~lo’21".'r. t. docks on one side anc} the

ding tracks on the other. This ar-
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rangement consists of a large flat car, almost
like a scow on wheels, running upon four
standard-gauge tracks 1,200 feet long. A
100-ft. boom projects in front and is tra-
versed throughout almost its entire length
by a heavy hook to which bundles of lum-
ber can be fastened. The whole device,
it will be seen, has three motions: first,
the motion of the hook along the length of
the boom ; second, the swinging of the boom
upon its axis through more than two-thirds
of a circle; and thirdly, the motion of the
car itself along its 1,200 feet of track.

"Thus it will be seen that piles of lumber

can be picked up or dropped anywhere
within an area nearly 200 feet wide and
over 1,200 feet long. This apparatus takes
110 horse-power from the turbine generator.
It is operated by two men and does the
work of eighteen men and one horse.

Considering that the Fraser Mills
could, if circumstances permitted, illumine
the Lower Fraser with one of the most
gorgeous multi-million-dollar fires that has
ever happened, one is not surprised to learn
that the fire protection is very complete.
Not only are there hydrants placed at fre-
quent intervals in the yard, but the com-
pany’s tugboat, the stern-wheeler Senator
Jansen, passing to and fro on the water-
front, can throw out a stream of 1,000
gallons of water per minute over the mill
building and into the yard beyond.

The town of Fraser Mills has a popula-
tion of about 900 people, mostly French-
Canadians, employed in the mill. They
have been brought here from the province
of Quebec by the Canadian Western Lum-
ber Company, who appreciate the aptitude
of these people for all kinds of camp and
mill work. To every married French-
Canadian the company gives an acre of land
and sufficient lumber for building a house.

These people are the real “habitant”
type. Standing on the station platform at
Fraser Mills and listening to the conver-
sations round about, one might imagine one-
self waiting once more for a train in Farn-
ham or St. Hyacinthe. It is with the sen-
sation of recalling something once loved and
long forgotten that one marks the peculiar
drawls and intonations of the dialect one
had first learned amongst the buckwheat-
scented fields of the French parishes of

Quebec.
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The town is altogether a model one.
Besides the offices of the company it boasts
an hotel, a clubhouse, stores and a post
office. The lighting and water systems are
also the work of the company and are as
efficient as those of large cities. No liquor
is sold in the town.

Curiously enough the tall burner of the
Fraser Mills is really a monument either
to the abundance of the British Columbia
fuel supply or to our heavy railway freight
rates. I am inclined to think it is the
latter,

“A tremendous amount of power goes to
waste there,” said the mill manager to me,
looking at the matter from the sensible
point of view of the manufacturer. “We
can’t ship away our surplus fuel because
the returns would not pay even the freight
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charges.” I thought of all the dinners that

might be cooked and all the chilly fingers
and toes that might be warmed by this hey
which was passing off uselessly into the ajy.
and reflected that this was only one of the
many perverse conditions one finds in the
world. ,

The impression left upon one by the
Fraser Mills is that of a vast and world.
wide reaching influence. The circled F
of the Fraser Mills is seen on boxcars from
ocean to ocean, and her products are carried
on every sea. The story of her work is

written not so much in the big mill plant
as in the shipyards of the United Kingdom,
in the large manufacturing shops of the
East, and in the dwellings of South Ameri-
ca, Australia and South Africa.




The Sermon on the Mount

By Garnett Westoﬁ

EN miles horizontally, four thou-
sand feet vertically—produce
lines of these dimensions
through the air to form a right

angle. Then standing at the extremity of
the ten-mile line, produce with your eyes
a line joining the tips of the angle to form
2 right-angle triangle.  Gaze along this
line and you will see what Vancouver
looks like from the summit of Grouse
Mountain.

It was eight in the evening when we
tumbled out of the Lonsdale avenue -car
with our packs and tramped up the road.
It was almost nine when the camp fire
lighted a great space with shivering edges
on the upper side of the fire break. The
yellow breakers of light washed up the
stony slope and crumbled against the grey
trunks of the pines. Below, the street
lamp§ of Vancouver lined and cross-lined,
stepping downward to the shore where the
phantom vanguard of that gleaming host
shadowed and drowned in the purple water,
Almost at our feet shone the scattered lights
of North Vancouver, as if some few had
struggled through the dark Styx and
emerged triumphant on the farther shore.

There were fifteen of us that gathered
about the fire and waited with what
Patience we could muster for the commis-
Sinat - commissioners to “come across.”
;ll;:,?mfsct that we dined of potato salad

ates th{,lt there were girls in the party.
und:vi}? 0 }c)?lpck came and we lay. down
Mk CT}nght stars Wrapged in our
fre qui. o 1€ orange shadow-h‘ghts of the
s a:glf] .m]t\o the solemn als.les of‘ the
st the t?r:wlf{n .ar}nld danced again until at
on dug S night ran down the slope

- asy~}§ikt‘ Then the red coals grew
the i the grey ash crept over them like

of age.

ave you ever lain

by night wate
trees and

: awake in the camp
‘ hing your companions, the
the cold stars? ‘The shadows

cling about each sleeper lying so still and
quiet. The trees shiver whisperingly. The
cold and dark are parts of the wilderness
calm. The camp with its unconscious
sleepers and ghostly outlines is like a half
remembered dream.

It was seven o’clock in the morning
when, the last pack rolled and strapped,
we turned -our faces to the trail and fol-
lowed it into the waiting silences of the
forest. The white sun had come up from
the east with the grey foam and sombre
cloud fragments of night clinging to it. As
we turned our backs it shook itself free and
sent its brassy lances through every open-
ing in the forest’s roof.

The straps settled into their places. We
strung out along the trail, bending over it.
The forest closed in around us, The trail
with its promise of open spaces at the top,
led us.

It is not a hard climb as mountain climbs
go. There is really no “climb” in the
true sense at all. The trail is a long
earthern stairway, the steps winding up-
ward through the trees. The birds and the
spider webs of the sun’s light keep you
company. It would seem that Nature had
placed an easily scaled mountain near Van-
couver so that tourists might climb it.

A bottle of pure lemon juice, slightly
sugared, has charms which appeal to the
thirsty climber even more than those of
water. The acid acts sharply. The taste
in the mouth is keen and pleasant. Every-
one chews gum. The trail is thick with
Spearmint papers.

At nine o'clock someone shouted just
above and a minute later we had scrambled
around a great rock and stood on the sum-
mit of Grouse Mountain. The timbered
slopes fell away sharply. Two hundred
yards below, a woolly ocean of mist rolled
silently against the rocks. It washed
higher and higher, as if poured into the

valley by a giant hand from a great jar.
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When it reached us its chill was like the
chill of the Dark River.

Once a rising wind wore a hole through
it and we saw the harbor with the city on
its peninsula behind. Then the curtain
fell and we were alone again on an island
rising from the great white sea.

We climbed over a ridge and went down
to a little lake dreaming in a basin ringed
with green trees, the grass rich with
heather. The water was clear and cold,
fed from the snowfields of Greater Grouse
rising sullenly five hundred feet above.
Wisps of cloud floated over the lake and
clung to the pine tops like bits of down
from a silver maple.

Our meals up to this point consisted of
graphically described icecream . sodas in
fancy and pork and beans in fact. Here we
varied a little with the aid of unsugared
coffee, boiled corn and canned soups. A
scientifically correct Nature supplied the
drinking water, so there was nothing wrong
with that. =

When we had eaten all we could, and
Hypo, the knowing bulldog, had cleared
away everything that was left, we started
on a long ramble. In the course of an
hour we flung stones over a cliff two thou-
sand feet high, pelted each other with snow-
balls and bathed our tired feet in the not
unpleasantly cold water of the lake.

At three in the afternoon we once more
rolled our packs, now much shrunken. We
followed the old trail for a few moments,
turned sharply to the right and emerged
on a rocky knob fifty feet below the sum-
mit, where the last of our party were
struggling into harness. A white sign on a
trec read simply “To Capilano View
Hotel.” The trail led over the edge of a
seemingly abrupt descent. We looked down
thousands of feet to where the white roof
of the hotel stood, apparently on the river's
edge, though we knew it to be on the top
of a cliff two hundred feet high. All this,
the hotel, the bright river and the dull
green sweep of the valley, we saw through
a silver sheen of mist like the silken folds
of a Spanish shawl. Then we lowered our-
selves over the edge and began the descent
of the splendid trail.

The way we had climbed in the morn-
ing lay under the pines, a cool hallway with
rough carved pillars. The Capilano trail
clings to the bare face of a stupendous cliff,
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The angle is not sharp enough to be dan-
gerous, but enough to be exciting. In seye.
ral places the descent is abrupt, and we were
glad of the steel cables which are fastened
to trees or rocks to help climbers over the
steep’ places. Once we sent a loose rock
over a ledge and heard it go crashing
through the underbrush with a shower of
smaller stones, Another time a stone of
football size ricocheted from above and
hurtled past within a foot of one of the girls,
We waited breathless until it had gone
harmlessly by. Then we laughed gaily, for
in the great hills real dangers are soon for-
gotten. -A few minutes later we dug our
heels ‘into soft gravel and tobogganed fifty
feet over a sharp slope. Then we climbed
down into the rock-strewn bed of what in
spring time is a screaming torrent. Now it
is a trough full of grey rocks, and bakes in
the hot sun, A little thread of crystal
trickles down the bottom with a sound like
silver bells.

‘The trail runs down the bottom of this
creek bed for several hundred yards, then
climbs the left bank and leads through trees
and bushes. From now on our progress was
much impeded by the temptation to gather
the luscious red huckleberries, sallnonberr}cs;
and blackberries growing along the trail.

Soon we came to the black-browed arch
of trees where the path became similar to
that of the morning. Before we went down
the steps into the darkening corridor of thp
pines, we stood looking up to the summit
of the cliff from which we haﬂd come.
There was no sign of the trail. The great
wall seemed flat and impossible.

A mile farther on we came sudden!y upon
a ledge over a ploughed field lying just be-
hind the Capilano View Hotel. There we
cooked our last camp meal, gazing reminis-
cently the while at the mountaiqs growing
misty and faraway in the twilight. "

Another half hour’s tramp brought us
to the Capilano car line terminus, Lhere
we crowded into a dimly lit stand 511]16”'
ing of stale chocolate, and ordered the .on\g
anticipated icecream sodas. When :lt'l.’lb;
we flung our packs down on the deck .0_
the ferry and looked back, we saw a ;;lnln
ing spot of orange on the upper side .Ol‘t-‘e
fire break, We knew that other climvers
were laying themselves down to sleep 0'“‘
the same uncompromising rocks where W¢
had been the night before.



Buﬂders by the Sea

By Bomwcastlc Dale

Clronr Dhe *Cansde Menihdvy

LL along the northern  Pacifie
coast, where the tide sets in
among the rocks and the scagulk

breed among  the seals, from
the Columbia to the Aleutiany, a curious
race of Indians dwell.  Evidently of
Oriental  extraction, the Kwakiutl—note

the odd and characteristic click, so com-
mon in the dialects of the const—pick up
a precarious and, it must be admitted,
odorifcrous  living  along  the  shelving
heaches and treacherous currents of the
seq.

It was on one of these beaches, strewn
with all the Hotsam and jewam of a thou-
sand storms, that we met an old chief
heroically wresting a canoe from a hard,
red cedar log by means of a rasp
rudely transformed into an adze. Great
piles of logs from tempest scattered rafts
surrounded him, lumber from deckloads
listed in some heavy blow, timbers from
the hulls of forgotten ships, laths, shingles,
boxes,. barrels, twisted scraps of iron once
wrought with human hands, and at our
feet as we walked, its delicate platinum
wires - stll uninjured, s frail  glass
still. unhroken, an electric light balb.
Yet there in the morning sunshine, among
the wreck of the giants of the sea, the old
man wrought at his slender craft, using a
pattern that has been the same for perhaps
a’thousand - years, and that will defy the
“Pacific rollers where their greater brethren
head gladly in for shelter ‘when the winds
of .the world are sbroad. The sunlight
“Bashed upon his muscled bronze arms, and
~sparkled on the rude blade, Fritz and 1
moved “forward with a salutation,

" Gradually we came ‘to_know him, and
“to have in.somewise a friendship with him,
“though he spoke only the “old people's
~tongue’’ with'a smattering of Chinook, the
~ lingua+franca of the coast which. is com-

pounded of Englsh, French and Spanish
frooaqueer ratthing Jargos that serves
the steay traveller when a meal or # direc-
slen 08 o guestion. He  had put  many
weeks of labor on the canve he was build.
ing, and locked forward 1a many more,
Past his ninetieth year, verging well on the
century miark, every blow counted, every
stroke fell true. EFach morning he began
the day with a sunbath, ate a breakfast
of fish or flesh, washed down vith a drop
of rancid whale ar codfish oil, and accom-
panied with batter cakes baked in the
white-hot sand, Then he trudged off with
his adze, and slowly—ah, so slovly fe
tormed from that obstinate log the cance
his mind had designed, All day long he
toiled without food or drink. At sunset
his feet crossed the homeward trail; off
fell the rude clothes, and the last rays
flashed from his shoulders as he went out
inta the sca. After his dip he returned to
his house for food and sleep. So his days
passed, and daily before our eyes the cance
slowly grew.

To understand these coast tribes aright
you must divide each tribe according to
language, and then subdivide according to
dialect. - The unskilled lurop everything
with a red skin under the vulgar title of
“siwash,” ‘which in the Chincok means
simply “Indian.”  Chinook is the ardinary
inter~tribal  means of communication, but
each subdivision has its own peculiar, click-
ing, deeply: puteural language, and when
the ‘prospecear ot “other  traveller  comes
across an Indian who does not talk the
Chinook;. /strange - difficultics. sometimes
arite. - F :
- For' instance, ‘4 prospector. of ‘my ac-
quaintance: making the inside route inhis
Fraser River: hoat eame across & lanely
Indian house in a little cove of an island.

- Anchoring -and going ashore - in" his punt,

Yy
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he shook the rude door, and was answered
only by a faint crying, like that of a puppy.
Opening the door and entering the dimly-
lighted low-raftered room, he saw a boy
lying beside the strangely contorted figure
of an old man, and moaning softly.

“Chah-co-yah-wah?” he asked in Chi-
nook.

“Cole! cole!” (cold) the lad, shy as a
sick animal, moaned.

“Cold?” said the prospector. “Itamika
cly—sick tum-tum?” (Why do you cry?
Sick stomach?)

“Cole! cole!” the boy repeated.
kwass.” (Very much frightened.)

“Yah-ka chope?” asked the prospector,
questioning if the dead man were his grand-
father.

“Na-wit-ka!” (Yes). “Cole! Hyas
kwass!” cried the boy, and with that he
broke into a torrent of frightened screams.
No wonder the poor little mite was almost
frenzied ; the old man had been dead almost
a week, and only the raw sea-lion meat be-
side the door had kept the child from
starving; as it was, he had had to fight
for even that with the rats.

The prospector dug a hasty grave, In
an hour the old man was buried, and pre-
parations were completed for their depar-
ture. Only one thing of value remained;
an engraved and carved square of metal, a
piece of copper, greatly prized by the tribes-
men, who are organized into secret societies,
whose sign of authority are these copper
squares. The prospector picked up the
metal, for which as many as five hundred
pairs of blankets would be a fair exchange
among the Indians, and said to the boy:

“Chaco!”  (Come.)

But the boy would have none of him.

“Gok-watse-taglis!” he cried. “Gok-
watse-taglis!”

Now, this was no Chinook, but one of
these incomprehensible Indian tongues, and
the prospector was at a loss, He could not
understand the lad; and yet it was very
evident that whatever “Gok-watse-taglis”
was, 1t was something the boy considered
indispensable. He tried signs, persuasion,
and cven laid hand on him, for time press-
ed, and he must go; also he must take the
boy, for no one else might come for days,
and there was no food. But the lad
wriggled out of his grasp and ran frantic-
ally, pausing occasionally to repeat “Gok-

“Hyas
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watse-taglis” in distress and despair,
prospector had a nimble pair of legs
finally ran him down, carrying him o)u
the Fraser boat in strong arms, and |agh.
ing hxm snugly with a rope to prevent his
leaping overboard. It was not ¢l months
afterward that the prospector, having given
the boy over to a male relative, and almost
having forgotten. t’!)e incident, learned wha

Gok-watse-taglis” meant. It was 4 plea
for the last tribal rites over the body of his
dead grandfather. “Burn the house: burn
the canoe; burn everything!” it meant, and
who knows how much of a tragedy it may
have been to the boy!

But to come back to our canoe-building
chief. Slowly we learned, partly by speech
partly by observation and inference, some-
thing of his history, and one day he told
us, in a swift, low current of Kwakiutl and
Chinook and English, a curious tale. It is
impossible to render it intelligibly with any
reference to his manner of speech, therefore
I translate into ordinary English the story
of how he took the bear for his totem. Re-
member that. while these tribes have no
Manitou, they have for each family or clan
a spirit, the representation of which is used
as a crest on blankets, on totem-poles, in
carvings on cedar chests, and the like. Also
cach man of a family may have his own
private totem.

“Before you white men came here, and
only your sick men are white men, my
father and his father had a great village
clan, It would take ten canoe builders
ten years to build all the canoes we had on
the beach. * Our village broke up into many
fishing villages, and my father wanted to
get them all back. So he sent canoes far
up the arms of the sea, up into the moun-
tains, and he sent others to all the islands
in the sea where my people dwelt. Then
we made fine blankets of cedar bark, long
ropes of cedar bark. ‘Then we built 'll
great potlatch house of cedar boards al
split out with stone axes and bone \*’Cdgcs'
We gathered berries and pressed then‘l Into
cakes, We gathered much seawced an
dried it. We dried herrings’ eggs, ¢ drie
clams and threaded them on th}‘-"’,,cedﬁr
sticks. We dried salmon and squit’ “(t,e
Devil Fish of the nature fakirs). W,Z
made long lines of sea-lion sinews rind we
put bladders on them and harpooned mat}:}
seals and sea-lions. Then we followed the
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Builders by the Sea

bladders and picked up the Qead ones. We
made mighty nets of deer sinews and kelp
and cedar bark, and drove the elk and deer

and bear into them and killed them with.

our stone axes and our mussel shell pointed
harpoons. Our boys killed ducks and geese
with blunted arrows. Our young men put
up great nets and caught canoe loads of
fAying sea fowl. We caught great loads of
oulican (candlefish) and dried these so that

they would burn and give us much light. .

We filled the big wooden vessels of water
and threw In hot stones and boiled the
halibut and the cod and red fishes. With
long rakes we took many canoe loads of
herrings; these we dried in the sun and in
the smoke houses. Then we soaked them
in whale oil to make good food, all for the
great feast of my gathering people.

“Now the women took feathers and hair
and cedar bark and made many blankets.
We killed nearly all the old dogs and put
their hair in the blankets, too. Now great
heaps of baskets were made out of willows
and weeds, baskets that would hold water,
cedar baskets to carry loads of food in.
The young men carved with shell knives
and knives of stone many food dishes and
cedar food boxes. All the canoes were now
away inviting all my people, and I went
out to find my spirit.

“I went out into the forest alone as far
as I could go in one day. I had a kelp
bulb of whale oil, a stone knife and a cedar
stick. I threw my cedar blanket off and
walked naked, Soon I saw a great eagle.
It flew down into a low tree and put its
open bill near my face. I ran about the
tree. The bird stuck its bill through it.
[ wedged it there with the cedar stick and
climbed on the eagle’s back, I made it fly
away with me to its nest, away up near the
sun. I took of the feathers of the nest
and the down of the young birds and made
me 2 blanket, for I was cold. Soon the
bear called up from the woods below for
me to come down, as the eagle would tear
me in bits to feed its young with. So I
tick the young by the neck and we fell
stowly down to the woods. Now the old
citle followed me and I threw away the
T“.lii‘) of oil. It made a great lake, and the
“arie had to fly around it. Soon I threw
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away the cedar stick, and it made a great
woods to hide the bear in. Then I threw
away the stone knife, and it made a great
mountain for the eagle to fly over. Then
I hid in the woods and rubbed myself with
hemlock bark, and the bear taught me a
dance and the song of the bear, and I
learned it and went home and danced it
around the fire in the big house before the
old men; and then I was made a member
of the secret society; and the bear was to
be my totem, and the bear song was to be
my song, and the bear dance my dance, and
I have never again killed a bear. So all
my people came from the big swift rivers
of the mountains, from the islands of the
sea, from the coves of the sea shore, and
watched me dance the bear dance, and
heard me sing tthe bear song.”

The old sunken-checked chief sang again
the refrain of his great life event—the
choosing of his totem and the admittance
into the secret society—‘‘Nan-ulla lek lax-0”
(In the magic of my body I found the
bear).

That 'was the last we ever saw of him.
W ith the conclusion of the tale we paddled
away from the flotsam-strewn beaches, hear-
ing the dull bite of the adze and the low
rumble of his crooning voice humming the
Song of the Bear. The great war canoes
passed back and forth before us between the
carcass of a stranded whale and the shore.
The odor was almost unbearable to us,
and yet in a canoe that passed us, laden
with blubber, one little urchin in the bow
was serenely resting on a pillow of the
decayed meat, and cheerfully lunching off
one end of it.

We looked back, pausing in our stroke.
On the beach the old chief bent again
over his task, his bronze arm rising and
falling to the rude rhythm of the c}umsy
adze. Beside him, on a prostrate timber,
sat his blue-handkerchiefed klootchman, or
squaw, watching alternately the labor of
her man and the departure of our canoe.

As we swung dippingly around a bend
that shut off the ancient canoe maker from
our view, we saw, resting on the top of
an isolated rock, the last chapter of the
story—a weather-rotted ske!eton canoe,
containing bleached and rotting bones.
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“Cultus Chﬂ(amen”

By W. R. GORDON

There was a time in this here clime,
Said Jim from Cassiar,

When “bits” were long, when booze was strong
And gold dust went at par.

No nickels then, no dimes or ten
Cent pieces floated round.

The grocer man sold boots and ham
Or blankets by the pound.

You got your mail, but not by rail;
It came in on the stage.

You lived and worked, or maybe shirked
For decent white man wage.

But worst of all, the bloody gall
“Cheechakos” could “perdooce”
Was how they tried to bring a tide

Of copper cents in use. '

No wonder Japs and Dago chaps >
And Chinks began to throng
To this here land from every hand SN
When “chikamen” went wrong. =

So what's the use. It's just vamoose; =

There ain’t no chance to kick.
It’s us for good back to the wood,
Just “Coolee copa stick.” :



Texada Island

By Orville Deville

OME with me for a trip to
Texada Island. Starting from
the Yachting Club waters at
Vancouver, we can use either

vacht or launch; but to do the trip in cor-
rect, leisurely fashion we will take an
auxiliary vacht. Those in a hurry can buy
tickets at the Union Steamship wharf. For
the sum of four dollars and fifty cents you
get a return ticket for Van Anda, the port
of call for the island. We will have a most
delichtful trip up the north coast, striking
the southernmost point of Texada about
thirty-five miles from Vancouver city, and
then passing on either the east or west
coast of the island for about thirty miles,
we will land either at the port of Van
Anda or Marble Bay. So you see that
Texada Island is practically within the
future limits of greater Vancouver—the
Vancouver we all dream about.

When the rock gangs were drifting
through the bluffs at Prince Rupert in
1907, and the place was mostly an aggre-
gation of shacks and tents, J. Pecaut, a
Frenchman, was running excursions to
Porcher Island in his little twenty-six foot
Columbia river boat. Excitement often
welled high when new crowds left quietly
for the island, and as quietly returned
(often as quietly left the place), without
gving an expression of opinion or impres-
sion of the merits or demerits of Porcher.
Young men outfitted in numbers, and had
the genial Pecaut land them on Welcome
Bay to loneliness and contemplation, only
to be forced to eventually abandon the is-
land altogether.

Is it not then incomprehensible that such
3 place as Texada Island should have re-
Wmned comparatively unknown all these
Years, and yet be but a few hours’ sail from

ancouver city?

orcher Island was advertised.
newspapers
only

The
gave it mention, and it was

: 4 few hours’ sail from Prince Rupert
X

—about the same distance as Texada from
Vancouver.

‘ Texada has never been brought into the
limelight of newspaper and magazine notice;
and although one acre is worth more than
the whole of Porcher Island (agricultur-
ally), there has been no Pecaut with his
little boat to tell the glad news of spread-
ing acres open for the taking.

Texada Island has three classes of soil
fitted to the different requirements of farm-
ing. There is the alder land, a deep red
soil streaked with a dark loam; the beaver
meadows, a vegetable decay resembling a
highly fertilized black loam; the highlands,
a gravel soil that is pre-eminently suited to
the culture of fruits and roots, and no
doubt capable of producing almost every-
thing when subjected to proper tillage.
The growth of these lands is phenomenal.
The alder flats and highlands are oceans
of waving ferns during the months of
June, July and August. These ferns—
where the clearing allows the sun to pene-
trate—are often in great tracts and over
six feet in height. A veritable jungle of
verdure: as Dr. Gaetz says, “As if the
giant Nature were airing carpets from the
summits of the hills.” They could be
likened to an English hunting park seen
from the distance.

There is a lamentable dearth of infor-
mation regarding Texada. Even in
Van Anda there was, until the last few
months, a most surprising ignorance of the
interior of the island; and those who did
know were astonishingly silent.

It has often been said that mining and
Jumbering interests do not encourage settle-
ment, and that seems to fit the case. The
writer was told by a mining man of Van
Anda that no settler could hold a pre-
emption down over six months, Which as-
sertion is not only wrong but positively
misleading. As might be expected, Texada

soil is in the sour state a bush - land s
877



878

bound to be, and only clearing and cultiva-
tion will bring it into luxuriant produc-
tiveness, Vancouver city site thirty-five
years ago was only fit for cutting cordwood
on. The scriptural mandate to till the
soil, with results following the sweat of
the brow, is applicable today as centuries
ago, and British Columbia bush land is
not exempted. '

When we land at Van Anda we will
be in a mining town. It is situated about
six miles from the northern point of the
island, rock-clad and sombre in appearance
during a portion of the year, but when the
rejuvenating influence of early summer
waves its magic wand the barrenness dis-
appears, the orchards are a profusion of
blossoms exuding sweet freshness, and even
the wild roses assist with their Gibson
Girl Dblushes to dispel any lingering
memory of bleakness. It is a town of
about four hundred inhabitants, boasting
all the modern conveniences of sewerage
and waterworks.

Blubber Bay is about five miles north
of Van Anda, and here the local lime
kiln is situated.

Powell River, the site of the great pulp
mills, Is just across the channel from Van
Anda, and when your steamer arrives at
night time you will see a great string of
electric jets in the distance, like twinkling
stars welcoming you to contemplate this
great industry. Powell River pulp mills
afford employment for several hundred
men,

You can either land at Van Anda or
Marble Bay. It is said Marble Bay is the
more secure landing point of the two. The
Marble Bay copper mine is one of the most
successful on the island. What the future
may develop in mining here no one can
say. There are properties as yet unknown
on which development work alone has been
done, and that only sufficient to fill the re-
quirements of the mining law,

We will now turn south to the interior
of the island. Just on our way another
copper mine looms up—the Cornell—and
from the size of that hill of crushed rock
the output must be considerable. They
have run a double shift in this and other
Texada mines for years.

There is an old road running south
from Van Anda into the interior, known
as the Gillis Bay road as far as the bay,
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and from there on known as the Sumner
extension—so named after the Sumner
boys, as they were the first ranchers i the
Gillis Bay district. ~ This road follows
the trend of the west coast, but the pey
road—now almost completed—is more cen.
tral—in fact, will shortly be known as Cep.
tral road. It follows the first bench of
the chain of hills that run a centre paralle]
of the island length. This road wijl
shorten the distance from Van Anda by
almost a half, and is one of the best and
most picturesque roads ever built on 2
British Columbia island. In following the
trend of the hill benches the cruisers have
established a grade on this new road that
would otherwise have been impossible, and
although the route is along the rocky hill-
side, it presents a catchy scene of creeks
and canyons, timber and ferns. The tree-
clad hills are the ideal home of the deer,
which roam here in great numbers.

We will take the Gillis Bay route on our
first trip. It is the old-established trail, and
settlement and romance always follow the
beaten track. It also leads to the bay,
where we can view the big iron mine.

For a couple of miles on our way the
same rocky formation is observed as around
Van Anda, then the country takes on more
the aspect of a farming district. The soll
shows less and less rock; the crecks purl
through small defiles, and in places lose
themselves in the dank grass of the beaver
meadows—to appear again in a short dis-
tance over pebbly bottom.

Along the creeks wild roses and elder
bushes brace shoulders with the salmonberry
bush, and wild strawberries and raspberries
are fairly plentiful. ,

Open tracts of meadow land, sometimes
ten or fifteen acres in extent, fern-clad and
level as a table, relieve the monotony of
continuous bush; and in places the large
fir, hemlock and cedar trees give place t0
great stretches of alder, which any B“F'
ish Columbia farmer knows is a sure indi-
cation of the best of soils. The undulat-
ing nature of the northern part becomes
less pronounced, while large tracts of beau-
tifully level land opens to view, with just
a moderate covering of large timber.

Heretofore settlement duties were nof
rigorously enforced, and many Sffttl.ers
secured their holdings by simply building
a shack and fencing their meadow lands.
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The consequence was, very few attempted
o live out the requirements of the law,
but lived and worked in town, That day
is past. They must prove up now, but
the fact accounts for so many tenantless
houses in the past years.

The beaver meadows are great hay fields
and afford pasturage for the new settler.
All that is required to subdue them into
producing timothy and other grasses is
drainage. You simply sow the seed broad-
st in the wet season, and a.bountiful crop
is the result if properly drained. These
are the natural basins for the winter floods,
and until drained are often under water.
Tillage and drainage would make them
blossom as the rose, as they are already
sufficiently fertile.

Along the Gillis Bay road there are a
number of small lakes where trout abound;
and even in the small creeks it is no feat
to hook fifty or sixty of the finny tribe.

[t may be worthy of mention to say
there are no snakes on the island, except
a few garter snakes, and no depradatory
animals that will even interfere with a
deer. It has been claimed that in the rocky
part of the island to the north there is a
small grey snake of a combative nature,
but only one man has seen it as far as the
writer can ascertain.

Gillis Bay is about ten miles south of
Van Anda by road, and to anyone with
a tacile pen would present a picture of such
b({nuty and restfulness as would invoke un-
stinted praise. It is situated on the Wwest
coast and will be the future metropolis of
Texada, unless vested interests force the de-
velopment to Shelter Point—a couple of
miles south of the bay—where the installa-
tion ot a cement plant is now under way.

Just north of the bay a great hill, tree
and fern clad, looms like a giant sentinel
defymg the elements to molest the tran-
quillity of the waters of the bay, while across
t]:c channel the snow-clad mountains of
Vancouver Island mark the skyline. With-
In the crust of that great hill is hidden
the iron ore that lately passed into the
ha“ds. of a syndicate of Canadian and
American financiers for the sum of one
and one-half millions of dollars. It is a
h}g and stately hill, and gives the impres-
sion of security to which the world could
anchor its faith, We all like good, big,
solid things, so this will be to the liking
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of one and all. The iron sample is said
to rival that of Sweden. There are untold
quantities of ore in sight—sufficient, it is
said, to run the mine night and day for
a hundred years at a phenomenal output.
What, then, is to be hoped from develop-
ment ?

Let us give rein to reasonable fancy for
a few seconds and realize what this de-
notes: a beehive of industry where hun-
dreds of men are daily employed; a thriv-
ing town and a thriving district; a port
of call—yea, a commercial port where other
mines will track and ship their output;
where the farmers will transact their busi-
ness, load their timber and produce; a town-
site where the things enumerated are all in
sight, with lots of the unexpected to de-
velop, as is always the case. Here the land
situation is almost ideal. A level tract
lies butting against the very waters, while
both north and south a gentle incline
sweeps away into the distance. This land
is the property of the iron mine, timber
licensees and purchasers. Timber licensees?
No, they do not own the surface rights;
they own the timber when they have paid
the royalty, and that ownership is no
Christmas-box, as the timber here is
“konky,” and generally admitted to be un-
worthy of removal. But even though the
licensees do not own the surface rights, and
practically have no value in the timber,
they are keeping settlers from acquiring
the land, which is most fertile, and as far
as the writer could find they are benefit-
ing in nothing by so doing.

It is the intention of the settlers to fight
this matter to the floor of the Provincial
House if necessary; but first the licensees
will be persuaded to make a personal in-
spection, which, if successfully carried out,
will be sufficient to settle the matter; this
failing, the Minister of Lands will be ap-
proached in a friendly way, but in the case
of silk gloves over an iron mitt,

A petition from the settlers here to the
Minister of Lands, asking that no more
lands on the island be offered for sale, has
met with courteous treatment, and it is now
determined to force the issue on timber
holdings, it being specifically charged that
there are no merchantable timber limits on
the island. The local mill at Van Anda
does not cut local timber: “konky” is the
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reason given. ‘The camp
was a flat failure,
pay for removal.

If the settlers properly organize and first
approach the licensees, the movement will
no doubt be successful, as the licensees
would, without doubt, decide to put no
more good money into a losing proposition,

Great tracts of white pine have been
killed off by the pine tree beetle, and are
dead sea fruit to either a timber licensee
or a settler; but the beetles have not inter-
fered with any other species of timber,

Along both the east and west coast of
the island timber licensees hold the coast
frontage, and so far have failed to utilize
the timber, though so convenient to the
Vancouver market. It is plainly stated here
that they will never utilize it, as it will
never pay for removal. Why, then, not
have it cancelled and thrown open to pre-
emption at once? Hundreds of prospective
settlers are turned away from our land
offices annually because there is nothing
open.

Let us give these progressive settlers our
moral support in their fight to colonize our
fair British Columbia province. “Let us
fight it out on these lines if it takes all
winter,” .

Beyond Gillis Bay a range of hills skirt
the east coast, while on the summits the
deer have park-like retreats, with well-de-
fined trails and sleeping grounds, Whl?‘h
have the appearance of being daily pic-
nicked upon by whole communities of school
children; while along the ravines sm'all
meadows appear at intervals, through which
creeks meander along to tumble over the
last hill bench with the roar of a cataract
during the rainy season. From the sum-
mits of these hills can be had a view of
both coasts, and the smoke and general out-
lines of adjacent towns on Vancouver Is-
land are plainly discerned.

In places the settlers’ cabins and clear-
ings are seen even along the hill range:
In many instances the cabins are marvels
of neatness, being made from peeled tama-
rac and floored and roofed with shakes
made from the cedar trees, the settlers pl‘Oé
ducing everything but the windows an
nails.

We will select one of these settlers, whom
we know to be gifted with a rude eloquencé

at Shelter Pojn
as the timber dig not
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and glean his impressions of pioneering:

“Not one, but many sincere hard work-
ing-men are settled here, and it is.not t]}e
present which holds them. It is .t-hcu
ability to look into the future and discern
a new order of things.

“If but a short time was left to work
out our foresight, I can see the fruition of
our dreams; for today, as you know, the
British Columbia Government is coming to
our rescue in a princely manner, and a new
road from Van Anda into this Gillis Bay
district is almost completed.

“Yon iron mine is the future scene of
great activity. Even should the reported
deal for it with the capitalists of Eastern
Canada and the States not materialize, it
is only a matter of time till all of us will
be proud to say we are residents of Gillis

Bay.
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“Further south the country is not so well
known, by reason of there being no roads
as yet; but even this, as I happen to know,
is only a matter of months.

“Because this island is so near Vancou-
ver it must be valuable. There is no bet-
ter land in the province, and ignorance of
this fact is attributable to design on the
part of those who did know. Like the
big cattlemen in the States some years ago,
there may be some here who do not want
the settler. But secrecy will be of no avail
now. Men have come into this part who
cannot be quieted nor bullied into another’s
way of thinking; nor can they be blinded
in what they see.

“Live here? Yes. If hundreds of Van-
couver people knew what a summer resort
this was, they would be here in numbers
every year.”

f

L

e

‘Reasons for the Stabﬂity of

Vancouver

By James J Hunter

F'we may judge by the invest-
ments of really big men and cor-
porations who invest hundreds
of thousands of dollars yearly in

Vancouver, it would seem a waste of time
commenting on the stability of the city;
but in view of certain statements published
by uninformed, or, probably better, incor-
rectly informed, papers in Eastern Canada,
A few remarks may not be amiss.

Whether the spirit of jealousy or simply
carcless editorial censure is responsible for
_thcse'provincial papers publishing disparag-
ing items on things Western would be
hard to decide, but it would be infinitely
better for the papers themselves and the
fcneral moral tone of the community in
which they circulate if more care was
taken to verify statements of a defamatory

character concerning section as well as
person.

The points at issuc were divided into
two classes: one real-estate and the other
labor.

In dealing with the subject I offer no
apology to or for those misguided people
who would buy 33-foot lots thrce miles
behind Grouse Mountain because they
seemed cheap and the terms were easy.
These unfortunates will show up in any
thriving town north, south, cast or west,
and while deserving moral censure, are
really to be pitied. (For the benefit of
readers not familiar with local gcogr'aphy,
Grouse Mountain is the high mountain far
behind the flourishing city of Nort’f\ Van-
couver. | am not aware of anthmg be-
ing put on the market as described, but
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certainly the point is quite obvious.)
Generally speaking, property in Van-
couver is high-priced compared with East-
ern values, as is the case in every Western
community. In some cases, no doubt, it
seems beyond the bounds of conservative
investment in the same comparison. But
why is this? If it was caused by the boom-
ing of prices it could not have kept up as
it has done for the past eight or ten years
and longer, with still no probability or
sign of reaction. We must look for other
causes. I am not sufficient of a student of
ancient history or the classics to venture
a statement as to when the old axiom was
first recorded laying down that “Prices
are subject to the law of supply and de-
mand,” but here is the key to the situation.
The demand for Vancouver property has
been cnormous and reasonably steady.
There are seasons when business is quiet
in all sections. So here, but seldom, and
the supply is only according to taste.

Why is the demand so great? I often
used to try to reason it out for myself,
and one of the results of my endeavors
was in formulating the question, “How
would I like to live in the Eastern pro-
vinces again?” There is something in the
spirit of the West that holds people. I
do not believe that one person (under the
age of thirty years) in a thousand would,
after having lived here a year, answer in
favor of the East, The rate in favor would
be greater as the age increases. Older peo-
ple do not get the spirit as readily, and
usually have associations of a lifetime to
break away from.

The spirit must have its cause. The
climatic conditions in Vancouver are, to
say the least, pleasant, True, we have rain
in plenty, but the temperature is moderate
in summer as well as winter. The main-
stay of Vancouver’s prosperity, however, is
in its commercial potentialities. British
Columbia, and in fact Western Canada,
covers a much vaster territory than even
we, here watching it expand, realize, and
the lion’s portion of the trade of the coun-
try will centralize in Vancouver and im-
mediate vicinity. ‘That may sound an ex-
travagant statement, but when we consider
our harbor facilities, our relative geographi-
cal position, and the great advantages of
our open-all-the-year-round-deep-sea port,
it must, even to the casual observer
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convey some definite prospects of futyre
greatness.

Confining ourselves for a moment to the
present conditions of British Columbi,
trade, let us survey the activities, The
fisheries are producing millions of dollars
annually, The lumber and allied mapy.
factories arg working to utmost capacity
and supplying a world market. The agyi.
culture is forging rapidly ahead and will
soon be on a general wealth-producing
basis, it being noted that the chief branch
of agriculture practised in British Col-
umbia is horticulture, and it takes time to
be developed. The provincial government
deserve much praise for the way they have
taken up, demonstrated and otherwise en-
couraged fruit-growing and marketing.
The mineral wealth, always to a more or
less extent an unknown quantity, is yearly
becoming better known, and some excellent
properties are being developed and work-
ed on a large scale. The best ones are .sel-
dom reported on in the press or advgrtnsed
in any way, while the work goes steadxl.y on.

The great need in developing the hinter-
land is transportation. This need is now
being partially supplied through a progres-
sive railway-assistance policy adopted by the
provincial government and well supported
by the people. Still more needs to be done.
Unfortunately, in the heat of the last pro-
vincial election campaign, statesmanship
was forgotten for a moment, and state-
ments were made on the public platform
and in the press ridiculing the possxb{llty
of connecting the southern inland portions
of the province with the. Coast
Hope. I have been told,. directly, byhf‘
very eminent railway engineer that ttl is
route was quite feasible, though costy.
Probably the time was not ripe for the pro-
posal, but no good could come of delmc{at;
ing the route in the way it was dope during
that election campaign. This direct cof-
nection would also shorten the route 0
Southern Alberta.

British Columbia is a mountainous coui”
try, and seems at first sight scarcely ca@”
able of supporting a railway at a!l; but 11n
the fertile valleys the country is being dcvled-
oped by intensive cultivation of small h00~0 -
ings. Where a man in the East has 100,
160 or 320 acres, 2 man in British COll}mi
bia has 5 or 10 acres. This is the logicd
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and profitable way of overcoming our area
deficiency.

Those who remember when the Holt
Blue Funnel steamers, as tramps, first
brought cargo of 300 to 500 tons to Van-
couver via the Suez, must have noticed with
pride the gradual development of this ship-
ping until now there is a regular monthly
ship of immense cargo capacity coming into
the harbor with 8,000 to 10,000 and 12,000
tons of cargo for the port, and this within
the past ten years. I understand a more
frequent service would be inaugurated if
the ships were available. Other shipping
has developed in the same ratio.

So much for present conditions. The
future has exceptionally bright aspects.
What will the completion of the Panama
Canal mean in this connection? Time is
the great item in trade, and every week
clipped off a voyage without breaking cargo
means much to commerce. The grain from
the prairie, as well as our own products,
will find easy, quick and cheap passage to
the markets of the world via Vancouver.
So also will the goods from domestic and
foreign ports find passage to the consumers
in our hinterland, This all means local
business, and local business means popula-
tion. '

There is one thing lacking to make the
setting for our future complete, and that
is more manufactories. These will come,

In the meantime, as in all centres, we
have a large, what might be called floating,
but not idle, population. (It seemed ab-
surd to sec the statement that 15,000 men
were idle and roaming the streets as a re-
sult of the strike, while as a matter of fact
the labor unions only claimed some 4,000,
and in all probability there were not more
than 3,000 after the first week of the strike.
Not only this, but almost concurrently
came the despatch that the Canadian
Northern people wished the immigration
barriers raised so that they could get men
to work near Vancouver.) There come
periods in all ages when certain lines of
business, especially those connected with the
building trades, become quiet, and idle men
appear without work in sight.  'When these
days come we should be ready for them,
and not dependent so largely on floating
work. There are many young industries
here capable of economic expansion, These
have orders for products which they can-

|

Stock

Ranches

E have some choice locations

of from 1,000 up to 10,000

and 20,000 acres of Crown-
granted land, improved and stocked
with cattle and horses, for sale as
going concerns at prices that will
insure good interest on the money
asked for them.

Good ranch locations are scarce.
The day is not far distant when pro-
perties with large acreages will be
hard to get.

They are being bought now by
well-to-do people as investments.
Some day they will be bought as
country estates.

It would be hard to find a more In
teresting or pleasanter country home
than one on a stock ranch situated in
some pleasant valley, while there are
few more interesting ways of spend-
ing an outing at any time of the year
than on the range looking after stock,
particularly if the stock belongs to
you

If you want more information call
on

Koster & Kerr

205 Carter Cotton Building
Vancouver, B. C.
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number of ‘people ‘think the  banks
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large amounts may be used on the srairie

in maving the crop, but what would be the
result’if this was not allowable? “There is no
question that our greatness depends on qur
aatural resonres; aad anything that would
hamper the development of these would
soon react ruingusly on  the country at
large.

This gets samewhat away from the subject,
but it shuws:that we must nor look upon
the banks as partner instingtions te be
drawn on continually for funds 16 be per-
manently used. Funds of this nature must
come from private investors, and the banks
are generally in a position: and always will
ing to see.to our temporary needs, i
The moral is: that it behoves every citi-
zen to consider the necessity of keeping a
egitimate industries, and’

material interest in it. This can be done
if proper discrimination is used, to the pro-

fit of the individual and city,
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FRODIGIOUS PROFITS IN CMJFORNIA OIL A
100-bareel well is worth $100,000.  Send for fiee book-

fet telling how to iavest to make big meney, W, |
Wise, Laughlin Building, Los Aogeles, Cal
BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good solic

¢itor should make from $i0.00 1o $30.00 2 wreek on :

commissions  getting subseriptions {or
Mzgazine: wne representative made $3.00 in wne day,
Waite for particulars.  Address Circulation  Manager,
British Lolumhu Magasine, Vanceuwver, I €.

EDUCATIONAL

MAIL COURSKES in Shorthand, Dookkeeping. Matricus
tation, Ad-wrinng. Dominion Dusincss College, corner
College and Bronswick, Toronta: J. V. Mitckell, B. A,
Principak

British Columbia

THE KENNEDY SCHOOL is devoted exclusively te
the betser training of stenographers and office assistants;
bas won all the warld’s typewriting  champlonships.
Booklets free upon request. 9 Adcinide Stireet, Toronto.

BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good soli-
citer should make from $20.00 1o $30.00 a week on
commivsions gettng subscriptions far Rritish Columbia
Mugazine; one reTreseuulive made $8.00 in one day.
Write for particelaes.  Address Circulation Manager,
British  Columbia Magazine,  Vaocouver, B, €.

REAL ESTATE

NOW I8 YOUR OPPORTUNITY!
dant. water, in the Famous Turloek Irrigation District
of California. The Lome of the peach, grape, tanta-
loupe, witermclon and sweet polate.  The Datryman’s
Paradise, - Wyite today for information and free bgok.
fet. - Dept.: D TURLOCK BOARD OF TRADE
Turlock; Cal

Al land, abune

‘ FRUIT LANDS

i SELP SUPFO!\TXN(} HOME.S in o ihe hlmmus Pr\m
Irsteiet, Sowthern Weitinh Columbla, for $30 cash and
. 1M monthly, without interest.  Annual profirs $300 1o

$HLOGY per acre.  Chchard, garden, poultry; scenery,
Lunting,  fshing, boatmg; delightful warm  ¢limate;
o ochureh,  school, postoffice, store, big rawenBl;  daily
l\::s;m: elose to maskets; unlimited demand for pio
Lucts,

Write quick far maps, phetos, free information.

WEST KOOTENAY FRUIT LANDS COMPANY,

[)if)‘ v‘i.‘.}‘rawcx 1087, Neleon, B.C.
MISCELLANEOUS
$5.00 TO RED

$1008 A DAY TE/\LHING LOLOREI)
gmrtra:t PTOOESS | knowledge of art unneccessary Com-
plete imetruetions, 2% Royal Farmioly Company, Lo
Angeles, California

§25.00 TO $30.00 WEEKLY casily made by any live
voung man.  In spare time.  In your own lown, N-
mail-arder scheme.  Partivulars 28¢.  Nicasio Co., Box
521, San Francisco, Calb

BiG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER. A good solis
citor should make from $0.00 1o $30.00 a week on
cammissions getting suhseriptions for British  Columbia
Magaxine; one representative made $8.00 in one day.
Wreite for particolars.  Address Clrenlation Manager,
Brittsh Columbia Magarine, Vancouver, . ¢,

VANCOUVER OFFERS UNLIMITED OFPORTUN.
ITIES to the man with enregy and purh, as well as 1o
the capitaliat,  Money amd brains are both in demand
oo the Canadian Pacifie Coxst, Lears of the great
chances far practically sil lines of industry in Vascouver.
i'or authentic .and reliable ‘informatian write Dept, A,
Vancouver Infarmation and Tourdst Associstion, Vane
couver, B G,

WOH A WE Muamferd, Progs.
Western Drafting and Blue Print Office
Goneral Drafting and Blua Printing
Phooe 650 New Westminster, B, C.

CAMBRXDGQ AND THE BURROUNDING ceuntry
offers - cheaner and  belter imvestments in Froit, Hay,
Grain, 1aiey, Stock, Farmw, Gold, Silver. and Copper
" properties - and first : Mortguge Redity loans than any
< State dg the Northwest, - Situsted oa the P & LN,
R, K., Washingten Coumty, ldabe,  For nh;b!e infare

m..t.on. eall on or. addres.the Crouter Raahi Rroker-

ge Co, Roome. | and 2, Stuart Bmldmg. {aln steect,

. Cambﬁdge. Wuhiusmn Connty, Idahs,

.SOUTRiRN CALIFORNIA OPPORTUNITY  EX.
TRAORDINAR Pamous MeCoy canch- now selling
in Saere tracts ( fanied 1o Muoscatel grapes and cared
tor until Sest gannz cmp is produced) on $10 monthly

Ryments. 1o grapes et $180 wn acre. Kish frost-
f’i ~land ud)oinuu idmny focated “valiey . city on rail-
‘vn,y. mé introdustory . afer

Fru ilhmnud it
s B ,Cal

: WANTM good “Hve men with snall capital u
invest -in°our Arrow. Lake QOrehards. - Fine paying io-.
\vcs!mnt :mi wavk (mnu&«d. Wreite today lor m

We specialize i the latest map of New Westmine
ster Diatrict, wlen Mission aand Chiltwaek Munic-
palities.  Write for prices aud particulues.

{RAND. BROTHERS)

| E E RAN Estadlishid fn 1582

REM. ESTATE, FINANCIAL AND
INSURANGE AGENT
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The Truth About Vancouver
Canada’s Most Progressive City, Is Worth Knowing

Fer authentic information write to

The Vancouver Information and Tourist Association
633 GRANVILLE STREET . . . . VANCOUVER, B, C.

Figures Tell the Story of Vancouver, B.C.

Compiled monihly by The Vancouver Infarmation and Tearist Asywciation, 833 Granville 81., Vancouver, 8.C,

The B. C. E. Railway Company pays to the City ceetain percentages of the re-
ceipts on i3 tram lines. The growth of Vancouver is indicated by the amount of these

peyments:
1901- ---$20,626.69 Avenge per, momh--. $ 34377
1906 _ 10,163.38 . B46.94
1907 . - 16,366.96 1" o oen 1,363.90
1908 . .. 23,182.43 " . e 1,931.86
1909 . .- 33,694.80 . o L. 2,807.90
1910 ... CIEN078 L i eeee 3,951.64
Bank Clearings—
Total for Year MAY JUNE JULY
W0, $444,988,818  1911[$46,522,543  $45.857,790  $43,239,102
1999 . ... 287,529.984 19104 35,786,494 37,002 464 32,630,
1908 . iannn 183,083,446 1909 { 20,718,736 2, 073’266 22,963,718
Land Registry —
Total for Yaar MAY JUNE JULY
71 $223,179.20 19!!,{325.819‘39 $23,000.00 $21,000.00
1909, . 148,148,17 19101 18,617.60 17 ,407.00 14,604.84
Customs— Total
Ptscal \'ear eudmg Apr l 1911 ..... £6,231,604.64
19310 nmc s 3,932,338.35
LT EABC e v e e i e s i st $2,299,266.29
MAY JUNE JuLy
1911 §§649,552.99 $630,050.00 $621,273.94
19107 470,000,00 541,000.00 | 446,529.67

Building Permits—
. { ’
MAY 19nisz.4ss,oso JUNE 1911{; ssz 36 gy 1911{31 108,378

1910 941,570 191014 1, 163 140 1910 639 5’30
L 1930 18911 :
First 5 months, ..o .. .32,836 165 §5,722,990 $8,281,700 -
g TTTTTTTUSA08188 0 6,885,800 90164.056
wogow T S 4042,202 - 7425410 . 10,296,784
wogoowol 520,645 : :
I TR, 9,011,360 <
P 1 10 ¥ - 1 3
D R T
For12 1L
Total 1910, veveen il
" 1 -

Increase....
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Firms Represented by Members
of the Vancouver Tourists’
Association
Members will kindly advise the Secretary regasd.

g Ny grrory in addgesscm c‘:assiﬁcaxiun of business,
etc., that may occur in this N,

ACCOUNTANTS, AUDITORS, ETC.
Brooks, James, 337 Cacrall Street.
Clarkson, Cross & Helliwell, Molsons Bank Bldg.
Crehan, Mouar & Co., 615 Pender Street
Devlin, E. E.,, 29 Flack Block.
Fisher, \Wm.,, 10 Winch Building.
Kendall, Sewell & Co., Exchange Bldg.
Winter, George E., 508 Deminion Trust Bldg.
ARCHITECTS.
Bayly, G. M., 614 Dominjon Trusmt Building.
Donnellan & Donnellan, 319 Pender Streev
Feey, T, A, Fee Block.
Gamble & Knapp, 66 Davis Chambers.
Grant & Henderson, 413 Granville Street.
Grifhth, H. 8., 912 Dominion Trust Building.
Hooper, Thes,, 527 Winch Building.
Marbury-Somervell, W., 41 Exchange Building.
McLean, G, K., 4§ Fairfield Building.
Whiteway, W. T., Molsons Bank Building.
Wright, Rushford & Cahill, 709 Dunsmuir Street.
ARTISTS
8. P. Judge, 8 Court House Block,
AUCTIONEERS.
Miller, J. J., 44 Hastings Strees.
ART SUPPLIES

Art Emporium, 901 Georgia Street.

Windsor
Hotel

P. O. BILODEAU, Proprietor

Neatly Furnisbed,

Ceatrally Located, ]
Open Day and Night,
Courteous Attention,
Reasonable Rates,
Steam Heated

$.78% o
1.50 up

. Buropean Plag »
‘v Americaa Plan, -

Seattle’s House of Comfort

fhntel
Washingtom
Anuex

Canadian visitors to Seattle in-
variably make this hotel their
headquarters. It is  centrally
of the
shopping  section.
Modern in every paricular with
excellent cuisine. and  service.
Auto 'bus meets ‘all trains and
boats.. Wire for reservation.

situated in the hears

theatre  and

J. H. DAVIS, Proprietor

[ 4 —
o

Cockburn’s Art Gallery, 665 Granville St
§. J. Thompsoa, §10 Granville Streen,

BANKS.
Bank of British-North ‘America, Hastings Sweet.
Bank of Hamilton, Hamilton and Hastiogs Sts.
Bank of Toronto, 446 Hastings Street W,
Bank of Vaocouver, Cambie and Hastings Sts.
Eastern Townships Bank, Cambie & Hastings Sts.
Royal Bank of Canads, Hastings & Homer Sts.

_Royal Bank, East End Branch, Weatminster Ave.

snd Hastings Street.

L
o Traders Bank of Canads, 346 Hastinge Street.

BARRISTERS.

New Westminster &,
" NexttoTram Ofice. =
 Phone 188 L P.O. Box 573
. . 100 ROOMS .

Cassidy, R, K.C. Crown Building.
hoebotham, Thes. B., Cotton: Building.

§ \
- Williams, A, K.C., Molsons Bank' Charmbers. .~

" BILLIARD TABLES, ETC.
‘Broaxwick-Balke-Collender

Co. {The), 132

* Baanty Serect,

.

“When writing  to At}vmitg:g.\,pl&u;mm.&m‘x&lmw Aagsrine - . - ! =
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BOOT AND SHOE DEALERS.

Stark, Edward, 523 Hastings Street.
BUILDERS SUPPLIES,

Anvil Island Brick Co., 324 Seymour Streee.
Dairon & Williams, 331 Pender St
O'Neil, Wm. & Co., 530 Seymour Street.

BUTCHERS.
Burns & Company, P, 13 Hastings Street.
Vancouver-Prince Rupcn Meat Co., Lid,
Hastings Streer.
BAKERS.
{tampten Bres, Graoville Stooand Sixth Ave
Vancouver Bakery, 830 Granville Street.

BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS.
Bailey Bros, Ltd.. 540 Granville,
Clement, . P., 728 Pender W.
Forsyth, G, 8. % Co,, Cor. Humer & Hastings Sts.
Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street.
White & Bindon, 113 Hastings Street.

BREWERIES.
Yancouver Breweries, Lid,

BROKERS.

Canadian Development Co., Ltd., 336 Hastings.
Faulkoer, 8. G, 355 Granville Street.

150

“Twelve Storiesof
Solid Comfort”

% Bullding, concmc,
stect and marble,
Located,” most fash. it
d " jonable shopping
district. .
g 210 rooms, 135 baths.
Libmary and - bound
magamn in read-
.ing rooms for
guests:
Mm refinedhosteley
in-Seattle. i
Abwlutdy fireproof,
Ratm 51.00 up Eoglu‘h ol

5

AWher wrltlog ' te Advestaacs plésse mention: Beitish Coalumbla Magnsing -
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AN IDEAL
HOLIDAY RESORT

Embracing the pleasures and henefits of
the seaside amd country combived with
aceessibility to the eities of Vancouver
and New Westminster:

White Rock, B. C.

Four trains daily to and from Vane
couver, New Westminster ond Blaine.

Aagnificent bathing beach, four-mile
stretch of sand,

Daily mail, store, good water suppty,
bathing, beating, driving, fishing, ete.

Lots are selliug teday from 3200 up.
$50 cash and $50 every six monthse.

Write for particulars,

WHITE, SHILES & CO. |
628 Columbia St.
NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

—

zibﬁ‘Bﬂ“Y, M. & Co., Fairfield Bm}dmg. :

faulkner, G, Lloyd, 421 Pender 5t W.
Grassman Trust & Loan Co, Cottan Building.
Kearns, J. D., 405 Bower Bldg

Mather & Noble. Dominion Trust Building.
MacMillan & Oliphant, Bank of Commerce Bldg.
MecTavish Bros, 421 Pender §t

Smith, P, J, #1¢ Seymour Street. .

\Vteks, E watd S, 407 Hastiags St. W,
Wolverton & Co, 1td., 704 Dominion Trust Bldg.
BROOM AND WASH-BOARD
MANUFACTURERS.

Crown Broom Works, 332 Front Street.
CABINET MAKERS
Davidson & Labsik, 438 Clark Drive.
. CASH REGISTERS. .
National Cash Register' Co., 324 Cambie Streets
CITY DIRECTORIES.
decmn Publishing  Co,, Flack Block.
-CIVIL ENGINEERS. :
Canwnght, C. E; Cottor. Building. :
Macdanell, Gzowski & Co., 50§ Hmingo 3&. W.
Tracy, Thos, H, 411 Howe Street
) COMMISSION BROKERS.

Alex. Mmhali 144 Warer St

- CONFECTION ERS
R. i o& Purdy, 750 Robson Streeti
G CONTRACFORS
Amstmn *Morrison & Co., Bower Bui
Columbia imuhthtc, 1id. 23 Pairfel
Cotton, M. P, 103 Cotton. Buildmg.




Hepburn, Waler, Crown Building.

Irwin, Carver & Co, 3% Hutchison Bldg.
McLean Bros, Molsans Bank Building.
McLean, Robr, & Co., $32 Granville Streec.
McLuckie, J. M., 75 Sixth Ave.

Prudential Builders, Ltd., Manimba & Front Sis.

Weeks, W. C,, 13 Burns Bujlding,
Y. Aoki, 313 Alexander Street.
DRY GOODS, RETAIL.
Drysdale, Gordon, Granville St
More & Wilson, $56 Granville Street.
ELECTRICAL FIX'TURES.
Alitree & Churchiand, 976 Granville Street.

Canadian General Electric Co., 1065 Pender St

Cope & Son, 338 Hastings St

Hinton Electric Company, 606 Granville Streei.
Narthern Flectric & Mig. Co., Ltd., 313 Warer.

ELECTRIC LIGHT AND POWER.
B. ¢ Electric Railway Co., Ltd.

ELECTRICAL WORKS

R. Hoffmesiter, 1271 Granville Street.

ENGRAVERS.

Dominian {llustrating Co., 605 Hastings Street.

FEED AND GRAIN.
Brown & Howey, 129 Cordova Street W.

FISH DEALERS.
Tyson, A. M., 112 Cordova Strect.

FURRIERS

San Francisco Fur Co, 919 Granville St

BRITISH COLUMBIA MAGAZINE

FURNITURE,
City Furniture Company, §66 Grauville Stceer
Smuh, D. A, Ltd,, 931 Granville St
Standard Furniture Co., Su7 Hastings Street
GAS APPLIANCES

The Burnside Gas Appliance Co,, 1037 Gran.
ville Street.

GENTS FURNISHINGS,
Clubb & Stewart, 115 Hastings Streer W
DesBrisay, 8., 613 Granville Streer.
Kithy, E. C., 627 Hastings Street.
Sweeney, . & Co., 605 Hastings Street.

GROCERS, RETAIL.

A, & C. Crocery Co., 637 Granville Sireer.
DesBrisay, A & A, 131 Cordova St E.
Filion, F., 204 Carrall Strect.
MeDowell, T F, 784 Granville Street.
McTaggart, Joseph, 789 Granville Street
Wagg, George, 116 Hastings Street,

GROCERY SUNDRIES.

Little Broy., 24 Cordova St E.

HARDWARE.
Cunningham Sanderson, Ltd., 1012 Granville Se.
Forbes & Van Hom, Ltd., 52 Hastings Street W.
J. A, Flett, 111 Hastings Streer.
MacLachlan Bros, 827 Granville Street.
McTaggart & Moscrop, 7 Hastings Street W,

HAY, GRAIN AND CEREALS.
Brackman-Ker Milling Co,, The, 25 Pender St
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HEATING. AND COOKING
APPARATUS.
Gurney Foundry Co., The, 564-570 Beatty Street

HOTELS.
Blackburn, 315 Westminster Avenue.
Carlion Hotel, Cambie and Cordova St
Grand View, 6138 Cardava,
Metropole, Abbott snd Cordova Streets.
North Vancouver, North Vancouver, B, C.
St. Alice, Harrison Hot Springs, B. C.
Strand, 626 Hastings Street
Windsor Hotel, 745 Granville,
Willows, Campbell River, B. C.
INSURANCE.
B, C. Life Assurance, Bower Building.
British Empire Insurance Co, Bower Bldg.
Evans, . G., Davis Chambers.
McGregor & Co, D. £, 633 Hastings Street.
Monarch Life Insurance Co., 30 Imperial Block.
Mutual Life of Canada, 570 "Granville Street.
Tweedsle, C., care of B. A. Trust Co, Carter
Cotton Bldg,.
ICE AND COLD STORAGE.
Vancouver Tee & Cold Storage Co.,, Gore Ave.
Wharf,
IMPORTERS AND COMMISSION
AGENTS.
Shallcross, Macaulay & Co., 144 Water Sureet.
JAPANESE GOOQDS.
Furuya, M. Co. 46 Hastings Street.
Tamurs, §, 522 Granville %’met.

JEWELLERS.
Allan, Thos, 615 Granville St
Allan, 0. B, 581 Granville Street.
Armstrong, B, F., 609 Hastings St.
Birks, Henry & Son, Granville and Hastings Sts.
MecMillan, A, F,, Hastings and Homer Streets.

LAND AND INVESTMENT
COMPANIES.
Grand Trunk Land Company, 12 Winch Bldg.
Nawral Resources Security Co., Lid., 606 Bower
Building.
Northern Development Co,, 614 Hastings Street.
North Coast Land Co, 411 Winch Building.
Provincial Land & Financia) Corporation, 833
Graoville Street.
Western  Pacific Developmens Co., Lid, 739
Hastings Street.

LEATHER GOODS.
8. C. Leather Company, 112 Hastings Strect.
Starey & Campbell, 156 Hastings 5t W,

LINOTYPE PRINTERS
Shilvock Bros., 438 Pender St YW. (Rear)

LIQUOR DEALERS.
Benvrell, Peart & Co., 226 Cambie Street
B. C. Wine Company, 534 Pender Btreet.
Independent Liquor Co., 65 Hastingst St. E.
Maple Leaf Liquor Co, 202 Main 5t
Pither & Leiser, 183 Water St,
The Hose & Brooks Co, Lrd, 504 Westminster.
Vancouver Wine & Spirits Co, 1097. Granville.
West End Liquor Company, 1113 Granville %t

is soothing and satisfying, It contains all the
elements of a natural food in a condition suit-
able for immediate absorption.

When xmlk alone is heavy and unsatisfying, Benger's Food madc
with milk, is appetising and nutritive.
Benger's Food should be used for healthy devclopment in mfancy,

for rebuilding strength in weakened systems, and for thc prcserva—
tion of old age in usefulness and vigour. ‘

For INFANTS, INVALIDS, AND THE AGED.

The ** Briti-h Medical Journal nyl W magef. Food Bas
5&” S exeelionce, o of i twm.
Read at, 4 !?
R mucn”; l‘:x‘g: Jm.‘c Bonk o Bemm aod mz‘fonav ”en :« I wh
= gn application mgts Fi

km d‘%@ *
Lid, Oger Waiu. Blanchesier, Eaghond, . 0

. Benger's Food vx sold ¥ i diny iy Drnw.m. b mmdm
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The best Coffee costs but
little more than the poor
grades. You get the best that
money can buy at moderate
price when you use

Seal Brand
Coffee

Packed in 1 and 2 pound cans only. {24

emvesaroevnastaracvon e — oo

LOANS, INSURANCE AND REAL
ESTATE,

Banfield, John C]., §07 Hastings Strect.
Beli-Irving & Co, H., 322 Richards St
- Canadian: Financiers, 1td., 632 Granville Street.
Dovw, Fraser & Co., Ltd,, 321 Cambie Street.
Island Investment Co., Led., 431 Homer Street.
Macaulay & Nicolls, 414 Seymour Streer.
Mahon, MacFarland & Procter, Ltd, Pender &
Seymour Streens,
Mozrgan, E, B. & Co,, 539 Pender Streat.
National Finance Company, 350 Pender Street.
Pemberton. & Son, 326 Homer Street, :
Prudential Investment Co,, Ltd., 100 Froat St
Rand, C. Di Granville - and Pender Streets.

~:Rand, E. E, $32 Granville Street.

Van Houten, W. J., 537 Peader. Street,

Ward, Burmester & Von Gravenitz, 411 Pender

Yorkshire Guarantee -k - Securities Corporation,
#40 Seymour Streer, -

 LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANIES.
: ‘sz West Permanent, $59 Granville Street. .

. LUBRICATING OILS
MeColl Bros. & Ca, Bearty Strvet

 LUMBER DEALERS.

& Taylor, Dominion Trust Building:
Harrell; M. M, Lumber Co,; Dominion Trust B,:
 McNair-Fraser: Lumber: Ca. Dominion Trust B..
5 Oliver-Seriny Lumber Cn..fno _
~Smith, L. Pyfe & Co, 448 Seymour’ Stree

Buildiag,
. e

LUMBER MILLS.
B. C. Mills Timber & Trading Co.
Rst Portage Lumber Co.
Robertson & Hackert.

MANUFACTURERS.
The Caigaxg' Milling Ca., - Ltd, Smythe and
Beatty Streets.
Davies Paper Hox Ca., Pandora and Park Drive,
The Vancouver Milling and Grain Co, Ltd,,
Cambie and Smythe Streets,
Canadian Pipe Co., Ltd., 550 Pacific Street,
Leckie, J. & Co., Cotdova and Cambie Strests,
Royal Soap any, 108 Harriy Street, .
Vancouver: Machinery Depot, 1155 6th Ave, W,

MANUFACTURERS" AGENTS. -
Anglo-British  Columbian ~ Agency, “ Lid, - 508

Mercantile Building.
Anthany, M. B. & Cn, Mercantile Building,
Blackwell, E: Gy 319 Pender Street.
Campbell, " George & Co., Mercantile Building.
Ranald F. Clark, Faitheld Building. B
Harrison, F. B, Mercantile Bailding. -
James, W, A 334 Granville Street.
Knight, J. E. {Mooriey's Biscults), 825 Powell S¢,
MacLennan, W, A, 33§ Hastings Sereet,
MacPherson & Tesrel, Drake and Homer Sts.
Maridn & ko}xrmzmwm:;s“m. G
Newmarch, Cooper & Co., 167 Pender Stress

& Co, 223 Caolumbi~ e .

Coant Imparting Co., Lad., Mercantile B,
Thompson, N, Led,, 319 Peader Street.

© Vancouver Agsoties. Lid, Mercantile Building, 7/

When wilting 15 Alvertivers plesse mentlon Belilih Colombin Magatine
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MAPS AND BLUEPRINTS.
Moir, A, & Co., 570 Granville Sueet.
NEWSPAPER PUBLISHERS.

Pord, McConnell Co., The Saturday Sunset.
News-Advertiser Co, Pender and Hamilton St
Walter C. Nichel, The Daily Province,
Warld Publishing Co, The Daily World,

MERCHANT TAILORS.
MeCallom, A, R, 702 Granville Street.
T, C. Morgan, €56 Granville

MINING COMPANIES.
Brown, H. B, 510 Pender Streer.

MISCELLANEOUS.

Dominion Glazed Pipe Cement Co, Dom. T, B.
Lester Dancing Academy, Granville & Davie Su
Thiel Detective Service, Fairfield Building.
NOTARY PUBLIC AND BROKER
Emanuels, 8. J., 37 Pender Street.

OFFICE FURNITURE.
Webater-tlanna Co., 426 Cordova Street.

OPTICIANS.

Gamble, J. D, 603 Hastings Street.

PAINTERS AND DECORATORS.
Spillman & Co., 928 Graoville Street.

PHOTOGRAPHERS.
Bullen & Lamb, 737 Pender Strest.
Edewards Bros, 621 Granville Street.
Vinsen, V. V., 311 Hastings Streer.
Wadds Bros, 337 Hastings Street.

PICTURE FRAMING
At Emporium, %01 Georgia St
PIANO DEALERS.
Hicks & Lovick Plano Co., 1117 Granville Street.
Montelius Piano House, 441 Hastings Street.
Thomson, Win.,, 1127 Granville Street,
Waitt, M. W, & Co., 558 Granville Street.

PLATE GLASS
Piikington Bros, Ltd, 102 Powell Street.
Bogardus, Wickens, Begg. Ltd,, Homer and Nel-
wn Sts.
Western Plate Glass & Importing Co., 153 Cor-
dova Street E.

PLUMBERS.
Barr & Anderson, 114 Hawings Street.
Hodgson Plumbing & Heating Co, Ltd, 643
treet,
L.eek & Company, 1098 Homer Strect.

POWDER WORKS.

Hamilton Powder Co., 98 Powell Street.
PRINTERS.

Commercial Printing Co., 406 Abbott St.
Cowan & Brookhouse, 420 Hastings Street.
Evans & Hastings, 125 Hastings Street,
John F. Morris Co., 1087 Granville Streev.
Moors Printing Co., The Cor. Gran. & Robson.
Nicholson, James & Son, 2092 Second Ave.
Timms, A. H., 2310 14th Avenve E.
Trythall & Son, $90 Seymour Street.

PUBLISHERS.

Canadian Press Assocismtion, Dom. Trust Bldg.

Whals theTime?
Just the right Time for my

Wolje’s
¢ Schnapps

It is the most wholesome and the purest spirit obtain.
able... It is not only'a most palatable stimulant but is a
real health tonic, owing to its cleansing action on' the
liver, kidneys and other organs.

A glass of Wolfe's Schnapps before meals is an uafailing
appetiser; it is a. refreshing drink and

“times, and superior in every way ts ordinary

The Hose &
504, Westminster Ave,

pick-me-up at all
én.

ancouver,B.C. '}

I
X788 L ¢ 7

When writing to Advert, plesae

3t Belijah Col
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Fruit Magazine Publishing Co., Winch Bldg.
RESTAURANTS.

Allan's Cafe, 29 Hastings Street W,

Cabin Cafe, 615 Hastings Street.

Leonard's Colee Palaces, 163 Hastings Htreey

716 Hastings Street.
Mclntyre Cafe, 439 Granville Stireet.
ROOMING HOUSES.
Glenwoad, 940 Pender Street.
Walderf, 116 Hastings Street.

RUBBER COMPANIES.

Dunlop Tire and Rubber Goods Co., Ltd., 359 |

Water Streer.

RUBBER STAMPS.

Hewit, George M., Fairfield Building.
REAL ESTATEL,

Alexander & Conrad, 412 Hastings Strect
Archer & Stevenson, 692 Broadway,
Aubeneau, H,, ¢50 Seymour Strect.
Austin, A. E. & Co,, 328 Granville Sureet,
Bates & Mair, 532 Richards Street.
Bayliss, Fred, 2199 Cornwall Street,
HBealey, R. J., Room 27, 429 Pender Street W.
Bissell & Snyder, 264 Hastings Street.
Bliss & Brandy, 721 Robson Street.
Bodie, Chas, A.; Ltd.. 614 Pender 5t
Braithwaite & Glass, 2127 Granville Steeet.
Bridge Street Realty Co., 2507 Bridge Street.
Campion & Pound, Fairficld Building.
Canadjan Investment Co, 30 Hastings Street W
Christie, J. A., 343 Granville Street.
City Brokerage Co., 430 Main Street.
Clark, H. M, H., 148 Eighth Avenue W.
Clarke, Joseph, 319 Homer Strect.
Clark, Seymour & Short, 319 Homer Street,
Comeau & Warden, $71 Hamilton Street.
Commercial Agency, 1118 Granville Street.
Cook's Business Exchange, Dominion Trust Bldg
Coombs, C. V., 1706 Park Drive.
Copp & Mutch, 548 Westminster Avenue.
Corbett & Donald, 537 Pender Street,
Craig, James H., 1130 Granville Street.
Croft & Ashby, 5 Winch Building.
Cruise, A. W, & Co, 445 Homer sStreet.
Devine, H. T, 437 Seymour Strect.
Dewar, . A, Co., Ltd,, Hutchison Building.

For or

W FREE
omen Men
1000 Homesteads, 160 Acres

Recording Fee e coe o0 SIG0
- Blaking ¥Fee: -~ - . 80
Transporistion - - LRS- 1 Y+
CLat i Retlway Town o~ o« 00

1 Seskalchewni Jmproved Farms Listed i
' RURAL LANDS SUPPLY COMPANY

. VANCODVER.BE,

BROWN B

Pt Trom, Shribs, Suthy aed Flowwrlog Piasts
write for 1911 Catalogue~it o

H

48 Hastiogs St. East

.

Patterson & Rutter

REAL FESTATE AND
FINANCIAL BROKLES
NOTIRY pLaLIe
Royal Bank Blde., Cor. Maiu and Hasungs Nt
South Venconver Branch: 4230 Haia Nereet
Telephone 1678

Vancouver . British Columbia

Dewar & Maybee, 2005 Park Drive.

Dickens, B. F.. Pacific Building, Hastings Su

Dodson & Mills, 531 Richards Street

Dominiou lnvestors' Corporation, 313 Dominics
Trust Bldg.

Dioherty & Wyat, 709 Dunsmuir Street,

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

Drummond, Herbert C., 3-9 Winch Building.

Eadie, James, 43% Richards Street.

Eastern Land Company, 408 Crown Building.

Edwards, G. F.. 726 Hastings Strect.

Elkins Bros, $36 Hastingy Sureet,

Endacott & Percival, 44 Pender Sureet.

Evans & Fraser, 2048 Tth Avenue W.

Evans & Page, 564 Richards Surect,

Evans, R, 2115 Granville Street.

Fairley & Stnson, Loo Building

Faris & Montserrat, 445 Homer 5t

Federa! Investments, 312 Pender Street,

Flack, S., 319 Pender Street,

Foster, E. W., §17 Pender Street.

Fruhauf Realty Company, §3-54 Exchange Bldg

Freund, H, 116 Hastings Street.

Frost, A, D., 44 Georgia St

Gardom Bros. & Payne, $00 1-2 Oranville Street.

General Securities Co., #41 Richards Street,

George & Demmings, 817 Granville Street

Gill & Casement, 439 Richards §t.

Goddard, H. & Son, 321 Pender Street,

Goodrich, A. W. & Co,, 2450 Westminster Ave.

Gray, C., 833 Pender Street

Grifith & Lee, 420 Winch Bidg.

Harper, James, 315 Cambie Street.

Hatr, H. 0. & Co,, 659 Broadway.

Higginbotham, A. E., 336 Broadway,

Hitcheock: & Mecker, 344 Pender Street.

Holden, .\Wra, Holden Building, Hasting St

Hood Bros, 519 Pender Street.

Hoscason & Co, 322 Pender Street,

Imperial Investment Co., 2333 W.:stmmsm Ave.

Imperial Realty Co, 307 Loo Buildisg, .

International -Financiees, Suite 30, Exchange B.

shnson & Richardson, 614 Hastings Street.

ohnston, Harry Ao & Cod, 422 Richards Street.

Jones, H. A, 407 Cordova Sweet. -

Kearns, Jobn D, 403 Bawer Building.

Using & Frame, 347 Pender Steeet.

Calonde & Clough, 441 Homer Strect.

Latimer, Nay & McTavish, 319 Pender Street.

Cemble, W, H,, 439 Richards Sureet.
CoA & o,

& Richards Sireet.
B, 449 Pender Street. -
CBeithl Columbia Magazine -
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Have You Funds
For Investment?

Thern you should know of the
wonderful opportunities for
;U\'Csfnlcnt i!l \"KI\COU\'CI'.

We can place your money where
the returns will be large and sure

Write us for further information
on investments in Vancouver.

C. L. MERRITT & CO.

410 Homer St. Vancouver, B.C.

REFEREXCRY Traders Hauk of Conada, Vancouver

Let us send you our new booklet on
Vancouver, A postal card will bring it,

rmvee—————)
m———— mior————

Liddle, Andrew, 300 Hastings Street

Lindsay, W. F, 2210 Granville Street.

Locators, The, Dominion Trust Building.
Lockwoed, E. C, Royal Bank Bldg. {Fast End}.
Loewen & Harvey, Ltd,, 420 Cambie Street.
MacKay Bros, 263 Hastngs Strect E.
MacLean & MacLean, 441 Pender St

McKenzie & Blackwood, 505 Richards Street.
McPherson & Fullerton Bros., 333 1-2 Pender St
Mariin & Shannon, Flack Block.

Masgewson Bros, 321 Homer St

Matheson & Chase, 336 Cambie Street.

Maxwell & LeFeuvre, 2141 Granville Street.
Merrill & Merrill, Bawer Building.

* Merrint, C. L. & Co, 410 Homer Street.

Melhuish, Kirchaer & Co., 622 Robson Street
Mills Bros, 2007 Granville Street.

Monarch Estate & Trust Co., 320 Pender Street,
Merrison, M, G. & Co., 536 Hastings Street,
Munson & Co., §.F, 333 Pender Street,

" Muurie & Brown, $78 Richards Strect.

Mutual Investment Co., Winch Building.
Naffzinger & Daerr, 63 Broadway.

Netherby, K. L. & Co,, 2040 Granville Street.
Nichol, A, F. & Co., 532. Granville Street.
Nickerson, W, D.,, 927 Granville Street.

Nishet,” Robert, -#41. Seymour Streer.

Nixon, Pation & McLean, 2900 Westminster Ave,
Ore, Lewis D, 508 Dunsmuir Street.
Panton & Bmsley, 328 Columbia, © 7 v o0
Park,’ John M, 1117 Granville Street,

Pattesson & Rutter, Royal Bank Bdg. (East End) |

Powis & Boughton, $34 Granville Street. :
Prentice & Coi, Ao N, 724 Haatings Strest,
Ralph & Radermacher, 2227 -Granville Streer. -

Rankin & Ford, 514 Pender Street.

Robertson Bros., Ltd., 338 Seymour Sireet.
Robson & Roberts, 429 Pender Street.

Rogers & Black, $24 Pender Street.

Rorison, R. D. & Co,, 786 Granville Street,
Scott Brokerage Co., 147 Hastings Strect.
Scott, G. D., 436 Granville Street,

Seymour, Allan, Storry & Blair, 412 Hastings St
Sharples & Sharples, 416 Seymour Street,

Smaith Brokerage Co., 246 Hastings Stieet E.
Star Realty Co., 56 Hastings 8t E.

Steele, Chas, Realty Co., 525 Pender Streetr W,
Stevens, John T T'rust Co., 333 Homer Sireet
Stewary, John, 118 Hastings Street W,

Stewart & Elliott, 2343 Granville Street.

Sun Realty Co, 308 Loo Building.
Sutherland, A, D., 698 Broadway,

Taylor, 1. 8., 407 Pender Street.

Thacker & Thormton, 32¢ Winch Building.
Thompson Co., The, 590 Broadway.

Trites, F. N. & Co., 659 Granville Strest.

Ure, John, Bank of Commerce Building.
Vancouver Colonization Co,, 524 Pender Street.
Vancouver Financial Corp., Dom. Trust Bldg.
Vernon & Co., 817 Granville Street.

Volvert, A. J., 2208 Granville Streer,

Western Canadian Investment Co., 45 Flack Blk.
Williams & Murdoff, 508 Hastings Stree.
Watson & Bowen, 341 Homer Street.
Williscroft, S, B., $22 Granville Street.
Windle, H. W., 532 Granville Street.

SAFES AND VAULT DOORS.
J. & J. Taylor Safe Works, 426 Cordova St W.

Planters 9_f Orchards

will be interested in knowing that the

B. C. NURSERIES CO., LIMITED,

of Vancouver, B. C,, can supply ail kinds
of Fruit Trees, Small“Fruit Plants,
Shrubs, Roses and Ornmamental Trees
OF THE FINEST QUALITY~
True to Name, :

We make a specialty of delivering to
our patrons a ONE-YEAR ‘TREE on a
Strong . Threc-year  Root, which ~will

strong and well rooted.
~orchard, large or small, write ws.. The
best 13 4he cheapest aluays,
- Salesmen find it easy to sell our stock.
We have room:for a fewr more:
for terms. = '

UMTED

When writing to Advertisers ‘lessemennon BHSW Calombia Magasine

grade from 4 to 6 ft. high: straight,

“ If you are interested in planting an

Write

'BRITISH, COLUMBIA. NURSERIES €O,
1493 Seventh Ave. W. . VANCOUVER, B. C.
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SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMENT
MAKER
John S, Isdale, 527 Duosmuir Street.
SEEDSMEN,
William, Rennie & Co., Lid, 1138 Homer Streer.
SPORTING GOODS.
Tiedale, Chas. E., 620 Hastings Street.
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.
Clarke & Stuart Co., Lid., Seymour Street.
Thomson Stationery Co., Hastings Street.
STEAMSHIP COMPANIES.
Terminal Steam Navigation Co., Lid, Evane
Coleman dock.

Nerthern Steamship Co., Ltd Cordova & Wates St
Union Steamship Co,, of B. C., 407 Granville S
STEAMSHIP AGENTS.

Balfour, Guthrie & Co, Winch Bldg.
D. E Brown & Macaulay, Lid, 385 Granville.
Evans, Coleman & Evans, 407 Granville Street.

STOCK AND BOND BROKERS.
Bevan, Gore & Elliott, Lid., 503 Pender Streev
Dominion Stock & Bond, Winch Building.

SURVEYORS.
Bauer, Wm. A, 441 Seymour Street
. TOBACCONISTS.
Blackson, $., 506 Granville Street.
TRUST COMPANIES.
Alliance Trust Co,, 603 Granville Street
Bpig uoRoD o) NI, uEINIWY YSUUY

Dominion Trust Company, Cambie & Hastings.
Mercantile Trust Company, Wineh Bulding
Merchants' Trust & Urading Uo. Pender znd
Burrard Sts.
North West Canada Trust Ca, 333 Homer So
Standard Trust Co, 538 Hastugs Streer WY
Vapcouver Trust Company, 542 Frader Steet
THEATRES
Yancouver Opera House.
TIMBER LANDS,
Cruisers Timber Exchange, 615 Pender Sureet
Kestz, W. L, 441 Seymour Strect
Paterson Timber Co, 336 Pender Sueet
Pretty's Timber Exchange, 433 Richards Streer.

TIMBER AND MINES
G. Lloyd Faulkner, 421 Pender Siieer.

TRANSFER COMPANIES,

Vancouver Cartage Co, Lid, 562 Seymour St
Vancouver Transfer Co, 563 Cambie Street.

UNDERTAKERS.
Center & Hanna, §6 Hastings Street.
WINDOW SHADE MANU-
FACTURERS.
Bowes, F. W, & Co., 957 Grinville Street.

WHOLESALE DEALERS

BILLIARD TABLES
Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co,, 552 Beany St

the perfectly

“Garden of

They
the “E. D. 8§,

 E-D.SMITH -

preserved in the

Catsup, Grape Juice today

- Most Healthy

Perfectly Delicious

One reason of their wonderful popularity and increass
ing demand is the combination of bealth-giving qualities
owing 1o the splendid, sound, whole fruit used, and to

delicious - taste iwhich is so  delicately

E D. SMITH

JAMS, JELLIES, PRESERVES, Ete.

‘Not onily are they made from: fruit garnered from the
“best fruit fields in the- Niagars ‘distriet, known as the
Canada,” but™ ‘every
methad of cleanliness.
and best refined sugar i

: ‘qcmce%vgbtc modern
iﬁs'xp; vogue in their production,
utilized, : i

are 5o pecfectly :ﬁé!iéhtﬂxi, who would not use
* Brand? Try the E

tand? DS Jams, Jellies,” :

- prove their supcriority,

WINONA, ONTARIO

N

Wheh writing td Adwiriisevs pirase wamion BRRIK Colombiz Magusine
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FARMERS

When you arrive iu British Columbia be
sure and enquire for

SHERRIFF, ROSE & CO.

{(MEMRERE OF THE BOARDG OF rRADE)
REAL ESTATE, INSURANCE
AND FINANCIAL BROKERS

848 Columbia Streest

NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

We have Farms for Sale in the beauti-
tul Praser and Okanagan Valleys, Our
residential properties in New Westmmins.
ter City and Burnaby Municipality are
also desirable,

We request yorr patronage and solicit
your correspondence.  Our services are
entirely free and always at your disposal.

Cablo Addresss “Sherrore™
Codest A B C., 5b Editton; Westers Union

—
—

The Beer
Without a Peer

BOOTS AND SHOES.
Ames-Holden, Ltd., 403 Cordova Street.
Leckie, J. & Co., 220 Cambie Street,

COFFEE, TEAS AND SPICES.
Braid, Wm. & Co, 20 Hastings Sueet.
DRUGGISTS
National Drug & Chemieal Co. of Canada, Ltd.,
123 Pender Street.
DRY GOODS.
Gault Broa., 381 Water Street.
Afackay, Smith, Blair & Co., Cambie Street.
Peck, John W. & Co., 337 Water Street
FRUIT AND PRODUCE.
Parsons, Haddack Co, 121 Water Street.
Stewart, F. B. & Co, 127 Water Streer

GROCERS.
Galy, G. F. & ], 1043 Seaton Streer.
Kelly, Douglas Co, Waier Street.
Malkia, W. H., Lid, Water Streec

HARDWARE.
Wood, Vallance & Leggatt, 26 Havtings Street W
PAINTS
W. J. Pendray & Sons, Ltd,, 540 Beatty Street.
PLUMBERS’ SUPPLIES
Aleack, Downing & Rose.
Robertson-Godson Co., Lid, 32 Hastings St. W.
The T. L. Peck Co., Ltd.,, 562 Beatty Street.
WOOLENS
F. W. Sterling, Richards and Cordova Ses.

Wheis writing 1o Advextliens plosse mentlon Bellad Colambla Magraine
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W B DWW W

A feper of this kind only 16 10 23¢ per running foor Shipped in rolls,
put i e the pows withowt speeial tacke \We wree the origleatars of ¢
Have sold huosdreds of miles o enclosing packs
station yrounds, ete, ot Supplicd in any lwgis desiced, snd painted
or greens Al “Page” Farm Fences and Unres, Nettng, Raskets, Mats,
ete, wfe; Ask fer  our 1T catalogue, the most complere  fence
publizhed.

MESSRS. E. G. PRIOR & COMPANY

Victoria and Vancouver, B. C.

E e~

- o ‘i' !!“ " it an IR (l!l%utg
1 ;gm?ga | s ﬁmgm}%% % {géi’;gﬁ 3“ S§l¥§
HigLn !i, 4 2 B s puttit i

Anvone can

s lawns, gardens, t.'(nsthllt b,
rowhite

tence Tools,
vatddogur ever

Il

mwmz—-mcw u-ROoOon
U et~ MOZP IO XM

s Kode s Wentera Laion U‘uwem\é hdnk‘; .

Watacrontage, Trackage, Estates Managed.

f’ﬁ;’ ¥ gmdz. Faro Lands
Wi, Coal Rands, Mines and

OMINION TRUST nmwgnc‘

ka Addma mzxx VANCOUVER" "

Nancouver, B.C. -

Whes writiog to Adpertivers slease mgation Belih Columbia Magasine

HAKERS OF ZINC CUTS )
€ COPPER. HALFTONES
| BRI ADVERTISINGDESISNS

R\LL  AND COMMERCIAL
ILLUSTRATIONS
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TWIN CITY

Adjoins the City of New Westniinster on
the east and is in the centre of the indus-
trial development on the Fraser River:

WITH MANY INDUSTRIES

on its borders, some of which are the
largest of theie kind in British Columbia,

TWO RAILWAYS

the C. P. Roilway and the G, N, Railway
now crossing the property, and the B. C. E.
Railway Commm containplate hmldm;r

tram line (his season, with facilities mr
a}nppm;: by rail and water; a buy in
Twin City lots at 8350 each

IS A SOUND INVESTMENT

Special inducements to factories.  Write
to-day for illustrated folder.

North West Canada Trust Co.

Limited
433 Homer Street, Vaucouver, B.C.

Canada National
Fire Insurance
Company

Incorporstud by Specisi let of the
Puﬂnmml ot e-

Authorized Capital - $3,000,000.00

HEAD OFFICE +  WINNIPES, MANITOSA
BRANCHES mmﬂm THE DOMNMION :

A limited amount of stock is now obtain.
able at a moderate price

. i’w‘;'oﬂ porticulars »ﬂ; F
R. ). POTTS, Local Manager
ss9 anavm- x:., vmcouvm. B.C,

| When weiting 1o Avertiecte plsase mentlon Brisich Cobsmbis Magasine:

reroe————

——— ..
———————e———o e ——— oo,

T

YORKSHIRE GUARANTEE &

SECURITIES CORPORATION
LIMITED

Authorized Csopitasl,
Subscribed Copital,

MORTGAGE LOANS, INSURANCE, REAL
| ESTATE AND GENERAL FINANCIAL
AGENTS

$2,800,000
$1,327.450

Ceneral Agents in British Colunsbin for
VORKSEHIRKE INSURANCE Co., LIMITED
of York, ingland

Also Agents {or L
HOME INSURANCE COMPANY of Kew York

R. KERR HOULGATE, Manager
440 Seymour Streat Vantouver, 8. C.
PHONES 8188 and 6188

vt

|

—
Royal Nurseries &
| Floral Co. Limited

Best Equipped Nurseries in British
Columbia

—

Call ‘at. our  Nurseries and see our
choice Shrubs of good growth, ‘in- splen«
did condition.

See our Rose stock, now in bloom, and
make ‘your sclection from 20,000 rose
trees ‘of more than 100 varieties,

Decorations for- banguets, .wcddm;ts,,
etc, at shortest notige, :

Cut Flowers,- Wreaths, Emblems,

A wisit: to Royal on B, C Electric
{(Eburne Line) will delight you..

rclcphoncs Seymt:mr 1892 and 18‘93t

- STORE

‘786 GRANVILLE smasf
mncouvnn. n.a,
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BTHWART, & C.

As Good as the Wheat

Just as sure as the Peace River country is the next
great wheat belt, so sure is Stewart to be the next big
seaport on the Northern Pacific.

Stewart is the centre and shipping point of the
Portland Canal Mining District and the natural and
most economical outlet for the produce of the vast,
fertile valleys of the Peace and Naas Rivers.

You can't go wrong irf buying lots in Stewart City
at present prices from the original owners.

Prices from $350 to $3,500,

Terms; Oﬁéfﬁftl; cagh, balance 6, 12, 18 amd 24 months at 6 per cent.

“:\;AStewart Land Company, Ltd.

OFFICES:

" Fifth Street - - Stewart, British Columbia
‘ ;‘101-2 Pemberton Block Vlctona, Bntuh Columbxa

When writlag to Advertisers pleass mention Britiah Columbis Magasise
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The People’s Verdict

The fairness, solidity and all-round excellence of our big townsite pro-
position have induced hundreds of sales since the opening, July 15th.

NOW READY FOR BUYERS

Sections Nos, 2 and 3

FORT FRASER

“The Hub of British Columbia”

—,
————

Double 7 X VAR
Business LV ( ‘»:}\fr f\q\\ NO T&XCS i
Comers j S \3-/ i . or
$350 %] 'S\\:_;,s =72 No Interest
up S 5

j : 3 1|
Regular : <\ y : ;-é TO Pay
Corner Nogtod 3 . < S{f
Locations KW
IN * k= 4 > g _
$150 THE T T
up VERY B,
orTHE % A g
. F ;
Inside BEST FARM : \{
Locations, LANDS IN : hn¥a Terms
ALL OF THI .
all streets BIG PROVINCE 0 “110 p. c. Cash’
$100 ! e
up R 5 * Monthly

The Tit]e to Fort Fraser is guarunteed by the Government and deposited.

in trust with the Dominion Stock and Bond Corporabon Lim:ted of Vam-;:;/
'comrer. Bntuh Co!umbla, : o

Capxtal, &2,000 000

FORT FRASER TOWNSITE COMPANY

113 Hutmgs Street East

A Ca HIRSCHFELD. Mun&;er .

“VANCOUVER, B.1

5 TELEP%‘ION&Y qumwr 2933 ‘

When'writing 16 Bdvertisens pleass: fovetion’ Rettioh SWinmbis Magsring




VANCOUVER

WINDSOR PARK in Greater Vancouver is situated in the vicinity of the Second
Narrows bridge and adjacent to the Imperial Car & Shipbuilding Company's plant
and the new Drydocks at Roche Point, North Vaneouver, These twa Imnvense coun-
cerns will employ thousands of skilled men,  The lots are $1714x132 i1,

Price of Lots $125.00 Terms $20.00 cash and $5.00 monthly

\Write for pamphlet and map,

FORT GEORGE

3 Acre Blocks—Price $475.00 and up  Terms 10% cash and balance
$15.00 per month

FORT GEORGE is destined to be ane of the largest cities in the interior of British
Columbia, it being the natural centre of rich agricultural, mineral and timber districts
on the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway now building from ocean to ocean, and {rom
Fort George to Vancouver, It is also the junction of three great navigable waterways
with larpe river steamers now plying on same.

This property is already half surrounded by 25-ft. city lots: It is all level and firse
class land,

Nore: One and one-quarter acres is equal to twelve 25-fr. lots.

u Write for pamphlet and map. I

“FOR FULL PARTICULARS APPLY. TO~

vCanadlan \Nahonal\ Investors |

| LMITED
4 »:‘310 ‘Hastmgs f‘Street West - Vé;ncouver, B. C




' Clﬁumbn ;

W%Wﬂymdwﬁm%’%ﬂm%”w g

e

FORT GEORGE

Will be one of Canada’s largest cities. Because it is the peographical and
strategic commercial cenere of British Columbia,

The junction of 1,000 miles of navigable waterways.

Sa situnted that all milyeads building threugh Central British. Columbia—norrh,
south, cast or west——must build to Fort George following the wawerways.

Fort George s on the line of cleven ratlroads churtered—some building.
British Columbia is Canada's largest and richest province.
The best pare of Britsh Columbia is wriburary 10 Fort George,

When comparing Fort George with any prairie cn} it'is cnh nevessary o pomt out
that Forv' George has all resources of any of the prairie ¢ities in the way of agricultural
pmxlblht!ex of the country tributary, but in addition it has an immense timber ares,
assuring the development of the lumber industry,

Coal has been discovered within ten miles of Fort George and i s the supply

peint for the great Cariboo geld district which has produced one hundred million do!
lars 1o date.

A 73,000 horsepower water power i within sixteen miles, thus insur?ng cheap
power for: manufacturing purposes, ' L

No city in Western Canada ean class.with Fort Gcorgt in fc;,ard to rxc}mcs: an
extent of natural tributary resources,

In making your investments don’t averlook the fact t}mt aII the new cities ¢a
be Winnipegs or. Vancouvers,

’I}i‘wre will bc n_repetition of VWinnipeg's growthv——of Vancouver's kﬁn%lynciit :
triump s : s Sl

in castmg awund for the pest \oun;,, g:;mt amon cmcs you xanno! gcr i:y
Georgc

’I‘kc more you compare Fort (‘eorge with: oshcr c:mes madc and dn -xhc makmg,
more you w t“ be convinced of Fort (}corgc future greamess

W rite to us far fattﬁ. pronfs ané fuli mfarmﬂnm in regar

Natural Resources\ Securlty ,
‘ Lmuted 5




