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ROMIRESS and Development have so annihic

») fated slistanve e s hundred mides today s
1 bt u step. Commerce has been revelo-
tistized, the system of merchandising practi-
eally ehanged.  Time was when the MAIL
ORDER SYSTEM was locked upon a5 an overgrown
Wlea awhich would not ve, but time has proved it worth,
Vhe system brings the outer and Inner commercial cireles
chser together, wnd by so Juuyge gives ta all equal benefits
uighe larper mares of trde.

Just four years ago we commenved onr mail order
cervice i Brivsh Columbia, and since then the great yearly
increase v our nut-ai-town trade hias heen nwst remarkable,
abo a substantial preot thar the service is efficient and
appreciared.

A postal will bring to your home our buyer’s juide,
that Jarge iHustrared, deseriptive cataloprue of the finest
jeweltery stack in Canada, To those wha desire a quick
service we suggest the Jestergnom, or night-etter, which
atlows the sending of a lenpthy communication over the
wire, st 3 very qmatl cost. To all lecergram orders we
pay special attention,

Hewelleryy Mail Order Bowse

Tancouner, British Colmmbia
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A Personal Message to Every One
of Man-to-Man Magazine’s Many Readers
This page tells of an vpportunity which now awaits yon, It is an opportunity for profit,

Jor personal betterment, for getting more out of life than you have been getting.

To fearn of a new and proftable thing, which  amounts o $1,500. O} course the initial cost of

one hay never before boen able 1o do, is always sn-
teresting,  But when the moment arrives vhat such
a thing can be done todsy, but aot next month, it
ir shen more than interesting: it Decomes IM.
PERATIVE.

Financial writers tell us the reason lving i now
s0 high is beeause the gold supply i3 gettiog 10n
big.  This depreciates money and makes dearer the
things we wneed. The prodoction of gold for the
past -year wax $450,250,000.00, but it cost at Yeant
$300,000,000.00 to mine and refine the pold.

There is another source of wealth which pro-
duced many millions in the West alone this past
yesr.  The smllions produced were not as numerons
ax from the gold mines of the world, but consider
ing hat this new industry s barely past the
“swnddiing clothes” period of existener, a bare fore.
cast of the foture carning powers tsn be predicted
We refer here to the rarning power of the “King”
of fruite—tle modern com-
mivrciad apple.

land, planting and caring for said orghard is X<
pengive when only a few acses asre plamied.  Whea
a large tract of acreage in planted 1o apples, the
cost per acre is naturally less,
the agple trees to mature the grower can realize
a4 nice invome from smaller froits, which can bhe
planted between the rows of spple trees. Said small
fruits will more than pay for the initial cost of the
orchard,

While waiting for

We are placing on the market bonds covering

the first unit of what will be the Jargest commercial
apple orchard in the world (2000 acres under nur
management) and these hends can be  purchased
outright for cash in blocks of $100, or any multiple
of thay amount.  These bonds pay a gusrantesd ans
nual dividend of 8 per cent, which is paid gemis
annuslly, AN you have 1o do s cut yowr coupon
from the bond and collect your dividend—8 per cent
annually.

This divileod i placsd on the ecarning
power i the land abeer at

"Tis tree that mach labor
is attached to the production
pt a high prade apple—bat
£t alse costs oeatdy 70 per
cent of the taral gold pro
duction o mine and sefine
ihe precious yellow metal.
But when you can kt your
money do thix work for you
and shate in the profits and

HERE 1S THE MOST IMPORT-
ANT PAGE IN THIS ISSUE.-.
AND

IT SHOULD BE READ FIRST

lowing a rufficient surples
1o pperate and pay afl ex-
proses and then the net bal
ance over and ebove the 8
preocent and cost of eper
ating 19 paid wut to ibe
hondhebler and managere ax
a special dividend.  Within
a vesy short time this spes
cial dividend will pay you

magnificent annual earnings
from an apple orchard con-
ducted along scientific lines,
you can rest sssured that
your money will' do better
by you than mining for gold.

IT i3 BRIEF, FORCEFUL, IM.
PERATIVE AND COMPELLING Drecp a postal 1o us and

from 2 ta 23 per senmt ane

nually over sl above the

guarantecd 8 per cean
Investigate this #ifee,

we will matl you o capy of
ous Trust Desd. This in-

Gold mines “peter”™ out, but
an apple orchard never will
if propesly cared for, and we most testainly know
how 1o carg for and produce apples

We are going to tell you 3 few Facts abuat applos
as produced in Hritish  Columfas, and what this
choier iruit will pay on capital anvested,  We are
algo going to tell you haw you cay share in the
profits of a bigh grade commercial avchasd withat
the “worey or mpnoal labor sQlached te e rcare mf
a proaperiy of this kil

A high grade apple orchard, todsy, in the West
will produve, at ten years of age, 3 nst mwome of
$900 per Rere—-in s0me  instinces the pey icoms

petpetuggy,  sflordingg o pormessent apans!
taaosapltiy  profemting the inveszor Domw any e,
& the &0
foral gn the worldeatbe cartls dtseld
wee  absalutely  sonqassesabde, Yaur further
veetigation 1 salicied

steument witl show yon haw
shoroughdy  apd wuply  the

tavestor in bomls of Orehapd Properey Neo | o
protectsh, This dneestowns & bons fode amd the
capital pald in by bomdbaders i3 amply  sepured
No ohusve o Jotr, 3% ail fumis are beld o8 rrust by

rehiablt Trust Company, The vrpwming  fasture
his offer is this:  Thesr bonds sye bseord ip
IR,

y oifered Bt most subslantisl (o be
These Baoads
[1:28
Addrese for fterniwes, eie

The Kerr LLand Company, Limited

Box 349 NEW WESTMINSTER, B. C.

When writing 1o Advertisers please mrstion Magto-Man Magazine
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BRITISH COLUMBIA, ALASKA AND THE NORTHWEST

Okanagan Lake Orchard Lands

14 miles south of Vernon,

schonlsy churches,

Daily mail and transportation facilides;
H) acre Farms here, Cleared, Fenced and

Planted ar $325.00 per Acre.

Resident Manager and Foreman to

give vou the benefit of their knowledge. Write for our descriptive booklet,

British American Trust Company, Limited

Cotton Building 53 i

91 Vancouver, B. C.

(OLUMBIA
FIRE INSURANCE
COMPANY

LIMITED

BEAD OFRICE -
541 Hastings St. West, Vancouver, Can.

Authotized Caplial, - $500,000.00
Subscritied Capital, . 258,700.00
SURPLUS 10 POLICY HOLDERS, 268,981.81

fhive s ey

B Paonisieng
LE AN Ven Prosicdeat
LMt F R soopmiars

iy cDiitely ey

srtbati Wity G fund flity -

Ageris Wanind in Unrepresonted Districis
iineral Commisnions

A Safe Field for the

Conservative Investor
VANCOUVER, B.C.

. Fopulation doubling every 4 years,
€. Ty Western Seapost of the Domi-
- ylon of Canada

AL The Termind of 3 trauscontinentud
Fatdwnrs,

€ We aet ax Agents aud Attornevs
for clients wishing te invest, :
€. Firati Mmi;;.agw-«»;xlmnlutcly safee-r
sielding 607 to 7% pey annu,

€ Vorchasing Agrecutents of Sale,
Toguity dy ot < payments 01 pri-
perty soldy making 10% 10 129,

G Real fistate value steadily jnerens-
in Thiak of vair oppertunity here,
whan vou reative the present value of
provperty y Liverpoal and New York,

B s Sor onr Fron Sockiet 52 Inpastmengs

H.T. DEVINE CO. Limited
437 Seymour Street Vaneouver, B.C.
BeDwrens e Mavas gawg

TUANADA
Fooamt Kol Mrvans b

Vaneusyy, RO,

i ——————
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THE INTERNATIONAL
FINANCIERS, LIMITED

ESTATES DEALERS IN
MANAGED
- REAL ESTATE, TIMBER and MINES
CO?.E:@?ED € We have a large clientele thiroughiout the Dominion of Canasda

and the Unitesd Statex of America, €, Investunents nuvde for out-

- side clients. €, Before investing write us,
AGREEMENTS
BOUGHT REFERENCES: THY BANK OF VANCOUVER
MONEY SUITE 30, 31, 32 EXCHANGE BUILDING

LOANED 142 HASTINGS ST. W. VANCOUVER, B.C.

HIGH-CLASS FARM LANDS AND RANCHES A SPECIALTY

Pt ——

WATCH NORTH VANCOUVER|

N OW that the bridpe across the inlet to Vancouver is assured, all

property, especially in vicinity of the Impenial Car Company’s
immense plant, must advance soon.  Lots, from 8350 to £1000, on
casy payments, can be had now. Buy before you are too late, these
will dauble in a few months, €1, \Write for full particulars ta

Georgia Real Estate Co. 54 Georgia St., Vancouver

SRR g 11¢ 1 M S LT IR et

F. E. RAND e memes || North Vancouver
: is to VANUOUVER what

REAL ESTATE, FINANCIAL AND BIRKENHEAD is to LIVERPOOL i

INSURANCE AGENT BROOKLYN to NEW YORK

tinmenites can be secvred now (oe $IB0 and upwards

Suburban and Farm Lands a Specialiy v O e o oot 15
D. MACLURG 340 Pender S5t W,
532 GRANVILLE STREET VANCOUVER, 8.C. ke ikl

When writing lo Advectisens pleane mestion Man-to-Man Magazine
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Mahon, McFarland & Procter

Limited

Real Estate

“ Mortgage Loans
Estates Managed

Insurance

Vancouver, B.C.

{ 543 Pender Street -

YORKSHIRE GUARANTEE &

SEGURITIES CORPORATION
LINITED

MORTGAGE LOANS, INSURANCE, REAL
ESTATE AND GENERAL FINANCIAL
AGENTS

W abss manage Hadates amtaed as Trustovs,
FExemators, Rental Aponts, s

R. KERR HOULGATE, Manager
440 Seymour Street Vancsuver, B.C.
PHONES $188 and 6183

r—_‘—‘_—'—-‘_—
| 509 More Income

€. A net income of 7 per cent. per
year is paid on the preference stock
of the Prudental lovestmem Coo,
Tad, This s about 54 per cent.
more than an equally secure invest-
ment in bank stocks or other Faste
ern securties will carn,

. The Company has paid large
dividends since its inception, and

o———

o ———————

When writing 1o Adeertivers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine

the price of the ordipary stock
stands st S1ov per share,  For the
present the preference stock may be
purchased at par, 3100 on  very
tavorable terms,

Address: Dept. A

NATIONAL FINANCE COMPANY, Limited
FISCAL AGENTS
Nead Gffice: VANCOUVER, B. €.
Trancly Offices: New WesOnduster, B, . Calgary,

AMn, o Rexing, Kk, Winniper, Man.: Toronlo,
Out ; Ottawa, Ut BE Jolin, N Halifax, NJB

Picovarmessereners
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per Acre the balance in per Acre
CASH 5 yearly payments = CASH

These are our terms for Fort George Farm Lands, and remember, our linds are
the pick of the district.  Experts who have travelled all over the country in 1he
vicinity of Fort George say that we have the best in that region.  The sail is rich
brown foam with @ elay sub-soil.  There being sufficient rain for all crops threughour
the growing season, you are not obliged te pay enormous royalties for irrigation
privileges.  The climate j& delightful.  No prolenged periods of excessive heat or
cold, no destructive wind storms.

The Grand Teunk Pacific Railway will open up this district, and bring in
thousands of settlers,

I you cannot spare the time to go and see the land this year our re-sclection
clause pives you two years in which to cxamine your purchase. That's fair, isa't it?
i For further particulars write and we will sead you booklets containing illustra-

tions and statistics of the district and its opportunities, or if convenient come to our
ofhee sod let us talk it over with you.

I North Coast Land Company, Limited

London office: General offices:
6 Old Jewry 410-11-12 Winch Building,
Paid-up Capital, $700.000.00 Vancouver, B. C.

arsanrrerrasome—— T ———

LAND GENERAL SECURITIES €0,

LIMITRED

150,000 acres, Caribou District, Bankers and Brokers
86,0000 avres, (oninecs District,
0,000 seres, Carfboo Disteict. Head Office: Vancouver, B. C.
7,050 seres, Powell Lake, 909 wiles from - .
Vancouver, Capitel  Authorized, $3U0.GG0
16,000 acres, Rupert District, Vancowver ARCHIBALY VoR K, g, Prosedent "
{sland. K€ lovin, O B i Viee e
9 - H Rombgy MacKenvurw, Mobe . Ind Vice Pres,
For turthee particaiacy s 1o priee, apply \.f o JAMNS,‘]’,'&\;N A i t‘lirc(}m
CROFI' & ASHBY ¥ Winch Bidg,, YANCOUVER BoGan, HaNst o, Netary Public, secty - oms

A General Trust and Losn Business

Transacted
- Sovks, Honde, Delonlures, Mortpes
Bevaﬂ, GOfe & EllOt ARTECICUL FOr Nl Pusihascd
Limited MONEY IO LOAN ON PFIRST MokToaces |
WMewbers Vineowseer, Vietorin and Seambane shck ” -
Hxehanves

GENERAL AGENTS
Investment Brokers Weatern Union Fire Insurance Company

Stocks and Bonds, Mortgages, Real
Estate, etc,

REAL ESTATE DEPARTMENT
NERWART M. Rk, Mauwor
A sebeet et of investownt propertics
503 Uender Srevat 122 Gon croment Street Erait Lands  Thader Linils

Vasewwver, §.G, Vicwria, B.C. ; 441 Richards St. Phone 3383

—

When wiling te Aderttisees please mention Man-to-Man Magarine
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READ THIS CAREFULLY

90 acres, of which 63 acres are well improved. Good
P MEA sevenroomed house and bamn, newly built,  Orchard
coming into bearing.  The Western Canada Power

Company’s Hne runs through property. Right at
C. P. R, station,

PITT MEADOQWS cr Commie Pover Company's ne. - Cloe 0 i

Aeadows station.  Well improved property.

Abave properties are naw being quoted at farm
prices, and in view of the great industrial develop-
ment iy this district they must increase in value very
materially in the near future, '

KAMLOOPS ot bt o o

Half of this property is level
and the other halt rolling.  Abundance of water,
Mixed farming s carried oo here, and at present
some 350 rtons of hay are raised. There are 140
head of cattle, 25 horses and 21 sheep, and small
stuck.  The whole place is fenced, and there are
between 300 and 600 acres of leased land attached
to this property which costs next to nothing per
annum. A rare chance, and the price is right,

I_ You acres on Langley prairie, within three miles of
two stations an the B. C. Flectric Railway, at the
—————— sstremely low price of $63.00 per acre, and on easy

terng, (o0, See us about this at once,

The Vancouver Trust Company Ltd.

i AGENTS FOR OWNERS

614 Pender St. West - Vancouver, B.C.

When writing to AdverGsurs please mention Mando-Man Magatine
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FORMERLY WESTWARD HO!

This Magazine, beginning with the February Number, will be known as

‘(e British Columbia
Magazine
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Tell Them You Want The

LECKIE
SHOE

Always for sale where Good
Shoes are sold

Q. The Best Styles for the best rade. We
have studied the demands of the people.

€. Our shoes for street and evening wear are
the newest in shoe tailoring—if you want
the latest in footwear ask for the LECKIE
SHOE.

@, An up-to-date shoe should cost no more
than an inferior brand; it's just in knowing
what you want and getting it.

€, Ask your dealer for Leckie's latest cre-
ations in strect and evening shoes; they
will surprise you by their excellent ap-
pearance and correctness in every detail,

Onr *“Scal of Quality ™’
Guarantees Satisfaction or
Your Money Back

J. Leckie Co.

Limited
Vancouver : Canada

When \rritin; 20 Advartidars ploase hentiom Blisfoe Man Magaaine
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Doors of Daring

By Henry Van Dyke

The mountains that enfold the vale
With walls of granite, steep and high,
Invite the fearless foot to scale
Their stairway toward the sky.

The restless, deep, dividing sea

That flows and foams from shore to shore,
Calls to-its sunburned chivalry,

“Push out, set sail, explore!”

And all the bars at which we fret,
That seem to prison and control,
Are but the doors of daring, set
Ajar before the soul.

Say not, “Too poor,” but freely give;
Sigh not, “Too weak!” but boldly try.
You never can begin to live

Unless you dare to die.
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SIMON FRASER
A STRONG AND PICTORIAT, FIGURT ON THIE TAPESTRY OF CANADIAN HISTORY
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The Yale-Cariboo Wagon~Roac1

By E. O. S. Scholetield

DO not know that
there is anything in the

chronicles of the na-
I tions more fraught

with  human interest
than the listory of
those old roads which
have been the arteries
of communication between the populous
centres and their outlying districts. From
earliest times the history of the great high-
ways has been scarcely more or less than
the history of the great nations of the
world. Whether we take the roads of the
old Egyptians, or those of the Chinese, or
the monumental highways of the great
Roman empire, we find in the story of their
construction, in the history of the great
movements along them, in the everyday
life of the people who have travelled up
and down them, a panoramic picture of
those events which have made the history
of the days gone by.

Take the Appian Way—named by an
ancient writer with justifiable pride, “Re-
gina Viarum”—built, in part at least, by
old Claudius Cecus, censor of Rome in the
year 313 B. C.—the oldest and most famous
of all Roman roads. What scenes have
been enacted on that celebrated pavement

of hexagonal stone blocks! And could they
but speak, these same stone blocks might tell
us strange stories of things long since dead
and forgotten. In peace and war that
grand old road served the empire well.
How often has it echoed to the armed
tramp of the Roman legionaries, and how
often over it were carried patrician nobles
in their chariots, on one errand or another,
and how often over it have toiled the
plebes and slaves, and how often over some
part of it have marched erect and proud
barbarian prisoners for the triumphs of vic-
torious generals.  "The whole mighty life
of that haughty and opulent empire ebbed
and flowed over that pavement, butle with
such nicety by Claudius Caecus and those
who came after him.

Little wonder 1s it then that the story
of a great road possesses a fascination and
a charm scarcely less potent than the story
of such historic landmarks as the pyramids,
or the half-buried ruins of the ancient cities

of the New World.

EVOLUTION OF A HIGHWAY

But it is not of ancient roads that I would
write at the present time. In this bricf
article I am to set forth discursively and in
no apparent order a few facts, a few anec-
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dotes concerning, and something of the his-
tory of, that highway which is known to all
British Columbians as the Cariboo road. In
very truth our provincial “Regina Viarum,”
that old Cariboo road. It is inseparably
linked with the strange era of the gold-
seeker, and the glamor of the racy life of
the old days is about it all. The most in-
teresting part of it—the stretch from Yale
through the great canyons of the Fraser—
has these many years fallen into decay, but
still the portions of it that remain give
those of us who may be blessed with a love
of things historic and archaic a good idea
of the old road as it was in its palmy days.

We find generally that roads have been
built on the sites of yet older roads, and I
dare say that if we were to go into the
evolution of any great highway we should
find that it had commenced in a rude path,
which later by constant use had become a
recognized line of communication. Cow

CIHAT HIGHWAY KNOWN ‘1'0 ALL BRITISH
COLUMBIANS AS THE CARIBOO ROAD ™

paths, bridle paths, sheep tracks, and man
tracks have gradually assumed an impor-
tance until many, many years, it may be
centuries, after the first primitive man
marked them as easy lines of communication,
they have developed from stage to stage,
until all evidences of their humble origin
have been obliterated in the great national
highways. And, peculiar as it may seem
considering the extraordinary configuration
of the country through which it passes, the
Cariboo road is no exception to the rule.
Long, long before the advent of white
men to this region, long, long before gold
had been discovered, before the British and
Spaniards had visited our coasts, the natives
had used the Fraser river valley as a high-

Man-to-Man Magazine

way from the coast to the interior. In fact,
for so many generations has their rude path-
way existed that the memory of the native
runneth not to the contrarv. In these great
canyons, from over-hanging ledges and
rocks, the natives, with their hand-nets,
drew from the waters of the great river
their harvest of salmon,

SIMON TFRASER

It is to Simon Fraser that we are indebted
for the earliest account of the Indian high-

way through the canyons of the great river
which bears the name of that indefatigable
Nor’'wester. In his journal of 1808, as pub-
lished by L. R. Masson in “Les Bourgeois
de la Compagnie du Nord-Ouest,” speak-
ing of this region Simon Fraser observes:
“As for the road by land, we could
scarcely make our way even with only our
guns. I have been for a long period among
the Rocky Mountains, but have never seen
anything like this country. It is so wild
that I cannot find words to describe the
situation at times. We had to pass where
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no human being should venture; yet in
these places there is a regular footpath im-
pressed, or rather indented, upon the very
rocks by frequent travel.”

And then again the fur-trader remarks
on his homeward journey:

“We had to pass many difhicult rocks,
defiles, precipices, through which there
was a kind of beaten path practised by the
natives, and made possible by means of
scaffolds, bridges and ladders, so peculiarly
constructed that it required no small de-
gree of necessity, dexterity and courage in
strangers to undertake.

T8 A . .

For instance, we had to ascend preci-
pices by means of ladders composed of two
long poles placed upright with sticks tied

crossways with twigs; upon the end of
these others were placed, and so on to any
height; add to this, that the ladders were
often so slack that the smallest breeze put
them in motion, swinging them against the
rocks, while the steps leading from scaffold
to scaffold were often so narrow and ir-
regular that they could scarcely be traced
by the feet without the greatest care and
circumspection; but the most perilous part
was when another rock projected over the

one we were clearing. The Indians cer-
tainly deserve our grateful remembrance
for their able assistance through this alarm-
ing situation.  The descents were, if pos-
sible, still more difficult; in these places we

.were under the necessity of trusting our

things to the Indians; even our guns were
handed from one to another. Yet they
thought nothing of it; they went up and
down these wild places with the same

agility as sailors do on board a ship.”

So much for the prototype of the first
portion of the Yale-Cariboo wagon-road.
From time immemorial the natives had used

TCLINGS TO THE VERY BRINK

OF PRECIPICES ™

their primitive highway along the precipi-
tous and rugged banks of the Fraser river.
Then came the fur-traders under Simon
IFraser, and after them the gold-seckers
who toiled in the footsteps of their Indian
precursors, In after yvears qualified engineers
could do no better than follow in the foot-
steps of the primitive red men when the time
came for the construction of a road through
the canyons. In later years again, the sur-
veyors  and  railroad engineers  of  the
Dominion Government and the Canadian
Pacific Railway Company could find no
better route for Canada’s first transconti-
nental line than that followed by the wagon-
road builders of an carlier decade.

Here we have the evolution of a high-
way—firstly, the rude and precipitous path-
way of the Indians; then the rough trail
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of the gold-seekers; after that the broad
wagon-road ; and lastly, the steel railway.
The first has long ceased to exist, and of
the third a crumbling ruin alone remains
which may be viewed from the windows of
the luxurious observation cars of the Cana-
dian Pacific Railway Company. Yet,
crumbling though it is, that road speaks elo-
quently of the worth of its builders, for it
is almost marvellous that they should have
been able to hew, in places out of solid walls
of rock, an eighteen-foot carriage-way.
Stretches of the historic highway still cling
to the very brink of precipices, bearing mute
testimony to the engineering skill and dar-
ing of those who designed and built the
road.
SIR JAMES DOUGLAS, THE GREAT ROAD
BUILDER

Of the building of the Yale-Cariboo
wagon-road we may observe that it was Sir
James Douglas, the second colonial gover-
nor of the colony of Vancouver Island, but
the first governor of the crown colony of
British Columbia, who, if he did not actual-
ly conceive the project, carried it into effect
with that force and energy which charac-
terized all of his larger administrative acts.
Wi ith the discovery of gold in Cariboo and
the flocking to the rich diggings there of
thousands of miners, it became apparent
that a line of communication had to be
opened between the head of navigation on

THE OFFICKE OF

the Fraser and the most convenient point
in the newly discovered mining district.
During the early days of the gold rush the
argonauts either forced their way in boats
against the awful tide of the Fraser, or they
toiled in hardship and suffering along the
steep and rugged banks of that stream un-
til they reached the far interior of the
colony. Quite early in the day the Har-
rison-Lillooet road was constructed, which,
it was thought, would obviate the necessity
of following the devious and perilous tracks
and trails through the Fraser canyons. The
Lillooet route, however, from its inception
was never popular with the miners, chiefly,
I believe, because of the delay occasioned
by the steamers on the Lillooet, Anderson
and Seton lakes. The practical failure of
the Douglas or Lillooet road made it in-
cumbent upon the governor of the young
colony to provide a more convenient route
to the gold mines.

““THE HIGH-TONED AND ELEGANT ROUTE
TO CARIBOO (VIA DOUGLAS AND
LILLOOET)”

In_speaking of the Douglas-Lillooet trail
I am reminded of an old “broadside,” dis-
tributed at the time of the gold excitement,
in which the allurements of that route are
set forth in terms forcible and expressive,
if not over-polite. The sarcastic title of
the poster is that given above. The cele-
brated Cranford case, which had attracted
wide attention, had just been heard before
| the Chief Justice of British Columbia, and
b the evidence adduced in court proved be-
® yvond the shadow of a doubt that the

2,

THE B. C. EXPRESS COMPANY AT YALRE
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Harrison route was not, nor very well could
become, popular with the travelling public.
Witnesses asseverated that from twenty-five
to sixty days were consumed in packing
merchandise from one end of the trail to
the other. The Chief Justice himself, in
reviewing the evidence, stated to the jury
that “forty days” was a reasonable time to
allow for the transport of goods from
Douglas to Lillooet. All of which raised
the ire of the author or authors of the said
broadside, who eased himself or themselves
in the manner following:

“Travellers are assured that they can get
through from Douglas to the Lillooet in
from twenty to forty days, and at a cost of
$150, so if you are determined and will be
humbugged the fault is your own. To pre-
vent your straying from the ‘high-toned and
elegant route,’ read the following directions:

“Take a splendid steamer at New West-
minster for Harrison river. There hire
elegant Indian canoes to pole you over the
rapids, or walk along the pebbly shore,
wade four sloughs and swim one small river
to reach a high-toned propeller which runs
at the speed of two miles per hour (wind
permitting). No close confined cabins on
board, but pure, wholesome air on deck,
with the privilege of sticking your nose in
the cook’s galley to warm it without extra
charge. Twenty-five hours will take you
to the mouth of the Douglas slough, where
she connccts with capacious canoes, fare
$2.00 to the edge of the ice near Douglas
rancheries (smallpox there, but don’t hurt
white men, only kills Indians), then foot
it to Douglas. Foot it again to 29-mile
house over foot of snow. The little lake
being frozen over, walk round it to Lillooet

lake, scenery delightful. Then catch another
elegant and high-toned steamer if you can;
it you can’t, wait a day or two—meals only
$1.00. When the steamer ‘toots her horn’
vet aboard and rest yourself on the open
deck for four hours; weather moist, or air
keen,  Reach  Pemberton; good meals
there for $1.00 each, beds 50 cents, crawlers
gratis (smallpox blankets carcfully washed),
Rest there a day and foot it again for 24
miles to Anderson lake; catch a stcamer
again if you can; rest again on the open
deck going over the lake; foot it again for
1V miles, or take a ride on the railroad
car (?) to Lake Seaton; catch another
splendid steamer, if she is in repair, for
Port Scaton; foot it again 3. miles to
Lillooet; rest there three or four days (the
smallpox is played out, Indians all killed) ;
then swim your horse across the Fraser Gif
the ice permits) to Parsonville;  then run
him up Pavilion mountain to help circula-
tion. Take this route by all means and
shun the Yale and Lytion road—it is a hum-
bug. There are no delays on that route, no
portages, no extortion, no sloughs to wade
or crecks to swim, no combination to case
you of vour moncy before you get fairly
started for Cariboo.  This information
costs you nothing—see that you are wise
and profit by it.

“When you arrive at Westminster do
not nibble at the Douglas bait of one and
two dollars fare; if you do you are sure
to be hooked, and will have to pay very
dear for your gullibility. Tt is only the
catch of a humbug.

“Be certain that you take passage on

‘steamers going direct to Fort Yale, other-

wise you will be ‘taken in’. by Douglas
7
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steamers and set down at Harrison river
to get ahead the best vou can, and be
laughed at into the bargain.”

That should have finished the Douglas-
Lillooet route.

In several of his despatches of the year
1861, Douglas alluded to the desirability
of improving the line of communication to
the mines. Under date of October 24th,
1861, he observes to the Duke of Newecastle,
then Secretary of State for the Colonies:

“T'he information which 1 have thus
laid before yvour Grace leaves no room
for doubt as to the vast auriferous wealth
and extraordinary productive capacity of
British Columbia; and with scarcely less
probability it may be assumed as a natural
consequence resulting from the marvel-
lous discoveries at Cariboo that there will
be a rush thither and an enormous in-
crease of population in the spring. To
provide for the wants of that popula-
tion becomes one of the paramount dutics
of Government. I, therefore, propose
te push on rapidly with the formation
of roads during the coming winter in
order to have the great thoroughfare
leading to the remotest mines, now up-

s

wards of five hundred miles from the sea-
coast, so improved as to render travel easy,
and to reduce the cost of transport, thereby
securing the whole trade of the colony for
Fraser’s river and defeating all attempts at
competition from Oregon.”

The Governor then naively goes on to
say:

“A CRUMBLING RUIN AJLONE REMAINS®Y
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“The only insuperable difficulty I ex-
perience is want of funds; the revenue of
the colony will doubtless in the course of
the year furnish the means, but cannot sup-
ply the funds that are immediately wanted
to carry on these works.” And then he
adds: “I have under these circumstances
come to the resolution of meeting the con-
tingency and raising the necessary funds
by effecting a loan of £15,000 or £20,000
in this country, which will probably be a
suficient sum to meet the demands of the
treasury on account of these works, until
I receive the loan which your Grace gave

me hopes of effecting for the colonies in
England.”

SURVEY OF ROUTE

In 1861 the route between Yale and
Lytton through the canyons was carefully
examined, and foremost in this work of sur-
veying, as in all the big undertakings of
that day, were the Royal Engineers, a com-
pany of which arm of the service had been
despatched to the newly formed crown
colony of British Columbia in 1858 by Sir
Edward Bulwer Lytton. In the same year
the site of the suspension bridge was select-
ed. The structure itself was erected in
1863 by the late Sir Joseph W. Trutch,
the report of the surveying party having
made it clear that the construction of a
wagon-road, though an undertaking of stu-
pendous magnitude, would not be impossi-
ble of accomplishment.

In May of the following year (1862)
Captain Grant with a small force of sap-
pers proceeded to Yale and commenced the
construction of the great road which was
destined to play so large and important a
part in the history of our province. Before
the end of the year the party had literally
quarried thetr way to a point some distance
beyond Yale, showing as a result of their
scason’s work six miles of splendid road-
way eighteen feet wide.

I cannot enter fully into the history of
the construction of the road, interesting as
that story 1s, as to do so would involve the
writing of a booklet, not merely an article.

I may briefly quote fram His Honor Judge
Howay’s able exposition of the work of the
Roval Engineers that “the portion of the
Cariboo wagon-road from the six-mile post
to Chapman’s Bar (suspension bridge) was

built by Thomas Spence in 1862; from
Chapman’s Bar to Boston Bar by Joseph
W. Trutch in 1863; from Boston Bar
to Lytton by Spence and Langvoidt in
1862; from Lytton to Spence’s Bridge the
contract was held by Moberly and Oppen-
heimer in 1862-3.”
COMPLETION OF ROAD

Of the trials of the road-builders, of the
difficulties they encountered, and their final
triumph, I cannot now speak, but I may
mention particularly that the work of the
Royal Engineers was grandly executed, and
those who held contracts also nobly bore
their part. The story of the difficulties ex-
perienced by Moberly and Oppenheimer
alone is more than interesting. That firm,
or company, organized especially for the
purpose of building the portion of the road
mentioned, failed hopelessly, and the work
was eventually taken over by the Govern-
ment. The enormous expense of the under-
taking seemed at times to be almost beyond
the resources of the infant colony; but
all difficulties were in the end happily sur-
mounted, and in the year 1863 there stretch-
ed from Yale to Alexandria a magnificent
highway affording a comparatively easy and
direct route to the gold diggings of the
interior.

THE MAN OF THE HOUR

We now come to another phase of the
history of the Yale-Cariboo road.

No sooner had the road been constructed
than it became necessary to provide for the
transport of passengers and freight along it.
The coaching days of British Columbia
were to commence in earnest.

The need of the hour produced the man,
and Mr. F. J. Barnard, one of the pioneer
expressmen of the province, came forward
and organized a stage line for the Cariboo
road. In looking over a file of the Daily
Chronicle of 1864 the other day I ran across
in the issue of Tuesday morning, March
15th of the year mentioned, an old adver-
tisement which, no doubt, will be remem-
bered by many pioneer British Columbians.
I do not apologize for repeating it in full
because it is of some interest even at this
day. It runs as follows:

Express, Freight,
and
Passenger Line Stages.
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The undersigned respectfully an-
nounces that he is about to place a
regular line of

Passenger Stages
between
Yale and Lillooet
and
Alexandria
until the steamer Enterprise shall com-
mence her regular trips between
Soda Creek and Quesnelle City
when the stages will connect with her
at her lower landing.
The first coach will leave
Yale for Alexandria
on Monday, the 21st instant,
connecting at Clinton with those from
Lillooet,

Full particulars of the time of ar-
rival and departure of these coaches
will be published as soon as arrange-
ments are completed, and every effort
will be made to render the connection
between the upper and lower river
steamers as perfect as possible.

F. J. Barnard.
Yale, B.C., March 10th, 1864.

F. J. BARNARD

No history of the Cariboo express would
be complete without an extended reference
to Mrv. . J. Barnard, the indefatigable
promoter of the British Columbia Express
Company. Indeed, the story of that com-
pany is the story of the lifeswork of its
founder. A founder, vigorous man, men-
tally and bodily, he left an indelible im-
press upon the history of the Province. He
had the Napoleonic alertness and knack in
recognizing ability in others and in swaving
men, and making them unswervingly loval
to his mterests.  He had also a Kitchener’s
vast faculty for organization.

He could speak  cloquently  and write
trenchantly, and these qualifications served
him well in his political carcer.  Always
an ardent believer in confederation, with
the Honourable John Robson, the Honour-
able Hugh Nelson, and Doctor Carrall,
he fought strenuously on the stump and in
the Legislature for a union with Canada.
Upon this great question he did not a little
to mould public opinion on the Mainland.
A strong man indeed, and like all strong
men he made many fast friends and not a
few Dbitter enemies.  He was undoubtedly
a power in the land.,

(ro BE CONCLUDED NEXNT MONTI)
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The British Columbia Logger

In His Shirt

I' yvou want to see how

logging 15 done in

o British Columbia vou

I needn’t go more than

a day’s travel from

Vancouver,” said a

man of lumber to

me. So I went up

to the Squamish with another man and we
found that he was right.

[t rained every day that week, but we
found that coast loggers do not mind the
rain any more than musk-rats.

In Eastern Canada men log yet the way
their fathers logged, by the hard but clean
work of strong men and strong horses.
Here on the Pacific coast they drag en-
gines and gear of steel into the squaw-
colored forest and put them to work.
When an eastern lumber-jack or shantyman
comes here to work in the woods he finds
he has to learn all over again. But the

work s casier and the wages are higher,
and conditions are  very much  berter,
Working  hours are shorter, meals are
better, and there is less heat in summer and
cold in winter.  There s no “horsing” at
logs with a “hook’; the logs here are too
big for that.  There is very hittle “hard
tuggin’ ' in the British Columbia lumber
woods,

From where the Squamish river runs in-
to Howe Sound we travelled in a wagon
along a road that follows the river through
a forest that scemed to be melting away in
streams of water.  The rain had shaded
down the daylight and the Squamish forest
was all one depth of gray with foggy figures
of trees on it like a photograph very much
out of focus.

We passed the pleasant village of Brack-
endale, quict under the rain; we passed the
hop-fields  of the valley and  scattering

13
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shacks of Squamish Indians, through whose
reservation the road runs,

As the drudging horses put the miles be-
hind them the road bent from the bottom
tand ot the river and s alders and poplars
into fine big merchantable timber. Douglas
spruce and balsam e, hemlock and cedar
lifted girthy columns into the  rain-mist.
The dark brute mountains that wall the
valley closed in to give the scene bigeer
phvsique by their neighborhoad.

i

We came in the course of adventure to
a clearmg in the woods where two little
slopping rivers, the Cheakamons and  the
Cheeki, met with low roar, and saw the
low and spreading shacks of Yapp’s camp
lving in the gray drain of the rain like a
water-color drawing still wet.

Mr. Stafford, foreman of Yapp's camp,
is . man who has left the stubble of many
a harvested forest on many a hillside and
m many a valley in Oregon, Washington
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and British Columbia. He began to log in
Quebec a long time ago, and at his age
most men are bleared and shrivelled, but he
is still at work. Mr. MacFarlane, scaler
and timekeeper of this Squamish camp, is
full of true tales of the Ottawa. Many a
winter he has put in back there, and many a
summer he has seen on the Ottawa and the
Gatineau. Both these men were brought
up in the traditions of lumbering.

All around their camp is the deep torest,
broken by slashings thick with the stubble
these reapers have left, giant stumps stand-
ing amidst a green ruin of tops, limbs, and
young spruce and cedar crushed down by
the big trees when they crashed to earth.

The next morning when the big-framed
slouching-backed loggers stamped out of the
bunk-house door in their “corked” boots and
their flannel shirts we followed them to
work, up a trail from the camp, down an
old skid-road, into the gloom of the ancient
forest.

T'wo big fallers stalk down a brown-
shadowed aisle, chewing tobacco and talk-
ing about that part of Vancouver where
the plaster is broken off and you can see
the naked lathing beneath, They carry
double-bitt axes with straight handles like
the battle tools of the knighty days (in these
woods they have abolished the single-bitt
axe with the pole handle around which so
many forest associations hang) a fifteen-foot
cross-cut saw and two spring boards.

The mighty bulk of the giant fir in the
butt of which they cut stepping notches for
their chopping boards, makes these two
beamy hairy-handed loggers, two hundred
pounds apiece and a good fathom each in
their high-heeled boots look like pygmies.
The butt of the monster looks fifteen feet
in circumference and its broken-ridged bark
looks ten inches thick. The obelisk of its
trunk seems to be over one hundred feet
in air. A tangle of alder grows man-high
around its massive foundation.

But Tacoma Jack and Montreal the
careless fallers, are not awed by this. They
merely bite off fresh chews of black plug
and mount their chopping boards, spit on
their big palms (Montreal, the bunk-house
says, can hold a pound of loose tea in one
open hand) and Tacoma, the one with the
slits in his hat with matches shoved through
them, takes a nick from the red-brown bark.

Then with a steady rhyme they swing their
bright blades for half an hour, making their
under cut, and the knocking of their axes
travels far through the forest. Skilfully
they chop the great notch, three feet deep,
so that the tree will fall where they want
it to, for it is the undercut that governs the
fall of the tree. Then they lay aside their
axes, shifting their chopping boards to the
other side of the tree, and take up the long,
lean saw. With a snarl it bites into the
corrugated bark, and swaying and rocking
their slouching shoulders, Tacoma and
Montreal pull the long blade back and
forth, pausing only to throw a few drops of
coal oil on the steel to free it from pitch.
They have struck their boot-corks into the
spring boards and their loose-muscled bodies
are full of rude grace but they don’t know
it. The high-keyed song of the saw shrills
through the green silence like an eldritch
chanty of screeching forest witches.

Now the fallers, yellow with saw dust,
have rasped their way through four feet of
solid white wood and they withdraw the
hot saw. The mighty column still stands
solid on its great base and gives no sign
of grinding, rending, tearing, splintering
the fall of this giant after his hundreds of
years of life, seems a tragedy. The fallers
place wedges in the saw-kerf and drive them
in with furious strokes of a sledge.

Just as the last sledge blows ring through
the woods, we jump with surprise and back
away, and the fallers leap from their chop-
ping boards, shouting their long, hoarse,
warning yell, as a sharp snapping, like rifle
explosions, startles the nerves, fierce smash-
ing bangs. A shiver thrills through the
colossus, his first sign of distress. Then
there shatters through the woods a storm
of grinding, rending, tearing, splintering

noises. The titan rocks slowly and with
stately majesty and dignity at first. Now
he leans like a huge wrecked tower. Now

he falls fast, sweeping through the air,
smashing down other trees in a snarl of
wreckage, striking the earth with a great
explosion of sound. Earth and woods
tremble as with an earthquake, and the
enormous fir lies in his bed, like a sidewalk
through the forest. The buckers, with their -
saws, are already on the ground to cut
the giant into twenty and thirty-foot logs
which may yield eight thousand feet of -
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“THE LOGS AR TOO BIG FOR THAT ™

lumber. While we stand regarding it, other
forest titans fall with earth-shaking crashes.

A quarter of a mile away we hear the
“varder” whistling. There, in a little clear-
ing, a hole in the woods at the end of the
main skid-road, she sits, in the pride of her
strength, grinding her black teeth as she
drags the great logs in to the road.  She s
a big donkey engine, scated on a huge sled
of square timbers.  Near her a busy little
world of men are sweating in the small
rain.  Within the circle of her haul-back
fine, a steel wire cable, running through
blocks hung on trees, are scattered many
logs of vesterday’s bucking.  The “swam-
pers”’ are knotting and limbing the logs,
and clearing away the snarl of tops and
limbs  from around them.  The busy
“sniper’” s bevelling off the ends of the logs,
the “barker” 1s stripping, or “rossing” the
bark from the “riding” side, the “rigging-
shinger™ is ficting “chokers,” short bridles of
wire rope, around their ends.  Watch the
main varding line. 1t has a “bull-hook”
on the end of its “tag-line,” its swivelled
tail.  The main line unwinds from onc of
the drums of the “varder” donkey. The
“haul-back” line drags it to where 1t 1s
wanted. The bull-hook is hooked into the
“choker’s” hook. The signal-man pulls the
signal wire, . which runs through thimbles
hung on trees round the “yvard.”” and is at-

111 :

tached to the “yvarder’s” whistle valve. "'he
“varder” begins to wind in its main-line,
growling and rattling.  "The log plunges
along, rooting through the ground, tearing
up the undergrowth, bumping over other
logs, spreading  devastation  among  the
shrubs in its path, smashing its way along,
butting into stumps, wrecking small trees,
pulled by the fierce power of the “yarder.”
Near the “varder” the “bull-block,” a giant
block, s shackled to a tree. "The main-line
runs through the “bull-block” which gives
it a straight lead to the drum of the donkey.
The log reaches this, the “hook-tender”
swiftly unhooks it, pulls the hook through
the block and hooks it again into the “choker”
hook. 5o the log rveaches the mam skid-
road, 1s butted by the “chaser™ into its place
n the “turn,” a long line of logs which
the “dog-up” man is couplmg together by
bridles with “grabs,” or “dogs,” on them.
He cuts a notch in the end of cach log
and sledges the “grabs™ in. The “grabs”
are big steel talons,  Fifteen or more logs
make a “turn.” The “pig,”” a canoe-shaped
dug-out craft, is coupled to the tail of the
“turn.”  The “pig-man,” the conductor of
the “turn,” steps into the “pig,”” and the
signal to  haul s given to the “swing
donkey.”  The “swing” is a helper to the
“roader.”  On account of the length of Mr.
Stafford’s skid-road, over one and one-third

17
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mile, the “swing” is necessary to deliver
the “turns” to the “roader.” It is set half

way between the “yarder” and the
“roader.”

“Jump into the pig,” says Mr. Stafford,
“and ride down to the landing.” I boarded
the “pig,” which was sliding and bumping
over the crosswise logs of the skid-road.
This main skid-road is a long trough of logs
laid across a well-engineered roadway
through the woods. Slipping and rubbing
and chafing, sometimes slewing around
curves, and smoking with the friction of
their under sides, the long line of logs wrig-
gles along like a jointed worm through the
forest, past the ‘“swing”’ donkey, over

trestle bridges, and under the bridge across
the Squamish valley wagon-road. Here the
skid-road proper ends and a “fore-and-
after” takes its place. A “fore-and-after”
is made of boom timber, laid endwise.

Suddenly, around a curve, the big
“roader,” squatting under its shed, and the
“landing” come in sight. The “landing”
is a big skeleton platform which receives
the logs as they come down the skid-road
from the “yard.” Here is the terminal of
the Howe Sound, Pemberton valley and
Northern railway. Here the logs are
measured and loaded on trucks and here is
Mr. MacFarlane with his long log-rule.




Tlle Magic Canyon

O U can’t spin fairy
tales in the Capilano
at this time of the
Y year. The great can-

yon looks at you

with a look of iron.

The winter wind

is scything through

the vast tube of the canyon; the fog is cold
as wet cloths.

Not long since the canyon walls were
frescoed with autumn color, and every-
where in the mountain forest were great
church windows. Now the lights have
gone out among the hills, and there is no-
thing to accent the sober dark-greens and
sepias.

We took some tanned liquor as a pro-
phylactic at the hotel, and inched along
the wooden flume of ticklish balance into
the chasm that gulfs down hundreds of
feet to where the river, carded by little
rock teeth into suds, cataracts below. We
saw the second canyon from this rickety
flume, which sticks to the side of the gorge
like a wisp of mist to the wing of an
equinox.

The sccond canyon is the nave of the
-great roofless cathedral of the Capilano, if
such a thing may be said. Its rough-
hewn architecture is of a vast Doric order.
I'he bed of the little river which chafes the
canyon’s doorsills, hidden in a green abyss
of beaubocage, is its crypt. Oriels and
vestries it has in niches, screened by leaf-
age, in its mighty walls; for incense smoke
it has the little mist clouds that catch in its
tree limbs like kites. But instead of priests
you look for the old outdoors gods, and the
orily acolvtes a much-inventing imagination
would expect to see are mountain kobolds
and forest trolls.

The canyon has the majesty that big,
simple masses of form givee. No man
could find words to tell of the silence that
lives in the vast gash, pressing upon you
like a weight of dark waters. The soft
music of the river only accents this silence.

The great cliffs rose above us like castle
walls, corniced, turreted, bartizaned, bas-
tioned, and we crept, feeling very small,
along the frail and precarious footway. In
majesty and grimness the mighty walls
lifted above us to roofless space. The
severity of the color enhanced the grandeur
of the canyon. In mountain ranges of far
greater physique there are no canyons like
this. Its walls of perpendicular rock are

“THE LITTLYE RIVER WHICH CHAFES THE
CANYON'S DOORSIILS
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sheer enough to make you dizzy, and when
you enter it you leave sunlight behind. In-
stead a sky deep with light sends down a
strange greenish radiance, an unearthly il-
lumination. It is the kind of light that
makes people look very old.

The obvious dangers of the flume gave
to our exploration a tang of adventure. A
false step would plunge an explorer down
to death on the broken rocks below. The
black and dripping plumes of the firs hung
in our way. The planks were wet and
slippery with the rain, and in places broken
or missing. Heavy shadows shaded the
canvon’s greens and greys and browns into
one noteless tone, though in the world
above 1t was still full day. It was time
to go, and we turned back, just as the
afternoon began to pour with rain. [t
was then that we began to feel the true
character of the canyon, its austerity and
its aloofness. The shadows, deepened by

the veils of the rain, were darkening, and
the flume was a grey glimmer. The nar-
row planks held up by their slender stilts
seemed narrower. The imposing walls
seemed to contract, and the dim sky strip
overhead became a grey tape. The great
crevasse grew deeper as the shadows filled
it. The huge cliffs bulked enormous in
the half-light, and their dreadful summits
beetled above us. To say that it was pro-
foundly impressive has a trifling sound; it
was more than that. The great canyon
began to give up some of its mystery and
magic 1n the strangeness of the dark gult
between its rugged walls.

When we clambered to the little sus-
pension bridge which hangs from a pair
of cables across the canyon, I think we
felt relieved. I will confess that fear took
hold on me from head to foot in that
romantic place, and I was glad to be out
of it.




Father OqBoyle and
His Cure for

Homesicl{ness

EHIND the lum-
ber yards of the Fra-
ser Lumber Company
at New Westminster,

where, representing
wealth greater than

the treasures of kings

or the assets of banks,
between thirty and thirty-five million feet
of lumber is piled, a geometrical village
chimbs the hill.  When I saw it first most
of its houses were on blue prints and only
a few on carth, but someone had laid it
out with a ruler, and they were going to
call it the model village. A couple of
months ago [ returned, to find hundreds
of the big children who are products of the
feudal paternalism of Quebec living there,
with all their gods of the hearth and the
chrome vellow prints of the good saints and
of the Holy Virgin.

[t was one afternoon of pleasant sunlight
and good airs last November that 1 wan-
dered among the vellow lumber piles and
great mill buildings filled with sunburnt
sound, the wild violining of the saws.

All round me sawdust rusted the ground,
i the air was the tang of the new-sawn
tumber and of the waste-burner’s smoke. [t
made  me  homesick—the deep  beating
music of the saws, the balsam breath of
the lumber, the color and atmosphere of
the mills—for I was brought up among
the lumber piles of an Ontario sawmill
town, and pine log and lumber and saw-
dust are bred in my blood. All except
the horizoning mountains, on whose slopes
the cloud shadows ran on light feet, was
associated in my mind with a far country

.

And to accent my
homesickness, a man near me suddenly be-
gan to sing a song of that far country.
He stood on a log in the river and pushed
at other logs with a pike-pole, and Alouette
was the song he sang.

that was home to me.

A-lou-ct-te, gentille d-lou-ct-te, A-lou-ci-te,
je t'y pleu-me rai;

It la tet’, A-lou-ctt’, ah!

It les yeux ef la tet’, A-low-ctt’ Ah!

he sang, and if my thoughts had not been
already far away, the familiar words and
the brisk tune would have sent them there.
[ saw in fancy the brown slipping Ottawa,
the mulls with their high refuse-burners and
their long smoke-stacks, and the little vil-
lages of white houses dominated by their
big churches.

I spoke to the singer in Ionglish, and he
answered in o sixteenth-century  Norman
I'rench, which bears a somewhat similar
relation to modern IFFrench as the Fnglish
of Chaucer to our modern tongue.  He
was a man built low and solid, and his
black beard grew to his dark, sad eves. [
found that he was a bucheron (shanty man)
from the Ottawa, and that he knew a
bourgeots (shanty foreman) whom | knew.
In the course of talk [ asked him if he
knew a certain camp cook whose feurves
au lards (pork and beans) had been famous
in that blessed country.  He had known
him and had caten the beans, and on the
strength of this we became friends.  He
came ashore and talked, leaning on his
baton ferre (pike-pole).  We talked chiefly
about the Ottawa and about the pea-soup,
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the boiled pork, the apple sauce made of
dried apples, the molasses gingerbread and
the hot tea of the eastern lumber camps.
We also spoke wistfully of a liquor of un-
certain pedigree but wonderful fascinations,
the whiskey blanc. We spoke of men we
had known and their meannesses, in our
own way and language employing the high

names of gods and saints not in the least

irreverently, but merely because they are
useful in comparison and simile, thus: “He’s
so stingy he’d ha' stolen the Infant Jesus’
porridge,” or ““He’s so mean he'd ha’ taken
the cross from the good Christ for ﬁre-
wood and left him lnngmg in the air,”
and so on. You can’t talk the speech we
talked without speaking so, and it is clearly
understood that no irreverence is meant.

At length I asked the ducheron how he
came to this place, and “Do you like it
here?’ 1 asked.

“Mais, non,” he said. He did not like
it. The wages were good and he had a
steady job, but he did not like it. He
wished he were back in the Lower Town
again. He had come here because his wife’s
people had come. He was homesick.

Some time ago men with large construc-
tive minds planned the thing. British
Columbia needed population. The Fraser
Lumber Company needed workers. It
would rather have white men than
Orientals.  Orientals are poor workers and
poor men to have in a country. They are
undesirable from every western angle. Why
not get some French-Canadians to come
out? The traditions of the lumber woods
and of the sawmills are bred in the blood
of a large class of French-Canadians.

At this point the large constructive
minds called up Father O’'Boyle, who knew
the habitant.  TFather O’Boyle is a good

priest, abundant in labors for the good of
mankind,

The good cure liked the idea well, He
is a man with a big horizon. He is a

worker. If all the priests of the Roman
Church  were like Willy O’Boyle the
Church would never suffer from atlophv
Father OO’Boyle has a big mind, and it is

filled with enthusiasm about Bntxsh Col-
umbia and its development. The more
he thought of the idea the better it pleased
him. He knew the French-Canadians.
They are the stuff of true pioneers. They

are the toughest and sturdiest race .on the
continent of America to-day. The fecund
dust of Quebec breeds men very fast. The’
habitant’s bonne-femme delights in large
families. The country would have been
over-populated long ago if even a fair pro-
portion of these enormous families reached
maturity. The infant mortality among the
habitants is very great. But perhaps, in this
country, in British Columbia, it would not
be so great. No danger of over-populating
a country of British Columbia’s physique.
Lots of room here, When that thought
slipped through Father O’Boyle’s head he
became more enthusiastic than ever. Then
the French-Canadians have the rover roil
in their blood. {Willy O’Boyle pronounc-
ed it “rile.”) But the transplanting of a
number of French-Canadian families in
whom the home spirit has been developed
to sentimentalism would be a problem.
What if they all died of homesickness.
Father O'Boyle knew what silly sentimen-
talists they were, about their relations, their
homes and their native soil. The men who
rough-sketched the plan talked this over.
The good priest thought deep thoughts
for a while. Then his eager face kindled.
“Never mind the homesickness,” he cried,
with a laugh in his speech, “I have a cure
for that.”

So Father O’Boyle was commissioned to
carry out the scheme, and journeyed into
the provinces of Ontario and Quebec.
There he travelled from village to village
and from town to town {with Mr.
Theroux, a French-Canadian) preaching
his British Columbia colonization gospel.
The reverend father had to exercise a good
deal of diplomacy, but, from what you can
gather, both in conversation with him and
in conversation with others about him, he is
not wanting in tact and has a way with
him which appeals to all with whom he is
brought in touch. His task was not an
casy one, for all sorts of prejudices had to
be combated and overcome. At each place
he visited this colonization missionary held
a meeting in the local hall and a large pro-
portion of the population came and listened.

“Good wages and steady work,” said
Father O’Boyle, with his kindling smile
that is like a radiance of light from his
fashing Irish face. He speaks beautiful,
swift patrician French, and can speak the
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picturesque patois of Jean Ba'teese, too. He
has a voice like pouring honey, and he just
coaxed them to come. “What if we get
homesick?”’ asked Pierre Robillard, “Oh,
I've got a cure for that, my son,” answered
Father O’Boyle.

They came, some three hundred men,
women and children in the first party, then
others afterward. "They reached New
‘Westminster quite a long time ago, with
their household equipment and their plaster
saints, and their fine thick bed-quilts and
their feather ticks. The company treated
them pure white from the first, and Father
()’Bovle was their shepherd. Houses were
built for them, and they built houses for
themselves, the company supplying the
lumber at cost. Gradually they solidified
into a community—a school was started, a
church built.

Soon they found out what Father
O’Bovle’s cure for homesickness was, and
they found it a sovereign remedy. For
homesickness the good pere prescribes
fun, and more fun, allopathic doses of
fun.  The company backed up the priest’s
promise of good pay and steady work so
strongly that there are no complaints.

“T'he French-Canadians hailed originally
from Brittany and Normandy, and they
still retain many of the characteristics of

Jap,

the Normans and Bretons,” says Father
O’Boyle. “They were a hardy, venture-
some people 200 years ago, and they still
maintain those characteristics. A good many
of them have been lumbermen from their
earliest days, and the fathers of some were
of the picturesque voyageur type who helped
to lay the foundation of the Hudson’s Bay
Company’s success.”

Referring to  the disposition of his
charges, Father O’Boyle said they were full
of high spirits but casily depressed. “I have
mingled with the French and know the
type pretty well, and as they are prescrved
in Lower Canada, they are a fine type of
people,” he observed. “Some of the women
and girls are decidedly pretty.

“ lhcv are a wonderfully handy people,
and the average French-Canadian with a
hammer, axe, and saw can make almost
anything.  They live on the best they can
get and pay for it, and in tlhus they are
diametrically opposed to the Chinaman or
who gets his wages, spends as little
of them as he can upon dress, comforts or

tood, and sends all he can out of the
country.”
There are now about one hundred

families of French-Canadians at the Fraser
mill, and fifty more families are coming
from Ontario and Quebec in the spring.
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Doctor Helmcken

By R. E. Gosnell

T the end of the year
1910, Hon. John Se-
bastian Helmcken, M.
R. C. S, retired from a
position in British Col-
umbia he had occupied
continuously for fifty-
five vears, viz, physi-

cian of the provincial jail; that is to say, he
had been jail physician ever since there was

a jail in British Columbia. The Victoria
papers referred to his retirement in editor-
ials and other articles appreciative of this
part of the veteran’s life work; but their
treatment of the subject was, after all,incom-
plete, and I feel that the present is a very
appropriate time to give the people of British
Columbia a better knowledge of the man
than they at present possess, a man who has
lived and occupied an official position
throughout the entire political life of the
province, and a man who is still living, and,
although 87 years of age, still active and in
good health. If old men could remember
everything, he is the only man living who
could sit down and write the whole history
of British Columbia from personal know-
ledge. It is difficult to realize one man en-
compassing  within the span of his own
carcer all the activities of a country like
this. There is one other man contempor-
aneous with, and still older than, Dr.
Helmcken, who has occupied the arena dur-
ing the same period, the Rev. Bishop Cridge,
but his opportunities of observation in mat-
ters of public import have been more limited.

There is a book in the Provincial Library,
which in itself has a history, entitled the

“Biographical Dictionary of Well-known
British Columbians.” It is known to com-
paratively few persons, for the reason that
only a very few copies ever got out of the
publisher’s hands.  The author—I would
like to spare his blushes—is the present edi-
tor of the Vancouver Province, John B.

Kerr; and  he has preserved
25

A

for wus

facts of local his-
tory and I ‘have often been under
obligation to him. This book gives more
details of the life of Dr. Helmcken, so far
as my knowledge goes, than has ever vet
been published at any time before or since,
and I propose, without the author’s per-
mission, to reproduce a portion of the sketch
therein contained. It is easier to copy than
to condense or paraphrase and it is equally
as honest: “Helmcken, Hon. John Sebas-
tion, M. R.C.S. (Victoria), born June 3,
1823, in London, within sound of Bow
Bells. His parents were German—his
grandfather from Misskirch, his father from
Bruneslai, the latter an emigrant during the
Napoleonic wars. The former had been
a soldier in the Swiss Guards. When old
enough Mr. Helmcken was sent to St.
George’s school, and as he was regarded as
fragile it was the intention that he should
be made a teacher. When fourteen vears
of age Dr. Graves, while attending his
mother, took a fancy to him and asked for
him as an office boy, promising to make him
a druggist. His mother consented and Mr.
Helmcken entered the doctor’s office, in
which he made himself useful and obtained
a knowledge of the secrets of making pills
and potions. There were two medical ap-
prentices in the office who petted him and
made him useful to themselves. In those
days every practitioner had to do his own
dispensing, and Mr. Helmcken got plenty of
practice therefore. He picked up a know-
ledge of Latin, and after a couple of years
of work was able to dispense medicines with
the best of practised hands. It chanced
that when he had been for two years an
ofice boy Dr. Graves fell ill, and as
the senior apprentice had by this time be-
come a full-fledged practitioner it fell to Mr.
Helmcken’s lot to dispense medicine for all
the patients.  When Dr. Graves recovered
after a long illness, he was so pleased with
his office boy’s conduct that he offered to

many  interesting
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take him as an apprentice for five vears and
make him an allowance during that time.
Mr. Helmcken’s parents accepted this liberal
offer, and accordingly he was apprenticed
to Dr. Graves. Shortly afterwards his
father died, and while his mother was not
left in the most comfortable circumstances
she refused to permit her son to miss his
opportunity for her sake, and declared that
she herself could, would and was not afraid
of work. During this period Mr. Heliacken
had all the drudgery of an apprentice to do
and saw a great deal of the poor in some of
the worst of slums in his visits to cup, bleed
or otherwise physic them. In duc course
his five vears expired, but during a consider-
able portion of that time he had been going
to a private teacher, a Lutheran clergyman,
to learn Latin and fimish his education gen-
erally. Before the expiration of his ap-
prenticeship he became a student at Guy's
hospital and attended there for five years.
Having passed the apothecary’s examination
and been pretty well used up by hard work,
M. Harrison, the treasurer of the hospital,
offered him an appointment, as a reward of
merit, to the Hudson’s Bay Company’s ship
Prince Rupert, to go to York Factory on
Hudson Bay and back again, a journey
of some five months. Tt so happened that
on the same vessel Chief Factor Hargreaves
and his wife were passengers, and also - a
number of men belonging to an expedition
i search of Sir John Franklin.  He re-
turned to the hospital in rugeged health,
spent another vear, graduated at the col-
lege of physicians and surgeons, and then
determined to enter the navy.  Just when
he was about to receive an appointment  he
met Mr. Barclay, secretary of the Hudson’s
Bay Company, who advised him not to go
nto the navy, where he must necessarily be-
come a fixture, and who gave him a letter
to Mr. Green, the large ship-owner. M.
Green appointed him surgeon on the ship
Malacca, Captain Consett, en route to Bom-
bav. After cighteen months of sojourning
m the Indian seas, Dr. Helmeken returned
to London and was offered an appointment
on the Hudson’s Bay Company’s service on
Vancouver lIsland.  After finding where
Vancouver Island was, the kind of climate
it possessed. and obtaining other informa-
tion, he accepted the appointment.  The
ship. Norman Morrison, Captain Wishart,

was being sent with emigrants to Vancou-
ver Island, and Dr. Helimcken came out as
physician in charge, intending to remain
only five years. On the voyage smallpox
broke out among the emigrants, but owing
to the prompt action and skill of the sur-
geon only one death occurred.  They
reached Victoria in March, 1850, and were
ordered into quarantine for a time.  Dr.
Helmeken was almost immediately  trans-
ferred to Fort Rupert, where the coal mines
were being opened. Tt was during the first
few months of his residence there that the
trouble among the miners which is described
in the mtroduction took place. The men
wanted to et away to California to the gold
mines, and desired to break their agreement
with the company.  After six months at
Fort Rupert Dr, Helmcken was called to
Victoria to attend Governor  Blanchard,
who was ill.  He continued trom that time
forth to reside at Victoria.  In 1852 he
married the daughter of Governor Douglas,
and in 1855 he was elected to the first legis-
lative assembly of Vancouver Island to
represent isquimale.  H o was  appointed
speaker of the assembly, and continued to
occupy this position till confederation with
the Dominion in 1871, when he abandoned
politics.  From 1864 titl 1871 he was a
member of the executive council of British
Columbia. At that time a scat in the
house did not bring any remuneration with
it, and Dr. Helmeken Tabored during the
best vears of has life in the interests of the
colony without desiring or obtaining any re-
ward for it.”

Dr. Helmeken was the first speaker of
the first Legislature of Vancouver Island,
and wrote the journals with his own hands,
He has written several times a description
of the old hall i which the meetings were
held, and one can scarcely realize the ad-
vance from the little single room, with irs
single attendant and its old boxstove, to the
present palatial assembly room with s
luxurious apartments, its complex environ-
ments, and its many official atraches. Out-
side of Governor Douglas, who was lord
paramount, Dr. Helmeken was the head
and front of legislative procedure for some
vears, During the old Vancouver Tsland
Assembly, before and after 1858, and sub-
sequent to the union of the colonies until
1872, he was continuously a member and
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usually speaker. He was one of the great-
est figures in connection with Confedera-
tion, to which he was most active in opposi-
tion, but to which he gave the most loyal sup-
port after it had once been decided upon.
He was one of the three delegates who went
to Ottawa to arrange the terms of union,
and he was most insistent upon a railway
instead of a coach road which was one of
the proposed terms of union. Quoting from
my own remarks in connection with another
matter: '

“Dr. Helmcken considered his political
life’s work ended when forty years ago he
saw Confederation—which, by the way, he
opposed—completed. He went to Ottawa
as one of the delegates; refused to be re-
elected as a member of the Legislative
Assembly after union took place; refused to
be nominated for the Dominion House of
Commons ; refused a senatorship. He might
have had any office in the gift of the
people or the Crown in connection with the
new regime, but steadfastly declined all offers
and appeals. Temperamentally unsuited to
politics, he nevertheless, by his rough honesty
and singleness of purpose and his kindness
of heart, concealed under a mask of almost
uncouth  exterior, became universally
trusted and esteemed; and on account of
his fund of information, his resources of
common sense and the practical turn of his
mind, combined with his long experience
and intimate knowledge of the country, his
advice and assistance were rendered most
valuable.  When British Columbia became
a colony he was even then a pioneer; at the
date of Confederation-he had outlived in
active political life all his contemporaries
of 1856; and is now a figure unique in
British Columbia and almost in the Empire.

In the years immediately following union
his counsel was much sought after by all
parties, and when Mr. J. D. Edgar came
to the province, as a special delegate from
Mr. Mackenzie to the local government,
he was frequently in conference with our
old and trusted political cicerone. In the
last session of the old legislature, 1871, Dr.
Helmcken made a very important and illum-
inating speech on the San Juan Island
question. At that time it was still unsettled
and an effort was made to have it included
among the subjects to be adjudicated upon
at the Washington conference preceding the
Washington Treaty. A local suggestion
was made that Sir James Douglas, then in
retirement, should be appointed a commis-
sioner as one whose own association with
the San Juan imbroglio gave him an in-
timate local knowledge of the issues. Noth-
ing came of it.”

~ Speaking of Dr. Helmcken medically, 1
cannot, of course, speak authoritatively,
but I have heard Dr. J. C. Davie, a man
himself of native genius in his profession,
say that he depended more on the opinion
of the “old doctor” than on that of any other
man in British Columbia. He had the true
physician’s intuition of diagnosis and treat-
ment of disease. Needless to say, he was in
real life the doctor of whom he often read
in fiction and aptly described in Goldsmith’s
“Deserted Village”—a sort of local provi-
dence upon whom everybody depended in
extremis and forgot all about when he
was well. When the British Columbia
Medical Association was formed he was the
first to register. Of late years, with the
exception of his visits to the provincial jail,
he has not been in active practice. All in

all, we shall not see his like again in British
Columbia.
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Twilight on the Pacific

BY BLANCHE E. HOLT MURISON

A brooding splendor glinting
Across the face of day;

Where unseen hands are tinting
The gold against the grey.

A lambent lustre glancing
Athwart a jewelled sea;

Where dimpling waves are dancing
In rhythmic ecstasy.

An opal fountain dripping
W ith iridescent beams;

And through the shadows slipping
In pale pellucid streams.

A fiery falcon whirling
Above the mountain’s crest;

With feathers slowly furling,
As down it drifts to nest.

A slumbrous stillness soaring
Aloft on spreading wings;

And tender healing pouring
Into the heart of things.

A wordless wonder sinking
Decep down within the breast,

Attuning thought to thinking
The blessed thought of rest.

Then all the glory hiding,
Till sky and sea grow dim;
“While o'er the waves comes gliding
The ocean’s vesper hymn,
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British Columbia Types

The Station Man

HE streets of Vancouver
were filled with the men
of the weathered tints,

‘ I who had come down

to Vancouver because

their money was no

good to them up in the

woods. They were sick
of vastness and silence and snow-tented
mountain tops, and rock and stone and the
marching armies of the trees millioning up
the hill slopes. They were sick for the
sights and sounds and smells of the city and
for the things you can buy, for their strong
red vouth is flowing over the edges of the
bowl. Their talk and laughter are in the
saloons; they stalk the streets, their reck-
less faces full of wellness and the sun, and
strong drink; their words come through
deep veils of whisky.

Among them is my friend Bill Boston,
the station man. He has a new suit of
clothes, new hat, new shoes, new collar and
tie. He walks as if he were on castors.
He's having a good time. Tf vou want to
know how to have a good time, Bill can
give vou chapter and verse.

It vou look behind the scenes of the
drama of railroad-building vou will see that
the station man is the most interesting of
all the workers who are busy stitching the
vast provinces of a mighty country together
with steel for thread.

Not in the mountains where Nature con-
denses her square miles by standing them on
end, but in the unmothered country on each
side where Nature tried to shout and only
stuttered for a thousand miles (as some-
body has said) vou will find the station man
on the job. In a way of speaking he is a
small sub-contractor and a most important
man.

The billiken god of luck has smiled upon

a contractor a fifty-thousand-dollar smile
3

in the form of a contract on which he will
clear that amount. The contract is to do
twenty miles of grade, cut and fill. Natur-
ally he wants to get it done quicker than
men will do it working for wages. What
does he do? He gazes up and down the grade
and picks out a man who looks as if he had
some viscera in him and says, now here is
the proposition, or words to that effect.
This man has been a member of a station
gang before, made a stake and “blew her
in.” There are a lot of them working on
the grade, gentlemen, of hard and easy for-
tunes—hard to come and easy to went.
This particular man listens, picks out his
partners and gives them a spell. They are
all good men, union men, socialists, grumb-
lers, kickers, everything a self-respecting
pick and shovel and drill and dynamite man
should be. They are Swedes, Swenskas,
Tipperaries, London, Dutchmen, Liverpool,
Irish, Slavs of several classifications. They
all are sick of working for two-seventy-five
a day (when they aren’t filling their pipes
and waiting for fat pork and sundown).
What's the good of making only two-sev-
enty-five and paying six a week for board
and one plunk a month for the doctor, when
vou can make more by gelligniting the rock
out of a certain hill-—see it on the profile
blue-print—and letting it roll over the bank
where the hill takes a drop off into the
swamp. They gaze at the profile in the
contractor’s office shack for an hour "n‘d
think and consider and calculate until their
heads ache. Then they say to the contracs
tor: “We will chew the out-crop out of :ius
hill and fire it to James into the swamp for
blank cents a cubic yard. Do we get {isy
or not?” The contractor, or sub-contrac:or,
says: “All right. Let’s see how quick ot
can do it. Work like h—1, boys, and et
rich quick.” They take one more looi: at
the contour on the blue print and get bisy-
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They take drills and hammers and gellig-
nite, the powder that hits harder than dyna-
mite, and they go out to the hill. Banjo
lamps, fuse, a team of horses and a stone
boat, and cigarette “makings” and all the
rest of the equipment of a station gang.

Work! They work all day, don’t take
time to eat. Eat before daylight and after
dark. They’re workin’ for themselves this
time. No blank contractor gets in on this.
“They’ll hardly take time to roll a cigarette.
“They work at night with the banjo lamps.
Pretty soon they have a cut sklaggled
through the hill by the chopping gellignite
and a rock-dump pawing out a little way
into the swamp toward the next hill.
Work! Say, ten stationmen will take out
'more rock or hard pan in a month than
thirty men working for wages.

When the contractor, or the sub-contrac-
tor settles with them he charges them so
. much for gellignite and so much for the
horses and the hay and the meat and spuds
- they ate before daylight and after dark, and
«credits them with so much a cubic yard for

all the rock they've taken out. There's
about five hundred dollars apiece coming to
the station gang, What do they do with
it? They go out to Vancouver or Seattle.
Never work as long as you have any money.
And money’s no good to you up in the bush.
It ought to be used. It’s too good to keep.
What do they do with it in Vancouver?
Do they buy real estate? No, they assist
certain saloon keepers to buy automobiles.
When a man has been in the bush for five
months he has a crust baked on his insides.
Then there are other things to do with
your money. Moving-picture shows? No.
Hire an automobile and take the girls for
a ride. But before starting in, buy a new
suit of store clothes, the best you can buy.
After that, give the girls a good time and
have one yourself, Spend your money. It
won’t take you long. Then go back to the
job. Take another station on another rail-
way. Lots of railways being built. Good

times. Lots of money in the country. You
bet.

That’s the station man.

v



The Totem—Tree‘ of Itswoot
The Canoe-Maker

By Pollough Pogue

STEAMER from
rainy ports in the
North filled Cordova
and Water streets)
Vancouver, with red
and brown and yel-
low men and un-
combed white men

smoked brown by the sun. As if the men
of the outdoors had brought their joss with
them, the steamer unloaded a great totem
pole, sculptured with eerie grotesquerie,
impish conceptions of the bear, the salmon
and the eagle.

The logging camps, the salmon can-
neries, railway construction camps and
mines, pots of industry boiling in the many-
gated North, had sent their skimmings.
The waterfront saloon keepers know these
outdoors workers who come down to Van-
couver with much money to throw out for
cheap liquor; the grinning globular gods
of Chinatown know the cannery Chinese
who are more than willing to burn a stick
to propitiate them, and the mission priests
know when the dark-shaded Siwash come
home, for they have money to buy many
candles to be burned at the shrine across
Burrard Inlet, and perhaps to pay for
masses for the repose of the soul of one who
has not returned, but lies up there beside
a clean river in the pure and quiet land.

The thirty-foot totem tree lay on the
wharf, and the faded and chipped and
checked shapes of the bear, the salmon
and the eagle on it grinned with sardonic
malevolence. The pagan, reared in a
Northern druidism, who had carved them
had possessed a more whimsical imagination
than most totem makers. The post. was
carved from a single cedar tree, and had
been colored with native stains.

A cannery superintendent had brought
3

A

the pole down from a coast village of little
rain-colored houses, over which heavy-
branched cedars threw a brown wash of
shadow. .

At least a dozen totem trees stand in
their creepy beauty in front of the village.
Behind the faded wreckage of houses, hills
dark-wrapped with forest climb into moun-
tains whose snow-patched peaks take the
magic lights of morning and evening.

The rain-grey shacks of the village are
empty now. No human sound strikes
upon the ear in the street of the totem
poles: the ruined chimneys send up no
domestic smoke. In the dark branches of
the big cedars the wind chants a litany
of loneliness. In summer time the street
is visited by the creeping green of the
grass.

When the big cannery was built on Fish-
trap River, but a mile away, the people
who were left in the totem-pole village
moved within the shadow of the cannery
walls. The company needed the men to
catch fish and the women to clean them.
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« So they built a village of new houses at
the cannery, and that village sang bright
- with wild, high-octaved color. There were
toast-colored Japanese women with roly-
poly brown babies slung on their backs;
charred klootches in kerchiefs and shawls
of blazing scarlet and green and yellow;
sun-fired sea-booted white fishermen; can-
nery Chinese, like withered wise old birds;
Japanese fishermen built low and solid,
with tecth like a row of piano keys; In-
dians who make you think that their tribes
and those of the Orientals must have dove-
tailed in the far past; ear-ringed, turbaned
East Indians; hay-colored Norwegian fish-
ers; Chinese women in red trousers; half
the races vou have read about in travellers’
tales—all of that driftage whom the world
nails to its crosses. .

But in the deserted village there was
‘'no human note; only the goblins of the
totem poles inhabited it, At one end of
the short street stood the biggest of all the
emblem posts, the thirty-foot one we saw
on the wharf at Vancouver, which was
carved and set up a long time ago by Its-
woot, an artist with a strong pagan decora-
tive sense, in which was woven the fantas-
" tic symbolism that gave strange character
to his art. On the ground beside the great
pole bedded a wonderful wooden image
of the sea-shouldering whale, carved also
by Itswoot, chiseller of lean-waisted, dog-
snouted canoes.

Itswoot the canoe-maker chords with no-
thing modern. He is a castaway of a far-
off. yesterday. The younger Indians have
embraced the religion of light and hope,
and follow the road milestoned by
scriptural texts, but the dark, druidical
shamanism is good enough for Itswoot.
The incantations and dark sorcery of war-
lock medicine men long since dead stick
in his memory; mysteries opaque to his
simple mind, but impressive because
cloudy. Tt takes a clairvoyant imagina-
tion to picture the diablerie of rituals he
has witnessed. Enchantments, exorcisms,
fetichism, all the black rites of the shaman
have still their meaning for him, though
they are practised no more in his tribe.

~When Itswoot was a young man pagan
custom sent him alone deep into the moun-
tain forests to meet the mature gods and

to ask them for a revelation of his personal
]

deity, who would keep misfortunes away
from him and bring him luck during his
life, i return for especial veneration.
This was what every young Indian did in
the old time, when he had left boyhood be-
hind and was nearing manhood, before he
was admitted to the tribe as an acknowl-
edged man.

Itswoot slipped out of the village one
evening as, on dancing feet, the sun ran
down the sky. The sunset was as a fire’s
flames, bloody and licking, and he thought
it a good omen. , .

Soon night fell deep and black and the
mysterious noises of the forest night arose,
strange crepitations, breathings and con-
ferrings sinister, disquicting, clandestine,
having the flavor of conspiracy. Itswoot
feared those gods and half-gods who had
their temples in the deep woods. “Thatr
night he sat beside his camp-fire, on the
whispering beach of a mountain lake. The
shadows oozed from the forest behind him,
the moon was- like a lamp turned low. The
wind was asleep in the woods and the
silence seemed a threat, The legends of
his people came in a dark flock into his
mind. All around him nature spoke in her
open way of truth. The neighborhood of
the pleasant lake and of the kindly trees
should have comforted him, but he was
afraid of the things of myth which he knew
watched him from beyond the jumping
fire shadows.
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“That night he ate nothing, and all the
next day and the next he fasted, while he
trailed deeper into the mountains. He
travelled among big trees that slept in their
simple grandeur as if some enchantress had
gestured them into a long slumber of magic.
The heart of man can obtain no deeper
message of reverence and awe than in such
a forest, and its mystery touched the im-
agination of Itswoot. That night he
bathed in a little river and made himself
clean. Afterwards he lighted no fire, but
spent the hours of the night in prayer to
the Sahlee Tyee, the big god, for a revela-
tion of his guardian divinity. His imag-
ination was intensified by his empty stom-
ach; he was face to face with hugeness and
grandeur, and he felt an overwhelming of
"the spirit. He felt more strongly the need

for worship in this. place created for wor.
ship. _

At length, in the delirium of hunger ang
exhaustion, and a warped imagination, It
woot began to see visions, as Saint Johy
the Baptist and many others have in -
cumstances exactly similar. One night,
after having fasted for four days, he lyy
down on a moss-furred rock in the oblivion
of black darkness in a valley which was
surely the native country of silence. That
night his Rawook came to him in a dream,
and talked to him. The god took the shape
of a great eagle and told Itswoot to g
home and carve a totem tree greater than
any other totem post in his village and to
carve his image on it, but not to disclos
the vision to anyone. Life being a nakedly
elemental thing to Itswoot, he did as he
was told.




Motoring and Motor~Boating
in British Golumbia

Conducted l)y Garnett Weston

HERE is a vein in the
I human strata which
runs askew. ‘There
! are, in fact, a large
number of veins
which have been get-
ting more hopelessly
tangled ever since
Eve and the serpent tied the first
knot. This particular one, however, is the
one which harried Perry to the North Pole
and sends men wearing wings up into noth-
ing. If you know what vein it is you will
know what I mean, because I can’t explain.
It’s just an obliquity with a plastic char-
acter which wriggles one way today and
takes a new twist after awhile. That is,
providing the last wriggle did not end in
a slight miscalculation which was not fore-
seen. Sometimes, you know, the steering
apparatus jams at an altitude of three or
four thousand feet, and the machine—but
what comes next is not nice to write about.
Once upon a time the vein fastened two
wheels to a frame and rode around on a
bicycle. Those who hadn’t the vein pre-
dicted fighting, slaughter and an abrupt
decease. Later some terribly twisty veins
built a perfectly terrible creation. There
wasn’t any word in any living language that
could do it justice, so they carpentered some
words from the dead Greek and said it was
an automobile. The automobile seemed to
be the last gasp of the twisted ones.

It spluttered all over the landscape,
scared chickens and horses and killed the
last grain of respect which the rural popu-
lation held for its city brethren. In the
course of its meanderings it sometimes blew
up, ran amuk or did other quite irrespon-
sible things and killed its owner. The
primitive automobile was either so full of
life as to be a menace to the solidity of the

~weird wail.

continent or else its moving spirit cvapor-
ated and the machine was deader than
Dickens’ coffin nail. There wasn’t another
piece of ironmongery in the trade that
could be quite so deadly dead as the carly
motor car.

But the twisted veins plugged and
sweated. By and by they raised the speed
to a hair-whitening level and operated on
the engine so that it went. A man was able
to go out in his car and depend on being
able to house it in his garage at mght and
not leave it standing a long way off sulking
under the derisive taunts of the country-
side.

From a freak, a farce, an erratic convey-
ance, the motor-car has long since separated.
It is the rolling sparkle of brass and lacquer
we glimpse among the green of the rural
roads. It sirens the city street with a
Rumblingly it burdens com-
merce with ease unknown to the dray horse,
broad-shouldered though it is. In it man
has travelled faster than in any other device.
The crooked vein has carried him at a
speed of one hundred and thirty odd miles
an hour. Though somectimes the vein is
killed yet there are still other crooked ones
which wriggle here and yonder insatiable,
looking for something which has not been
done before. Now, except for the racing
man, there is nothing left about the motor
which can attract the crooked vein. Tt is
no longer a combination of radium, gun-
cotton, electricity and feminine perversity.
It is now as meek as a lamb and as intelli-
gent as its owner—but not more so.

HE West End Garage, 922 Gran-
ville street, is stocked with Chal-
mers-Detroit and Overland cars,

both of which are good sellers, as the num-
bers to be seen on the streets will prove.
37
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The prospect for the season is the kind

which makes the dealers produce a cheerful
smile. The 1911 model Overland, torpedo
body, built for two and four people, is an
attractive design. The five-passenger tour-
ing model with fore-doors is a good example
of that modern wonder—the motor car.
Numbers of prospective buyers are waiting
for the season to open before purchasing
their cars.

The Vancouver Auto and Cycle Com-
pany, Limited, 632-4-6 Seymour street, oc-
cupies a roomy garage which is fitted with
an elevator. In this way cars are raised to
the handsome showrooms on the third
floor. .These people handle the well-known
Cadillac car. “Since September 1,” said the
manager, “we have sold nearly one hundred
cars, thirty-three of which have been
placed.” ‘The press of trade has become so
heavy as to warrant the purchase of ground
for the erection of more extensive quarters.

The garage of Captain French on West-
minster avenue, where the Napier car is
sold, will soon be vacated in favor of the
new building he is erecting on Pender
street. It is a five-storey fire-proof place
with 46,000 square feet of floor space. The
dimensions are sixty-six by one hundred and
thirty-two. It i1s the largest garage in British
Columbia, holding two hundred and fifty
cars and costing one hundred and seventy-
five thousand dollars. About fifty Napier
cars have been sold since September 1. One
hundred and twenty cars have been ordered
for the 1911 season. These people are
selling a line of Dayton trucks.

The motor cycle holds a rather unique
place in the gasoline world. It possesses
mechanical fascination for a man interested
in engines and is possessed of possibilities for
outdoor recreation. It has all the old
individuality and freedom of the bicycle
without the mechanical labor. The cycles
made and sold by the Humber Co., Limited,
are compact and enduring machines. The
Humber agency is located at 938 Pender
street. Numbers of cycles have been sold
to Vancouver people A shipment of two
hundred cycles is on the road, be51des a
number of Humber touring cars.

The new garage of Hoffmeister Bros.,
1155 Pender street, is well fitted to act as
an ambulance for wounded cars. The Hoff-
meisters arc agents for the Thomas, Mar-

mon, Flanders and the Dominion cars. [p
the electrics they sell the Detroit, Woods
and Waverley. The firm has disposed of
twenty-four cars since the first of September,
A brisk, steady season is the outlook. The
auto trade depends on the prosperity of other
trades for its existence and from the present
condition of things the automobile agents
have a splendid outlook.

The McLaughlin garage at 1285 Pender
street expects 1911 to be the banner year
for sales in British Columbia. That the
McLaughlin 'is a popular car is evidenced
by the number of cars to be seen on the
streets bearing the brass script “McLaugh-
lin” across their water coolers.

The Pacific Garage and Auto Company
occupies a large new building at 1262-4
Granville street. The dimensions are sev-
enty-five feet by one hundred and twenty
feet. It is a brick-concrete structure and
steam-heated. T'here are repair departments
for all parts of the car. The Pacific people
handle the Peerless, Mitchell and Waverley
electric. The same cheerful air of anticipa-
tion permeates the garage. “Nineteen eleven
will be a hummer.”

The depot of the artistic Hudson which
is so often seen on the streets is the garage
of Hall Bros., 1195 Davie street. It is a
two-storey building sixty-six by sixty-six
feet in dimensions. Besides the Hudson

they sell the Hupmobile and the Regal.

N Coal Harbor there is an activity not
in keeping with the winter season.
Ports in the east are frozen—will be

for three months. There is a bark of ice on
the lakes with a coating of snow. The
motor-boats and sailing-craft are crutched
on the beach and housed like the barrow of
a Viking.

In Coal Harbor Vancouver’s pleasure
craft are moored. From Deadman’s Island
to the city shore the harbor is like a forest
of spars with big and little craft—yachts.
yawls, cruisers and launches. Here and
there the whirling screw of a steamer rolls
back the curling furrows. From the shore
rap the blows of the hammers. The smell
of paint is in the air. Under each shed the
long lines of a rakish vessel are growing
around the skeleton frames. The men with
hammer and saws are busy. Their foremen
smoke contentedly as they say, “There’s go-
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ing to be a good season this year—better
than last, and it was the best ever.”

At the Turner yard the men are building
stock boats—skiffs for the most part,—and
they have all the work they can do. In
March they will begin the construction of
a number of motor-launches, ranging in
length from eighteen to twenty-two feet.

The Hoffar Motor Boat Company have a
number of contracts for cruisers, auxiliary
sloops and power boats. Among them is a
power craft, forty-five feet over all, nine-
toot beam, thirty to forty-five h.p., fitted
with a Stirling engine, for G. E. Williamson.
This craft will be entered in the Vancouver-
Seattle race opening on July 2, 1911. The
heads of the firm, Messrs. H. S. and J. B.
Hoftar, are constructing for their own use
a thirty-two-foot high-speed runabout which
will have an average speed of twenty-five
miles. The firm has issued a challenge, so
far unanswered, to any boat built in this
province. The race is to be on English
Bav of not less than one hundred miles
length.

An auxiliary sloop thirty-two feet in
length, carrying six hundred and fifty feet
of sail and a twenty-five h. p. engine, is be-
ing built for R. T. F. Granger. This is
the second boat constructed by this firm
for Mr. Granger within a year.

A thirty-seven-foot power cruiser with
a trunk cabin is nearing completion for
John Erskine. It will have a Stirling en-
gine of from twenty-five to forty h. p. The
boat throughout is being built of extra heavy
material. Mr. H. S. Hoffar is engaged on
plans for two craft, one fifty-six and the
other sixty feet over all.

The Vancouver Ship Yard has several
contracts almost completed. A hunting
cabm cruiser thirty-seven feet over all, with
six feet head room in the cabin, will be
turned over to one of the gentlemen of the
Vancouver Engineering Works when ready.
It contains a twenty h.p. four-cylinder
four-cycle motor which will develop a speed
of about ten miles.

The fifty-six-foot cruiser being built for
W. A. Bauer is a commodious craft fitted
with a Twentieth-century engine of forty
h.p. In the ladies’ cabin there are three
berths, while the gentlemen’s cabin has room
for four. The pilot house is lighted with large
ports and is intended for an observation

room. There is also a low signal mast.
"The vessel will be finished in teak, mahogany,
and enamel.

A forty-foot demonstration cruiser with
a twenty-five h. p. engine is being built for
the Canadian Fairbanks Engine Company.
There will be accommodation for ecight
people, a cook’s galley and a cock-pit aft.
As soon as this is completed work will be
commenced on four other boats to be equip-
ped with the Canadian Fairbanks engine.
Two will be twenty-five h.p. and two will
be twenty-eight h.p.

A heavily built cannery tender with a
speed of nine miles and an Imperial engine,
thirty-five h.p., will soon be launched. It
is fitted with large fish-tanks and has ac-
commodation for two men. With the excep-
tion of Mr. Bauer’s boat, which was de-
signed in Seattle, all the others were de-
signed in the Vancouver Ship Yard office.

The Coast Mission ship Columbia 1
is at present lying at the Vancouver Ship
Yard pier. Her last voyvage to Alert Bay,
from which she returned on Dec. 22, was a
stormy one. She is being refitted with new
tanks and is undergoing a general overhaul-
ing. The Columbia has a complete hos-
pital equipment. The operating room is
ten by fourteen and is lighted by a skylight.
An X-ray is included in the room’s supply
of surgical apparatus.

The Vancouver Yacht Club’s quarters on
the shore of Stanley Park are conveniently
placed for all purposes. They view both
the city and the harbor. The club-house,
the successor to the one destroyed by fire
last year, is a six-thousand-dollar structure.
The club is in a healthy condition, there
being three hundred and fifty-eight members.
The flect consists of one hundred and
eighty yachts and seventy sail-boats. Mr.
G. P. Ash, onc of the members, is cruising
in Mexican waters in his yacht Olympic.

Lying in the harbor are a large number
of the club’s boats. There is the Davy
Jones, seventy-five feet long, owned by L.
B. Deane. On the south shore is the Half
Moon, winner of the two hundred and
fifty mile race from Tacoma to Vancouver
and finishing in Victoria. The Half
Moon is owned by Knox Walker. The
forty-foot yawl Minerva, the property,
of Capt. P. A. Thompson, was built in Hong
Kong.
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The Limit, owned by Marriott, Fel-
lows and Le Page, made a record run of
seven hundred miles from Ketchikan to
Vancouver in fifty-eight hours. The two
hundred thousand dollar, one hundred and
fifty feet in length, Dolora, the prop-
erty of the late Lieutenant-Governor Duns-
muir, is also in the club’s fleet. The
Comet, belonging to Vic Spencer, is a
twenty-eight-mile-an-hour craft. The Pris-
cilla, belonging to A. N. Wolverton, held
the Kootenay lake championship.

At the Vancouver Rowing Club’s quar-
ters George Ellis is putting the craft in con-
dition for the season. ‘“Ever Smiling George”
they called him back in Australia, where he
was on the staff of the Sydney club. In this
clime he is still smiling and declares with
assured optimism that “this year we’ll beat
everything.”

Harbours have been the sanctuary of
ships since man first hoisted a wind-drag on
the hollow log and thrust out into the spray.
All harbours are alike in essentials—shelter
and supplies;—all vary in atmosphere and
local color, It matters no jot to the ships.
Whatever colors they sail under when the
anchor makes a hole in the water they be-
come in some vague way a part of the map.

Coal Harbour is a crooked claw bent rag-
gedly from the inlet. Scrambled over it
are the sea-things—spars supporting listless
rigging, hulls lifting and sinking with the
great breath the ocean takes when the tide
crawls in from the west.

They are not all things to play with,
these children of the dug-out and the raft.
The sides of some have been planed by the
chafe of the pier and worn by the swish of
many tides. Their lines of build are full
and buxom ; crawling craft that slouch along
the shores of the north coast, gouge into the
contours of hill-bound bays, furrow the
still water of gaping sea-arms, subsisting on
the combings spewed upon the shore by the
waves which clawed them from man’s grasp
far away, played with them over a thousand
miles, and flung them back to him.

Three things will surely hail you if you
search the harbour for its totem. On the
foreshore of the city is industry. There,
sprawling on the mud, are the wood cocoons.
Inside the water things loom slowly into
mould, wings spread in dormant readiness,
tentacle veins tightened from new varnished

-spars, each like a butterfly, waiting the im-

petus which expands their binding chry-
salis into all out-doors. This is one totem
that hails you, the totem of labor.

On the water and on the shore of Stanley
Park are yachts, lean-limbed racy hounds:
which clarion the totem of the rich. All
through the winter season they make two
trips each day, Their owners leave them
moored to buoys and forget, until the warm-
ing sun recalls their minds to the salt of the
sea winds. Stealthily each day, without a
sail, the wheels gripped by the hands of spec-
tre men from the locker of Davy Jones, the
fleet swings round, bow on, to the coming
tide. For six hours they ride, manned by that
ghostly crew. Then when the sea slips
silently back, the dead hands put over the
helm, the prows fall off and the fleet begins
again its endless voyage through the tide.
These are-the playthings of the men that
industry makes rich. Unwittingly they
share them with the mariners of yester-
years.

Like the hull of a sunken ship, spars rag-
ged, decks awash with the flooding sea, sides.
scrubbed with wreckage held loosely by
snarled rigging, lies an oozy sponge. In
other moons the Siwash came hither with
their dead. ‘The swampy mollusc with its
gnarly bristles nursed the thong-bound poles
which bore a mouldy brave. The poisoned
wind swung ragged ends of tattered skins;
crows gluttoned on the rotting flesh. In
the mist-gloom of the night, the pitetilakum,
stealing with ywar quiet in his canim, saw
the tamahnawuses of the dead go crowding
through the trees. In fear he watched and
called the place memaloose tenas illahee—

the Island of the Dead. Today we call it

Deadman’s Island.

It is an eerie rag of ground, even in day-
light. The drunken sheds sprawl crazily.
Brief piers which rest on rotting sea-grown
logs floating in the water are chained to the
land. Mangy dories ride to the swell of the
tide. Fish-nets, with the floats like waiting
spiders, drip from the drying frames. Rot-
ting wood, mouldy earth, fish-scales, the
festering mud the tide leaves raw—these
things give Deadman’s a character smell
of its own. Sentry pines, left-overs from
the long-gone years, watch the far shore
where a city is being masoned in a day.
Deadman’s is the totem of the yester-times.
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Already the legal mills are warring with its
people. Tomorrow there will be no Dead-
man’s on the inlet.

This is the harbour. The gulls wing like
blown confetti in mazing whirls. Tame
wild-ducks plunge foaming into the water
or thresh in level lines across the bay. In
the roomier stretch of the inlet crawl the
black steamers reaching out for the chrysan-
themum ports on the far edge of the Pacific.

All day the clouds have loomed murkily

within the hedging fence of the mountains.
Now the sun, thrusting wickedly from the
horizon, breaks through below their cuard.
Slope after slope the rapier burns into a
snowy silver flame. One moment: the
blade 1s wrenched away by a mammoth hand
and darkness smothers the wound like blood
spurting tfrom a ragged cut. Necromanti-

cally, the looming land, the graying sea are
splashed with streaking lamps, blurs of gold
on the blur of gloom behind.
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HE liquor problem and the social
evil, like the poor, we have had
always with us. If we accept the

Mosaic, or supposed Mosaic, record as
handed down to us in Genesis as fairly re-
liable history, or even as traditionally
true, drunkenness existed for many thou-
sands of years. Noah got drunk, and after
his experience in the ark one can almost
sympathize with him in his temporary lapse.
In discussing the liquor question in its
present-day aspects we must not forget to
take into account the inherited instincts of
mankind in this as in other respects. One
very ingenious writer on the question
states that the desire for stimulants is in-
stinctive in the human race, and, therefore,
normal and right, and he points to the fact
that all people in all times have had their
special forms of stimulation. The theory
1s suggestive, but not sound physiologically.
" How much of our tendency to drink comes
from our forefathers we cannot say; but it
would be more correct to refer the instinct
to what.is known as “predisposition.” We
do not say any. more that we inherit dis-
ease, but that we are “predisposed” to it,
as one man is to consumptlon and anothel
to cancer, ‘Nature, to the normal man,
supplies all- the stimulation in good health
that he. requires or should desire. Any
other stlmul'mon is artificial, and if con-
tinued regu]:uly results in. a diseased ner-
vous organization that cr aves for it in in-
creased doses. I think that no man of
medical repute will affirm that a healthy
man or woman is the better for any amount
of alcoholic beverage, however small.
Medical science is even' restricting the use
of alcoholic stimulants to its smallest pos-
sible use in illness, and then it becomes a
drug or medicinal restorative. The great

stumbling block to common, everyday,
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often very sensible, persons is that drinking
in a moderate way is not harmful. The
power to resist the effects of alcohol is con-
stitutional, and no rule of thumb can be
applied. In just the same way some people
are more immune to one or all forms of
disease than others. On the other hand,
much harm has been done by over-exag-
gerating the effects of moderate drinking,
alcohol being, as it is, a toxic poison, and
in its pure form very deadly. The actual
experience is that a great many people,
every day for years, drink more or less al-
coholic beverages and are apparently no
worse for it. Hence the zealous ad-
vocate of temperance is laughed at
for his fears. A chronic moderate
drinker is nevertheless laying the ground-
work for over-indulgence, if not in himself,
in posterity. Such a man may have a
drunkard for a son. A young man may
become a drunkard by reason of a constitu-
tion too weak to resist and throw off the
effects of alcohol, or he may have inherited
the predisposition from an ancestor possibly
several degrees removed. Drinking is a
social custom, the result of habit. The ap-
petite 1s either an acquired or an inherited
one. In its effects it is both physical and

~economic; and when we get down to study

them from that pomt of view instead. of
from” the purely “moral” or church out-
look, we shall begin to make some progress.
Certain things have been catalogued in the
ecclesiastical black books as sinful and
wicked; and cynics tell us that the things
we enjoy most are all black-listed. The
latter is a very superficial way of looking
at it, but it nevertheless represents a com-
mon attitude of mind. It stands as a pro-
test against dictation from others as to what
we shall or shall not do. And there you
have the root of the whole matter. Let
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us understand two things, that the habit of
drinking, either in moderation or excess,
is harmful physically, reducing the effective
forces of the system, and that, economically,
1t represents loss and waste to the commun-
ity. If we discard all other considerations
for the time being, we shall have laid the
groundwork for a better grasp of the ques-
tion. All modern teachers of physical cul-
ture advise against the use of alcohol, to-
bacco, tea, coffee, and most other stimulat-
ing or narcotic things. What is right or
wrong to use must be determined accord-
ing to the laws of health. If it be a sin
against the body to drink beer or whisky,
so also is it a sin to use any other beverage
in the proportion that it is harmful. A

great many temperance and moral reformers

have bad stomachs and bad livers and are

aenemic, because they violate other of the .

laws of cating and drinking. Whether
they break any moral law thereby I know.
not, but they sin against their bodies and
suffer for it in their bodies as the users of
alcoholic beverages do in theirs. And they
sin against posterity as well.

Economically, we know as a matter of
fact the liquor traffic means a loss to the
community in many ways for which no
amount of revenue from licences or direct
industry or employment created by the bars
and the breweries and distilleries can com-
pensate. A good business saloonkeeper, or
hotelkeeper, or brewer or distiller does not
drink himself, or he drinks very little for
the reason that he knows it is bad for his
business and bad for himself. Yet he sells
to others, and exerts all his energies to in-
crease the sale of liquors, because it is his
business. If it be bad for the dealer to
drink it is worse for the community. There
are other commodities as well as drink that
come under the same category; and yet
there is no crusade against them. I mean
what are regarded as legitimate commo-
dities. Are we to establish a public board
of censorship to say what things we shall
eat or drink or wear? Logically, it comes
to that if we lay down the principle that
drinking should be abolished because it is
bad for us. If we accept it as right in re-
gard to liquor, we must accept it in regard
to everything else.
faces of a parson and the ladies of a church
guild if it were proposed to prevent them

I should like to see the .

having tea at an afternoon meeting, or to
prohibit sweetments and confectionery at
an evening social. If you are going to
regulate things in that way you must adopt
a basis that will apply uniformly. I have
as much right to my particular brand of
poison as you have to yougs, and, if vou
reject that principle, you will go on re-
forming for ever without success. ‘The
other fellow is not going to be bound by
any system selecting your preferences and
what you think is right which takes no
stock of his preferences and his ideas. “T'hat
is true of every “ism’ and “ology” and
“law” that ever was. The world has gone
on thousands of vears trying the experi-
ment and has failed.

sk ok %k

OW, you ask, how are vou going
N to stem an cvil that is an ac-
knowledged detriment to society

which so far has defied all attempts to
abolish it? I should say, first, try to under-
stand the nature of the problem you are
dealing with, and then endeavor to apply
the remedy according to the nature of the
evil, just as a physician diagnoses discase
and then treats it, having in view always the
physical history, constitution and habits of
his patient.  No skilful doctor treats two
patients sick with the same discase in ex-
actly the same way, because for a variety of
reasons they won’t respond to the same
treatment. And, morcover, tf a doctor were
to say to a patient, “You have no right to
be sick (which would be literally truce)
and I propose to punish vou for getting
sick,” he would be a very foolish doctor.
If a law were passed to punish people for,
or to prevent them from, getting sick it
would be laughed at.  But most reform
physicians proceed on that latter principle,
which, put in a mild way, 1s not a wise one.
But we have the evil and the condition
and we must deal with them in a concrete
way. If we take the saloon business as
onc phase—and to be practical we must
deal with one thing at a time—no one will
for a moment argue that saloons licensed
solely to sell liquor to make people drunk
or satisfy an appetite is a good thing for
any community. It may be argued, and
with a good deal of force, that an hotel bar
is no better than a saloon bar; but an hotel
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has a necessary and a legitimate object as
well, to provide accommodation, and to
that extent the evil is a smaller one. I am,
however, peculiar in my views on the sub-
yect, and I do not advance them seriously,
because I know they would not be accepted.
However, selling liquor is either an evil or
it is not; either it is legitimate trade or it
is not. If it be an evil, the government has
no moral right to legalize a monoply of it
by licensing the sale to a limited number
of dealers. If it be a legitimate trade every
man has equal right to sell; and incidentally
I do not believe on the average there would
be any more liquor consumed as a conse-
quence. One effect of all restricted legisla-
tion, high licences and increased duties, has
been to raise the price and make it more
expensive to the public. There has also
been the effect to “dope” liquors, which has
been done to an alarming extent. I am one of
those who believe that average men are not
going to make swine of themselves simply
because they can get a drink for five cents
instead of fifteen, nor that there would be
a gallon more consumed. If there has been
any diminution of drinking of late years it
has been because it has become less respect-
able to drink and be drunk. We are get-
ting to that stage now when men cannot
hold jobs long and drink, and a business
man loses caste thereby. It would be no
different if drinks were a cent a glass. As
a parallel instance, cigars are no better at
ten cents today than they used to be at five,
and there are more of them smoked. The
difference goes to the government, or is
paid in the price of labor. If there is to be
a monopoly of the sale of liquor it should
be in the hands of the government, accord-
ing to a system similar to the Gothenburg
one. But in any event the real solution
is not in sumptuary legislation, but in a2
campaign of education as to its physical and
economic effects. There are two or three
main reasons why people drink. One is
because it is a social habit and we treat
each other. That is corrected by the Goth-
enburg plan. Another is because older and
grown people set the example. The same
is true of smoking. Very few naturally
want at first either to drink or smoke. Why
do little girls like to nurse dolls? It may be,
as some hold, an exhibition of the maternal
instinct, but whether or not it is because

mothers nurse children. 'Why do boys play
at soldiers, smoke candy pipes, and run
miniature trains? It is simply the simula-
tion of being grown up. In ninety-nine
cases out of a hundred a boy learns to
smoke because he thinks it is manly, in the
same way as he wants to get into men’s
clothes as soon as possible. Mark Twain
sagely remarked that if you want a boy to
go the way he should is to go that way
yourself. Very many boys are “tough” and
“bad” because older people are “tough”
and “bad,” and it is often a mark of dis-
tinction among his fellows to be the toughest
and worst. Victor Hugo in “Les Miser-
ables” described the gamin as the soul and
symbol of Paris; and the most daring gamin
was the greatest hero among gamins. You
cannot compel a boy to be good ; you can only

“guide him by example and judicious pre-

cept based on an appeal to his understand-
ing and reasoning powers. If boys only
knew that drinking, smoking, late hours
and dissipation generally, so hurtful in the
formative period, prevented them from
growing into strong, robust, healthy men,
which all natural boys want to be, they
would avoid that course and adopt the other.
Don’t tell them that it is bad and wicked
and that they will go to hell some day.
The average boy hates being preached to
or at; but give the direct incentive which
appeals to him, and be the same thing
yourself. The philosophy of all this is that
moral reform must be based upon scientific,
common-sense methods to be effective.
“Scientific methods” does not imply learned
disquisition, but simply understanding the
nature of the evil and the conditions you
are dealing with, just as a physician knows
the nature of disease and the patients he
treats. If I were undertaking a campaign
of reform I would want all parsons and
“goody-good” people to keep their hands
oft—not because parsons and “@ood” people
are not well-meaning and have not a right
as citizens to take a hand, but because
they don’t understand the situation half as
well as the man on the street does. Their
intervention arouses an antagonism that de-
feats the object. I say again, intelligent
men, not to speak of a large multitude of
people who have no natural sympathy with
him, resent the dictation of the man who
wants to regulate everything by law accord-



Current Comment 45

ing to his notions of right and wrong. It
is fighting against human nature. If a
considerable class of persons in a community
claim the right to drink, even though it be
poison to them, they are going to drink, and
the harder you fight against it the harder
they will fight for it. No law will protect
the people against themselves. This is

axiomatic. x % %
WORD about the social evil.
The question has arisen, Shall
there be restricted districts or
shall there not? That is the form

it now takes as a practical issue, and it is a
very live issue in all the cities of the west.
The social evil is a great evil, and one must
be plain in discussing it. It is largely a
companion of the bar, and is attended by
other dangers to the race, greater far than

that of drink. Nine-tenths of the men who

go to the redlight district go either under
the influence of drink or actually drunk,
when the sense of moral responsibility is at
the lowest ebb. Otherwise they would not
go at all. The excesses and orgies of these
resorts are all the result of drink supplied
either before or after going there. Moral
reformers—and as a rule they know the
least of the worst side of the case—naturally
and rightly object to the restricted districts
as “plague spots,” and they state as a con-
sequence that no form of government should
recognize such an evil by tolerating and
protecting it. As an abstract proposition
that is pretty hard to get away from—
without some effort to minimize the prac-
tices I have referred to; but on the other
hand, if you drive out the women from
these districts what is to become of them?
They must either be scattered throughout
the community or go elsewhere and . die of
starvation, commit suicide, or, by perpetrat-
ing a crime, get themselves incarcerated in
jail.  The alternatives are not pleasant to
contemplate. 'We may talk as we like about
the evil, but it exists: the fallen woman is
a social outcast debarred from all avenues
of respectable employment, branded as
plainly as Hawthorne’s Scarlet Woman.
It may be stated with all confidence that
few women follow this life by choice; but
having once burned their bridges, an im-
passable social gulf yawns behind them.
Fantine, a victim of man’s baseness, realizing
it, tried to cross back in disguise. Society

discovered her, throttled her and threw her
back into the abyss. There are hundreds of
thousands of Fantines in this country. What
are you going to do about it? I propose to
discuss the problem and the remedy in a

future issue.
3 % sk

ALKING of “problems,” most of
them are very simple when we oet
down to first principles. The

main trouble of humanity in understanding
itself and its own requirements is our
slavery to “isms” of one kind or another.
In trying to solve a problem we are con-
stantly bothered about what the other fellow
thinks or has thought, it may be several
thousand years ago. Wisdom, it is true, is
the result of experience, and we build on
the foundations laid by other men. Hence,
the world is divided mainly into two classes,
Conservatives and Radicals. The one steer
their course by the beacon lights of the past.
The other discard the latter and try to
steer by their own lights. They arc the
necessary clements of stability .and progress
in life, but both are liable to shipwreck at
some stage of their career. <I'he wisdom of
the past is not to be despised. There is
really little new in philosophy., We marvel
how much our forefathers did know and
what great thinkers they were; but the
heritage of man’s wisdom is useful not as a
fixed quantity of right or wrong, but as a
guide, an incentive, to independent thought
and action. All wisdom, all knowledge, is
relative, as everything else is relative, and
is wisdom or not wisdom according as con-
ditions exist. What was wise 2,000 ycars
ago might not have been wise 1,000 years
later, and, much less, may not be wise today;
but because wise men did live and formulate
systems of philosophy suitable to their day
and generation these became crystallized,
and were adopted and made hard and fast
by sectaries. Revolt against the formularies
of these systems has been made, in all ages,
and especially in our own time, by Radicals,
whose general tendency is to sweep away
the good with the bad and substitute other
formularies for protagonists in the gladia-
torial arena of polemics. Now, coming to
modern-day problems, a man assisted by all
that has gone before, must proceed to dis-
sect the factors of which they are composed,
pick the problem to picces, so to speak, and
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then proceed to put the pieces together
again logically in order to understand them.

The most abstruse problem of higher
mathematics 1s simplicity itself to the higher
mathematician, not because he has a higher
and superior mind, but because he has a
trained mind which follows step by step the
complex process of solution, just as a patient
person unravels a tangled skein of yarn or
an accountant makes a statement from a
badly kept set of books. Our biggest diffi-
culties are in appearances, and in the hob-
goblins of expression which are artificial and
technical. 1 said in a previous article that
learning was a “cult,”” and we must con-
fess that specialists have obscured and ren-

dered occult much that is plain and simple-

by big words. We are also awed and con-
fused by what professor so-and-so has taught,
which becomes to us very much like gospel.
For instance, we are told that the greatest
study of mankind is man. That is true;
but the study is rendered exceedingly awe-
some when we refer to it as “anthropologi-
cal.” Does not “wisdom about man” be-
come more formidable when we designate
it “anthroposophy?”’ And is the “science
of man’’ more intelligible as “anthropogeny ?”
A witness in the celebrated Tichborne
cas¢ identified the claimant by “the expres-
sion of his legs.” That was, if true, an evi-
dence of certain acute faculties, especially
dominant among lower animals; and cer-
tain good judges of human nature from phy-
sical features would no doubt be stumped
if they were described as “anthroposcopists.”
If men of wisdom and learning are bene-
factors of their race they also throw about
themselves a halo of excessive verbal ex-
travagance, which rather tends to heighten
their own glory than enlighten their readers
and hearers. So, what we regard as “prob-
lems” are apt to become more involved
by learned disquisition from which the
average man shrinks in the hopelessness of
understanding what 1t is all about. Thus,
to my mind, at least, the problem of Labor
and Capital, for instance, is no more diffi-
cult to understand than any other problem.
It simply means getting to the root of the
trouble, independent of the stock prejudices
of ecither the labor man or the capitalist.
The same remarks apply to the education
problem and the great drink problem,
which I shall proceed to discuss briefly.

T\ HE educational system, not of Brit-
ish Columbia particularly, but of
Canada and the United States and

all other countries, has become involved by

the specialization of experts until it resem-
bles nothing so much as a patchwork quilt.
We designate its work as “education,” and as
“education” perforce it represents a neces-
sity of the age we have to bow down to and
accept what has beeen foisted upon us. [t
does not represent our individual require-
ments or preferences, but what organized
bodies of specialists think we require and
what we ought to prefer. We have got
clear away from the idea_that the “Three
R’s” are the basis of all knowledge. To
stand up for “reading, writing, and ’rith-
metic” is to proclaim yourself old-fashioned
and a fossil. The old-fashioned school-
master, it is true, was not an ideal educator.
He was pedantic, arbitrary, cruel and a
martinet. He was a slave to rules, his
methods were not natural, and he had few
ideals. Nevertheless, in discarding the old
man, we have discarded much upon which
he was sound and substituted much’ that is
faddy and useless. Reading is the vehicle
of acquiring all knowledge, except, of
course, what is acquired orally and by obser-
vation. Observation being purely an ‘exer-
cise of our own wits is necessarily very im-
portant, but cannot be considered as part
of an academical system. Cultivating the
powers of observation is extremely educa-
tional, but it is a gift of the individual
teacher and no standard of qualification
can take note of it. Incidentally, I might
say that at a recent American convention
of educationists a speaker dwelt upon the
great fact we lose-sight of, that success-
ful teaching depends upon the teacher and
not upon the system or the curriculum or
the text-books or anything else artificial or
iqstitutional. It is the result of the divine
gift—intuitive, instinctive and individual.
Writing is the art of expressing ourselves
on the printed page, the twin companion of
speaking.  Arithmetic, or mathematics, is
the art or science of reasoning, of compu-
tation, of reduction, of deduction, of analy-
sis—of taking things apart, of putting them
together. Now, if you can think of any
other process that enters into mental or in-
tellectual development, I should like to
know what it is. First of all, we observe;
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next, we express our impressions of the
thing observed in language, spoken or writ-
ten; then we draw conclusions, infer, rea-
son. That constitutes all of education ex-
tended to its remotest bounds. There are
three, and only three essential elements of
a complete mental make-up. The cultiva-
tion of these leads us everywhere within the
realms of thought and wisdom. The vehicles
we employ in the journey, rudely described,
arc the three “R’s.” Keeping closely to
first principles, the tremendous importance
of a solid grounding in the essentials must
be obvious. If a boy or girl is well
grounded in the rudiments—other things,
such as the care of the body, and moral and
ethical environment being provided for—he
or she may well be trusted to take care of
what follows. It is just in this respect that our
educational systems have gone astray. As
a result, the powers of observation are being
stunted, memories are being destroyed, con-
versation is a lost art, handwriting is
wretched, composition (including letter-
writing) imperfect, speech crude and un-
grammatical, knowledge only a smattering,
reading not pleasant to the ear, and pro-
nunciation a limited quantity. I am speak-
ing now in the sense of the average, and
speak of what is of common experience. So
true is this that the average graduate of

our public and high schools is actually

handicapped in seeking commercial posi-
tions, because he writes badly, can’t indite
a letter in good form, has very little idea
of punctuation, i1s deficient in manners and
address. This is the more deplorable on
account of the time spent at school and the
cost of education which people bear un-
grudgingly because they believe in “educa-
tion.” In the name of common sense, what
1s a popular system of education for if not
to make us perfect in these very things
which are the foundation of a career? The
old schoolmaster erred in teaching every-

thing by “rote”; but “‘rote” is admirable for
the memory and we neglect it. The old-
fashioned spelling-matches are tabooed, but
they were excellent in making good spellers.
It used to be popular to recite prose and
poctical selections. Thac admirable prac-
tice, which has laid the foundation for many
a literary career, has gone out. In the mul-
titude of text-books and subjects to be
taught there is not time for the attention

that used to be paid to these things. The
writing of essays, the weekly debates, the
singing hour were all excellent expedients.
A thorough drilling in mental arithmetic
cach day is one of the finest trainings a boy
can get. Who can do mental arithmetic
today? Why should not the whole of a
standard novel be read in school as an exer-
cise in reading?  Why should not a gond
popular lustory, a play of Shakespeare, a
book of travel, an epic poem, a giear speech,
a biographv—works of sustained interest
and models of diction—be introduced in
schouls as substitures for the emasculated
scraps 1 our readers.  John Bright boasted
that his entire education consisted in reading
Shakespeare’s works, Milton’s “Paradise
Lost,” Bunyan’s “Pilgrim’s Progress” and
the Bible. Opinions might differ as to the par-
ticular books to be read, but we could take
a dozen great works, the thorough mastery
of which would be far more than cquiva-
lent in value to an entire school course to-
day. Nothing that is original, interesting,
individual, complete and thorough is possibie
by the cast-iron system in vogue. Things
useful and attractive in themselves are pe-
nalized, things non-essential are authorized.
Our curricula are a hodge-podge of notions
and theories, the daily exercise a routine of
unmeaning ritual.

OBSERVER.

T has been decided that it is wisdom to
change the name of this magazine. [t
will be known, after this, as the BRITISH
COLUMBIA MAGAZINE. The Feb-
ruary number will have the new name on

the cover.
RN S

HIS magazine is a magazine in develop-
ment. It has probably passed the
stage when anything is likely to transpire
that will arrest its development, though
circumstances may impede it. It will in
future be carcfully and prudently conducted.
It will have Canadian quality. Tt will be
disinterested. Tt will serve the truth and
make itself useful. Its creed will be British
Columbia. It will describe and illustrate
commercial, industrial and picturesque Brit-
ish Columbia.
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RITISH COLUMBIA should mother
writers. She has more pictorial char-
acter than any other part of Canada. Every
aspect of her outdoor industrial life is a
drama, theatered in the open and played in
a setting of grandeur and rich color. Stories
big as those of the sagas are the stories yet
untold of the wet work of the fishing, of
the huge labor of logging, of mining, and
of prospecting with its flavor of romance.
From Ketchikan to Vancouver, in the
dusting snow, the sun-grin and the rain-
slash, strong men at their rough business
'make color-spots and furnish human mater-
ial for story-tellers and makers of song.
This magazine suggests to writers that they
draw this gutty crew, white man, Indian
and Oriental, and depict the strong color.
“The editor of this magazine will be glad
to receive stories of this kind. At present
a great many stories and verses, the labor
of British Columbia writers, are offered to

the magazine for consideration. Let us say
frankly that most of these are frail narra-
tives of sentiment and fatuous rhymes, and
leave the taste of sweetened water in the
mouth. "A country of British Columbia’s
physique, sown with rough human stuff, the
very meat of Empire, should produce litera-
ture of stronger brew. It has already given
forth a little. In the sea-coast cities, the
porches of commerce, and inland, where
men not timid are developing great enter-
prises and setting stone upon stone, every-
where, waits the romance of traffic and
discovery for writers with color-sense to
see and constructive art to build.

* %k ¥k

WING to lack of space, the depart-

ment, Qutdoor British Columbia,

and the descriptive article, ““The Coal Mine

under the Sea,” do not appear in this num-
ber. They will be published next month.




A Cannery Town In Winter

NCE upon a time, ac-
cording to the fairy
tale, there was a man
O who possessed a pair
of boots that went
seven leagues at a
stride.  You haven't
got seven-league boots,
but when you get off the B. C. Electric
car at the Steveston station you will find
that you have traversed twenty degrees of
longitude and stepped into the punk-stick
scented East.

You will see broad-nostrilled, punch-
bellied Japanese “kids” playing marbles on
the station platform; Japanese troglodytes
in seaboots mending gillnets; Chinese
kobolds like charred rags, smoking their
sui-yen-hus ; sienna-colored, coal-haired wo-
men of old Japan; Chinese monochromes
like old shirts washed characterless.

Steveston looks like a prairie town before
you come to it—match-boxes sown on the
ungrazed geography—and it looks like a
fishing village when you get to it. The
nets, and the fishing boats that lie with
their keels sunk in the sand along a mile
of beach, all amidst the cannery piles, with
the rain’s soft wash above and the tip-toe-
ing tide below, give it that character.

In the packing-box and doghouse town,
where the Orientals inhabit, that staggers
along the clayey dyke facing the canneries
that make you think of great dull-colored
birds of prey waiting for the salmon to
come back, you will see the scum-colored
Japanese fisherman with the prognathic jaw
who came to this country because Japan has
a population of 317 to the square mile, and
this country has a density of only 1.75.

Steveston’s Japanese take life very ser-
iously and have the tenacity of ants. They
are very busy in the cannery town this
winter building new fishing boats and re-
pairing old ones. They have pruned away
a lot of their Japanesy characteristics and
learned a few more English words and

saved a lot more money since last winter,
'\7

C

but they still live in the same sagging
shanties and the same muddy fishy smell.
The white-corded salmon nets are hang-
ing on racks and fences all along the muddy
dyke, not to dry, for the grey rain that
has washed the town into tone with the
great drab river and the low sky, falls and
falls and falls, every day and all the time.
Yet the Fraser river is beautiful as

- Steveston itself is picturesque, though the

wash of its color is in such a low key.
Except when the fog muddies the air you
can see, across the stone-colored width of
the river, the mountains dissolving shade by
shade, stepping backward range by range
into the soft sky, in the mystery of distance.
The charm of prairie space is the charm of
the broad levels behind Steveston. From
when the tinmd colors of day first appear
in the east, like fairy ornaments, to the time
when the day shades to ashes and goes out
in pure sepia.over river, village and un-
featured plain, therc is great stuff every
silvery hour for the water-color painter.

Mildewed Steveston has a character
which should attract tourists to it all the
year round if its whimsical quaintness were
known, It is not the cannery character,
which many other British Columbia towns
have, or the far-away, traveller’s tale char-
acter the punk-sticks and its vignettes of
the Orient give it. It was not these that
impressed my imagination.  Steveston s
different from any other town in Canada.
It is fascinating cven in winter, and in the
canning scason when the salmon epic is
taking place and the great commercial
drama of the salmon is being acted, it is a
place wonderful in interest.

In the winter hiatus you can sce the
Japanese and Chinese in cross section. You
can get acquainted with the beamy, sun-
cooked white fisherman. Around the tav-
ern fires, where the white fishermen smoke
and spin their tales, you can hear the story
of the salmon many times repeated, the
fresh water epiphany of the strong-swim-
ming sockeyes, coaxed by a great heimweh

9
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from their adopted country the sea. This
is among the great stories of the out-door
world, and picturesquely told is worth a
long journey to hear. Its color is strong
and big and barbaric. Also the story of the
fishing. The fishermen tell of the great
sockeye drove, pigged together in their
stampede up the river, driven by the pow-
erful instinct of reproduction. Old fish-
ermen tell tales fascinating in interest, of
early days on the river, and romantic
stories of big runs, when the myriad mul-
titudes of the splendid fish filled the river.
You can hear intimate tales told by men
who turn themselves into salmon to tell
them, and think with the mind of the
salmon and speak as the salmon would
speak, and the stories are strong and pic-
turesque and stranger than invention.
They describe the desperate exodus of the
silver-sided fish from the sea to the spawn-
ing grounds, and tell of the pirate swarms
of sea fish that follow the salmon to feast
upon the spawn, and of the final tragedy
of the spawning places. You hear the wet

HAineids of salmon that pass the cannery
fisher’s nets and traps, but not the sardonic-
faced Indian who stands with poised spear
or crude dip net to take the fish from some
swift-water channel. Or if the fish escape
the patient Siwash the grizzly and the
black bear await its coming in the shallow
creeks or ‘beside the rapids.

In the Japanese boat-building shops the
little brown workers are busy with tools
that are replicas of those used one hundred
years ago to build junks with in old Japan.
The boats the Japanese build at Steveston
are stout, able little launches, some of them
keeping a little of the junk character.
These Japanese boat-builders arc splendid
workmen. Perhaps the feudal Buschido
spirit—the fealty of Samurai to Daimio,
of retainer to Samurai, of servant to mas-
ter, makes them so.

Steveston’s Japanese have a grin which
is the proper grin of deceit, but if you ask
one of them a question he discovers that
his larynx has forgotten the right adjust-
ment for English.
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}u&goosanlans

A STORY OF BRITISH COLUMBIA INDIANS RELATED IN THE MAIN TO THE
WRITER BY TAMX CLACH, AN ANCIENT TSIMPSHEAN, WHO
PARTICIPATED IN THE EVENTS HERE RECORDED

By J H Grant

DINGY semi-circle of
tents, about which
dark figures lounged

A in the loose sand, or

sat silently carving
grotesque ornaments,
marked thecamp of the

Hydahs. Their long,
dark canoes which had lately borne them
hither from their island home reposed upon
the beach, a picturesque row. The women,

each with a basket of dried halibut strips,

squatted upon the ground between the
camp and the Tsimpshean village Lawoila-
mask, waiting. A few paces before the
silent group stood a young girl, tall and
comely, the native dress hanging loosely
about her graceful form. Her fair face
and golden hair formed a startling con-
trast with the raven locks and dusky vis-
ages all about her, and gave significance to
her name, Judgoosanlans—Daughter of
the Dawn, Her birth was shrouded deep

i mysteryv, which even the step-mother,
Juteesh, all her faculties sharpened by hate
and jealousy, had failed to' fathom. The
secret of her origin was securely hidden in
the broad breast of her supposed father,
old Chief Gunwhad.

Partly owing to her popularity, and
partly owing to her duties as the coming
chiefess, Judgoosanians had been chosen to
open the trade with the Tsimpsheans. She
appreciated the honor thus conferred, for
she loved her people and delighted to serve
them. DBut as she stood before them she
felt keenly her responsibility.  She knew that
the peace which existed between her nation
and the mainland tribe was but a truce,
and the embers of an ancient hate still

smouldered beneath a thin covering of com-
mercialism, and were ever ready to burst
into flame at the slightest breath from
etther side. She prayed to the Great Spirit
for wisdom. Presently from out the vil-
lage came Skagwait’s daughter, the haughty
chiefess of the Tsimpshcans, followed by
her women bearing boxes of oolican grease.
Judgoosanlans advanced to meet her, and
after the usual salutations, the chicfesses
proceeded with the formalities peculiar to
such occasions. IFach placed her basket on
the ground. The mainland maiden, as be-
fitted the hostess, took first of her goods
and handed them to the visitor, But while
she thus fulfilled the letter of the law, she
recked not of its spirit.  Her whole bear-
ing was pregnant with arrogance and in-
sult.  Surprise and anger glowed crimson
upon the fair maiden’s face, but she hent
over the basket and selected a choice piece
of halibut. The other took the fish, placed
it to her nose and made a variety of grim-
aces; then she threw it in the sand at her
feet. ““T'he white daughter of the Hydahs
may be able to make the Tsimpshean braves
cross-eved,” she said tauntingly, “but she
can’t cure the halibut.”

Judgoosanlans forgot her good resolves,
Burning anger flared suddenly in her un-
tutored bosom. Her blue eyes glinted like
steel points.  She hurled the oolican grease
into her temptress’s face, and picking up her
basket, strode proudly back to her people.
The Tsimpshean maid threw herself upon
the ground and hid her face, then suddenly
springing to her feet she fled into the village
to her father’s house. The women stood
aghast. Some of the Tsimpsheans tittered
dryly as though they sccretly enjoyed the
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humiliation of Skagwait’s daughter. The
Hydahs moved quickly back to their camp,
but Juteesh was far ahead. She hurled
herself into the old Chief’s presence. “She
has done it. She has done it, your. pale-
faced pet,” she cried. ‘““The Tsimpsheans
will kill us all.”” We shall never see our
homes again. Ah-na-00-00, Ah-na-00-00.”

The harsh voice of her step-mother came
faintly to Judgoosanlans’ hearing as she
walked slowly with bowed head toward her
father’s tent. It needed not the evident
malice of its_tone to impress upon her the
awfulness of the thing she had done. Often
had she listened to tales of a time when
the people paddled their great war canoes
in all the waters from Vancouver to Alasks
and held in abject terror every tribe of the
coast. But all that, she knew, was long
since past, and now, so sadly was the tribe
reduced in numbers and prowess, that a
battle with the powerful Tsimpsheans
might prove its final ruin. O, if it should,
and she the author of it all! The hot
tears began to course down her sun-burned
cheeks, but she brushed them quickly away
as she approached her father.

Old Gunwhad looked half sadly, half
reproachfully upon his daughter, but spoke
no word of rebuke. She sat down before
his lodge in speechless distress. The women
stole quietly into the tents and the men
mustered quickly and silently about the
chief. Judgoosanlans saw that their dark
faces grew grave and stern as they waited.
Suddenly the girl felt a hostile presence,
and with the unerring intuition of the In-
dian, her eyes turned to a rock behind
which a red head and bleached face disap-
peared instantly. With a start she recog-
nized the half-breed lover of Skagwait’s
daughter. She saw him reach back cau-
tiously for his flintlock. She knew that he
sought her life, and in another moment she
would pay for her hasty action. It would
perhaps save her people. She nerved her-
self to the sacrifice and waited the end in
silence. .

But the Hydahs were watchful. “White-
skin” they hissed, as a dozen guns were
levelled. "The weapons spoke and the un-
fortunate ‘breed lay stretched wupon the
beach. In a moment the whole village was
in an uproar; musket shots and terrible
whoops rent the air. The Tsimpsheans

,\e

.crowded between the Hydahs and their

canoes. Thus cut off from their one hope
of escape, the visitors fought for their lives.
Night settled upon the scene and the
weapons shot lurid streaks into the dusk.
The firing became irregular. In the dark-
ness each brave stole upon a single enemy,
then a loud report and a fearful yell told
the tale of death. '

But the end came. The Hudson’s Bay
magnate, a white man of great influence
in the village, was married to one of Skag-
wait’s daughters, and through her he in-
duced the old Chief to call off his braves.
Then with his men he dug a great trench
by the sea and buried there three hundred
men of both nations. The Hydahs, a mere
remnant, departed in their canoes to await
such time as the Tsimpsheans would visit
them in their own village to arrange the
terms of peace. In one of the boats sat
Judgoosanlans, her face pale, her eyes hot
and tearless and her heart torn with re-
morse. Some of the women about her wept
softly, but Juteesh was loud in her wailing.
Never before had the old Chief’s wife mani-
fested such grief when calamity befell her
people, Ever and anon some bereaved wife
or mother uncovered her weeping eyes to
stare in wonder at the frantic Juteesh.
Judgoosanlans alone understood her step-
mother’s unusual demonstration, but the
jealousy that had so embittered her girlhood
sank into insignificance beside the awful
punishment which she knew awaited her as
the stirrer-up of strife. She looked toward
the great mountains. Them she had always
regarded as friends who would never fail.
Their gleaming heads were reared to the
morning sun and their giant shoulders
mantled in a purple haze. The shimmer-
ing waters of the bay bathed their verdant
bases, but even they seemed to stand coldly
aloof. Her eyes wandered to the blue line
that marked Alaska’s shore and rested with
a new-born interest upon the island of
tombs. She hoped the Tsimpsheans would
hasten with their worst, and she hoped not
in vain.

In the evening, when the reluctant sun
of northern climes had sunk from view and
the waters were dark and still, the Hydahs
gathered upon the beach before the village
of Hlthkagilda; the women to wail and
moan for the slain, the men to stare gloomily
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into the twilight. Presently a long dark
canoe shot into view. Then another and
another, and in the wake of each glowed a
phosphorescent trail that writhed weirdly
over the dark waters. Judgoosanlans sat
beside Gunwhad and looked on calmly.
She knew the Tsimpsheans came to take her
hence, and she knew that their errand was
lawful, for the fiery breath of the water-
god sped them on their way.
near, her wicked eves narrowed to mere
slits as she feasted them upon the face of
the unhappy girl.

W ithout a word the Tsimpsheans landed
and squatted upon the sand a few paces be-
fore their late enemies. Some slaves kindled
a fire and its ruddy glare fell upon the dark,
war-painted visages all about. The Hydah
women ceased their wailing and all was
silent as old Skagwait rose to speak:
“For a long time,” he began, “our people
have been at peace. Now this trouble has
come. We have lost many friends. Our
women weep for their sons and husbands.
There 1s no sound but their wailings. The
gods are angry with us and must be ap-
peased. Our medicine men say: ‘Build a
house with four corners over the grave of
your dead. Take her who has caused this
strife, tear her body in four pieces, and
place a part under each of the four posts.
This must be done before dawn. Then
will the gods smile and their children have
peace and prosperity once more.” Has my
Hyvdah brother anything to say?” he con-
cluded.

All was still once more save for a few
stifled sobs among the women and the sub-
dued simmering of the fire. Judgoosanlans
shuddered slightly under her terrible sen-
tence, but showed no further sign of fear.
Gunwhad arose. ‘‘Our brother Skagwait
has spoken well,” he said slowly. “We, too,
have lost much. The gods must be ap-
peased, but Judgoosanlans is the joy of an
old man’s heart. Take her not from him.
Let the Hydahs pay their debt with canoes
and blankets. They will be glad to do this
for their fair chiefess. Then will the gods
be satisfied.”

But Skagwait answered quickly, “It must
not be. We waste time. The medicine men
have spoken. Let the Hydahs place this
maiden in my canoe. She alone‘can pay
this debt. If the sun shines again upon the

Juteesh sat .

graves of our dead and this thing is not
done, the curse will be upon your nation as
well as ours.”

For a moment no one spoke. The eyes
of the Tsimpsheans glowed with the fire
of victory. The unholy joy of revenge lit
their faces with a demoniacal glare. Jud-
goosanlans read consent in the averted faces
of her tribesmen and rose to depart with
the enemy. But Gunwhad was on his feet
once more, his great body swaying rhyth-
mically. “Listen!” he explained. “Hydahs
and T'simpsheans gather close about me.
I have a story to tell: Once when the
great sea serpent hissed and the foam from
his jaws flew high, Gunwhad and his war-
riors were coming down the coast from
Alaska,  They had had a great victory,
but had forgotten to give thanks and the
spirits were angry. The great. serpent
bared his fangs and swallowed all the
canoecs but one. Tt, his breath blew high on
a rocky shore. But the sea had caten more,
for on the cold sands Gunwhad and his
friends found a white mother and her
child. The woman was dead, but Guawhad
took the baby home and his wife nursed it
at her breast, for her own child had been
dead but a day. Those warriors all are
dead, Gunwhad’s wife 1s dead, but that
»aby is Judgoosanlans.”  He paused.  So
intense was the silence that the fire in
Juteesh’s eyves seemed to crackle audibly.
Judgoosanlans, oblivious to the many eyes
fixed wonderingly upon her, gazed out into
the darkness, her soul fitled with new-
Lorn perplexities and vague longings.

Suddenly the old chief  resumed:
“Tsimpsheans,” he cried fiereely, “Judgoo-
sanlans is the daughter of the pale-face, and
the white chicef strikes hard when his child
is harmed. The Hydahs will go to Victoria
and show him the way. He will come with
fire canoes, What does he care for our
pods? His little bullets will slay your
braves and his big ones will scatter your
houses like broken sca-weed upon the waves.
Take Judgoosanlans if you dare.  Gunwhad
has spoken.”

In the deep stillness that followed, war-
rior looked on warrior and hands moved
unconsciously to knife-hilts. Skagwait was
staggered by Gunwhad’s threat, for he
knew from bitter experience that the white
man’s wrath spelled death. But he had
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set his savage heart on revenge. He gripped
his weapon and looked into the kindling
faces of his braves. Every eye was riveted
upon him, and no one noticed a dark form
move through the dim light and pause close
behind Judgoosanlans. A long knife
gleamed for a moment in the dull glare,
then with a flash descended. A warrior
nearby uttered a hoarse cry and sprang for-
ward. Judgoosanlans staggered to her feet
and looked dazedly about. The weapon
had but grazed her shoulder and buried it-
self in the soft earth. Her eyes met for an
instant the fiendish stare of her step-mother,
then the would-be murderess fled from the
scene with shrieks and ominous mutterings.
Right down to the water’s edge she ran,
and out upon a projecting rock. Here she

stood like a black spectre, waving her arms
and apostrophizing death. “I come, death!”
she cried. “Juteesh fears you not. She is
not like the coward brood of the white
squaw.” For a moment she poised, then
leaped, with a wild demoniac yell. The
dark waters gurgled and closed above her.
The people of both nations, speechless and
awe-stricken, gazed until the last ripple had
retreated far out upon the deep. Then
Skagwait turned to where Judgoosanlans
stood slightly apart. ‘

““The Sea-god loves the Daughter of the
Dawn,” he said briefly. “He has called
another in her stead. Our work is done.”
He motioned to his men and the funeral
fleet glided swiftly into the darkness from
whence it came.

JUTEYSI, THE STEP-MOTIIER OF

JUDGOOSANIANS



The Kiddies

By Garnett Weston

WALKED down

Front street for the
L

express purpose of

E getting a story. I
-~ wanted “color” for

the germ that was in

my mind. It was a

good germ, too, It
would have made easy reading. But there
I saw things which made me forget my
faked romance. I watched the enacting of
a real story. For a little while I looked
into the world of men whom the wilderness
makes strong physically and big mentally.
Theirs is the heritage of the big things.
What they do they do strongly. Their
emotions are herculean in proportion to the
surge of energy garnered from the wilder-
ness where the map is drawn to the scale
of one mile to a mile. The felling of big
trees 1s a strong man’s task, and requires
a strong man’s reward. Thus when the
stake 1s made and the logger enters town
he plunges into a glorious debauch and the
sum of all happiness is attained when with
his fellows he engages in an cager fight.
The result is detrimental to the fixtures in
the saloon.

This is a rough story of rough men. Its
only claim for consideration is that it is
true. If you admire big trees with the
bark on, or grizzly bears which ramble
about without a cage, then you will like
my story. If you don’t—but I am not ask-
ing you to like it. T am telling only the
things which happened.

It is the story of the tragedy of the log-
ger's stake. Tf you want to see for your-
self wherein lies the tragedy, go down to
Front street.  There you will find the
logger.

Perhaps he spends half or a quarter of
the stake his months in the camp have made.
Then the whiskey gets him. He is piloted
into the “snake” room. Here he is “rolled”
by one of the men or women in attendance.

When in the grey dawn he staggers onto
the street he is penniless. His throat burns
from the scaring whiskey. His cyes are
sore and heavy. With hair tousled and
face unwashed he meets the problem of
existence just where he was when last he
hit the trail for camp.

He never kicks. [Experience has taught
him that therc is no redress. The saloon-
keeper is profanely ignorant of events. The
policeman on the corner merely says,
“What'd you go in there for, anyway?”’
So the logger swears picturesquely and
starts for camp. He makes another stake
and repeats the performance. He spends
his last ten with the same easy freedom as
he disposed of the first.

I knew all this. I thought that was
all there was to it. Now I know other-
wise. The quick spending of the logger’s
stake may be reckless gencrosity. Tt is also
a tragedy. I can show you men who have
worked for thirty years who haven’t a cent
in trust, and whose only prospect is the next
stake. Meanwhile the saloons reap where
they never sowed.

It was in the last saloon 1 cnroml that
I got my story. A gang of loggers preceded
me through the swinging doors. A rough
voice had started a “Come all ye¢”’ a note
too high, but the solo was instantly drowned
in the roaring chorus as a score of voices
took it up. My entrance passed unnoticed,

With the dying notes of the song the
suave tones of the bartender mingled:
“Step up, boys, step up.”  Two figures
alone failed to respond—myself and one
other. e stood back by the stove and I
thought his face was wistful.  "T'he watch-
ful spider behind the bar saw him. A girl
glided from somewhere and whispered i
his car. He shook his head. “I've got my
stake an’ I'm goin’ home to the kiddics.
It's Christmas, an’ they’re waitin’” A
peal of laughter broke from the pamted
lips.
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“My, but you're a tight wad!” she mock-
ed. The man flushed and shifted uneasily.
She followed the thrust. “Come an’ cele-
brate just one. Drink to—to the kiddies.”
Her hands stole to his shoulders with a subtle
caress. “‘Come on—just one to the kiddies.”
He wilted under her warm allure. Her
body, full-blooded and passionate, swayed

about him with easy grace, kindling dan- -

gerous fires in his heart. As he strode for-
ward to the bar I knew that the kiddies
would never see their father’s Christmas
stake. Only the day before I had heard
that same girl, with the face and form of
an angel, blaspheme horridly as she cursed
a street-car conductor. Her eyes met mine
for a brief space as she measured me.
Then the red lips curled with scorn and
she swung about on her high heels. I
christened her the “Brazen Circe.”

An hour later I returned. The logger
was not among those who crowded about
the brass bar. I passed through into the
pool-room. A dozen men stood about
while an uncouth woodsman jabbed balls
awkwardly with a long cue. He was emit-
ting a continuous string of blasphemous re-
marks as he played. I then and there elim-
inated certain words from my vocabulary.
I felt that in future I could not do them
justice. An attendant in shirt-sleeves was
beating him with contemptuous ease.

In a little room at the back I found the
logger playing cards. Three or four men
hung over the table. A pile of money,
thirty or forty dollars, lay in the middle.
The logger and another were the only
ones remaining in the game. I recognized
the other. He usually left the town where
he was sojourning some time between days,
and his departure was always hurried. He
had a hundred aliases. I knew him as “The
Stacker.” Over the logger bent Circe. Not
e sound was audible save the hard breaths
of the watchers. The room seemed tc
sway dizzily in the dim light as the blye
smoke twisted slowly in spiral wreaths.
So tense was the interest that my entrance
seemed to startle them. The girl threw
me an angry glance and then the game
went on.

Slowly the logger showed his hand. The
stillness pressed closer.  The labored
breaths were almost gasps. The Stacker
seemed to dally with his cards as if reluc-

tant to reveal himself the loser. Then
he laid them on the table—three queens,
Before the logger lay two pairs—jacks and
sixes. 'The Stacker raked in the jack-pot.

With a reckless laugh the logger
stumbled to his feet, and with the toe of
his spike-shod boot sent his chair flying
across the room. ‘““The drinks are on me,
boys,” smiled the Stacker.

The girl’s arms wound about the man
and held him as the others trooped out.
Once again I was unnoticed in the gloom.
I watched her—the fallen angel—as she
dripped her honeyed guile into his ready ears.
How she clung to him, employing all the
subtle arts of feminine beguilement. On
her lips was the smile of the temptress—
cynical, mocking, In her eyes shone the
light of the unholy love by which she lived.
Her hair brushed his cheek, the perfume
filled his nostrils. In the dim light she was
divinely fair, and she tempted him. The

beast of his nature leaped hotly to
the passion call. He caught her in
his arms with flaming eves, and his

lips pressed her throat and cheeks and
mouth. I found a door leading into an
alley and left them. Poor kiddies! Their
Christmas was gone. I wondered if last
year had been the same.

Two days later I was on Front street
following the same endless quest—stories,
stories. Printer’s ink is a fatal disease.
Something led me into the same saloon.
Huddled in one corner I found the logger.
He was just sobering after a glorious drunk.
I knew the bartender, so I sought informa-
tion. “What happened after I left the
other night?”

“You ought to have stayed,” he grinned;
“t!le boys sure had a hell of a ‘Come all
ye .” .

I drifted across to the logger. “Going
home for Christmas?”’ I ventured.

“Christmas! Hell!” He held out his
empty hands with emphasis. “I was goin’
down with my stake. I was goin’ to give
the kiddies a good time. I guess I got
drunk,” he added sheepishly.

“Poor little beggars,” I murmured sym-
pathetically. “How many are there?”

“Four,” he mumbled, choking.

“Boys?”

“No, three girls an’——an’ the boy—OW,
God!” His head went down in his hands
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and he sobbed aloud. I waited, shielding
him as well as I could from the curious
gaze of the few individuals who were striv-
ing to assuage their thirst at the bar. Sud-
denly he straightened and raised his clench-
ed fist above his head. It was a big fist,
rough and red, and it made me think of a
freshly-cooked ham. 1 became conscious
that I was sitting beside a mighty muscular
power. There was something in his tense
form that seemed to radiate force, savage
and untamed. It was the strength of the
~hills.

“I'm goin’ back,” he told me in even
tones; “I'm goin’ back to camp to make
my Easter stake, an’ then I’ll go home to
the kiddies. I will, by God!” I watched

his big form plough through the swinging

doors.
“Hurrah!” 1 thought, “the kiddies will
have their Easter.”

The night was strong with the scent of
the new spring growth. The young green
radiated its life abroad, and the thing was
rampant in the blood of the loggers. Front
street picked itself up and yelled aloud.
‘The place was vocal with the joy of living.
The evening was voung.  As yet the
sport was good-natured.  Presently, when
the whiskey took strong hold, there would
be a dozen “Come all ye’s” in a dozen dif-
ferent saloons. Men would rage back and
forth in a glorious earnest fight. Fin-
ally they would emerge, some with teeth
knocked in and eyes blackened, others with
ribs and noses smashed. For weeks follow-
ing they would dwell fondly with bruised
lips on the Easter “Come all ye.” “We
sure had a hell of a time. I blowed my
stake. She didn’t last long. I met myself
comin’ back on the road.”

I lounged about among the groups listen-
ing to the jokes, the remarks and the oaths.

From a saloon came a thundering chorus
roared in lusty volume by a score of
loggers:

\

“Come all ye gay young loggers that lay
the proud pine lotw,

Our money’s spent, ’tis time we
back to camp we go,

The girls they'll us remember,
we come to town,

The whiskey won’t f()l"lf us /m the vay
we drank it down.

eent, so

when next

There was something strangely familiar
about the sound other than the words or
the tune. I had heard both many times,
but there was something else. I stood for
a moment and then pushed through the
doors. The chorus was at its height. Lead-
ing it with a mighty bass was the logger.
It was the voice from his shaggy lips that
had struck me. He was drunk with whis-
key, the spring, the noise and the lights.
I pushed to his side. “IHow are the kid-
dies?” I queried.

“T’ hell with the kids,”
“step up and drink with the boys.
’em up. Fill 'em up!”

I left him then and pushed my way
through the jubilant swaggering throng to
Wharf street. For me the mght had sud-
denly lost its charm. Poor kiddies! Their
Easter was to be the same as Christmas.
Iore 1 turned the corner 1 paused for a
moment to hearken to the faint far voices:

he boomed;

Fill

Oh, family man, oh, family man, why ever
did you come,

A sailin’ in a puddin’ dish acrost a sea o
rum?

Your wife she’ll be a-waitin’,
your door,

You'd better start for home agin and don't
come here no more.

a-caitin’ at



The Coast of Romance

THREE TALES OF BRITISH COLUMBIA LIFE

By Poﬂough Pogue

Buey Yuen

NE of the gods who
play checkers with the
lives of men moved
because it was his
move, and he moved
Buey Yuen from
Canton to Vancouver.
Then the god all at

once remembered that in the kitchen of an-

other mortal’s life he had left the soup on
the fire, and he forgot all about Buey Yuen.

Many Chinese are apparently as char-
acterless as an old shirt that has been faded
by much washing, but Buey Yuen had the
character of a cat, treacherous, a shifty
egotist, flattering those who could help him,
but in his heart “walking by himself,” as
Kipling said.

Before the steamer that brought him had
gone back again he had got a job washing
dishes in a restaurant, and soon, looking
around him, he saw that in Vancouver there
were many chances to make money playing,
not with dice or cards, but with real estate
in the form of suburban lots.

So he did without everything but a little
opium, and when he had saved one hun-
dred dollars he bought a lot, paying his
hundred dollars down. He did not
intend to make a second payment. He
staked his money on the chance that the lot
would advance in value before the day came
when the second payment would have to be
made. If it did he would sell his interest
at a profit. If it did not, or decreased in
value, he would lose his first payment by for-
feit, or sell at a loss. He was a gambler.

Then the god who was running his life
for him, having found that the other man’s
soup pot had boiled over and put the fire

out, remembered Buey. Seceing how matters
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stood, this god, whose name was Luck,
loaded the dice. The contract was suddenly
let for the paving of the street on which
Buey’s lot was, and the tiny uncleared ob-
long of ground abruptly doubled in value.
The Chinaman, “walking by his wild lone”
and smiling, sold his interest for a hundred
and fifty dollars and bought again on an-
other street. Again luck was the gambler’s
ally, and within a year the sardonic-natured
Cantonese had made several turn-overs and
had won out every time. Soon he had one
thousand dollars, one hundred dollars more
than he had been able to save in twenty
vears in Canton. But, still smiling and
“walking by himself,” and never using his
forty words of pigeon English to tell any-
body anything, he bet his thousand dollars
on the possibility that a cleared lot a little
farther in, on a “good” street, would jump
in value within three months, which was a
pretty safe bet, In other words, he bought
the lot for four thousand dollars and paid
his thousand down.

But the god had forgotten him again.
The barometer of values on that street fell
unaccountably, sent down by one of those
wandering currents of cold air which chill
even preferred property sometimes. Buey
was frightened and tried to find a buyer who
would take his interest at a loss of 20 per
cent. But although there was no particular
reason for it, and ro one could have ex-
plained it by any financial logic, money was
momentarily “tight,” a little thrill of ner-
vousness was creeping up the spine of the
financial world, and was felt everywhere.
The Chinaman could not sell except at a
great sacrifice. At length he did this, drop-
ping out into deep shadows with five hun-
dred dollars. You see, Buey Yuen “walked



y himself”’ and had no friends or familiars,
Fand could get no help. In fact, he asked
none, except from his joss, who belonged
o a different pantheon from the luck god
who had helped him whenever he remem-
bered Buey’s existence. The joss had never
really helped him, but Buey was a lone-
:ly man and for a long time there had been a
iclose intimacy between the joss and him-
-'self. In the small Shanghai street tenement
“room, which was all the home Buey had,
“.he had nailed an old gilt picture frame to
-the wall to make a shrine for his joss. He
- had hung colored paper ribbons and red and
- yellow glass beads from the upper edge of
" the frame; the joss lived in the centre on a
- little shelf, and an old salmon can with
- part of its gaudy label hung down from
~ wires in front of and a little below the
- grinning god. This was to burn joss sticks
in. The joss itself was a little carved cal-

- cite idol, with an ugly, sneering face brown-
“cd by age and the smoke of incense sticks.
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This joss was a kind of crony of Buey's
and every evening when he came home to
his room from his work in the cating-house
kitchen, he would burn sticks and gilt paper
in the salmon can under the flat, broad-nos-
triled nose that curled up in such a. wicked
grin. And sometimes the yellow man would
talk to the cinder-faced god in a long dron-
ing monologue of singsong Cantonese.

This was while luck smiled upon the
feline Chinaman. But what'’s the use of
burning punk sticks before a god who can’t
keep luck smiling ? Buey Yuen's joss lost face.
There are no more sticks smoking in the
salmon can. Buey Yuen has lost a good
deal of money and he has lost his crony.
But he has some moncy left yvet, and if he
holds a straight flush, or even fours, the next
time he plavs a hand with fortune, the joss
will be reinstated and will smell the odor
of burning sticks again.  Perhaps the other
god, the luck-god, will remember Bucey
again the next time the cards are dealt.

Hans Dagge the Sailorman

HEN the devil is kehind and the
deep sea in front there is not
much choice to make between

them. This is a story of a man who had to
choose and took the deep sea for preference.

Only the dry bones of the story are given
here; if you want the tale dressed in the
pink petticoat of romance you’ll have to
get it from Hans Dagge himself. But un-
less you are a linguist you’ll have to be con-
tent with my roughed-in outlines with all
the detail left out. For Hans Dagge speaks
only two languages and-they are both Ger-
man, though he thinks one of them is Eng-
lish.  Unless again you can meet him on
common ground in the Lingua Franca of
the forecastle, which is the Chinook of the
sea.

When I asked the mate of the Winged
Wife about the story he answered that
Hans Dagge was crazy. “He dropped from
the flemish horse on the end of the foreyard
onc dirty night when we had a recfin’
match, and his head hit a sheer-pole and
he’s been crazy ever since,” said the mate.

SRR T e

The Winged Wife brought cement to
Vancouver from England. She 1s a full-
rigged ship. Hans Dagge shipped A. B. in
her at Liverpool. She loaded lumber here
for Australia. But Hans Dagge didn’t go
down that long southerly sea-road in her.
She left him here.  The mate wouldn’t take
him. Hans Dagge can reef, hand and steer.
He knows more knots than a rigger.
“There isn't a sheet, or a lift, or a brace but
the old man knows its lead and place.”  And
the Winged Wife was short-handed when
she jogeed off on her lonely southern track.
1f his story isn't true, why dida’t she tike
Hans Dagge with her instead of leaving him
here on the beach?

The Wineged Wife had bad luck coming
from Encland and the whole waterfront
knows that the trouble was mysterious
compass deviation.  The iron balls, the
quadrantal spheres, on the binnacle, by
which compass adjustments are made and
deviations corrected, were of no more use
than the skillets hanging in the cook’s gal-
ley. The compasses of the Winged Wife
were as uncertain as the weather, or sailor’s
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sweethearts. The ship was off her course
thousands of times. Roughtree, the second
mate, told the waterfront. ““The blooming
old Dutchman would throw out the Pole
itself,” said Roughtree. “I’ve been ship-
mates with Finns, but he is Davy Jones, or
the devil. Every time he went near the
wheel the compass would chase its tail. The
wind jumped all round the compass, too,
every day. ‘Talk about your warlock
Finns!” ~

Hans Dagge to me has all the character
of an old coat, and no other char-
acter at all. You have seen an old,
old coat that has no color at all, or just
time-gray. Or perhaps he just made you
think of a very tired, lost dog. I think the
simple truth about Hans Dagge is that he is
not a mortal man at all, but a Soul handed
over a few centuries ago to the power of a
devil. You will think this is ridiculous.

Did you know that when sailormen are
out of a job, when they haven’t got a berth
in a ship, they call it being “on the beach ?”
Not long ago there was a mariner “on the
beach” in Vancouver by the name of Jack
Spirkett. 'When he came here a passenger
in a Yellow Funnel steamer from Sydney
all he had in the world was a mate’s ticket
and a sextant. He has still got the ticket,
but you can see the sextant in the window of
a Water street second-hand store, with the
lid of the case raised so that you can see the
Greenwich certificate of inspection. You
can figure out for yourself just how long
Jack Spirkett could have lived on the money
he got for his sextant while he was waiting
in Vancouver for a mate’s berth. He didn’t
wait to see himself, for he saw Hans Dagge
on the waterfront and fled as if he had seen
a ghost and signed before the mast that very
night in a ship that was all ready for sezi,
and sent for her tug in a hurry and towed

out the next morning. What Spirkett tol
her skipper made him want to heave shoy .
and break out and get clear of Vancouver 4 :
quick as he could get a tug to tow him oyt
Jack Spirkett had been shipmates with Hagg
Dagge years ago and the ship was cast away
next voyage, and he told old Stemson, who
keeps the sailors’ boarding-house where he
lived, that when the British bark, Bristol
Trader, had cleared from the River Plate
on her last voyage Hans Dagge was a fore-
mast hand in her. Not as much as a bit
of deck-gear belonging to the Bristol Trader
was ever seen again, She disappeared and
she has never been heard from. Her port
was the port of missing ships, “and now,”
said Jack Spirkett to old Stemson, who fol-
lowed the sea himself for thirty years and
knows all sea-mystery and superstition, “this
old son of a harness cask of a Dutchman
epeaks to me rightin this port, at seven bells in
the middle watch. I’ve heard tell o’ him
often since the Bristol Trader was posted
missing. He’s been seen in many a port.
I wouldn’t stay in the same port with him,
and the ship that puts to sea with him in the
fo’c’sle ’s bound for Davy Jfones’ locker, as
sure as the deck-seams run fore-and-aft.”

By this time you must know something
about Hans Dagge and you must have
guessed much more. But you will not be
prepared for old Stemson’s theory. He says
Dagge is the Wandering Jew, who can not
die but may not live. He must wander up
and down all the roads of the world through
all the ages, to expiate a deadly sin. When
he sickens of land faring, says Stemson, he
goes to sea. Bad luck travels with him
on land and sea. Hans Dagge is only one
of his names, and that of an elderly sea-
man only one of his characters. Stemson
is a Finn himself and knows all sea-lore and
forecastle superstition,

Roumoud Singh the Sll(}l

SO.\IE people say that the ways

of Orientals are bevond the wit

of any white man to fathom.
This is wrong. It is true that they
take some. understanding. But not so

much as you think. It is just a matter of

perspective. Crimes that look big to us
look small to them, or recede out of sight
altogether in certain circumstances. We are
immoral on tiptoes. They are frankly un-
moral. It is a matter of geography. What
is crime in Vancouver is chaste in the mother-




forgotten part of the world from which they
come. We are bad and know it; they are
a hundred times worse and don’t know it
at all. Consider their side of the world.
Theirs are countries that sweat and stink
with people, from which come here only a
+ pathetic flotsam. We should have ruled a
“red line and kept them out to keep our
. country clean, in spite of the fact that Eng-
“'land, our mother, is their step-mother.
"People talk of the East’s age and color. Age
- it has, and color, in spots. But mostly it is
* a monotone of squalor and poverty. Most
- of its people are ignorant, dirty and besotted.
' Some of them came here, and brought their
" brutish institutions with them. They are
. picturesque, of course, with touches of color
* that ask aloud for the sprightly photoplay
- of descriptive words.

- To properly understand this tale you
- must know two things, that the East Indians
- don’t take a square inch of stock in this
" country, though they expect the country to
- pay them big dividends in the shape of good
~ wages, and that with them homesickness 1s
~a disease, a madness. Lock up the word
- nostalgia in the dictionary. That’s what
_ overtakes all East Indians in this country,
~ whether they have Dass or Din or Singh
after their names,

Roumoud Singh came to Canada because
the $2 per day his brothers from the Punjab,
who were here before him, reported that
they were able to earn as ordinary laborers
seemed like a fortune as compared with the
12 or 15 cents which was the wage of a
day’s work at home.

He was from the high country somewhere

in the north of India, and had been a wood-

cutter. How he raised the money to pay his
passage does not matter. He was a big,
bony fellow, with long hair and a wild eye.

He got a job in a Port Moody mill yard.
He was a slow worker, but horse-willing,
and the foreman rather liked him. He was
a kind of a Buddhist when he remembered
that he was anything and had no foolish
ideas about caste or diet, or nonsense of that
kind, and it really seemed that he would fit
in, as much as a square peg ever fitted a
round hole.

But he was homesick from the first. Not
the mere wish to go home to see the old
folks that an Ontario man living in British
Columbia might have, but a great heimweh

Roumoud Singh the Sikh
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that you could not understand, coaxed
Roumoud Singh to go back to the spring
water of his childhood. Perhaps it was the
smell of the freshly sawn lumber in the mill
yard, the wild aroma of the fir, that played
its witchery on him. It must have taken
him back, in fancy, to the dark pine forests
of his home hills.

For six months he worked with his heim-
weh dragging at his heart like a great hun-
ger, and he remembered the little village
hidden in one of the great folds of the pine-
wrapped hills of his far country and the old
sights and sounds and smells, and his family
and friends, every wakeful minute of the six
months, and he hated Port Moody and
British Columbia, Every night he counted
his savings, laboriously turning the dollars
into rupees, before he went aslcep to dream
of the mist-clouds filling the wrinkles of the
Himalayan foothills like steam, and the lakes
of blue-white mist in the valley at dawn and
the moonlight on the thatched roofs of his
village.

Roumoud Singh slept and cooked his food
in a shack in which nearly a dozen IZast In-
dians kennelled, at one end of a long broken-
sidewalked street in Port Moody. In the
gray rain-soft twilight he and the other tur-
baned, rough-bearded mill coolies slouched
home, each carrying a little bundle of waste
lumber on his head, for firewood. When
they had cooked and eaten their supper of
flour cakes and Hindu peas, or rice and
curry, they smoked and drank whiskey from
an carthenware jug, and five or six of them
played a “sudden death” game, which has no
name in English, but is played with little
cubes of bone, marked something like dice.
When Orientals gamble, they like to get
results quickly. They do not play for sport.
Roumoud Singh had never joined in the
game, for he was saving his money to pay
his passage back to India, and did not wish
to risk losing a single dollar. But he was a
born gambler like the others, and the lure
of the game and the temptation to try to
win some money to add to his savings was
hard to resist. Perhaps the amulet around

his neck would bring him luck and he might

win enough to enable him to start for India
at once. Had not Kala Singh won more
than a month’s wages in one night? At
length, having taken more whiskey than he
usually did, one evening he sat down to
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play, to the great joy of Kala Singh who
knew how to cheat, and knew that Roumoud
Singh had much money.

At midnight Roumoud Singh got up from
the rickety table, went outside and stood in
the pouring rain, His amulet had not
helped him. He had lost every dollar he
had.

He looked eastward through: the black-
ness of the night and the screen of the rain
toward his own country. Quickly he made
up his mind. A kind of obsession impelled
him. His mind was not clear, of course.

He knew as little about geography as the
early discoverers, who, when they sailed up

the Saint Lawrence river, thought they hag
found a new way to China. He knew that
he had come in a ship, from the East, t,.
wards the West. If he travelled east, would
he not reach home? He could not see why,
It would be a long journey, but if he kept
travelling eastward he would, after many
days and vicissitudes of fortune, reach his
own country. There was a little cloud in-
side his head which threw a shadow over his
mind, but he knew the four principal points
of the compass. He knew that the railway
ran in an easterly direction, He left the

shack, and walked toward the railway.

(Front the Vancouver Province)




Caesar of the Island

By Wilfrid Playfair

HIS 1s the pathetic
story of a fool who
ca N\ rushed in where angels
E! know better than to

tread. Perhaps Caesar
now understands why
in  heaven there s
neither marrying nor
giving in marriage. I am not certain that
he does. I haven’t heard from him lately.

Caesar grew on an island, a little oasis
in the wet waste of the Gulf of Georgia.
There are many islands in the gulf—hun-
dreds, maybe thousands. I have never
counted them. It would not be fair to
Caesar to single out from that archipelago
the islet on which he grew, but grew is
the word. To say that he lived there would
be to convey an erronecous impression.
Caesar knew nothing of the artificial exist-
ence we describe as living, and he was very
happv. The course of his life was much
like that of the potatoes produced on his
island to feed the Cumberland miners.
When he was born his parents christened
him Caesar Stubbs, and despite the early
frost of this anti-climax he grew tall and
broad, and became in time a creditable
specimen of his particular tyvpe of vegetable.

But a potato 1s, after all, only a potato,
with obvious limitations, and there are cer-
tain things that every man vegetable, be
he never so dull, learns in-due course, with-
out effort. Whenever I think of Cacsar I
think of the great Lafontaine, who told

Caesar’s story before he or his island had

been heard of. In Lafontaine’s tale the
hermit’s son, grown to maturity in a forest
cave, visits the city with his father and for
the first time sees women. Told by his
anxious parent that they arc a malign
species of bird, he earnestly beseeches the
hermit to “buy me one of those beautiful
birds.” A lifetime of precepts vanished in
one moment at this awakening.

Caesar reached the age of twenty-three
before this thing came to him. He sud-
denly discovered a lack in his scheme of life.
The blue sky, the green ocean, the purple
mountains, the good sea breeze—these were
no longer enough. Pondering his uncasi-
ness, Caesar one day saw a light. There
were no women on his island!  Bear with
Caesar, He was not a sensitive plant, such
as you find in city hot-houses, but the rough
product of his gulf oasis. Once aware of
the nature of his malady, he knew no better
than to follow the linc of least resistance—
or call it facilis descensus, if you will,  He
took a steamboat for the city.

He had never been to the city before. He
told me this himself. But then he had
never before had occasion to make the visit.
As he walked the strects—or, rather, loped
them, for Cacsar negotiated the trafhc on
the half run, body thrown forward, the gait
of the hunting Indian—he was confused by
the throngs of people, by the noise, the mul-
tiplicity of butldings and the lack of green
grass.  LEvery day he saw hundreds of
woinen, young and old, beautiful and with-
out beauty; passed them s close that he
might have nudged them with his elbow.
Every night he loped back to his lodaing-
house quarters depressed and heartsick, e
was already hungry for his country, but the
quest held him. He had fancied that all
the trouble his mission entailed was to come
to the swarming city, choose a maie and et
him gone. Instead he was face to face with
an artificial civilization,

I do not know how he came to think of
newspapers.  He omitted to tell me thar.
But he did think of them, and he saw the
tangle of his perplexity unravel itself before
him. Personally, I have never believed in
advertising for a wife, but then I am old-
fashioned. Caesar was ncither new nor old-
fashioned. He was a primitive savage, if
a gentle one.  His notice, perhaps you re-
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member 1t, appeared for one week in a daily
newspaper, and ran thus:

“Girls—Good chance; I have a beautiful
island home in British Columbia; girls are
scarce, twenty-five men to no girls; I have
a home worth $5,000; I am 23; good boy
and good-natured; brown hair and brown
eyes; will promise marriage at first sight.
Write Box 381.”

With this advertisement Caesar made his
debut as a public character in Vancouver.
I have been told that for a week Box 381
held a statesman’s correspondence, There
were letters from many a fowler eager to
entrap the unskilled bird from the islands,
sweet missives from many a hopeless spinster
unwilling to overlook a bet, cautious notes
from maidens whose curiosity was an inno-
cent legacy from Mother Eve, and one let-
ter, I know, was from Marguerite. In fact,
it was through that letter that I came to
know Caesar.

Marguerite was—and, thank heaven!
still is—a pearl without price, the raven-
haired deity of our kitchen, to whom we
bow the knee three times a day—at break-
fast, luncheon and dinner. But mere wor-
- ship palls in time, as many a female divinity
of old must have learned, and Marguerite
is young and very pretty. There were days
when she dreamed of a flaxen-haired hero
whose mission was to snatch her from her
pedestal, and after all, if those days were
marked on the household calendar by
charred steaks and broken china, perhaps
Marguerite was not too much to be blamed.
On one such day of dreams Marguerite read
Caesar’s advertisement, and knew that the
deliverer was at hand.

Excess of zeal was the undoing of Mar-
guerite. In-her impatience to meet her hero
she revealed our telephone number, and it
so happened that when Caesar rang up I
answered. He gave me the message, roar-
ing through the telephone in a voice whose
bigness no doubt came of holding converse
with neighboring islands. In just indigna-
tion I hung up the receiver and waited for
Marguerite.

The goddess wept and confessed. “I did
it just for fun, just to see what would
happen,” was her plea,

to me then but later I distinctly recalled
that behind Marguerite’s contrition there
was apparent a sudden feminine rage against
the man. It was “all his fault,” you see,

It did not occur -
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for giving the game away. From that
moment Caesar’s stock was at a discount,
had I but known it. She complied with
alacrity when 1 bade her write to Caesar
appointing time and place for a meeting.
Two evenings later it was I who kept the
tryst with Caesar at the post office.

There were many people crowding in to
the general delivery wicket-that night, but
I had no difficulty in finding Caesar. There
was only one man there who was obviously
looking for somebody, starting forward
eagerly as a woman appeared and staring
into her face with a fixity that was not
brazen, but merely frank. He was a gro-
tesque figure with ill-fitting clothing and
an impression of shagginess, like a New-
foundland dog—a shambling giant of a
man. I was so sure of him that I went up
and called him by name. It seemed strange
to me at the time that Caesar should answer
so naturally, without surprise. The first
sight of him assured me that my mission
was In vain, for there was nothing to fear
for Marguerite from this man. Yet I was
stern,

“What do you mean by writing to my
girl, Marguerite?” I demanded severely.

The stupidity of the question seemed to -
perplex Caesar. The reproach in his big

brown eyes made him still more like the
Newfoundland.

‘ “I want a wife,” he said at last. It was
simple and final.

There he stood in the foreground of a
twentieth-century setting, the post office
on a busy night, a hopeless anachronism, a
creature of the neolithic age, or was it the
palaeolithic? Each moment I expected to
see the proprietor of the museum come along
and claim him, and, since I wished to talk
to him first, I led him away. As we
walked he plied me with artless questions
concerning Marguerite, her age, the color
of her eyes and hair, her disposition. Then

-he told me of his own simple life, of his

is}and, his farm, his hopes. I had to warn
him.

¢ .

‘Caesar,” I said, “why don’t you marry
a girl from your island or from some other
island? A city girl will grow homesick

there and then your island will be hell.
Don't try it, Caesar.”

. He turned his doglike eyes on me again.
"There are no girls on my island,” said he.
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That was the end of it—there were no

girls on that island. From Caesar’s point
of view the explanation was sufficient. It
was like leading the lamb to the slaughter
to promise him that he should meet Mar-
guerite and propose island life to her, but
I did it. The next evening Caesar respond-
ed to the invitation,
" I am afraid that the sight of him effect-
ually shattered Marguerite’s ideal of a
flaxen-haired hero. There was nothing
heroic-looking about Caesar, and his tangled
mane was as black as her own. Also he
was unshaven, and the ready-made clothing
clung too tightly to his broad frame and
crept coyly away from his wrists and ankles.
He brought with him such a suggestion as
might have remained with Hercules after
his bout with the Augean stables, but in
the city-bred Marguerite found nothing
alluring. He was evidently embarrassed
under a roof, and at a loss as to the disposi-
tion of his great hands and feet. Alto-
gether he must have been a revelation.

Marguerite was icy, but Caesar did not
seem to notice this. Her comeliness awed
him. She made pretence of sewing, while
he, never imagining the need of conversa-
tion, sat on the other side of the table, de-
vouring her with his eyes. When she got
rid of him in the end, I waylaid him in the
hall and asked him to come again. His
gratitude was touching, and he came again
and often.

It was unsafe for me to approach Mar-
guerite those days. When Caesar did not
come to press his suit in person he would
send a daily letter. He had come across a
manual of astrology, and, from information
furnished by me as to Marguerite’s birthday,
had cast her horoscope and his own with
the most happy result. Caesar was a man
who took things for granted, as you may

Vi

have suspected before this. He was con-
vinced that Marguerite’s destiny was an
island farm. Nothing short of a cataclysm
could shake his conviction, and as the days
went by I began to look forward confidently
to the cataclysm.

It came one Sunday afternoon, Mar-
guerite went to Sunday school and on her
return found Caesar waiting for her. The
sight of him was to her that day like a red
flag to a turkey-cock. Usually sullen in her
wrath, this time she broke out, pouring out
her rage first upon Caesar and then upon
me.

“Send him away,” she screamed. “Don’t
let him come here again. If I see him here
again I shall leave.”

It was some time later that I learned the
reason for the outburst. It seems that the
golden text that Sunday was “Render unto
Caesar the things that are Caesar’s.”

There is a limit to altruism. The fear
of losing Marguerite was greater than my
sympathy for Caesar. I decided to act at
once, There was a boat leaving that very
afternoon for the islands, and I took the
broken-hearted Caesar down to the wharf
and saw him safely aboard. My heart bled
for him, but what was there to do?

“Go back to your island, Caesar,” I told
him. “You are lucky that it happened be-
fore and not after. Go back to your moun-
tains and your sea and forget about the city.

“You'll be happier there.”

Caesar shook his head in infinite sadness.
“But there are no girls on my island,” he
said.

This story should end here, but alack, it
does not. Caesar did a thing that is always
fatal. He “came back.” His farm is still
on the island, I am informed, but Mrs.
Caesar tills it alone. Caesar has moved to
an island where there are no women.
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Invitations sent to the Maypors of all the cities in British Columbia brought the commu-

nications which make up this article.

The magazine heartily thanks

the writers of the various letters

B. C. Mainland

WENTY-FOUR years only have
T sped since Vancouver’s population,
including all hands and the cook,
counted one thousand people. In 1887 the
first train came in from the east. Then
Vancouver yawned a little and grew—
slowly. In 1898 the gold horde came into
town with the “yellow” craze gnawing at
their brains. Then Vancouver grew, but
no longer slowly—witness her one hundred
and twenty thousand people today.

An institution is but the lengthened
shadow of a man. The lengthened shad-
ows of many men make a city. Vancouver
has the men. There was a time when she
had only one man, and to him full credit
should be given. Every town has its oldest
inhabitant. Vancouver’s is John Morton.
He was the first settler. He inhabited a

log shack near the waterfront where a big -

trading company sells tea today: The land
he owned on Burrard Inlet is now worth
in spots four thousand dollars per
front foot. John Morton owned the land
on which the business district of Vancouver
now stands before the real estate agent’s
blueprint was invented and before the word
“boost’’ was added to the English language,
The east line of Stanley Park was the west
boundary of his land, its north boundary
was the Inlet, Burrard street was the east
boundary, only Burrard street was a moc-
casin trail then. The south boundary of
his little farm was English Bay and False
Creek. He owns some of it yet, a few
feet of it. He can shut his eyes and see
Navy Jack’s, also called Gassy Jack’s, also
called Gastown, also called Granville, a
mean little village of two dozen rickety
shacks slouching among the stumps in a

little clearing. This was Vancouver’s be-
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ginning. It was not so very long ago.
Morton came in 1862. Less than half a
century.

Vancouver is a modern metropolis. It is
modern because it is new and has been
built as men build cities today. It has no
traditions except the tradition of success.
It has only one dominating perspective—
success. For Vancouver there can be no
alternative, else have the seers of today read
wrongly the necromantic bowl.

Vancouver is draining from the world
one thousand people every month. The
majority of these people come because “it’s
a live town.” On ground where five years
ago the trees were uncut there are now
stores and houses; where there were two-
storey buildings there are now structures
eight or nine storeys high, The cities of
Canada have broken all records with their
constructive steel orders for 1911. This
city alone has ordered thirty-five thousand
beams of structural steel. Comparison of
the months of 1910 with those of 1909
§how in building expenditure a tremendous
Increase in nearly every instance, and in
some months the figures are doubled.

In everything potential for a city’s great-
ness this infant, crutched in the hills, is
wealthed like the fabled cities of the east.
Minerals? Thrusting peaks are house-
guards to the riches seamed through the
granite. Timber? Pines swell their girth
of over a thousand years; stand densely on
hill steeps and in gouged out valleys.
th:at pours in from the prairie provinces.
Eruxts ripen on the trees in crowding lus-
ciousness.  Ships lie banked along the
wharves, each emptying its commerce and
swallowing a load for busden to world-
scattered ports. No seaport in America
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has such a wonderful harbor. The posses-
sion of the harbor alone would make Van-
couver a city thrilling with trade. Railways
girt the city in steel. Vancouver is a divi-
sional point on the world’s greatest equator
of traffic.

In the year 1909 the building inspector
issued permits which totalled seven
million two hundred and Affty-eight
thousand five hundred and sixty-five dollars.
The year of 1910 reached thirteen million
one hundred and fifty thousand three hun-
dred and sixty-five dollars—an average of
more than a million a month. By the twen-
tieth of January, 1911 the building permits
totalled ninety-three and amounted to seven
hundred and ninety-one thousand and ninety-
two dollars. One building—that of the
Investors’ Guarantee Corporation, Limited
—will cost five-hundred thousand dollars.

There is practically no department of the
city’s life which is not leaping ahead. In
January, 1908, there were four thousand
nine hundred and sixty ’phones in Vancou-
ver. January, 1909, found eight thousand
one hundred and thirty-one ’phones; Jan-
uary, 1911, found eleven thousand ’phones.

Vancouver is the commercial, financial
and industrial centre of the province. The
Provincial government estimated the 1909
production of industry of the province
to amount to eighty-two million five hun-
dred thousand dollars. Of this total, about
seventy-five per cent. is credited to the lower
mainland, of which Vancouver is the centre.

Vancouver has close at hand a water sup-
ply which is capable of producing over one
hundred thousand horse-power.  Thirty
thousand is available now and works are
under construction which will develop an
equal amount. When measured in horse-
power, the amount of water-power avail-
able within a radius of one hundred miles
of Vancouver mounts into figures that ex-
press inadequately the full significance of
its presence. Within one hundred miles of
Vancouver there are ten great water powers,
cach capable of generating twenty-thousand
horse-power.

Financially Vancouver is sound. There
are thirty-five banks, sixteen of which are
head offices, aind nlveteen branches. Bank
clearings for 1910 came close to the four-
hundred-million mark.

As vet it is a roughed-in city, with

spots finished here and there. Soon it will
be impossible to find any trace of board
roads, stump-pocked lots lying next to big
modern houses. Greater Vancouver is being
made. There is a league in the city with
the battle whoop “a million of people in
ten years.” That is the spirit permeating
British Columbia. In the following pages
is told something of the advance of 1910.
The story has one note only—success.

NEW WESTMINSTER

‘6 HE old order changeth yielding

place to new.” When the Poet

Laureate, Tennyson, wrote these
words, he little dreamt how pregnant with
meaning they would become to the sons and
daughters of the British Empire, many of
whom were destined to leave the land of
their birth and seek a home in far-distant
climes beyond the sea, yet still bencath the
flag they loved so well.

The history of Canada during the last
half century has been one of change, one of
noble deeds attempted, and one of victories
won. Formerly, the one cry of the pioncer
was Onward! Westward pushed those in-
trepid explorers Mackenzie, Simon Fraser,
and scores of others whose names are writ
large in the history of our land, though
many of them received no recognition for
the great work they had done—except, it
may be, the designating of some small area,
and the naming it after its discoverer.

During the last decade the cry of On-
ward! was changed to onc of Advance,
British Columbia! The Pacific coast had
been reached some fifty years ago, and men
of intellect, commerce, statesmanship, and
will-power became imbued with a sense of
the vast possibilities, existing and prospec-
tive, in the new land upon which they had
settled bordering the vast Pacific ocean.

From the mighty forest-growth on the
north side of that great river, the Missa-
Sepe, now known as the Fraser, a little band
of sappers and miners laid the foundation of
what they then intended to be the metropolis
of the Western mainland.

Formerly known as Qucensborough, the

city of New Westminster, as it was re-
named by Queen Victoria, sprang into
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existence as a military post, and the head-
quarters from which Colonel Moody and
his picked band of engineers, surveyors,
road-builders, and craftsmen of all kinds,
explored the land and radiated their lines
in all directions.

Few of the old buildings remain today,
but those that do bear ample testimony to
the skill and solidity exercised in their
erection; the roadways then established
show that these brave men were daunted
by no obstacles, whilst the survey lines of
the city proposed, as well as the plans
actually prepared, have excited the astonish-
ment of surveyors and draftsmen by reason
of their accuracy and artistic finish.

The great fire of 1898 destroyed the
city hall, mint, cathedral, hundreds of resi-
dences, wharves, the commercial section,
and perhaps worst of all, the records which
told of the early struggles of the founders
of the Royal city, about a dozen of whom
still remain to see the fruition of their
work.

Notwithstanding the great disaster the
citizens of that day set to work manfully
to rebuild the city, and today it stands a
monument to energy and civic loyalty, a
city beautiful; pre-emment amongst the
cities of Canada in all that tends for pro-
gress, commercial activity, and loyal con-
fidence in the future destiny of the city as
a port, centre of manufacturing and indus-
trial activity, and the great agricultural
market of British Columbia.

The year that has just passed will ever
stand out prominently in the annals of New
Westminster as one marking a change from
the old order of things and the com-
mencement of a new epoch.

The entire Fraser valley has realized its
community of interests, and the necessity of
closer association, together with an enlarged
knowledge of the requirements of the
numerous communities scattered therein.

In taking stock we find that railway
development has become the dominating
factor for progress. The Great Northern
line to Abbotsford did much in opening up
a vast agricultural area; but the great work
in this direction is that entered into by the
British Columbia Electric Railway Com-
pany, at a cost of some $3,000,000, in carry-
ing their line to the city of Chilliwack, a
distance of over seventy miles. In addition

-

to this is the decision of the Canadian
Northern Trans-continental to establish
its terminal, car-shops, and other works on,
the south side of the Fraser, opposite New
Westminster. This means that within three
years the C. P. R. will have competition
to face from the Atlantic coast.

From a-maritime point of view, the
promise of the Dominion Government to
establish permanent protection works at the
mouth of the Fraser means the opening up
of the great fresh-water harbor of New
Westminster to the largest class of ocean-
going vessels to and from any port in the
world of commerce.

From a financial point of view the citi-
zens have every reason to be well satisfied,
for their debenture bonds have realized far
higher rates than ever before. In its civic
policy the city has been energetic, far-seeing,
and painstaking to secure permanency of
work, with ample preparation for such ex-
tensions, in all branches, as the rapid ad-
vance of population now taking place may
require.

Civic work is now in progress, com-
pleted, or prepared for, which is estimated
to cost about $1,000,000; mainly street im-
provements, sewerage, water extension, and
similar public works of utility and sani-
tation. The total sewerage work is nearly
thirty-one miles; four and a half miles of
cement sidewalks have been laid, whilst
plans are prepared for one and a quarter
mile further, for which the estimates have
been already passed. About eighteen miles
of steel water pipe (13 and 25 inch) are
being laid from the city to Lake Coquitlam,
whence the city supply is drawn. Plank

. sidewalk have been laid for a distance of

25,828 lineal feet; 407 chains of new streets
have been opened for traffic, and 349 chains
have been graded by the Board of Works.

Today New Westminster is in the front
rank among progressive cities, unsurpassed
for }mauty of situation, excellence of climate,
purity of water, sanitary conditions, and
commercial or industrial prospects.

The recent re-election of Mr. John A.
I.Jee, the mayor under whose guidance the
city so prospered during the year 1910,
by a !a.rgely increased majority, proves that
the. citizens are heartily in accord with his
policy of public improvements, and the doing
of everything possible to make New West-
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minster a city that shall be recognized, not
only on this continent, but in Great Britain
itself as one well worthy of its proud title—
The Royal City and Metropolis of the
Verdant Fraser Valley.

CHARLES H. STUART WADE.
December, 1910.

NORTH VANCOUVER

HE city of North Vancouver, which

was incorporated in 1907, with a

population of fifteen hundred, has

increased in the interim to nearly six

thousand people. In the forty-three months

elapsing it has had a growth averaging
about one hundred people every month.

In the year 1910 this city has marched
with the vanguard in the line of progress
which characterizes the cities of British Co-
lumbia. We have constructed eleven and a
half miles of permanent sidewalks. The
estimate provided a working fund of fifty-
eight thousand dollars for the Board of
Works of 1910. The water works depart-
ment spent over seventy-four thousand
dollars on improvements. The amount of
waterworks construction is thirty per cent.
increase over any previous year. We in-
stalled forty-eight hydrants, making a total
of ninety-eight. The number of house con-
nections 1s an increase of five hundred per
cent. over 1909. We have constructed a
new sixteen-inch water main from the city
intake pipe. We have now two mains, the
other being ten-inch piping. Iron piping
was substituted for the old wooden material.
A special fire main was placed on Lonsdale
avenue, with the full city pressure, giving
a head of six hundred and thirty feet. This
gives an excellent fire service at nominal
cost. This year we established a permanent
fire brigade. A new fire hall is in course
of construction. We have increased our
street lights by fifty per cent. and established
an all-night service. In 1907 we had only
one bank. Now we have four.

If the present plans of the city are suc-
cessful, in a short time we shall have Rice
lake, with a capacity of seventy-seven mil-
lion gallons, as a natural reservoir. We
have commenced local improvements con-
sisting of grading, paving, laving sewers,
walks, etc., which will cost in the region of
four hundred and fifty threc thousand
dollars.

The increase in population has necessi-
tated the provision of better school equip-
ment. QOur new high school is now almost
completed. We have two hospitals, several
parks and athletic grounds, exhibition build-
ing, and a Japanese tea garden.

Our assessed value in 1904 was one
million thirty one thousand one hundred
and fifty dollars. This year it amounted
to twenty-one million dollars. Qur tax
revenue SiX years ago was seventeen
thousand six hundred and fifty-three dollars.
This year it was very nearly two hundred
thousand dollars. We have now tramways,
electric lighting, telephones, telegraphs,
wireless, etc., which were not here in 1904.
QOur water systems extend over the city,
Lynn and Capilano valleys and Caulfields.
North Vancouver is run on the single-tax
system.

Our 1911 outlook is of the brightest.
Our plans and policies are governed by the
desire to lay a solid groundwork for the
fabric of the great city North Vancouver is
bound to become. With the manufactures
we possess and those which will surely come
owing to the advantageous sites in this vic-
inity, we look forward to undoubted pros-
perity. The Imperial Car, Shipbuilding
and Drydock Company Ltd. will soon be
onc of our greater iron foundries. Many
other factories are coming in.  We look for-
ward to 1911 as the big year in our history
and we believe many better ones will follow
that.

J. H. May, Mayor.

December, 1910).

KAMILOOPS, B. C.
KANILOOPS extends to all your0

readers the Dbest  greetings  for

the New Year. The past
twelve months have meant much for the
city in which I have the honor to be Chief
Magistrate. The material progress of the
city has been greater in 1910 than any time
since incorporation, but the year 1911
promises ecven better things for the inland
capital.  During the past year business
blocks, public and semi-public buildings and
residences have been built, the total value
of which will reach $500,000, and there
are already projected buildings for 1911
which will more than reach the same total.
The activity in railway circles—the im-
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provements projected by the C. P. R. and
the construction work which will be com-
menced early by the C. N. R.—is sure to
make Kamloops a busy centre for many
months to come, while the completion of
these works will be of a permanent benefit
almost inestimable. During the past year
the population has increased by almost 30
per cent., and is now estimated at 4,550, and
this is expected to increase by 50 per cent
during 1911,

In sending the sincerest greetings to all
other towns and cities in British Columbia
I am able to assure each and every one that
Kamloops has every reason to look forward
to 1911 with undiminished hope and in-
creased confidence.

J. T. Rorinson, Mayor.
December, 1910.

——————

CRANBROOK, B. C.

N reply to your query as to my
ideas as to the future of Cran-
brook and East Kootenay, I

would say that I am, perhaps, more
optimistic than the average man, but when
I look back over the past thirteen years and
note the progress made during that time, I
think one is justified in saying the district
is only in its infancy. I arrived in Ward-
ner, B. C., September 20th, 1897, after
three days of hard driving from Kalispell,
Montana. Now one can reach Spokane in
about seven hours, Vancouver in eighteen
hours and Winnipeg in thirty-six hours.
And in making any of these journeys one
can enjoy the comforts of the most palatial
trains on the American continent. Twelve
years ago Cranbrook had one small sawmill,
that of the Cranbrook Lumber Company,
which was located about one mile above
town on St. Joseph’s Creek. I was inform-
ed that this mill, with a capacity of perhaps
15,000 feet per day, would cut all the tim-
ber in the district in five years. Now there
are twenty-three sawmills, one tie mill and
six large factories in the district between
Yahk on the west and Elko on the east,
These twenty-three mills have a total aver-
age daily capacity of at least 700,000 feet
during six to eight months of each year with
five to twenty years’ supply of timber each.
Mr. William Hamilton and others have
demonstrated beyond doubt that the land is
well adapted for farming and fruit grow-

S

ing. Mining is a very great factor in the
upbuilding of the district. The big St
Eugene and other mines at Moyie, the big
Sullivan and North Star at Kimberley, have
been steady shippers for a number of years,
The building of the Kootenay Central rail-
way will open a magnificent farming and
mining country to the north of Cranbrook.
The large electrical power plant of the Bull .
River Power and Light Company, which is
nearing completion, will do much toward
the advancement of the different industries
of the district. Most of us have grievances
against the railroads, but, notwithstanding
this, we must admit much credit is due the
C. P. R. for the part they have played in
opening up this part of the province. The
C. P. R. have been exceedingly good to
Cranbrook in many ways. It is due to the
company that we have so many nice homes.
They have kept the price of real estate low
and at terms that enabled most anyone to
build and own their own home. They have
given Cranbrook as good freight rates as
any town in the interior of the province.
They established and maintained shops here
which, I am told, are second to none in the
west, and have employed as fine a body of
men as there is to be found in the whole of
Canada. Cranbrook is just entering upon
a very rapid and healthy growth and I do
not believe that I am over-estimating when
I say she will, inside of five years, have a
population of at least ten thousand. Her
school, hospital, churches, lodges, homes,
banks, mercantile houses and hotels will
compare very favorably with any town in
Canada with the same population. Com-
pare the price of real estate in Cranbrook
with other towns of the west with equal
population and resources and you will find
ours at least 50 per cent. lower. We have
every reason to feel proud of “Beautiful
Cranbrook.”

J. P. Fink, Mayor.
December, 1910.

——————

REVELSTOKE, B. C.
’TVVIXT coast and prairie, mid-

way; with mountain, forest
and mineral setting; with fertile
valley lands for fruit and crops; rail-
way (main line) and river service route;
point for north and south trade—no point
in the interior of British Columbia has such
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a strategically certain future as Revelstoke.
It was such features that first commended it
to its pioneer locators, and later decided its
establishment as a divisional point and
power-centre by the C. P. R. Time will
establish it also as the linking-place between
the C. P. R. and G. T. P. zones by a rail-
road around the Big Bend of the Columbia.
Look at your map, and see the northerly
sweep of the first, the southerly sweep of
the latter, and see the connecting link of a
navigable river (the Columbia, twelfth in
the world) flowing through a fertile valley
full of arable land, well timbered, and rich
in ores, precious and base, and you will see
what Revelstokers, with a knowlege of the
country’s potentialities and the trade factors
working for results, all know, that in an-
other decade there will be a railroad and
business centre at Revelstoke which will
place it, probably, at least third in the list
of British Columbia cities.

Age is nothing—'tis opportunity that
counts for something, everything, in the race
for progress, and the moral is eloquently
evident in Revelstoke. Just one, the first
decade of municipal life has passed over its
head, effecting a transformation from a vil-
lage without a more noticeable feature than
tree stumps to a large, hardy young city of
commercial standing, growing and thrifty
population, industrial advantages and do-
mestic privileges, worthy of places, even in
Canada, many times its age. And the most
interesting thing about it (to me) is that
it has happened without any of the boom
or fuss so generally incident to western
towns’ growth. Time is with us. We know
it, and are drawing on it liberally, secure
in the knowledge that we can meet our
heavy obligations on present steady growth,
and face a future of assured prosperity with
the quiet joy of having wisely prepared
for it.

Thus the year 1910 has seen the com-
pleting stages taken in a sewerage system
costing $100,000, an electric light and
power system worth $125,000 and develop-
ing 1,200 horse-power for industries, and an
additional water supply costing $27,500,
which with the established system gives a
water supply equal to the demands of a
city several times our present size. A new
brick school-house (our second one) costing

$60,000, had to be built this year to meet

the ever-growing demands of education;
the Molsons Bank and the Canadian Bank
of Commerce both built handsome per-
manent buildings this year, and a splendid
new wing was erected on the Queen Vic-
toria hospital. ‘The total building improve-
ments for the year 1910 reached $250,000.
Then, too, trade generally has been good,
and all local business has steadily increased.
Settlers have been numerous on adjacent
lands, and a developirg home and outside
market has been eager for all produce, raw
and manufactured. The prices of realty,
town lots and cleared acreage, are moderate,
and offer opportunities of exceptional ad-
vantage to proper purchasers.

The prospects of Revelstoke for 1911 are,
then, from what has occurred and is likely
to happen, of a roseate hue. We expect a
great impetus to be given agriculture and
horticulture by the opening to settlement of
the Dominion railway belt lands (in which
Revelstoke stands) under new and specially
designed regulations to come into force, I
understand, in January, 1911, and this
settlement movement will be further greatly
assisted if the now announced survey of
Canoe river lands is carried out by the Pro-
vincial Government. The system of trunk-
road building by the Provincial Govern-
ment through the fertile valley lands near
Revelstoke will be, and indeed is, of much
benefit to land settlement. The recent mer-
ger of many mills into the large British-
controlled concern, the Dominion Sawmills
Company, which, with Revelstoke as head-
quarters, is taking steps to push their plants
at full market capacity, insures a year of
lumbering trade activity without local
parallel; and those mills outside the merger
will add to the expected big results, If the
definite promises of the Dominion and Pro-
vincial Governments, to build costly and
handsome public buildings, with the ecrec-
tion of business and private blocks and
houses as intended by resident and non-
resident property holders, all eventuate, the
building trades in the coming year should
also be remuneratively employed.

Industrially, the cheap and sufficient
power supply is expected to lead to an in-
creased force of men and work in the local
C. P. R. shops and in new manufacturing
enterprises which have located here. The
need of a well equipped machine shop or ron
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works is noticeable, and a grist-mill would
also do well. The corporation will meet
all intending industries with fairness and
in moderation. Local divisional C. P. R.
improvements are expécted to be consider-
able, giving a lot of employment. Some
say, too (but it is still only talk) that 1911
will see a start made on the C. P. R. winter
and freight diversion road around the Big
Bend of the Columbia. Merchants are all
in expectation of a good year in 1911 ang
are enlarging stocks and premises; and the
hotels are equally energetic in catering for
the growing requirements of the steadily in-
creasing stream of tourist and resident
guests.

It s, therefore, in good faith and with
reason that, on behalf of Revelstoke, I wish
all its present and (within the year) future
residents, a Happy and Prosperous New
Year. '

J. H. Hamirton, Mayor.

Corporation of the City of Revelstoke.
December 1910.

VERNON, B. C.

T gives me great pleasure to have the
I opportunity of wishing your readers
a Happy New Year and that the
prosperity which we have all enjoyed dur-
ing the past year may be continued and in-
creased in the one now commencing.

Vernon and the surrounding country,
which is rapidly becoming famous as the
banner fruit district of Canada, have every
reason to be satisfied with the progress
made in 1910 and with the fact that efforts
of the past few years are bearing fruit (in
more senses than one) to the residents and
business men of the Okanagan.

T'he large orchard plantings begun four
or five years ago are now just coming into
bearing and demonstrate beyond a doubt
that the Okanagan valley has passed the
experimental stage and also that those who
put their faith and money in this country
are about to reap a rich reward.

During the past year some three hundred
cars of fruit, of a value of about quarter
of a million dollars, have been shipped from
Vernon alone.

Some three thousand additional acres of

fruit have been planted this vear, which

with those previously planted, will give a

AT
the
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total of some eighteen thousand acres of
orchard. When all this is in bearing in
another five years it should produce a tota]
of something like eight thousand cars of
fruit, worth at present prices about eight
million dollars. |

British Columbia fruit has this year won
the first prize wherever exhibited in Great
Britain, and sixty per cent. of it was the
produce of the Okanagan valley.

New areas are being brought under irri-
gation and cultivation. The Grey canal,
which  will water some 13,000 acres, is
practically complete. The Couteau Power
Co. expect to start work in the spring on
an electric tramway, which will ramify all
through the country and bring railway
facilities to nearly every rancher’s door.

The prospects and prosperity of the sur-
rounding country are of course reflected in
the city. It has been a record year for
building and the substantial character of the
business buildings erected this year is an
evidence of the faith of the business people
of the city in its future.

Civic improvements are keeping pace
with the times. Sewerage and a new water-
works system have been installed, cement
sidewalks laid down on the principal streets
and a system of arc lighting is being extend-
ed throughout the city.

Feeling satisfied with our own past year
and looking forward to the bright prospects
ahead of us, we of Vernon, the Metropolis
of Fruitland, wish our friends throughout
British Columbia an equal measure of pros-
perity during the New Year.

Yours sincerely,
H. W. Hussanp, Mayor.

December, 1910.

NELSON, B. C.

the close of the year 1910
Mayor of the city of

Nelson extends to the citizens
of Vancouver his hearty congratulations
upon the substantial progress both in popu-
Iz}tion and general prosperity which their
city has enjoyed during the year.

At the same time the city of Nelson has
shared in no small degree in the general
prosperity that has prevailed throughout the
province of British Columbia, and it is a
source of much satisfaction that the develop-
ment of the vast resources and settlement
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of the uncultivated areas of the interior of
the province so essential to the stability and
further growth of the coast cities, are be-
ginning to receive attention at the hands of
the residents of Vancouver.

The great National Apple Show, and the
Agricultural and Industrial Exhibition held
during the year in Vancouver have afforded
great opportunities for the display of the
natural products of the province. The im-
portance and value of such exhibitions can-
not be over-estimated, and it is more than
pleasing that at both exhibitions Nelson
and the surrounding districts have secured
many high awards. ,

The great industries of the district of
Kootenay, of which Nelson is the commer-
cial centre, namely, mining, lumbering and
fruit-growing, have all shown improvement
and advancement during the year just end-
ed, and the result is reflected in the larger
volume of business done by both wholesale
and retail houses in the city of Nelson dur-
ing the past year.

Mining, especially in the Sheep Creek
camp and the Slocan, has received a great
deal of attention. Many mines which have
been closed are being again worked, while
several new properties have been developed.
Although the price of metals has not been
as satisfactory as might be desired, the gen-
eral impression exists that there is a revival
at hand of the prosperous times in the min-
ing industry, and that investigation and in-
vestment by capitalists of Vancouver are
warranted, and that with these, capital from
outside points will be attracted, and the vast
undeveloped mineral wealth of this district
will be further exploited.

Fruit-growing in this section of the pro-
vince is assuming an important position, and

the success at the recent Apple Show at’

Vancouver and at the various exhibitions
in England has demonstrated that Koote-
nay apples can compare favorably with those
grown anywhere. The several hundreds of
thousands of trees planted during the past
year. will soon come into bearing, and the
export then must be an important factor in
the wealth of the province.

While there has not been much building
during the past year in the city of Nelson
itself, still the complete occupation of all
stores, warehouses, offices and dwelling
houses in the city has had a material effect

on the value and demand for city pro-
perty, and the outlook for further building
in the city is good.

The construction of the large tourist
hotel by the Canadian Pacific Railway Com-
pany on the West Arm of the Kootenay
lake is an important feature of this year’s
devclopment. The occupation of this hotel
should result in bringing to the district visi-
tors from all parts of the world, and as the
attractions of its beautiful scenery and vast
natural resources become thus better known,
the district of Kootenay cannot but mater-
ially benefit.

With improved means of communication,
so necessary for the development of com-
merce, the interchange of trade between this
city and the city of Vancouver cannot but
increase, to the mutual advantage and bene.
fit of both cities, and it is with the hope that
the time may not be long before the citizens
of Nelson can visit Vancouver at the cost
of less expense and less time, that the Mayor
of Nelson sends his greeting to the citizens
of Vancouver,

Harorn Serous, Mayor.

December, 1910.

PRINCE RUPERT, B. C. C

TAKLE this opportunity of wishing

you and the readers of your excellent

magazine a bright and prosperous New
Year. We trust that the year 1911 may be
as prosperous and progressive to all your
readers as the year 1910 has been to the
city of Prince Rupert.

Prince Rupert has enjoyed a phenomenal
growth and development during the year
1910, having recached the status of a city
from the condition of a village in one short
twelve months.  Permanent roadways are
being cstablished by blasting down the hills
and filling up the valleys, the roads and
thoroughfares thereby becoming possibly the
most permanent on the Pacific coast today.

A municipal telephone system has been
installed. It is thoroughly up to date and
enjoying a patronage which is steadily on
the increase.

A municipal electric light plant furnishes
light at 2 minimum cost, and an inexhaust-
ible supply of purc water is being obtained
from one of the neighboring lakes. The
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surveys for pipe line and installation of
same necessary to pipe from lake to city have
been built, and the active installation of
same is being proceeded with.

The rapid up-building and development
of the city are being aided to a marked degree
by the fact that Prince Rupert levies no
taxes whatever upon buildings or improve-
ments, |

Again wishing you and your readers a
bright and prosperous New Year.—Yours,

December, 1910.  Frep Stork, Mayor.

PENTICTON THE PEERLESS

IX years a waste of

ago sage
brush and bunch grass, the
stillness broken only by the
dismal howl of the "~coyote and the

whoop of the cowboy rounding up an un-
ruly herd of cattle; today orchards, beauti-
ful in their symmetry and clean cultivation,
extend for miles! Residences betoken-
ing comfort-and prosperity add to the beauty,
proclaiming a population of culture and re-
finement. The population has doubled
within the last twelve months and is in-
creasing every day. Last year's assessment
was $1,070,000.00; this year it is $1,989,-
000.00, or very nearly double. A magic
change—and all brought about by the in-
fluence of water.

The municipality possesses the finest reser-
voir system in Canada—reservoirs which
are filled by the melting snows and holding
sufficient water to irrigate every acre of
land within the municipality, even without
the refreshing showers of rain which fall at
intervals throughout the summer.

A permanent foundation has been laid and
we are now beginning the building-up pro-
cess. 'The future is rosy with promise. For the
coming year 1911 we have outlined quite
an ambitious programme, but at the same
time one absolutely necessary to assist in the
future development of our municipality, By-
laws have already been carried providing for
roads and street improvements, the installing
of a large clectric lighting system, the laying
on of an up-to-date domestic water system
of pure mountain water, and also the build-
ing of sidewalks. All the improvements wil]

no doubt be completed before the end of the
new year.

The Kettle Valley Railroad Company

has agreed to make Penticton the divisionat
point between the Boundary and Nicola,
and to begin construction work early in the
spring. When this line is completed we will
have a short line to Vancouver, and Pentic-
ton will be the main point between the terri-
tories and the coast.

The Great Northern Railway is about
to build from Oroville to this point.

The Dominion Government is engaged
in dredging the Okanagan river, which runs
through the municipality of Penticton, with
the object of making it navigable throughout
the year and thus provide a commercial
waterway with the southern country.

Plans are being prepared providing for
the construction of a large and thoroughly
up-to-date tourist hotel. Lumber companies
are engaged in the preliminaries essential to
the manufacture in a large way of wooden
pipe, fruit boxes and merchantable timber.
Canneries, brickyards and cement factories
and other industries are planned, and con-
tracts are out for a number of fire-proof
up-to-date business blocks. As a result we
look forward with confidence to a popula-
tion of 5,000 within the very near future.

While the geographical position of Pen-
ticton will force the railroads operating in
Southern British Columbia in here, thus in-
suring Penticton being a place of great im-
portance, its chief magnetic power is in its
exceedingly delightful climate, its beautiful
environment of pine-clad grassy mountains,
the home of the deer and blue grouse, its
silvery lakes teeming with fighting trout, its
winding, softly-flowing river, and crescent-
shaped sandy bathing beaches, and more par-
ticularly the wonderful fruit-producing
qualities of its soil. Here the apple, peach,
pear, cherry and all other deciduous fruits

'grow to perfection, attaining a wealth of

color and flavor unsurpassed in any part of
the world.

Nature has been extremely prodigal with
us. Still, spirit plays a part, and a large part,
in the development of the resources of this
western world. I am privileged to say that
Penticton is receiving its due quota of citi-
zens possessed of that necessary spirit which
will aid in placing her in the front rank of
Interior cities, and help advertise to the
world the manifold resources of our fair

province. E. FoLEy-BENNETT,
December, 1910. Reeve of Penticton.



Empire of Women

Conducted by Valerie Vectis

NOTE :—Under this department will be answered, in order received, all letters from women
readers of this magazine who wish for authentic and reliable information
concerning British Columbia and the Western Prairies. All letters
must be accompanied by “ Correspondence Coupon”

“He who loves best his fellow-man,
Is loving God the holiest way he can.”

ETTER late than
never’—says the old
« proverb; and accept-
B ing such sage advice
as a wise maxim, I
want to wish the
women readers of this
magazine all the good
New Year wishes one woman’s heart can
possibly hold, or that one editor—in his
very nicest mood—will consent to print.
I might enumerate happy days and golden
sheaves; or express a wish to take a hand
in manipulating the cranks of Fortune’s
wheel, so that as far as you, my dear
readers, are concerned, it might safely bear
all your dearest hopes and pet projects to
the goal you desire.  But I prefer to leave
my wishes unvoiced as far as their concrete
form is affected, and just to send out to you
all a sweet, strong suggestion in the ab-
stract, that each of you who reads this page
may find in the passing pageant of days
each New Year brings in its train enough
of laughter to chase the tears from every
eye, and enough of love to banish the sorrow
from every heart. By the way, talking
of “Iortune’s wheel,” did you ever notice
how many “cranks” there really are in its
cunning construction? It is the one wheel
of all the wheels that circumnavigate their
own circumference, that makes me long to
be an engineer. Possibly you have felt that
way, too!
Now I am going to emulate the plucky
example of the small boy I observed
one day last summer standing shiveringly

uncertain on the diving platform at Eng-
lish Bay; I am going to—plunge right in!

First of all, I want to say how very glad
I am to welcome all the women readers of
this magazine to my little corner of the
“Empire of Woman.” Some of you may
remember me when the magazine reached
you under another name, and possibly some
of you may have wondered what had be-
come of me and those ideal humans I once
told you about. Well—magazines, like
nmen, have to pass through many vicissi-
tudes in the achieving of their destiny, and
professional pens are largely at the caprice
of policies. However, the present policy
of this magazine promises to make it the
most popular monthly in British Columbia
—the most welcome visitor month by month
in ten thousand homes in this beautiful
province of ours.

I remember once reading some pretty
little verses—the exact lines I cannot quite
recall—but their substance might be summed
up in the words that there is not a feather-
weight of anything worth having in the
world that has not, in some way or another,
a woman In it,

Now the editor 1s very anxious to make
this magazine a huge success, and T want
to do my little best to help him. I in turn
want you to do vour big best to help me,
and T am certain that if you help me, and
I help the editor—why— oh, dear!—I do
wish mathematics were my strong point,
then I might be able to out-cuclid Euclid,
by proving how your help and my help,
added to the editor’s endeavors, would solve
to cverybody’s satisfaction the secret of
success for this magazine!

Although you may have known it before,
I am going to tell you again in case vour

75
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memory has played you truant. Success is
never really achieved single-handed. In
every relation of life men and women are
interdependent on each other, and loyal co-
operation is really the only safe foundation
on which to build the superstructure of a
lasting success.

Dear women readers, it is your loyal co-
operation I am asking for. I will tell you
why. Although, of course, my remarks in-

clude every woman reader of this page, this -

month I am addressing the women of British
Columbia and the great Prairie Provinces.
In all parts of the British Empire many

statements concerning Canada are be-
ing given to the world through the
agency of newspaper and magazine.
Many of these statements are opti-

mistically correct, unprejudiced, and true;
but on the other hand, some of them are
gross exaggerations, false, and in some cases
even scurrilous. What I want you women
of British Columbia and the prairies to do
is to write me letters about yourselves, your
surroundings, your work and your play;
letters that I can publish in these columns,
so that readers of this magazine at least may
read and judge for themselves, from facts
presented as they really exist, about the
homelife in this country in all its varied
aspects and phases.

Men and women all over the world are
looking to this vast country of Canada, and
longing to know the truth about its fabu-
lous resources, its measureless unpeopled
places, its climate of east and west, and the
conditions, social, economic, and political
that make up the life of its people.

Try to look at the question from a
patriotic and imperial point of view. By
patriotism [ do not mean that distorted
emotion, that frayed-out sentiment, that
more nearly resembles insanity than any-
thing else. By patriotism I mean a sane,
sober regard for those hallowed traditions,
which from time immemorial have consti-
tuted the most vital element in the life’s
blood of nations, and without which no
nation can attain its full stature and be
really great.

Just at present there seems to be an
erroncous idea abroad that patriotism con-
sists merc]l_v of a few perfunctory perform-
ances, such as saluting a flag or ereetine
national air with a clamorb of chIe:'Sna%g

clapping of hands. 'These are all very good
in their way, but my conception of trye
patriotism reaches just a little deeper into
the depths—just a little higher into the
heights of national life, than even the
farthest echo of the loudest cheer has ever
penetrated.

However, we will chatter on this subject
at a future date; my refractory pen runs
away with me sometimes. Did you ever .
hear the story of the Irishman who went
into a barber’s shop to have his hair cut?

"It was a very hot day, and Pat had been

drinking too much water (I think it must
have been the brand the Indians call “fire-
water”) and as he sat in the chair, his head
wobbled about like a ship in a storm, even
though he himself had fallen asleep. The
barber clipped away busily, until suddenly
Pat’s head gave an unexpected lurch, and
the scissors went right through the lower
part of the lobe of the ear. The barber
gave a terrified shriek and rushed wildly
about, but the Morpheus-cradled Irishman
failed to awaken until quite a crowd had
gathered to find out what all the excitement
was about. ‘“Phat’s the matter wid yez
all?” he said, slowly opening his eyes.
“Why, good heavens, man!” shouted the dis-
tracted barber, “I have accidentally cut off
the lower part of your ear!” “It that all?”
came the imperturbable reply; “‘then git
on wid yer bizness—it was too long any-
way!”

Something whispers me that you will be
thinking these introductory remarks of mine
“too long any way—and would tell me, if
only your voice could reach me, to “git on
wid me bizness!” Well, I will! The
business which is most in my mind at
present is to ask you to write to me. Tell
me about the place in which you live—your
interests—your gardens—your work of all
descriptions, and send me any photos that
would make good illustrations to your
letters, and which it would please you to
see published. In this way I hope to weld
a Fhain, link by link, of a nearer relation-
ship—and a better understanding between
the women readers of this magazine in all
parts of the world. A chain that shall
bind us all closer together in our work for
the ho.mes that claim our love and womanly
care; in our work for the betterment of the
towns and cities in which we live, and
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which claim our good citizenship; and in
strong, brave thoughts for the great Empire
of which we are a part, and which claims
the patriotic allegiance of every loyal heart
throughout its sun-encircled realms.

koK ok

ID you notice the couplet that
headed these columns? I want
you to read it over more than

once. I found it one day in a little frame
standing on the bureau of a sweet woman
worker of the west.

“He who loves best his fellow-man,

Is loving God the holiest way he can.”

Such precious philosophy was too good
to keep all to myself, so I pass it on to you.
If only we could live up to the standard
of those two lines how many cares and
grievances in this old world would disap-
pear. If only we could learn to love our-
selves less, and our fellow-men more. If!
—Let’s try, anyhow !

HOSE of you who possess the price-
less privilege of having some wee
man or some wee maid call you

“Mummy,” know something of the laughter
and unconscious humor hidden away in
the exercise books of the future men and
women of the world. Schoolboy howlers
always have a great fascination for me;
they are generally so ingenuously and so
honestly funny. Here are a few prize
specimens that were recently published by
the “University Correspondent.” What-
ever they lack in that strict accuracy de-
manded by the School Board officials, they
certainly make up for in originality and a
lively imagination:

Henry the eighth married Katherine, and
she said it was Wolsey’s fault.

The feminine of fox is fox-hen.

An interjection is a sudden explosion of
the mind. '

Wolsey saved his life by dying on the
way from York to London.

Queen Elizabeth rode a white horse from
Kenilworth through Coventry with nothing
on, and Raleigh offered her his cloak.

The plural of spouse is spice.

When England was placed under an In-
terdict the Pope stopped all births, mar-
riages, and deaths for a year.

Many vessels have been wrecked and

sunk in attempting to force a passage
through the Rockies.

Every one needs a holiday from one year’s
end to another.

The Red Indians when hunting carry
their lives in their hands, also their
revolvers.

A figure of speech is a way of talking or
writing by which you say what you don’t
mean, and yet mean what you say. Ex-
ample:—“He blows his own trumpet.”
You don’t mean that he has a trumpet, but
you do mean that he blows it, i.e. he boasts.

Volcanoes are due to the infernal heat of
the earth.

ko ok Kk

OW I wonder if some of vou will
think that this paragraph savors
somewhat of a “preachment,” when

vou discover that I have the temerity to
deliver a little lecture on the danger of
dress. Perhaps I should say, the danger of
too much dress.

“Danger!” you say—where does the
danger come in?”

I will tell you. I am thinking more par-
ticularly just now of the wild extravagance
both in fashion and fabric that is literally
running rampant in the modistic world to-
day. There are so many modern “Lady
Teazles” who evidently want to be thought
“women of fashion” that every other con-
sideration is entirely lost sight of. If only
some of the present grotesque styles added
to woman's charms, I could find it in my
heart to forgive her for adopting them; but
unfortunately the cffect resulting is just the
opposite. There is an altogether false phil-
osophy underlying the fashions of the hour
as far as women are concerned. I say
fashions of the hour advisedly; to be certain
of so fickle a mistress as IFashion for longer
than an hour were as stupid as it were falla-
cious. Whether a gown or hat 1s becoming
or not is of small consequence; so long as it
is freakish and fantastic some women will
buy it, and what is worse still-—wear it!

The art of looking winsomely, womanly
sweet in dainty inexpensive fabrics, fash-
ioned with simplicity and good taste, has
long since been lost sight of in the new
cult of “temperamental gowns.” “cameo cos-
tumes,”’ and diabolical corsets, that are doing
their best to lower the status of true woman-
hood in more ways than one. Those of
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vou who think will know just what I mean.
I am afraid I have more pity than admira-
tion for the woman who makes of herself a
walking fashion-plate, quite oblivious of the
fact that she is often accentuating little de-
fects of face and figure in her frantic effort
to keep up with the Juggernaut car that
carries the latest eccentricity in the shape
of feminine adornment.

Of course, it is a woman’s duty to always
look her very best; it is a duty she owes not
only to herself but to those around her; but
to achieve the desired effect she need not
necessarily swathe her form in layers of
chiffon over other layers of silk and satin,
further embellished with a veritable tangle
of trimmings in the shape of embroideries,
costly laces, and expensive furs. The most
extravagant gowns are not of necessity the
most charming or the most alluring. Ask
any man you know, and see if he will not
back me up. To a large extent the reckless
expenditure involved constitutes one of the
most tangible dangers of the present fashions
in woman’s dress—that mental appraise-
ment which goes on in the mind of a woman
and peeps out through her eyes simultan-
eously with the unspoken resolution to “go
one better” at the next bridge party than
the other woman whose more elaborate
gown has aroused feelings of rivalry that
clamor to be appeased.

Now please don’t think that I am taking
a strained view of my subject, in my own
opinion I am not half emphatic enough.
And please don’t imagine for one moment
that I don’t love pretty things. I do! It
has just occurred to me that some of you
may be indignant and say to yourselves—
“Oh, T know what sort of a woman she is!
She probably wears hopelessly ugly gowns,
with disconsolate, droopy tails to her skirts,
and shapeless boots—in fact she is a walking
fright all over, her only chaim to distinc-
tion being a dejected looking umbrella with
an ‘Ally Sloper’ aspect!”

Now, my dear readers, if you have enter-
tained a thought similar in substance to the
above, you are wrong; even though per-
haps—“T says it as shouldn’t!” Far be it
from me to breathe a word against pretty
fabrics, frills, and furbelows they are
woman’s inalienable heritage. But why dis-
tort and twist them into freakish absurdities
instead of into graceful and becoming gar:

ments? If only some valiant soul woylg
rise up and preach a gospel of simplicity,
and lay down a few new canons of whyt
really constitutes good taste and good style,
I believe everybody would be surprised to

realize how many pretty women there are
in the world.

So long as there are little children who

‘cry for bread and just enough clothes to

keep them warm—so long no true womar
can afford to deck her person in resplendent
garments that but serve to accentuate the
contrast—only too painfully apparent to the
most casual observer—between the pitiful
pathos of poverty and the arrogant and
gaudy display of superfluous riches, whose
owners could, if they only would, do much
to balance the distressful inequalities of life
and help the minds of men to gain and re-

tain that perfect poise which is so greatly
to be desired.

ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS

66 S COTTY.” It was so good of you to

remember © “Valerie Vectis” of
“Westward Ho!” and I thank you ever so
much for your very sweet Christmas letter.
You see I have resurrected the “Empire of
Woman,” so every month you will find me
in my old place in the magazine. I do
hope you will be pleased. Your account of
your life on the prairies is intensely inter-
esting to me, because I, too, lived for three
years somewhere on the vast plains of Sas-
katchewan. What a dear little woman you
must be; do you know that sweet helpful
thoughts just permeated your whole letter,
and in spite of what you say about “not fig-
uring as an angel,” 1 am sure you are a
blessing to everybody with whom you come
m contact. I am sorry that the crops in
your district were not good last year, but
that brave, indomitable spirit of yours must
surely compel the good times you sigh for.

“Old George” must indeed be a “charactelz”
—how I should like to meet him and get his

views oun some of the phases of prairie life.

I do hope the dear wee girlie has quite
recovered from that bad accident, and will
soon be as well and strong as ever. It

must indeed have been an anxious time for
you and your sister,

You must write to me again and tell me
how the theatricals went off. Your account
of th(_e rehearsals made me think of a blood-
curdling melodrama I once saw performed
In a (then) small prairie town. The char-
acters have. all faded from my memory with
the exception of the “heavy villain,” who
really has haunted me ever since. During
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the three acts, composed mostly of “thrills,”
he was always popping up in the most un-
expected places hugging a wicked-looking
carving knife, and hissing and gurgling in
a voice that made one’s hair stand on end—
“I must be care-are-ful!—I must be cau-au-
tious!” Excellent advice, if it had only been
given in a more amiable manner.

Yes! I know what “thirty below” means;
it's a bit “nippy,” isn’t it? Yes, little
woman, I do understand! It takes lots of
courage and patient endurance—life on the
prairies; and there are many lessons to
learn that do not appear in the schoolbooks.
But after all, if you honestly look at things
from every point of view, don’t you think
there are many compensations, even if there
are many limitations? A cheery philosophy
and a brave heart carry one over many of
the rough places of life; and then, you know,
the very effort necessary, if we are to bend
even adverse circumstances to our will,
brings us that much nearer to the goal we
desire. There is much unconscious comfort
even in trying to “make good” and to “win
out!”

Good luck to you! May Father Time have
all sorts of pleasant surprises in store for
you during 1911, Write to me again, I shall
love to hear from you.

Note:—All letters must he addressed to
“Valerie Vectis,” care of this department,
and have correspondence coupon enclosed.

CORRESPONDENCE COUPON
“ MAN-TO-MAN” MAGAZINE
“ Empire of Women” Dept.

JANUARY, 19211

This coupon must be cut out and enclosed with
all letters to this departiment.

THE C. C. C. CLUB

The children’s chain of comradeship,
Linked togetlier by Valerie Vectis.

Little acts of kindness,
Little deeds of love,

Make this world an Eden,
Like the heaven above.

LETTER to the boys and girls who
A read this page:

Children dear! Isn’t is simply
splendid? We are to have this corner of
the magazine all to our very own selves.
Here every month I shall come and talk

to you, and you will, I hope, come and talk
to me, and I am sure we shall become good
friends. Do you know, I am so glad that
you boys and girls are to have a page of
your own, that I feel like opening my arms
ever so wide and taking you all in, just to
give you a hug of welcome to start off with.

Would you like to know how it all came
about? Well, the other day the Editor and
I were talking about the many ways in
which the men and women of the West
were helping forward the glorious destiny
of this big, beautiful country of ours.
Yes!” I said, “the men and women of
the West are accomplishing wonderful
things, but what about the children of the
West? Aren’t they doing their share in
the upbuilding of this great land? Aren’t
they going to school and working hard, in
order that they may be fitted to fight in the
battle of life later on, and to take their
places in the ranks in the vast army of
workers this wide West is calling for?” To
make my story short, the Editor agreed with
me that the children of the West certainly
deserved a place of their own in his maga-
zine. S0 now, boys and girls, it is “up to
you,” as they say, to make good his high
opinion of you.

How do you like the name I have chosen
for this children’s club of ours? The chil-
dren’s chain of comradeship—or C. C. C.
club for short. You all know what the
word comradeship mecans, don’t you? And
I want you to realize that we are all com-
rades working side by side for onec grand
end—that of winning for the country in
which we live, a proud place among the
nations of the carth.

I want to think of each onc of you as a
precious link in the chain that binds truc
hearts together in that service for ecach
other that makes living a very beautiful
thing. I mecan to call you all my little com-
rades, and I want you to write to me what
you think of this C. C. C. club of ours.

PRIZES TOR BOYS AND PRIZES
FOR GIRLS

Every month I am going to give a new
dollar bill, one to the boy and one to the
girl who sends me in the best letter on the
subject I shall name. This month those two
new dollars will go to the boy and girl who
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send me the best letters about the place in
which they are living. It does not matter
whether it be in a large dity or away in
the country on a farm—the thing that will
count will be the way the story is told and
the way it is written, '

Now “get busy” and see who will win
those two nice new dollar bills. Of course,
I shall publish the prize letters, and I shall
not forget those who do not win prizes, but
I shall answer their letters in another

column and tell them how to do better next
time.

RULES TO BE CAREFULLY
OBSERVED BY THOSE COM-
PETING FOR PRIZES

All letters must be written on one side
of the paper only, and with every letter
must be enclosed the “C. C. C.” corres-
pondence coupon.

Boys and girls taking part in these com-
petitions must be under the age of fifteen.

Every letter must be signed by one of the
parents or the guardian of the writer to
certify that it is entirely his or her own
work. ‘

———

‘WHO WANTS TO START A BANK-
ING ACCOUNT?

Now please don’t all put up your hands
at the same time. Of course you would all
like to start a banking account, and I am
going to tell you how you can do it. In
this competition I am not going to set any
age limit, because I want every boy and
girl who reads this page to have an equal
chance. For the names of every six new
subscribers to this magazine a boy or girl
sends in to this office, I will send him
or her a new dollar bill by registered mail.
So you see that with the first dollar bill

you can start your banking account,
and with every subsequent dollar you earn
in this way you can add to it. Now isn’t
that worth trying for? Ask mother or
father to help you, and I know you will
soon be the richer by several dollars. The
editor wants this magazine to have a place
in every home in British Columbia, so just
think of the new friends you will make, you
boys and girls who write me letters, and
whose letters I print, so that other boys and
girls in all parts of the world may read.
Now who is going to earn the first dollar?

HOW TO GO ABOUT IT.

Write your own name and full address
at the head of a sheet of paper, then the
names and addresses of those who wish to
become subscribers to this magazine. Then
send this sheet of paper with Postal Order,
or Express Order for the amount of the sub-
scriptions, and I will mail you your dollar
by return post. Be sure and write names
and addresses very plainly. Don’t forget
that all letters must be addressed to the
office of this magazine, care of the “C. C.
C.” club. Also remember that the price
of a single subscription to the magazine for
one year is $1.50

As 1 have no letters of yours to answer
this month, I have written you a fairy story
which I hope you will like. '

CORRESPONDENCE COUPON

“MAN-TO-MAN” MAGAZINE
“C.C.C.” Dept.

JANUARY, 1911

This coupon must be cut out and enclosed with
all letters to this department.
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Tlle Forest Fairies

By Valerie Vectis

It was once upon a time—I will tell it you in rhyme,—
There lived a Fairy Queen within a tree;

And no one had ever guessed that within the old Oak’s breast
The Fairy Court held highest revelry.

Very many were the pranks of those fairies on the banks

Of the river, with its arching greenery;

But alas!—one Summer’s day, when they all were out at play,
A cruel man cut down the old oak tree.

How those little fairies cried, when their palace they espied
All ruined, and upon the ground laid low;

And the Fairy Queen was sad, and declared it was too bad
To treat the fairies of the forest so.

They raised a fairy wail, but 'twas all of no avail,

The dear old oak lay dying on the grass;

They loved him, oh !~-so well—more than they could ever tell,
And now they sighed, alas!—alas!—alas!

Then a soft and crooning breeze whispered softly through the leaves
And branches of the dying giant oak:

And it tenderly caressed the great forest warrior’s breast,

While to the saddened fairies thus it spoke:

“O ye forest nymphs and fays, who all wander Nature’s ways,
And know the secrets mortals never know;

Who haunt the quiet bowers, with the birds and bees and flowers,
And all around a sweet enchantment throw.

Ye who mount the wayward gleam on the bosom of the stream,
And peep between the waters cool and still;

Who know well each hidden grot, and each little mossy spot,

And chase the sunshine up and down the hill.

Do not weep and do not mourn, with your pinions all forlorn
I have a message for you fairies all;

A message given to me, by your own beloved tree,

As the woodman’s swinging axe-stroke made him fall.

He said: ‘Tell my little elves that they must not grieve themselves

Because I may no longer with them be;
But let each take a token, from out my branches broken,

An acorn for each one, and one for me.
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And just tell the Fairy Queen, that her robe of silver sheen
(The one she dances in upon the lea;)

Is all hidden safe and sound, by the little grassy mound,

" Underneath the fronds of fernery.

And T want the Fairy Queen, who so dear to me has been,
To call about her all her fairy band;

And bid each one bring to her, when the owls begin to whirr,
An acorn from my branches in her hand.

And the one I said should be gathered up and kept for me,
I want her to hide deep within the ground;

Close by the great tall pine, where the brightest sunbeams shine,
The other side the little mossy mound.

And then let each fairy sprite. mount the first pale streak of light
That flickers from the windows of the East;

And up through the dawning speed, with her little acorn seed,
Before the floods of.day shall be released.

Let them sever in the air, and then hasten everywhere

They spy a lonely place without a tree;

And there let them hide from view, and moisten with the dew,
The little acorn that they took from me.

Lo!—this is my last request to each little fairy guest,
For well I know some day they'll understand;

Why the broken dying oak, to the list'ning breezes spoke,
And asked them to convey his last command.””

"T'was thus spoke the murmuring wind, in a voice both low and kind,
While all the forest folk came close to hear;

Ne'er was seen so strange a sight, in the stillness of the night,
With all the starshine wonder gleaming clear.

Then into a moonlit space, with an airy, dainty grace,
The Fairy Queen stepped silent and alone;

And with sweetness all serene, as befits a Fairy Queen,
She chose a sleeping daisy for a throne.

Then she waved her little wand, in her little fairy hand,
And said “My fairy subjects, list to me,

You have heard the last request of the tree we loved the best,
And this is now your Fairy Queen’s decree.

We must carry out his wish—bring the acorns in a dish,
Our choicest dish of water-lily leaf;

And then spread ‘them on the ground, by the little mossy mound,
And let us for awhile forget our grief.

Dry your eyes, my fairies dear, for our duty is quite clear,
’I:hc gentle breeze has made it very plain;
For ere morning lights the sky,

we must on our journeys hie,
But meet me here

at sunset once again.
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And before we part, dear fays, to go our various ways,
We must bury deep the acorn near the pine;

By the little mossy knoll, where the fairies all pay toll,
And the brightest of the sunbeams glint and shine.”

Then the owls began to whirr, and the gnomes began to stir,
And the fairies clustered close around their queen;

While she dug down in the turf of the cool and verdant earth,
And laid therein an acorn, fresh and green.

Then she said some magic charms, while within their little arms.
Each fairy clasped an acorn very tight;

And they all sat still around the little mossy mound,

To watch the coming of the gleam of light.

Through the forest shadows dim. came a faint and tiny glim;—
The fairies spread their silver wings of gauze,

And soared above the trees, on the bosom of the breeze,

Wi ithout the very slightest little pause.

Then they scattered East and West, just as each one thought it best,

And quickly sped away to left and right; ,
And in many a lone nook, by many a rippling brook,
They buried deep their acorns out of sight.

‘Then they moistened them with dew, and back again they flew,
Over steeples, hills, and rivers swift and wide;

They all thought the big world fair, but could see no fairies there,
And they wondered where the fairies all could hide.

For all those forest elves, knew quite well among themselves,
That the world was full of fairies everywhere;

And they often felt as though they must tell the mortals so,
But the mortals somehow did not seem to care.

And it made those fairies think when they stooped to take a drink .
(Morning dew is what they always quaff)

If the world were fairy-land, wouldn’t it be simply grand,

How they’d make the sorry people dance and laugh.

Yes!—they thought of many things, as upon their gauzy wings,
They flew homeward—such a tired fairy throng;

For a thrush had told his mate that the day was growing late,
And the fairies heard him as they sped along.

So they hastened all the more, till they spied the well-known shore,
Wi ith the dear old forest, just across the bay;

And a wondrous golden street, was sparkling at their feet,

To show them that it was the homeward way.

And ere night put on her cloak, once again about the oak,
The fairies of the forest kept their tryst;

With their little tasks all done, ere the hand behind the sun,
Had spread the hills with gold and amethyst.
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Then they had a great surprise, and each fairy rubbed her eyes,
And wonderment was large on every face;

For beside the mossy mound, with the fernery around,

There rose a lordly oak in stately grace.

Then a low sweet sound was heard, like the singing of a bird,
While a mystic music floated on the air;

And they saw their Fairy Queen, in her robe of silver sheen,
With the sparkle of a moonbeam in her hair.

Then she told them how the good, ereat magician of the wood,
Had called to see her when they left, quite soon;

And with his enchanted reed, he had charmed the acorn seed,
Into the stately oak, that afternoon.

Then were all the fairies glad, and forgot they e’er were sad,
As they joined their hands and danced around their queen;
And the little bluebells rang, and the little crickets sang,
And the glow-worms lent their glow to light the scene.

Then again there came the breeze, pushing gently through the trees.
And hovered by the oak all newly drest;

Saying, “Won’t you step inside: see, the door is open wide,

And the sun has crept into his golden nest.

All the little sunbeams sleep, in the shadows dim and deep,
So fairies come and see your palace hall; |

When all the world is quiet, is the time for fairy riot,
So let us have a jolly carnival.”

Then they dapced and sang with glee, round their castle in the tree,
And once again the waiting breeze did say ;—

“Now you little fairies know, great big oaks from acorns grow,
And you’ve made a home for fairies far away.

For eyerywhere you went, on your little mission bent,
And in the ground your precious acorns laid ;

You have made a palace grand, for the fays in every land,
And the wishes of the oak have been obeyed.”

Now my dearest little folk, every time you see an oak,
If you listen you will hear the fairies say:—

“’Tis the little things that tell, if we only do them well?”
That is something to remember every day. -



Railway and Industrial Development

of British Columbia 1n the
Near Future

INTERVIEW WITH THE PREMIER OF BRITISH COLUMBIA
REPRINTED FROM THE VANCOUVER ‘“PROVINCE"’

HAT the next four
years will witness a
greater development of

I British Columbia’s

population and a larger

expenditure in railroad

construction and major

industrial works than
any previous period in the history of the
province, is the opinion of Premier Mec-
Bride, based upon assured railway construc-
tion and large development enterprises now
in sight,

Railway construction alone in the ensu-
ing four years should provide for a distri-
bution of over fifty million dollars in the
province, while in the matter of reproduc-
tive public works the government contem-
plates an investment at the very least of five
millions in each year, or twenty millions in
the whole of the period in question.

Then it is a safe and conservative esti-
mate that in the systematic exploitation of
the timber areas, the coal fields and the
fisheries, at least thirty million dollars will
be invested, so that, leaving out of account
altogether the metalliferous mining which
is supposed to be the backbone of British
Columbia’s business life, and leaving out
also the general commercial development
which may surely be expected, there will be
fully a hundred million dollars to be ex-
pended within the province as a substantial
guarantee of its growth and expansion.

Victoria, Dec. 31.—Hon. Richard McBride
was recently asked upon what he bascd his
rosy prediction regarding the near future
of British Columbia. IHe mentioned frst
the railway deveclopment which is in pros-
pect and which will open up large sections
of the country.

“To say nothing whatever,” said Mr.
McBride, “in regard to railway proposals
that are as yet indelinite in form, what the
several companies interested in the opening
up of British Columbia have actually ar-
ranged for may be referred to as a tangible
evidence that the prediction of a doubling
of the population and an immense aug-
mentation of business during the next four
years, is well within the mark.

“Take first what has been and is being
done by the C. P. R,, as the pioncer road
in its rclationship to British Columbia, It
may be pointed out that definite arrange-
ments have been made for the immediate
construction of the Kootenay Central, an
important member of the C. P. R, group
in the Kootenay, which will unite Golden
with some point on the Crow’s Nest Pass
system in Southcast Kootenay. It is re-
ported that construction will be prosecuted
with exceptional vigor, and a period of two
or three ycars at most may be allowed
for the completion of this road, which will
have a length of from 180 to 200 milcs,
and which will develop one of the richest
valleys in British Columbia—the Columbia-
Kootenay Valley. The construction of this
road is certain to vastly stimulate pros-
pecting the known mincral areas that up
to date have recceived only superfhicial at-
tention owing to the fact that without
railway transportation facilities it would
be impossible to profitably open out the
mines, which there is every recason to be-
lieve cxist in the surrounding hills. At
the samec time this valley is known to
contain very large arcas of lands suscep-
tible of the highest cultivation.

“Another C. P. R. enterprisc of peculiar
interest to the city of Vancouver, and of
peculiar advantage in connection with the
industrial development of Vancouver Is-
land, is the completion of the Alberni ex-
tension of the E. & N. division uniting
Wellington, the original terminus of the
Island railway, and the new town of Al-
berni at the head of the canal of the same
name. Construction on this line, which
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it is certain will be continued in the near
future to the north end of the Island,
has already advanced to Cameron Lake,
and it is promised that the line will be
completed and in regular operation to the
first West Coast port to be reached by
railway by the coming summer. Practical
evidence is also to be had of the company’s
intentions with regard to immediate con-
struction to the north of the Island in the
tact that contracts for right-of-way clear-
ing have already been awarded in connec-
tion with the Comox extension. Contracts
for the construction of this line which will
unite the two principal developed coal min-
ing centres of Vancouver Island will it is
cxpected be awarded in time for active
operation to begin in the spring, and in ad-
dition to greatly stimulating coal prospect-
ing and practically assuring the opening
of new mines in these portions of Vancou-
ver Island a very considerable area of
good agricultural land in the Comox Val-
ley will be opened to settlement, and will
no doubt be rapidly filled up when the

settlers have the assurance of facilities for-

getting their crops to market. A very
considerable part of the lands to be traver-
sed by this extension are logged-off lands
from which the timber has been removed
and which have been subsequently burned
over, the richness of the soil being regard-
ed as exceptional.

“In addition to these important construc-
tion works there are on the C. P. R. pro-
gramme a number of minor items of ex-
tensions, as well as general improvements
of the established system, such as has been
illustrated by the creation of a new grad-
ient near Field in what was originally
known as the Five Loops. Of these minor
works the Indian River and Port Moody
railway may be mentioned, as well as the
short line in the Slocan district for the
provision of recquired additional facilities
in the neighborhood. Large improvements
are also reported to he contemplated in
the company’s yards at New Westminster,
Vancouver, Kamloops, and Victoria, as
well as at several interior points and these
improvements will necessarily involve large
expenditures which must be taken into ac-
count as factors in the assurance of a
phenomenal prosperity for the country and
people during the next few years.

“Construction on the Grand Trunk Pa-
cific is proceeding steadily and metal has
been laid already for more than one hund-
red miles castward from Prince Rupert,
trains now being run over this completed
section. It is understood to be the inten-
tion of the company to proceced with con-
struction from the Yellowhead Pass west-
ward as well. Four years or five at most
are given as all that will be necessary to
see this new link in the transportation
system of Canada completed insofar as the
Pacific province is concerned.

“It is a matter of belief with a very
large number closely in touch with railway
affairs that despite the start possessed by
the Grand Trunk Pacific, the Canadian
Northern Pacific people will make good
their promise to have theit third transcon-
tinental system completed to the Pacific
seaboard in advance of the completion of
the Grand Trunk Pacific. The rapid pro-
gress of construction on this new trans-
portation system, to which the British Co-
lumbia government has committed itself
more particularly than in the assistance of
any other route, is so generally known
that detailed reference is scarcely neces-
sary.

“For the ensuing year this company
has a very large and important construc-
tion programme sketched out both for the
Island of Vancouver and for the provincial
mainland, and it is confidently expected
that by the coming midsummer the great-
er proporticn of the entire work of con-
struction in British Columbia will be under
contract if not actually in progress.

“Although wholly apart from the system
of the Canadian Northern, the Portland
Canal Short Line, which originally was an
individual enterprise of Mr. D. D. Mann,
has latterly taken a much larger form than
was originally contemplated, and applica-
tions are now pending to both the Federal
and Provincial Houses embodying the re-
vised plan of Messrs. Mackenzie & Mann
for the ultimate conversion of this road
into a fourth transcontinental system for
Canada. The Portland Canal Short Line,
as originally chartered and projected, has
now been virtually completed and is in
operation, a considerable supply of rolling
stock being now at Vancouver awaiting
conveyance to the north to be immediately
put in commission. The engineers of the
road have been fortunate in the discovery
of a pass near the head of Bear River, with
an elevation of approximately two thous-
and feet only, by means of which the coast
range of mountains may be penetrated
without high gradient, a line being thus
laid by way of the fertile valley of the Up-
per Naas to connect with the large agri-
cultural district by way of Pine River Pass
and Peace River, incidentally developing
a rich coal area known to exist in that
portion of the province. Construction of
the Portland Canal Short Line, which, it
1s officially intimated, will be renamed at
the approaching session of the Legislature
In accordance with the enlarged scheme of
which it will form a feature, is being ad-
vanced rapidly and systematically, without
government aid.

“The Kettle River Valley Railway, which
1s now being constructed under a straight
Subggly grant, is being advanced with a
rapidity demonstrating the determination
of the owners to complete the work they
have in hand at the earljest possible date.
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It will also open up a portion of the pro-
vince which is very rich both in agricul-
tural land and in coal. Under the terms
of the agreement with the government this
road is to be completed within three years,
and besides opening up an admittedly valu-
able tract of country it will provide an al-
ternate connection between the coast and
the Kootenay which, will bring the latter
into much closer touch with the coast and
thus facilitate the deveclopment of an im-
portant business.

“As to the provincial arteries of the Hill
system of railways the principal feature
is the proposed construction of the V. V.
& E. line, the engineers in charge of which
have been for the past few months actively
employed in searching for a line of lesser
gradient to traverse the Hope Mountain
section. This line may fairly be spoken of
as one upon which Mr. J. J. Hill has special-
ly set his heart. This is abundantly verified
by the speech which Mr. Hill delivered on
the occasion of his recent visit to Van-
couver, when the statement was made by
him that the work would be advanced to
completion at a very early date.

“Of the minor independent railways, the
Howe Sound & Northern may be first re-
ferred to. This line, which is of standard
gauge, having a seaport terminus at New-
port, the head of Howe Sound, is being
substantially advanced through the Pember-
ton Meadows and alrcady traffic is being
found in the haulage to the coast of tim-
ber. During the next year or two it is
said that this line is certain to be cxtended
by way of Green Lake to the interior.

“Proposals for construction of an inde-
pendent short line from Ifort George to
Vancouver seem to be a subject of much
interest, there being at present no fewer
than four existent charters for such a line.

“The Western Canadian Lumber Com-
pany 1is at the present time constructing
what is primarily a logging railway in the
Comox districts, but which incidentally de-
velops an extensive agricultural territory
from which sufficient traffic will be derived,
when the mountains shall have been de-
nuded of their timber wealth, to profitably
maintain it in continuous operation as a
general purpose railroad. There arc also
a number of others and rather large under-
takings definitely assured in the line of log-
ging roads which later may be turned to
general commercial account.

“To turn from railway enterprises of the
first order to those supplementary ecnter-
prises of somewhat kindred character we
may note the rapid development of the
cheap transportation service of the British
Columbia Electric Railway Company which
is now playing an important part in the
provision of transport facilities on the
lower mainland and Vancouver Island. In
connection with the latter, construction is

rapidly advancing on the plant of the Van-
couver Island Power Company at Jordan
River. This will.provide abundant power
for the operation of au interurban system
which will play an important part in the
further development of the Saanich Penin-
sula and in the trade of the city of Victoria
with which it will be connected.

“The company is also said to have cx-
tensive plans well in hand providing for
electric connection of IFraser mills with
New Westminster and Vancouver; also be-
tween Vancouver and New Westminster
by way of Burnaby, and also a line to
Point Grey. On the island tramway con-
struction to provide facilities for Nanaimo
and also connection between that city and
the city of Ladysmith is talked of.

“At Powell River the company hcaded by
the principals in the well-known lumber firm
of Brooks & Scanlon, has been quietly pro-
ceeding during the past year with the
erection of one of the largest and most
completely appointed pulp and paper [ac-
tories on the continent. A force of more
than five hundred white mem has been con-
tinuously cmployed during the past six
months, and the works of the company are
now rapidly approaching completion. Other
pulp and paper enterprises arc being prac-
tically developed at Swanson Bay and at
Ocean Falls, IEach of these pulp com-
panies will operate independently, and their
joint results will be to considerably swell
the timber product of the province.

“In coal mining development it is im-
portant to note that Mr. William Mc¢Ken-
zie has publicly intimated that it is his in-
tention to quadruple the productive capa-
city of the Dunsmuir Collicrics which he
not long ago acquired, and this fact can
not but have a very important hearing upon
the industrial future of Vancouver Island
during the next few years. ‘The systematic
development of the Crow’s Nest Pass Col-
liecries and thosc of the Nicola Valley are
certain to be supplemented by the opening
of the coal measures of the PPine River
Pass and of the Telkwa Valley, cach  of
which scctions 1s already assured necessary
rail connection with profitable internal
markets or with export termini.

“The work in the ficld during the past
year of the Provincial Government sur-
veyors has demonstrated  that although
British Columbia was once referred to as
a sca of mourtains, there in reality exists
a very large arca of cultivable lands well
distributed throughout the province, which,
cither with irrigation or without, are cap-
able of much more than providing for all
the necessities of the country. These lands
are being rapidly taken up and companies
of strength are, where necessary, providing
for irrigating facilities, while the extension
of the fruit land territorics of the province
is advancing at a pace undrcamed of only
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a few years ago. The market for the pro-
duct of these lands may be said to be un-
limited, not only in the prairie provinces
but in the different countries of Europe.

“Timber enterprises continue to be pro-
secuted systematically and in a large way,
while assurance is had that the exploita-
tion of the as yet unappreciated fishery
wealth of the province will in the very near
future be taken up on a scale guaranteeing
that these sources of natural wealth will
be very speedily developed to their legiti-
mate proportions. In this connection the
acquiring of the whaling industry by the
Mackenzie interests and the announcement
that these will also devote a large share of
attention to the cultivation of the halibut
export trade must be taken into account
in estimating the probable development
of the immediate future.

“You will see,” said Mr. McBride, “from
the few enterprises and other work which
I have mentioned that there is no part of
the world in which the present condition and
the immediate prospects of the people are
better than in our own province, and this

is a state of affairs which so far as we can
see is bound to continue during a long
period of years.

“In referring to the expenditures on pub-
lic works,” said Mr. McBride, “I have made
absolutely no provision for the large sums
of money that are certain to go into feder-
al and municipal undertakings. A glance -
at the newspaper reports respecting Dom-
inion Government business in British Co-
lumbia would indicate that Mr. Pugsley pro-
poses, in order to fairly and justly meet the
obligations of his branch of the administra-
tion, to pour millions into British Colum-
bia. Then, too, the different municipalities,
whether rural or urban, in order to keep
up with the growing requirements will have
to be ready with a generous hand. My
estimate must be taken as a most conser-
vative one, easily within the mark.

“In conclusion, there is no feature of this
forecast so pleasing to the provincial ex-
ecutive as the fact that all these works, or
at any rate all that receive Provincial Gov-
ernment aid, will be carried on with white
labor and the standard wage will be paid.”

Watching Vancouver Grow

DESTINY, the big force that since the
world was shaped has helped men to
make cities and other things, has knocked at
Vancouver’s door since that small beginning.

Go out to the middle of Vancouver’s

harbor and you will see a profile that looks
like a man with half his front teeth knocked
out. It is the profile of a big baby ecity
that is eating the food of the gods and will
grow into a giant. A few more years of
growth will fill up the gaps in the profile.

Vancouver’s docks are given character by
the city’s geographical location, and by
their background of mountains in whose
mothering lap the harbor lies secure from
storms, White-hulled passenger liners, the
fine ladies of the sea-lanes, grimy freighters,
trim fishing steamers, sharp-prowed coast-

ing craft, sailing ships, vessels of every

build and rig and flag, and from every sea-
port mentioned in romance and story, load-
ing and unloading, tell vividly one side of
Vancouver’s absorbing commercial story,
as the railway yards behind the full-ware-
housed wharves tell the other side. Where
the wheels of the Canadian Pacific Railway’s
transcontinental trains come grinding to a
full stop they are almost in the shadow of
the tall spars of steamers that finish the
earth-girdle, and here is your half-way
relay station of the All-Red route round the

world. Here the long freight trains that
thunder across the continent’s width meet
the world-wandering steamers, greedy for
cargo, and translate the chapters of com-
merce into romance. Here the wheat
trains from Alberta and Saskatchewan meet
the ships that carry the grain over the ocean
roads to its markets, setting to the lively

music of transportation a new canto in the
wheat epic.

Brown Brothers Co., Limited

Florists

Fruit Trees, Shrubs, Bulbs and Flowering Plants

Write for 1910 Catalogue—it’s free

59 Hastings Street East, Vancouver, B. C.

For February Fourteenth

Remember Her, Him or Them with a

VALENTINE

We have the.latest novelties and largest
assortment in B. C. from 5c to $5 each.

Comic or Fancy.

HONIG STATIONERY CO.
132 Hastings Street East -

Vancouver
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The “BX "’ [Msbt&S] announce that they
will make the terminus of the Upper Fraser River Steamboat
service at Fort George, on the Nechaco River front shown in
these two views,

The new wharf and warchouse at the Fort George Towusite are completed

- " 1 FORT GEORGE is at the’

jruction of the Fraser and Ne-
chaco fivers, and will be he
Targest-city on the Grawd Trouk
Pacitic “Transcomtinental.  Rails
way west ¢ Winnipeg.

Fore George 1s the geographi-
cal aod  strategic  convmereial
centre of Dritsh Columbia —
the satural supply point for a
splendid mixed farming, min-
eral, timbier amd  coal area uof
mitlions. of aeres made aceessi-
hie by 1IN miles of navigable
watstways,  Splendit opewings
Jor businuss and investivent.

Oeer 300000 acees of rich
agrivoltoral and Truit land: 30
UHLNY Gf the finest timber, coal
and mineral lands that have
wever . heen (ouched will be
thegwy open to the publie for
developmicnt, This is the fam-
oe - ort George coumtry,

b is  estimated  thar $100,-
000,000 will be spent in the pexi
fve years inoradroad building
slowe in Ceutral Beitish Coluin-
bin, most of 1 dircetly tribn-
tary to Fort George.

These B viows are froma‘ouns the sumw spot. Ooe shows the Nechaco i
ehvet AR i sweepn hy p,h.,;‘ (;‘.:,.“ ‘:‘,,,;.:,'.:: MZ::‘ .,“r,‘:‘:m‘ + tho Do you want a share of the
rge viver steaohos) slice having er fre Die?
ut ihe Fraker Avenwe Landing, prantsy

Let us sead you s frce copy of the ** Beitish Columbin Bul-
Ietin of Information,” giviag synopsis of mining, land, mincrat
und timber laws, Costs you nothing, Write today.

Natural Resources Security Co., Limited

Paidt up Cupital $250 000 Joint Owners and Sole Agents Port George Townsite
607 Bower Building :: 1 Vancouver, British Columbia

When woriting ro Mleertisess phicd mention ManteAfan Mugarine




Plcturesque Vancouver

Little China

(From the Vanconver Province)

HEN you pass Carrall

Pender, sound many
“/ voices in singsong In-

flection; the moving

crowd is Chinese, most-

ly in uniform black

and green blouses; the
housefronts are alcoved and balconied with
a suggestion of the capricious Chinese archi-
tecture. The alcoves are hung with amber
and red lanters of fantastic design. The
upper windows are shuttered with wooden
lattices carven with whimsical art. Every-
where are the ideographs and hieroglyphics
that are the characters in that great sym-
bolism, the Chinese written language. You

street, going west on -

Farm Lands

and Acreage
Specialists

@. \We have the most complete list of
desirable properties throughout the
District, and can quote you the choic-
est buys in improved or unimproved
land and always a /lillle bcloww sur-
rounding values. Send for our hooks
on LULU ISLAND, POINT GREY
and the “HOMESEFKER.”

F.N.TRITES & CO.

659 Granville St., Vancouver, B.C.
6689 PHONES 6690

REFERENCES
Royal Bank of Canada Bank of Nova Scotia

notice Chung Bu, for instance, standing in
the door of his shop. His shop is called the
House of Happy Moments. Some men’s
faces make you think of certain birds or
animals, and usually you will find some-
thing of the character of the bird or animal
in the man. Chung Bu’s face reminds you
of a vulture face you have seen carved on a
totem pole, but compared to Chung Bu, you

- think, a vulture is as a rabbit in rapacity.

You smell the aromatic smoke of Chinese-
made cigarcttes and that of burning joss
shrines.  You can smell opium. You are in
the Chinese quarter.

If you have a color-sense vou will see a
great deal that is picturesque, and if you are
unfamiliar with Orientals and their habit
of life you will sce much that is interesting
and strange.  In the Chinese quarters of
American and Canadian cities the atmos-
phere of Chinese towns and of their med-
iaeval civilization is reproduced as far as
possible.

In the mighty boil of America’s melting pot
the Chinese people are the only people who
do not lose their character, The Chinese
does not forget his family craditions, and the
famihar objects and implements of his an-
cestors better suit his daily life than our
devices, generally.  Tf you were in a street
of Peking you would see the same sights and
hear the same sounds—Chinese children
plaving the ancient game of shuttlecock and
battledore, a coolie carry on a shoulder
pole two baskets filled with live white ducks,
soft-footed girls in pink trousers, an old
man with a face like a gargoyle and smok-
ing a long-stemmed tobacco pipe with a tiny
brass bowl, the sound of a gong from a
quaintly recessed alcove—they beat gongs
when anybody is sick—Chinese gentlemen
with very long finger nails and fans, the
curbstone fish market with its squealing cus-
tomers.

All Chinese have educated tastes in food,
but no white man can understand the palate

VIII When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine 89
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of the Chinese epicure. In the butcher shops
of the Chinese quarter are many curious and,
to our eyes, repulsive-looking delicacies.
The Chinese has a fondness for decayed

the table, China wines, amulets to bring
good luck, and charms to drive away the
devils that sit on your doorstep, or to give
your enemy rheumatism.

edibles, and fears not bacteria or ptomaines,
which he exorcises as he would other devils
by a whirl of a praying wheel or by enchant-
ment stronger than theirs. Victuals curious
to see are the decomposed contents of blad-
ders and what look like the intestines of
animals, the eggs preserved for the lifetime
of a man, the pickled hairy exotics in jars,
the dried fish from China, of the genus
raia, the nameless dainties which have the
look of dried bodies of insects and serpents.
You can buy in Chinatown a great lack-
ered coffin, painted with Chinese goblin
heraldry, fit for a mandarin, fat puppies for -

We Do Expert
Picture Framing

Vancouver Book Co.
932 Granville Street

o Imported into Canada duty free. The choicest of
Dlanlonds gems at the lowest of prices. Our stock is not ex-

. celled—our reputation has been built upon sterling
quality and exceptional value. You will be gratified with our gems.

O. B. ALLAN : 440 Granville Street : VANCOUVER, B.C.

'PIPE ORGANS

ELECTRIC AND HYDRAULIC
MOTOR BLOWERS

One and Two Manual Pneumatic PIPE ORGANS For Sale
TUNING AND REPAIRS

ERNEST T. ROBERTS, 1309 Davie St.

Phone R 6253

Vancouver Mail Order House

122 CORDOVA STREET WEST

Ladies’ Costumes Made to Order - Perfect Fit Guaranteed
WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

Apply for
Specifications, ctc., to

Box 412
VANCOUVER, B.C.

Toronto College of Music

(LIMITED)

In affiliation
Id Y

L'oronto.
Western
For

with the University of
Dr. F. H. Torrington, Mus. Dir.
 Examinations June and July.
application forms address Secretary

12 and 14 Pembroke St., Toronto, Ont.

When writing to Advertisers please mention Man-to-Man Magazine
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MAN-TO-MAN HOTEL DIRECTORY |® |

Al Govermment and Comnmuter Publicas
free vpon requsit. We have on hand tomc?éf‘l'l‘::
following minutes nd pubboations, wikeh we will
send upen spplivation v Department H, Vansouver
Intormation Huresw, Vanconver, B. ¢
CVancouver  “Frovinte”  “Wald"  CNews. Adver
#yxer," {duiticed:  “Barurday  Sumser,”  (weekiys:
“Mamts-Man,” “Frult Magezine” (monthlies).
GOVERNMENT PUBLICATIONS—New Beitish
Colambia, describing the Mortherp Tntecior ! Rylle.
tin No 2} Agrivulture in Bridsh Colambia § Buller
tin No. 10F, Hand Book of British Columbis (Bulle
tin Ne. 23}, Geme of Beinsh Columbia (Rulirtin
Ne, 17}, Budzet Specch, 1914 The Miseral Prov.
ince, Report Minister o Mines {or 1808, .
ge(}:cﬁl }Rrgivite;‘, Rn’mrl an Nottheastern part of
rabamt Island, Arnosd Report wl the Publi Ry
of Britixh Columbla, ? lic Schot
GOVERNMENT  MAPS — Reltwh  Columbia,
Northern  Intericr sf Beitleh Columbia, Soathwesy
Puortion ot Reitish Colimbia, Seuthicust Portiun of
Vancowver Isiand, Fast and West Kostenay Disrict,
Parsion ol Coast Disteier, B 1. and Prince Rupert
Pistrict, Western Portion of Vancovver Island, New
Westminsrer Dustrict aud adiacent [elands, Albernd
Disteet. Vaoecuver lstamd, Bells Coola  Bistdet,
Hazrelton, Summetaond, Burnshy, Nechoon Vallew,
Grest Cenual Lake, Vancesver $shaind, Yate Districr.
COMMUNITY PURBLICATIONS—Nunth Vangou
vey, Vicwwrls and Vancoaver htland, New Wests
wiknster,  Frince  Rupext,  Bimilkameen,  Kamloops,
Azhetelt, Uhilliwack, Peotictan, Nacamata, Vernon,
Poet Muody and  setrounding  Distrias, Radbway
talters and pamplvess.

Firms Represented by Members
of the Vancouver Tourists’
Association

Vietntire will kiwdls advie the Neesetary regavh
g any ervoes an addeoous slgeienton of lewinesy,
i, thut may ocour vty Ha

ACCOUNTANTS, AUDITORS, ETC
Brooks, james, 337 Carrall Street.

Buttar & Chicue, 53¢ Hastings Streer W
Chambers & Wilson, 317 Pender Street.
Clarkson, Cross & Helbiwell, Muolwus Bauk Bldg.
Creban, Mouar & Co, 615 Pender Street
Pevlin, E. E, 29 Flack Block.

Fisher, Wm., 1§ Winch Buildiog.

Kendall, Sewell & Co., Exchange Bhlg,
Winter, George E., 508 Dominion ‘Trast Bldg.
ADVERTISING AGENCIES,

Ads, Limited, 1219 Dominion Trust Building,
Noble Advertsing Agency, $41 Hasings Street,
ARCHITECTS.

Bayly, G. M, 61¢ Domigion Trust Building

Dodd, W. M, Bank of Commerce Bmidmg,.

Paonnellan & Vomnellan, 19 Pender Street

Fee, T. A, Fee Block.

Gamble & Koapp, 66 Davis Chambers.

Grant & Henderson, 413 Granvilie Sueet.

Griffiah, 11, 8., 912 Deminion Trast Ruilding.

Hooper, Thas, $27 Winch Building.

Hope & Barker, $03 Hastings Street W.

Marbury<Somervell, W 43 Exchange Building:

Thornton & jopes, 363 Hastings Street.

Whiteway, W. T, Molwaas Baok Boildimg,

Wieight, Rashford & Cahill, 709 Dussnnis Srreet
ARTISTS

S, P. fudge, 8 Court Howe Block.

Windsor
Hotel

P. Q. BILODEAU, Proprietor

Neatly Varsishdd,
Centrally oeated,
Open Thay owd Night,
Comgrteons Atteating
Reasunalde Rates,
Stenm Heatad

Furppean Plan .
Amecican Plan .

$ .75 up
1.9 op

New W eStminster Brigih
Next to Team CHhce
P.O. Box 573
100 ROOMS

Cotembis

Phone 88

A EAMOUR HOME, Wit A

" r

NEW ANNEX

ON BROADWAY, AT M STREEY
Near Pennsylvania R, R, Terminal

A Josae maede Busans throsph iosademtid service
and prysopnt atientisn o pattossihe Casned connis
W friemde by the Thoiareds Army sedd Sgve prople
Aep herr, ascdaatl expesien e anpveth §irg pore
exoeileut Hyving Gwilitics gaint o amd sgasshie
priced, ste hatiliy oltainatde tlse

A For tpmuspavtation faciiisies
v, £t el el s fure onrm e
the door. Theatrvs mind slwaping Jairns glee im-
rarediolely ot hand. Persows ) buggage varmbirned free
0 and from Now Foanyy foanis stinion.

o arks siie
T orcealie ot

Npdesudbl Mol It roms e [ERFTRVIRH ) 1%
wauy famras feattres ol Hse Now A,

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
Rates: $Y 50 per Day, Upwards
RO, F URLBERT, Presidest and Geocrat Manaer
Al I e Hireenhurat, om Lake Vhanbingiss, lpmes

¢

towks, NV Open May e Nowvprber B %3 Aute
kil stalls | )

Cimide ¢ New York twith sapsd and Spocial Race
Llard=sEat B (Eauest,

Grand Hntel \
NEW YORK CITY

v —————————
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Seattle’s House of Comfort

#intel
Washington
Annex

Canadian visitors to Seartle in-
variably make this hotel their
headquareers. It is  centrally
situated in the heart of the
theatre and shopping  section.
Modermn in every particular with
excellent cuisine and  service.
Auto "bus meets all traing and
boats.  Wire for reservition,

J. H. DAVIS, Praprietor

Hotel Metropole

COMMERCIAL
HEADQUARTERS

Coracr Cordoma wad Abhon Suweres, Yancouver, B.C.
Rates---83.00 and UUp

American and Furopean.  Anto
bus meets all traing and hoats.
Steant-heated  rooins with pri-
vate buths, hot and cold run-
mng water.  Sample  roons,

George L. Howe, Proprietor
ey s

AUCTIONEERS.
Miller, J. Jo 44 Hastings Street.

ART SUPPLIES
Art Empaorium, 901 Georgia Street,
Cockburn’s Art Gallery, 6635 Granville St
S. J. Thompson, 610 Granville Street.

BANKS.

Bank of British North America, Hastings Strect.
Bank of Hamilon, Hamilen and Hastings Ss.
Bank of Torontn, 446 Hastings Street W.

Bank of Vancouver, Cambie 2nd Hastings St
Eastern Townships Bank, Cambic & Hastings Sts.
Royal Bank of Canada, Hastings & Homer Sts.
Raysl Bank, East End Branch, Westminster Ave.

and Hastings Street,
Traders. Bank of Canada, 346 Hastings Street.

BARRISTERS.
Cassidy, R, K.C,, Crown Building.
Shoebotham, Thos. B, Cotton Building.
Williams, A, K.C,, Mol Bark Chambers.
BILLIARD TABLES. ETC.
Brunswick-Balke-Collender  Co.  (The), 552
Beatty Street.

BOOT AND SHOE DEALERS.
Stark, Edsvard, 623 Hastings Street,

RUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.
Anvil Island Brick. Co., 324 Seymour Street.
B. C. Supply Co, 903 Dominion Trum Bldg.
Dairon & \Williams, 331 Pender 51
O'Neil, Wi & Ca., 623 Pender Streer,

BUTCHERS.
Burns & Cnmpmy, P., 18 Hastings Strect.
Vancouver-Prisce Rupert Meat Co., Lid., Y50
Hastings Streer.
BAKERS.

Hampton Bros., 581 Granville Street.
Vancouver Bakecy, 830 Granville Street.

BOOKSELLERS AND STATIONERS.
Bailey Bror, Ltd, 346 Granville.

Forsyih, G. §. & Co., Cor. Homer & Hastings Sts,
Thomson Stationery Co, Hasiings Street.
Vancouver Book Co., 932 Granville Sireet.
White & Bindon, 113 Hastings Steeet.

RBREWERIES.

Vancouver Breweries, Lid.,
BROKERS.

Bedlington, R. G. & Co,, Couton Building,
Brown, Reginald C., Lul, 301 Dom. Trust Bldg.
C lian Develog Co., Lud., 336 Hastings.
Couids, 1ad.,, 47-39 Exchuuge Building.
Faulkner, 8. G.. $55 Granville Street,
Paulkner, G. Lloyd, 421 Pender St W.
Gibbs, G, M., 535 Granville Street.
Grey & Gray, 207 Cotton Building.
Grossman Trust & Loan Co., Cotton Building.
Haoley, }. ], Bower Building.
Mather & Noble, 629 Hastings Streen
MacMillan & Oﬁpham. Bank of Commercée Bldg.
McTavish Beos, 421 Pender St
8mith, ¥. J, 414 Seymour Street.
Edward 8. WVeeks.
Wolverion & Co, 14d,, 204 Dominion Trust Bldg.

BROOM AND WASH-BOARD
MANUFACTURERS.

Crown Broom Works, 332 Front Sireet,

When writing 1o Advertivery please mentlon Man-to-Man Magaxzine
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- HUSINESS COLLEGES
Centrsi Besivess College, Pender and Richards
\ CABINET MAKERS
Davidewon & Labsik, 428 Clark Drive,
_ CASH REGISTERS.
Natjonat gi’”}lkfﬁziﬂﬂ Ca., 301 Cordova Street.
CITY DIRECTORIES.
Hemderson Publishing Co, Flack Block.
) ) CIVIL FNGINEERS.
Cartwright, O Eo Cotton Building,
Macdonell. Girowski & Co., $05 Hauings S, W.
Tracy, The Hoy 41 Howe Strees
COMMISSION BROKFERS.
Des Brisay, M, & Co,, Fairfield Building,
Evams, F. G, 139 Water Streer,
Alex, Marshall, 144 Water &,
CONFECTIONERS
R, C. Pundy, 731 Robsan Street,
CONTRACTORS.
Armateong, Morrison & Co, 1581 Alecandder St
Cohambia Bitbulithic, Ltdy, 23 Fairfield Rldg.
Cortan, M. P, 153 Cotton Buildiog.
Disserre, 1. |, 436 Hastings Streer.
Hepburn, Waleer, Crowsn Huilding.
frwin, Corver & Co, 34 Hueldson Bldg
Mohean Bros, Mobons Bank Building,
VMelean, Robr & Co., 332 Granville Soreat.
Mebuckie, Jo M. 75 Sixih Ave,
Pradencial Builders, 1ad,, Manitoba & Frong Sis.
Weeks, W, C., 13 Burns Building
Wells Construction Co, Fxchange Building
West Caast Bridge & Dredging Co, Exch. Bidg.
Y. Aok, 313 Alexasder Street.
DRUGGISTS
Heury Ferpguson, 1208 Goanville Sireet,
DRY GOODS, RETAIL.
tills, Chacles W, Ltd., %48 Granville Streer.
Hitls, Charles W.. Lud., $32 Hastings Strect.
Morte & Wilson, 556 Granville Street.
Drvedale, Gordon, Granville St
ELECTRICAL FIXTURES.
Cope & $nm, 338 Hastings 1. .

Hinton Electric Company, 606 Granville Siceer,
Narthera Electric & Mfg Co, Lid., 918 Pender.
BLECTRIC LIGHT AND POWER.

R. C. Flertrie Railway Co, Lrd
ELECTRICAL WORKS
R. Hoffmesiter, 1271 Granville Sireet,
EXGRAVERS.
Dominion Hlustrating, Co., 603 Hasiogs Street.
FEED AND GRAIN,
Brown & Howey, 129 Cordova Street W
FISH DEALERS.
Tyson, A M., 12 Cordova Steents
FLORISTS.
Eogland & Cox, 301 Granville Street.
FURRIERS
$an Francisco Fur Co, 919 Granville St
FURNITURE.
City Furoiture Campany, 566 Granville Steeet,
Smith, . A, Lud, 83 Grapsifle St
Srandar:d Fusnituse Co.,, $F7 Hastings Strect.

H

}

!

e sttt LSNPt et

It

*“TwelreStoriesof

d Comfort”

§ Building, eoncrete,
stee] and marble,
Loented, most fash-
jotable shopping
district.

230 roomne, 135 baths,

Libmry and beound
magarines in read-
ing rwoms for
guests,

Most refinedhiostelry
in Seaule.

Absolutely Breproof,

English Guill.

Rates, 31.00 up

STANLEY PARK

Mountain Resort Near Sunta Barbara

Uprtoadate Bitel, Coblupes and tent houses, Fxerltent
iable: hest of eversthing,  Booklet at sombern i
Information  Hureaws, of address J dlenry Bhe
Carpinteria, Gik, or Tlome Pty Na 2 UCaeptern,

GRANARA HQLEL

ABSOLUTILY FIRKPROO

Auerican or Exropean Plan Moderate Rates
Bookirt un Avplication

Richardson Mineral Springs
One of the best in the State
Ask your friends about them, or address

LEF RICHARDSON, Manager, Chico, Cafifornia

When writing Adegriisers please mention Manto-Man Magarive
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GHERE are no dark days
for those who use the

No. 3A SPECIAL

KODAK

€L The bikh power of i1s #eiss-Rodak

y = Amastigmat bens 16,3 in conuection
o) with the flexibility of Syeed contrsl
in the compouint shutier make sunp-

shots possitde oo

daye whotrt o Ume

exposure  woskd

B gevessary with
an ondinary oune
ers. b every de
{ailof consruction
and Gnixhaperfoct
product.  Fictures
By x 8% {mmtoand
sizet. Unes Kodok
daxfligst  lowtiug
film cavtridges,

$65.00

CANADIAN KODAK CO. LIMITED
Al Drslers TORONTO, CANADA

17 cents a day

buys the

Oliver Typewriter

the best writing machine that
money and brains
can produce

w

The Oliver Typewriter Agency
427 Pender St. West, Vancouver
Phone S828

GAS APPLIANCES
The B ide Gas Appli Co., 1037 Grats-
ville Street.

GENTS FURNISHINGS.
Clubb & Stewart, 115 Hastingx Street WV,
DesBrisay, 8,613 Granville: Screet.
Kilby, E. €., 627 Hastibgs Strest.
Sweeney, H. & Co., 605 Hastings Street.

GROCERS, RETAIL.
A, & C. Grocery Co., 637 Granville Street.
DesBrisay, A & A, 131 Cordova 5. E
Filion, F., 204 Carrsll Street.
Willinm Houston, 716 Robsoa Street,
McDowell, 'T. F, 704 Granville: Street.
McTaggart, {;m %, 78% Granville Street
Mr. W. H. Walsh, 1200 Seymour Street,
Wagg, Geoege, 136 Hastings Street.

GROCERY SUNDRIES,
Little Bros, 24 Cordova St E.

HARDWARE.
Cuoningham-Sanderson, Lid., 323 Granville 8t
Forbes & Van Hom, Led, 52 Hastings: Street WV,
1. A. Flet, 11) Hastings Streer.

MacLachlan Bros, 131 Hastings Strect W,
McTaggart & Mascrop, 7 Hastings Street W,

HAY, GRAIN AND CEREALS.
Brackman-Ker Milling Co., The, 25 Pender St

HEATING AND COOKING
APPARATUS.
Gurney Foundry Co., The, 566570 Beatty Street

HOTELS.

Blackburn, 31$8 Westminsier Avenue.
Carhion Hatel, Cambie and Cordova Sts.
Dominion, Victoria, B, C.

Grand, 24 Water Strect,

Metropale, Abbott and Cordava Streets.
North Varcouver, North Vancouver, B. C.
§t. Alice, Harrison Hot Springs, B. C.
Strand, 626 Hustings. Street.

Wiltows,. Campbell. River, B, C.

INSURANCE.

British Empire Insurance Co,, Johnson-Howe Blk.
Evans, J. G, Davis Chambers,
Evany, A, K. & Co,, 210 Domivion Trust Bldg.
Hobson & Co., 436 Hastings Street.
McGiregor & Co, I3 C., 633 Hastings Street.
Monarch Life Insurance Co., 30 Imperial Block.
Mautusl Life of Canada, $70 Granville Streer,
Springer, F. B., 448 Granville Street,
Tweedale, C, 615 Pender Street.

1ICE AND COLD STORAGE.
Vam&u‘:'crf lee & Cold Swrige Co, Gore Ave.

"harf.

IMPORTERS AND COMMISSION
AGENTS,

Shallcross, Macaulay & Co., 1'44 Water Street.

JAPANESE GOODS.

Furuys, M. Co. 46 Hastings Street.

Tamura, 8, 522 Geanville Sereet.
JEWELLERS,

Allan, Thos,, 615 Granville St

Allen, O, B; #40 Graaville Street.

Armstrong, B F., 609 Haxtings St

When. weiting fo Advertbons pleaze memtion Mua-to-Man Magagine
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E.

B, {38, frand,

s D. SMITH

Government Proves Pm*ity

Of the 146 samples examined by the Dominion Gov-
ernment of Jams, Jellies, etc., ten being of the E. 1. Smith
Brand, & s shown by the Official Report chat the brand
which was far in the lead owing to absolute purity is the

D. SMITH

Jams, Jellies, Preserves, etc.

Phe Birst essential in their prosduction is purity, aud vou got
the best the land allerds toed : (s
vers, bt {or thutr sonmdness of whole frasr, the use of the best
refinind sugsr, the preserention of the dninticst quaditics 16 taste,
auet all prochiseed with the minutest care o cleandiovss, i e

ay mit only for parity as thas pros

The < E. IL 8.7 Tomsio Catsup gad Cirape Juice are
anequalied. Al grocees, Ury* E. D, 8.” Jamx, ete., ta-day

. Winona, Ont,

Rirks, Henry & Son, Granville and Hastings St

Grimmert, . W, 793 Grauville Street.
MceMillan, A, P, Hastings and Homer Streets.

LANT) AND INVESTMENT
COMPANIES.

Grand Trank Land Cempany, 12 Winch Bldg,

Naturs! Resourees Security Co., Ll 646 Rower
Buikbing.

Northern Developrment Co., 614 l‘iasxings Street.

North Coast Land Co, 411 Winch Building,

Provincial Land & Financial Corporwion, 388
Granville Street.

Western favife Developmem (o, Lid, 739
Hastings Street.

LEATHER GOODS.

B. C. Leather Company, 112 Hastingy Street.
Srorey & Campbell, 156 Hastings 853V,

LINOTYPE PRINTERS
Shilvock Bros, 438 Pender St W, (Rear:
LIQUOR DEALERS.

Benwell, Peart & Co., 226 Cawhie Sueet

B. €. Wine Company, 53¢ Pender Streer,
Caloutt & Ce., J.. +12 Homer Street, R
Tndependent Liguor Co, 65 Hastingst St F.
{«ﬂm Rubertson & Sou, Lid, iln lRuj‘h.sz Styger.
Maple Leaf Liguer Co., 202 Main St

Pither & Leiser. 133 Water 51, ) .
The Hose & Brooks On. Lid, 564 Wesminuer.
Vancouver Wine & Spids Co., 1497 (h:gtml{e.
West End Liquer Compaoy, 1133 Ciranvilie Bu

When writigg s

JLOANS, INSURANCE AND REAL
ESTATE.
Banfield, John J., 607 Hastings Streen
Bell-leving & Co., 1., 322 Richands S,
Canadian Financiers, Lid,, 632 Granville Street.
Dow, Fraser & Ca, Lad., 323 Cambic Sieeet.
istand Investment Co, Lrd, 431 Homer direet
Macaulay & Nicolls, 413 Seyvmour Sireet,
Mahon, MacFarlamd & Procier, Lid, Pender &
Sevmnuy Streets
Morgan, E. B. & Co., $39 Peader Street.
National Finance Company, 350 Pender Streer,
Peraberton & Son, 326 Homer Streer.
Prudential Investment Co, Lid., 100 Fromt St
Kand, C. 1., Granville and Pender Steeas
Rand, E. F. 332 Granville Sieeet.
Van Houten, W [, 337 Pender Street,
Ward, Burmester & Von Gravenite, 411 Feader
Yorkshire Guarantee & Sccurities Corporating,
445 Sevinour Street,
LOAN AND SAVINGS COMPANILS.
Great West Permanent, 559 Graaville Streer,
LUBRICATING OHLS
AeColl Bros, & U, Reatry Sreeey
LUMBER DEALERS.
Bradiord & Taylor, Dominion Trust Building
Clarke. W. H., €15 Pender Strect,
Hargell, M. M., Lumber Co., Dominion Fruse B
AfeNair-Fraser Lumber Co, Dominien Trus B,
Oliver-8erim Luinber Ce., Lov Building.
Smith, J- Fyie & Co. 48 Seymour Sireet.
LUMBER AMILLS.
B, €. Mills Timber & Trading Cu

Sdvertierrs plesse mention Man o Man: Mapaine
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California
Excursion
January 28, 1911

ROUND TRIP FARE
from Seattle $90.00
from Tacoma $88.50

INCLUDES
Railroad Fare Both Ways,
Pullman Berth One Way,
Meals from the Time You
Leave Seattle, January 28,
Until You Reach Los An-
geles, Febroavy  3—Also
Nuwmerous Side Trips.
Tickets good for return till April 28
Excursion Train Will In-
chide Six or More Stan-
dard  Pullman  Sleepers,
One or More Dining Cars,
Omne Observation Car and
Ome Daggage Car,

The Nuwmber in the Party
Will Pe Limited: Make
Your Reservations Noaw.
Let Us Send You Cur
Well-iHlustrated California
Literature.  Also a Com-
plete Ttinerary and An-
nouncement Covering the
Coming Excursion.

Oregon & Washington
]Kallroad ";.‘t::g?grh;r:gw”
Southern Pacific Railway
“ROAD OF A THOUSAND WONDERS"

W, D, SKINNER, General Freight and Passenger Agent,
SEATTLE

Kat Portage Lamber Co.
Robertson & Hackett.

MANUFACTURERS,

The Calgary Milling Co.,, Lid, Smythe and
Beatty -Streets.

Davies Paper Bax Co., Pandora and Park Drive:

The Vancouver Milhng and Grain Co, Lid,
Cambie and Smythe Streets

Canadian Pipe Co., Lid,, 350 Pacifie Street.

B. . Casket Co, 211-212 Cotron Bidg.

Gold Toredo Pile Proof Co., 441 Seymour Street,

Leckie, J. & Cu., Cordova and Cambie Streets.

Royal Sesp-Cenpany, 308 Harris Steeet.

Vancouver Machioery Depot, 471 Seymour Street.

MANUFACTURERS AGENTS.

Anglu-Biriish Columbian Agency,  Lid, 3503
Mercantite Building,

Anthony & McAriar, Mercantile Building,

Blackwell, E. G, 319 Pender Street,

Campbell, George & Cn, Mercaniile Building,

Ranald ¥, Clark, Fairfield Bullding.

A, O, Campbell, 550 Beanry Street.

Darling, Frank, 929 Pender Street.

Harrison, F. E., Mercantile Boilding.

frwin, Wi P, Cotwon Building.

James, W. A, 334 Granville Street.

Fnight. J. E. {Moaney's Biscuits), $25 Powell 8.

Macleonan, W. A, 336 Hastinge Strect.

AMacPheoon & Teerel, Droke and Homer Sis.

Martin & Reberpson, 313 Water Swreet.

Newmtarch, Cooper & Co., 167 Pender Sircet,

Nauismith & Cin, 223 Columbi~

Pacific Coast Importing Co., Lrd., Mercantile B.

Thompson, N, Ltd, 319 Pender Street,

Vapcouver Ageocies, Ltd., Mercantile Building.

MAPS AND BLUEPRINTS,
Moir, A, & Co., 570 Granville Street.

NEWSPAPER PUBLISHERS.
Ford, McCuonnell Co., The Saturday Sunset.
Newr-Advertiser Co., Pender and Hamilon Sw.
Walter C. Nichol, Tlhe Daily Proviage.

World Pablishing Co, The Daily World.
MERCHANT TAILORS,
McCallum, A. R, 702 Graonville Street.

MINING COMPANIES.
Great Granite Development Co., Winch Bidg.

MISCELLANEOUS.

Cansda Viavi Company, Fairfield Building.
Dominion Glazed Pipe Cement Co, Dom. T. B.
Lester Dancing Academy, Granville & Davie St
Thiel Deswctive Service, Fairfield Building.
NOTARY PUBLIC AND BROKER
Elkins, F. Mitchell, 441 Sevmour Street,
Emannels, 8, J., 537 Pender Street.
Gardiner, W, J,, Dominion Trust Building,

OFFICE FURNITURE,
Webster-Hanna Co., 426 Cordova Street.

Oll. DEALERS,
faperial Qi Compaay, Loo Buildiog.
OPTICIANS.
Gamble, J. D)., 603 Hastings Street.
PAINTERS AND DECORATORS.

Spiliman & Co, 928 Granville Street,

When weiting to Advertisers please meniion Man-to-Man Magasxine
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From the Atlantic to the Pacific

Seal Brand
Coffee

finds a welcome in a hundred thousand homes
because of its unvarying high grade quality.

Sold in 1 and 2 1h, Gans only.

116

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

PHOTOGRAPHERS.
Builen & Lanb, 737 Fender Street.
Fdwards Bros, 621 Graaville Street
Rusesti Stinlios, 319 Pender Street.
Viaser, V. V', 111 Hastings Street.
Wadds Bros,, 337 Hastings Street.
PICTURE FRAMING
Arr Empucium, %31 Georgia St
PIANQO DEALERS.
Hicks & Loviek Piano Co., 1117 Granville Soeer,
Montelius Piano House, 441 Hastings Swree.
Waitt, M. W. & Co., §53 Granville Sireer,
PLATE GLASS
Pilkingine Broe, Lul, 102 Powell Street,
The K, ¢ Plare Glass & lpocting Co., Led,,
Homer amd Xelwon Seers.
Western Plate Glass & haportisg Co., 133 Cor-
dova Street F.
PLUMBERS.
Bare & Anderson, 113 Fastngs Street,
Hodgron Plumbing & Heoating Uo, Tud, 643
Street,
Leek & Company, 81t Pender Sureet
PONWDIER WORKS.
Hanittou Powder Co. 8% Pownell Street
PRINTERS.
Cowan & Brookbouse, 120 Hasings Srreet
Commercia! Printing Co,, 456 Abbort e
Evans & Hasings, 123 Hastings Sueen
Tretha!l & Son, 320 Seveour Street

Jobn F, Morris Co, 1187 Granville Strees.
Moore Printing Co.. The Cor. Gran. & Rolwon.
Nicholson, James & Son, 2092 Secored Ave.

PUBLISHERS.

Canadian Frews Association, Demn. Trust Blig.
Fruit Magazine Publishing Co., \Winch Hidg
RESTAURANTS.

Allan's Cafe, 2% Hawings Sireer W

Cabiri Cafe, 615 Hastings Street.

Leanard’s Coffee Palaces, 163 Hastungs Sireet,
716 Hastings Sreeeet.

Melntyre Cafe, 439 Granviile Sureer.

ROOMING HOUSES.
Glenwood, 940 Pender Steet,
Waldorf, 116 Hastings Streer,

RUBBER COMPANIES.
Dunlep Tire z0d Robber Goeds Co., Lid,, 359

Wanr Sireet,
Vancouver Rubber Co., 160 Hastings Street.
RUBBER STAMPS.
Hewitt, George H. Fairfield Building,
REAL ESTATE.

Alesamier & MeKar, 1971 Geanville Street.
Alexander & Convad, 413 Hastiags Street,
Andersom & Clavien, 106% Grawvilie Steet
Archer & Mrevemnson, 452 Broadway,
Austin, A B, & Coo 328 Gromville Sreeer.
Bart & Humberstane, $26 Sevrmout Sireet,
Havtlet & Basber, 532 Granville Streer,
Butes, Mair & shore, 332 Granville Su

Wiheo weiting 1o Adverthers plrise prennos Man g Man Magarise



MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE

THE

‘INVERTERE’

REVERSIBLE
OVERCOAT

@ It can be instantly
reversed when over-
taken by a storm, being
a perfect garment
whichever side is out.
The reverse side is a
closely woven yarn-
proofed material in
shade to tone with the
tweeds, and specially
designed to defy heavy
rain, thus rendering it
unique, serviceable
and the most uscful
coat for general wear
at all times I 1

TWO COATS
IN ONE
A fine selection ro

choose from. One
pricconly :: :: &

$35.00
E. CHAPMAN

SOLE AGENT

545 GRANVILLE STREET

Baylisg; Fred, 2199 Cornwall ‘Street.

Bnk;, R..J Room 27, 429 Peuder Sureet W.

Bell & Kerr, 2023 Granville Streer.

Berry: & Muinroe, 2607 \WVemminster "Avenue,

Bernet & Helm, $82 Granville Street.

Bisell & Snyder, 264 Hawings Street.

Bliss & Brandt, 721 Robson $treet.

Borland & Trousdale, 108 Hastings: Street.

Bodie, Chas. A, 614 Pender Su

Bonthorn & Lentiard, 104 Winch: Building.

Brown & Misener, 952 Granville Street,

Braithwaite & Glass, 2127 Granville Street.

British Pacific Trust Co,, Lrd., 524 Sevmour S,

Bridge Street Realty Co,; 2507 Bridge Streer.

Campion & Pound, Fairfield Building.

Carlton, W., 419 Richards Street.

Canadian Tovestment Co., 80 Hastings Streer ‘W,

Christie, J. A, 1203 Dominion "Trust Building.

City Brokerage Co., 430 Main Streer.

Clark, H. M. H, 138 Bighth Avenue YW,

Clarke, R. Lennox, 437 Pender Street,

Clarke, Joieph, 319 Homer Street,

Clark, Seymonr & Short, 119 Homes Sireet,

Clarke & 'Thomton, 514 Richards. St

Comeaw & Warden, 573 Hamilton. Street.

Corhert & Donald, $37 Pender Street,

Copp & Mutch, 348 Wesuminser Avenue.

Commercial Agency, 1118 Granville Streer

Craig, James H, 1150 Granville Streer.

Cruise, A. W, & Co, 445 Homer Streer.

Craft & Coombs, 1766 Park Drive.

Croft & Ashby, $ Winch Building

Devine, H. T, 437 Seymour Street,

Dewar, J. A. Co., Lid,, Huwchison Building

Dewar & Maybee, 2005 Park Drive.

Dick Bros,; 532 Granville Street.

ickens, B. ¥, 405 Hastings Street.

Dodson & Mills, 531 Richards Street.

Dominion Investors' Carporation, 313 Dominien
Trust Bldg

Deobeity & Wryat, 709 Dunsmuir Street,

Douglay, €. 8., Cor. Richards and Pender Sts

Drumond, Herbert C,, 8-9 Winch Building.

Eadie, Jamex, 434 Richards Streer.

Eardley, B. A. & Co, 413 Granville Srreet.

Eartern Land Cotpany, 408 Crown Building,

Edwards, G. F,, 726 Hastings Street.

Elkins Bros, §36 Hastings Street.

Endacots & Percival, 544 Pender Streer.

Evans, R, 2115 Granville Streer.

Evans & Fraser, 2552 Granville Street.

Fairley & Stinson, Loo Building.

Faris & Montserrat, +43 Homer $1.

Federal Investments, 3{2 Pender Street.

Flack, 8., 319 Pender Srrect,

Fraser & Prazer Co, 3 Winch Building.

Fruhauf Realty C ¥, 33-54 Excl

Freund, K., 11& Hastings Street.

Frost, A. 1), $44 Georgia St.

Gardom Hros, 300 1-2 Granville Sireet,
General Securities Co., 441 Richards Sireet.
George & Demmings, $17 Granville Street.
Gill & Casement, 439 Richards St

Goddard, H. & Son, 321 Pender Street.
Goodrich, A W, & Co., 2450 Westininster Ave,
Goodyear & Matheson, Loo Building.

Gordm} George A., 323 Winech Building.
Granville Brokerage, 1017 Granville Street.
Gray, C., $33 Pender Street.

Great Westerns Investment, 6 Winch Bullding,
Grifhth-& Lee, 420 Wingh Bldg.

ge Bldg.

When writhvg 1o Advertisers pleass mention Mano-Mar Maguzine
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P/ casy
W and slevp-
tempting mat-
ave been making Y
r 50 years and the 7

Rx ’AW i
tress. We h

result of our experience is given in our
bandsome booklet, ©*The Test of Time”

matled freg,

Ostermoor $]15_1

Mattress

Hamiltan & Mathers, 405 Loo Building,
Harbor Development Trust Co,, Dem. Trus B.
Harper, fames, 318 Cambie Street.

Han, H, O. & Co., 659 Broadway.

Hemderson & Vogel, 320 Homer Strect.
Heymann, Albery, Cotton Building.
Higgintiotham, A. E, 536 Broadway.

Hirchersok & Mecker, 344 Pender Sereer

Hogg & Mulbolland, Davis Chambers,
Holden, Wi, 333 Homer Street.

Hood Bros, 519 Pender Street.

Hoseason & Co., 322 Pender Street.

Impetial lnvestment Co., 2513 Weuminster Ave.
Imperial Realty Co., 307 loo Building.

Inkster & Ward, 421 Richurds Street.
International Financiers, Suite 30, Exchange B.
ames & Ringrose, 2324 Westminster Avenye.

}uhmn & Richardson, 14 Hastings Street.
ohineton, Harry Al & Cod, 422 Richards Street,
}nncs. H. A, 407 Cordova Street,

Tones, E. & Ca., Granville and Temb Avenne.
Kearny, Jobu D, 8 Bower BRuilding

Keeler, O, V., 535 Pender Streer.

Kennedy, G. A, 700 Nroadwar.

Kirkwood, Jas. Co, 1961 Grapville Street.
Laing & Frame, 347 Pender Srreet.

Lalonde & Clough, 441 Homer Street.

Latimer, Nay & McTavish, 319 Pender Swreet.
Latimer, R. M, 710 Hastiogs Strees
Leitch, A. M, 303 Cambie Sirect.
Lembke, W, H., 439 Richards Street.
Lett, C. A, & Son, 342 Pender $meer.
Lewerke, A, 532 Granville Street
Lewis, ¥. B, +19 Pendar Strect,

When writing 1o Advert

Send for it and learn a/f about the

5

1 50 Catarmmosr dealer aF By express,
prejaid, hen Mo danier s supply, NN
s SR SR

Samples of Ticking with the Book

and the name of the Dstirmons deater in vour place,

B Lie has nope e stock. or wo have €0 doaler near

yonowe ship by exoress (mrpaid} the dar youor chock

18 recoiwnd, Kefupe substinges—onr tradeaark

o0 the geoeine,  Seid Jor the hook to day.

THE ALASKA BEDDING CO.. Limited,

Pulgt Dowklas Ave,, Winaipe.

Liddle, Andrew, 800 Hastings Sireet.

Lindsay, W. F,, 2210 Granville Streer.

Locators, The, Dominion ‘Trust Building.

Lockweod, E. C., Royal Bank Bldg. {East End).

Loewen & Harvey, Lid., 420 Cambie Sireet,

MacKay Bros, 263 Hastings Steeer B,

Machenzie & Stevens, Dominion Trum Bldp.

MeDouald, Joseph, 537 Richards Streer.

MeKensie & Blackwond, 505 Richards Street,

Meleod, Evander, Domision Trust Bailding.

McPherson & Pulierion Bros, 333 1-2 Pender St

Maidand & Stewart, 315 Homer Street.

Martin & Shaonon, Flack Block,

Margerson Bros, 321 Homer St

Matheson & Chase, 336 Cambie Street.

Maxwell & Kiog, 910 Granville Sireet,

Maxwell & LeFeuvre, 2141 Geanvitle Street,

Merrie, C. L. & Co., 410 Homer Street.

Melbrish, Kirchner & Co, §3 Granville S

Mills Bros., 2007 Granvilie Steeer,

Alale & Keefer, 151 Granville Street,

Monarch Fswate & Trust Co,, 520 Peader Street.

Morrison, M. G. & Co,, 536 Hastings Street.

Munson & Calhoun, 417 Hastings Street.

Mutrie & Brown, 336 Hacdtings Sireer.

Matoa] Invesument On, Wiach Building,

Naffzinger & Duerr, 43 Broadway.

Netherhy, B. 1. & Co, 2040 Granville Sreeet.

Nichol, A F. & Cu, 832 Granville Street.

Nicketson, W, 1Y, 937 Granviile Street,

Nisher, Robers, 441 Seymour Street.

Nixen, Pavon & Mclean, 2900 Westminster Ave,

Narth Vaneouver Invesuneat Ca., 134 Hastings
suo W

wery pleuse mention Alun-tio-Man Magarine
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Orr, Lewis D, 508 Dunsmuir Street,

Osborne; Trousdale & Osborne, 216 Winch Bldg
Papton & Emsley, 128 Columbia.

Paik, Jobs M. 1117 Granville Streen

Parker, Chas, T, Hutchison Building.

Panterson, A, [, 370 Granville Street,

Pantersan & Rutter, Royal Bank Bdg. {East End)
Perdoe & Hoar, 434 Westminster Avenue.
Powis & Boughton, 334 Granville Streer.
Prentice & Co,, A, N, 722 Hastings Sireet.
Prescott, J. \W., 349 Homer Street.

Ralph & Radermacher, 2227 Granville Sereer.
Rankin & Ford, 514 Pender Street.

Read, W. A, #13 Granvitle Sureen

Robertion Brow, Lud., 333 Seymour Sireer.
Robson & Robierts, 429 Pender Streer.

Rogers & Biack, 524 Pender Sureet.

Rorison, R, 1. & Co., 786 Granville Street,
Seort Brokerage Co., 147 Hawtings Street,
Scott, G. 1), 436 Graoville Sereet.

Seymour, Allan, Smr? & Blair, 112 Hasmiongy St
Sharples & Sharples, 416 Seymour Street.

Smith Brokerage Co, 246 Hastings Street E,
Star Realty Co., 433 Granville Street.

Steele, Chas., Really Ca, 334 Pender Street.
Stevens, John T. Trust Co., Mercantile Blidg,
Stewart, ] 115 Hastings Street W,

Stewart & Elliotr, 2343 Granville Street,
Stanchause, \W. ., & Co, 2043 Granville Street.
Sun Realty Co., 308 Loo Building.

Sutherland, A. D., 6938 Broadway.

Taylor, J. S, 407 Pender Stoeet,

Thacker & Thornton, 324 Winch Buildipg.
‘Thompson €o., The, 590 Broadway.

Trites, . N. & Co,, 659 Granville Street.

Ure, John, Baok of Commerce Building.
Vancouver Colonizstion: Co., 524 Pender Street.
Vancouver Financial Corporation, $2 Hastings St
Vernon & Co, $17 Granville Street.

Waterfall, A, R., Bank of Commerce Building.
Western-Canadian Investment Co., 45 Flack Blk.
Williams & Murdoff, 508 Hastings Streer.
Watkins, C. W, 422 Robsoo Street.

\Wawson & Bowen, 341 Homer Street.

Welch Realty. Co,, 433 Homer Street.

Wilmet, A. N. & Co,, 136 Westminster Avenye.
Western Investors, The, 606 Westiinster Ave.
Williscroft, S, ‘B, 419 our - Street.

Wouod, James, 407 Loo Buliding,

Windle, H, W, 532:Granville Street,

SAFES AND VAULT DOORS.
1. & J Taylor Safe Warks, 305 Corduva §2. W,
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.

Clarke & Swart Co,, Lud,, Seymour Streer.

Thomson Stationery Ca, Hastings Swreet,
SCIENTIFIC INSTRUMENT

MAKER

John $. lxdale, 527 Dussmuir Streec,

' SEEDSMEN.

Williom, Reonie & Co., Ltd, 1138 Homer Streer.
SHEET METAL WORKERS

. A, Slater, 7535 Beattie Street.

SIGNS AND BILL POSTING.
Bond & Rickens, Led, 540 Cumbie Street,

L e

SCHNAPPS

The Beverade
that Benecfits.

The purest spirit distilled for human

consumption,

Admirable as a Pick-

me-up, tonic, or digestive,

Agents, THE HOSE & BROOKS CO, LIMITED,

i As a beverage it combines happily
. with aeratedwater~  And i addition,
: WOLFE'S SCHNAPPS has well-

known medicinal virtues notably in
the case of delicate women,

P i ’ -

Obtainable ar all Hetels and Notail Steren

sos wesnostes. YANCOUVER, B. C.

Whes writing to Advertisers please mention Manito-Man Magazing
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GIGAR STOR

SPORTING GOODS,

Tisdale, Chav. E, 620 Hastings Street.

STEAMSHIP COMPANIES.
Mackenzie Bros, Lud, 300 Seymour Streer.
Terminal Steam Navigation Co, Ltd, Evans

Colemnan dock.
Northern Sreansship Co, Lid Cordova & Water St
Union Steanmsliip Co, of B, C, 407 Granville 8¢

STEAMSHIP AGENTS.
Raulfour, Guthrie & Co, Winch Bldg.
0. K. Brown & Macsulay, Ltd, 535 Graovilke.
Evans, Coloman & Evans, 407 Granville Street.

. STOCK AND BOND BROKERS.
Bevan, Gore & Elliott, Ltd,, 503 Pender Street
TOBACCONISTS.
Blacksen, 8., 506 Granville Street.
TRUST COMPANIES.
Allianee Trust Co. 603 Granville Srreet,
Beitish American Trust Un, Conon Bldg.
B. €. ‘T'rust Curporation, 349 Richards Strect.
Dominion Trust Company, Cambie & Hauings.
Mercaniile Trust Campany, Winch Building,
Merchants' Trust & Trading Ce. Pender and
Burrand Ses. ) i
Standard Trast Co, 338 Hostings Steeet WL
Vancowver 'Irust Company, 542 Pemder Streer.
SURVEYORS.
Baver, Wm. A, 441 Seymour Street.
THEATRES

Vancwuver Ctpera House

TIMBER LANDS.
Cruisess Timber Exchange, 615 Pender Strect.
Keate, W, L., #1 Seymour Street.
Paterson Timber Co., 336 Pender Street.
Prewy's Timber Exchonge, 433 Richards Sueet.
Reyuolds, George 11, Dominlon Trust Building.
TIMBER AND MINES
(i Llayd Faulkner, 421 Pender Stree.
TRANSFER COMPANIES,
Vancouver Castage Co, Lid, 562 Sevmour 81
Vancouver Transfer Co, 64 Cambie Screet,
UNDERTAKERS.
Center & Hanna, 36 Hastings Streer.
WINDOW SHADE MANU-
FACTURERS.
Bavwes, Fo W & Ca, 937 Granvitle Sereet.

WHOLESALE DEALERS

COFFEE, TEAS AND SPICES.
Braid, Win & Cu, 20 Hastiogs: Street,
ROOTS AND SHOES.
Ames-1lolden, Lad,, L3 Hastivgs Soreet
Leckie, J., & Co., 220 Cambie Streer,
RILLIARD TABLES
Brumswick-Ralke-tilender Co, 851 Boany $1.
DRUGGISTS
Nationat Drug & Chemieal Coo of Canada, Lad,,
125 Pemder Svreet.

When writing Adeertivers pleare mention Manto SMan Magarine
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FRUIT AND PRODUCE. ogw . ™
| British Colmmbia
GROCERS.
Malkin, W. H., Lid, Water Street. Limited
PAINTS
Aleock:. Downing & Rose,

DRY GOODS.

Gault Hros, 381 ‘Water Street. I

Mackay, Smnb, Blair & Co., Cambie Street.

Parsons, Haddock Co., 121 Water. Street.

Galy, G, F. & 1., 1043 Seaton. Street. mﬂmpang
HARDWARE,

W J: Pendray & Sons, Lrd, $30 Beary Strest.

Robertson-Gadson Co., Ltd, 32 Hastings St. W,

Peck, john W. & Co., 337 Water Street. The
Stewart, F, R & Co,, 127 Water Street,
Ketly, Douglas Cn.. Water Streel
Wood, Villance & Leggat, 26 Hastings Street AV,
PLUMBERS’ SUPPLIES “

The T, L. Peck Con, Ltd., $62 Besty Srreet, LANDS LOCATED
WOOLENS AND TAILOR'S FOR
1i 'I;Biklj\ﬂ!:’(és o § i S
F. W, Sweeling, Richards snd Cordova St BR'T‘ “ ‘MM!GRAT'ON

» s Y
T LANDS FOR LARGE SCHEMES OF
J Ohn J . Banfleld IMMIGRATION. IN THE CARLIBOO,
’ LILLOOET, ROUTEXAY AND COAST
Real Estate DISTRICTS.

Insurags&v I‘:xxlvestments @ LANDS FOR SMALLER [HOLDERS:

607 Hastings St., Vancouver, B.C. TN THE FERTILE FRASER VALLEY,
Esiablished in 1891

Coal Harbor Engine Works
ARMSTRONG & FULTON
e Auirpon o PROFITABLE INVESTMENTS
Gasoling Fngines Installed amd Repaired l‘ O R

Hulls Repadved and Repainded

1773 Georgia Street - - Vancomer, BC. BRITISH CAPITAL

IN COAL LANDS, TIMBER LIMITS,
RANCH LANDS AND IINDUSTRIALS.

C. D. RAND

BROKER
Member of the ¥y Stack Exch

450 Granville St., Vancouver, B.C.

Rranch Office :
Second Ave., Prince Rupert, B. C,

HEAD DFFICK

208-215 CARTER-COTTON BLDG.

VANCOUVER, B.C.

Vancouver and Prince Rupert Real Estate
Mortgages, Insurance and Stocks

When writing to Advertisers plesse mention Man-to-Mun Magasine
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OPPORTUNITIES CLASSIFIED
£ The vate for advertising under this kend is five cents a word, Cash

[_,__________t mial accompany a1l orders [______‘
INDUSTRIAL OPPORTUNITIES | ¥ANTEP=Sope soct fiee meo with gl carica 1o

i ) - ; ey i ou{; Arrovr Laky “krzhar;:s hr;:j }w);}ng (i;;;
PRODIGIOUS YROFITS IN CALI?ORNIA 1 \ RSt !v iy “‘_‘“k ;;n’zt‘xs:l:’m’%,' Nrite todsy for iy
100-batcel well is worth 3160000 Send for frer Book Feiritge ke Orcuards, Lid., Dest. 1, Box
t&f wedling Bow 1o invest 1o wmake oy wmoney. W I . LA

¥

v Lasgnlin Beiliing, Lox Angeles, Cal, FRUIT LANDS
BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HMUSTLER. A go & g ; et
eiter shul make frem $20.64 to $§§60 \.A a;ﬂki%’r ?hLP’SUPVORTiﬁG HOMES n the
commissions  geiting sabeeriptiors for  Manto Man Y

Magasine . one repsesemiative made $2.00 in opr da-
Weite for  patticniars Addvesy Tlreuld f
Man-to-Man Magasioe, Vamcoaver, Wiy

r-

k wicias  Brent
Distris, Nowthery Tinitisd Columebde, foe $10 cash and
238 menibiy, withou?
ELA00 por se

srevt. Asnsal profits 30 w
v, garden, poultry; scengey,
fombng, Bsling, beating: dAelightlut warm  chimate;
. ek, whoal, poxiotice, store, big  sawedlly daily

tratk; rhise to resrkets; uolimited demoamd ler pro.
f&agf}',‘r \}\?’(‘» \i{g:’r'k i'm‘ mage, ;vlmms{ free information.
MALL COGBS\KS in Bhorthand, Bookkeeping, Maticu- 1 f M, I?:alwti“:?,isz ”&,E!‘:gn 1}?1’;9-? COMPANY,
fation, Ad-wiiting.  Dominwon Business College, comer > shbotutigl ‘ il :

Coliege and Brumswick, Toromo: | V. Mitchell, B A, 1G¢
Principal. MISCELLANECUS
THE KENNEDY SCHOOL b devaind exclusively to | 3390 TO $5000 WREKLY canly maule by any iye
the better training of stenographe:s and officr assistants; | TONW ouis €n spase e To youwr own lewa, o
har won Ml the worlds  trpewriing  chumpionthips m\af!&fdrr geheme. Pavtieulars 28c. Nicasio Co. Pox
Booklets free upon request, & adelaide Street, Toronte | ooic Son Vranswes, Ual - .
: e FLANING TO BUILD? Sewd two Jo rtamps, post
BIG OPPORTUNITY FOR HUSTLER, A\ good sohi | sze, for ocopy of  my Lra«m(un? Hustrared  hookiet
citer should make from $2000 to $I0B0 & week on | “Country and Subwlhin  Hlames” {5l of intecesting,
coramissions  goiting  subseriptions for MantoMant | wahiehle #nd pratiioad mfsrmation for heme buiiders. K
Magarinr; sme representaspive made $800 in ane day | Stsnley Mitrow, Architeat, Vancouver, B
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MAN-TO-MAN DIRECTORY OF SCHOOLS El

(=]

Western Canada’s Greatest School

Vancouver Business Institute

336 Hastings Street Vancouveg, B.C.

Youngest in British Columbia, yet
it has a lurger equipment than ali
the others combined.  Merit and
truthful advertising the reason for
our growth ;v Ul

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

R. J. Sprout, B. A,

Manager

J. R. Cunningbham

Scerctary~Treasurer

PITMAN’S
Shorthand and Business
COLLEGTE

The oldest, largest and Test cauloped Colleve on
the Pacific Coomt. Al commercial subjects nuzhi,
individual tuition, Kpecial atbention given 6 hnaoks
ward students

FEES—Ome monuth £15. ihree months #0. #lx
miouths $75. Test looks free.

Wrile for Prospecius. Sent free tonny address

$32-631-836
Seymour Street Vancouver, B C.

St. Ann’s Academy

Victoria, B.C. Founded 1858
By uted Bourding Scheont for Girle~Stndents pre-
g?mi for Entrance. Hud School and Univeoity

stricalation certificales.

Music, Art and Commercial Departments
Special attention given 1 Refinemont of Manners.
A thoronahby eralpped addition aedey constrapion.
Pupils reveived nt sty time durlag the sear, Vor

pasticulaes, adilress
THE SISTER SUPERIOR

THE ASSOCIATED BOARD
OF THE

Royal Arademy
| of M [T

AND ’

i i
Royal College of Music

LONDON, ENGLAND

FOR LOCAL EXAMINATIONS IN MUSIC
IN THE BRITISH EMPIRE

Patron: His Majesty the King

€ The Annual Examinations in Practical
Alusic and Theory will be beld through-
out Canada in May and June, 1911,

€ An exhibition value about 85406.00 is
offered annually.

€ Syllabus, music fos the examimtions;
apd all particulars: may be obtaived oo

application o
H. WARING DAVIS,

Reaidunt Secretary #2 Bhorer $1, MONTREAL,
toe Canale

When writing 10 Advectisers plesse racution Manto-Man dagezine
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B O O "" S Beautifully Bound
Elegantly 1lustrated

FOR PRESENTATION

Holiday Novelies in Society Stationery and Souvenirs

Exquisite Picwores, Nicely Framed

Photo Supplics and General Stationery

Greeting Cards Printed to Order

THOMSON STATIONERY CO. Limited
328 HASTINGS STREET
and
GASKELL-ODLUM-STABLER, Limited
ORIeN BTHANVILLE STREEY
61 DOLUMBIA STREET, NFW WENT MINNTENR, 0.0

| 1As Investment
Brokers

| We wi] give wareful altestion o the
exeontion of orders jg Stocks and louds
W are abso propars] o teneant basds
mens i ugli-grade fngeive Secarities
Our Hend Departwent wiltl offer any gu.
sistiier 30 Wiy selection for bnvest-
mat of Tighaerade Teapds, clisen for

: | the seenrily of thedr principal amd the

I : stitractiveness of their vield
1’“’ \lqrgﬂrct l aton SL[)!)U { Criar Statistical Bopartinent odfers jis (5o
of Literature and Expression cilitios for obtaiping () and aeonrate

Noseth Stress, Tt formation Bpop any secarity
PWEN b v = *

W slill ixe plemasd b finve von weily
Y P d by A
Mrs. Seat Rof, Prinipel us tor our Booklet No, 37, which
o feeeribion o oHiferenl classes of T
> eal aud u prostival ednention for ¢ ! i o
‘\:ﬁﬁxﬁnuﬂi s‘x, J lm} 314 ii‘ ef Boutish Lit veslite it Secuviive, A oapy will b
c;ax:xrx ) ll‘ni\-w;h topivs i, Feench aud sbredly b b witlvsst eopense o you
Gersan \hx{vr;:rrl;ﬂim\( Pt At aned
Wt Sy 1 rinieit

Houseliold Seivner. Stndeats wiay regh
at any Hide, Flonpes, withe it Frtinl A- E. Ames 0.’ td.
surronndings, providel for oo stadests on

np];hr.ﬂi ‘t‘ 15 v.u!lmg SreTeinry. Taund 9 King‘ Street East Tofonto
Seqael for enlendar H

——
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The AUTO Shop

Expert Automobile Repairing

Our Work: Guarantesd
and Prices Right

Phone 2881

668 Seymour Street  Vancouver, B.C,

Medal for Execlonce, Warld's Faie

THORPE’S

SODA

Vancouver, Victirls woid Nebson

The
Hrenit Magazine

af Baneowwer, ¥, €.

Official Organ of the

B.C. Fruit Growers’ Association
and the

Canadian National Apple Show
®

THE ONLY MAGAZINE IN CANADA

1o the | of
Fruit Growers, Fruit Dealers gnd
Fruit Consumers

Mailed to any Address In the World for
One Dolinr & Yesr ¢ Agents Wanted

The Beer
Without a Peer

*

The Vancouver
Brewerles
Limited

o R
When wiiting to Advertisers please mention Manao-Man Magazine
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FOR SALE

FARMS of high-class quality and ones
that can bé thoroughly recommended

as good paying concerns; that is 1o say, they can be taken in Band and within the
year made to produce the interest on capital and a good all-round living for the

- SOMETHING

that can be shown at the right price, with every opportunity of making out of it
a lovely and superb home, s well as a paying concern,

IT IS WORTH REMEMBERING

that the districe I do my business in and in which I want 1o sell you s farm or
ranch has Special Advantages over all others in British Columbia.

Electric car station on the ground.

Two railway stations within half a mile of cither end of the estate.

Electric traction power on the ground,

Pure running water throogh each {arm,

Electric light for bouses and barns.

Telephone starion and telegraph station both on the ground.

The land is loww, hilly tmbleland with rich prairie at the foot amd between
the hills.

Write to me for particulars and plans, and state the questions you want to
konow. I will answer them all satisfactorily.

REMEMBER THIS

That this districe has its own markets, both LIVE STOCK and PRO-
DUCE, that you are within 38 miles of the greatest city to be on the Pucific
Coast (Vancouver). That electric cars run through these farms and the freights
are reasonable and the facilities good for shippivg produce to nll markets, bath
in the States, Canada and Australia.

Write for particulars,

Lindsay Russell

Farm Specialist

ABBOTSFORD, B.C.

When weiting to Advestisersy piease mention Mandoadan Magarine
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Agents Wanted

We want active agents to represent Man-to-Man
permanently in every city and town in the Dominion
of Canada. We have a special offer for cash subscrip-
tions, and also renewals, by which a live agent can
make a profitable business, and still handle it as a side
line.

The low price of Man-to-Man Magazine as com-
pared with any other publication in Canada is consider-
ably less than half. We solicit correspondence with all
news dealers and news agents, and feel confident that
our offer is the most attractive as a money-maker of
any magazine ip the Dominion.

Write at onee for full particnlars,

Man-to-Man Company
633 Granville Street LIM!.TED VANCOUVER, B.C.

Address all communications to the Circulation Manager

When writiug 10 Advertisers pleace mention Mun-to-Man Magasine



MAN-TO-MAN MAGAZINE

Fort George Lumber & Navigation Co.

Operating Four Steamers
on the Upper Fraser, Ne-
chato and Stewart Rivers

Fram Sada Creek 1o Tete hnune Cache, ore the
Frawer, sd feom Font George to Fraser and
Stewirt Lakes on the Nevhaen and Stewart
Rivers,

Thix is the anly pompany operating a vom-
plete throngl serviee to Soda Creek 1o all
prints on above mentioped rivers and lakes,

Transportation Sesson Opened on May 1st

Steaotcr * Fort fevrge
The company’s boats will run in connesiion with an autamehile service from Ashe
eroft 1o Soda Creek, thus providing an up-toadate and pleasant method of teavelling.
Advance charges wifl be paid on all freight shipped 1o the company’s ware at Snda

Creek, B O rnd it the same time will be carcd for and carrvied forward on hrst out-
2oL SICAIMErs,

% branch office of the company will be opened at Asherafr, where intembing settlers
amd travellers can obtain the lulest and most reliable information reganting ali puints
i the interior of British Colambia,

The company 18 prepared to jurnish st kinds of Roogh aud Dressed Fanber at
their mill at Fort George, or will deliver orders to any poims om abovesmentioned
river and lakes.

Far {nil information as to Freight, Transportation aad Lamber Rates, wymply at the
company's offices, 614 Hastings Street West, Vancouver, B.C.. or at the company’s
offices, Fort George, B. C.

To

Loosen
Purse-strings

JUDICIOUS
ADVERTISING

€@, T'har is the ultimate object of most
advertising---tsn’t it 7

€. Cliems teff me thar the kinad of
Heapy” T write helps to do it

It is our business to give you the
vxpert assistance in advertising that
vour lawyer gives in matters of faw,
We do more—we help to create profit-

able business.

But there is this diflerence: hcoss
you nothing 1o puake use of our see
vees.  We shall be glod to go o
this maner with business tirms and
boards of rade.

NOBLE ADVERTISING AGENCY

LIMITED
Vancouver, B.C. ‘

k €, But | du more,

topar owitger Y inde Tapmapgsee Cipuirne
odpend e Biedness stirass i, Cat ot I
U ale T el SEIRIpY £ NPEIRG, VBT 1oy !
st Sreatt stk intirase badiss H

Ask me“HOW"? §

F. M. FOULSER
Suite MM 319 Pender St

PHONE 898

Maisen's Bank Bldg.

3 I

Whep writtuy fu Savavliar Please mentin Mynete Sfan Magasine
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NATIONAL
ADVERTISERS!

HIS is to direct your attention to the
magnificent and practically unde-
veloped field which Vancouver,

North Vancouver, New Westminster and
Victoria offer to you.

Our Advertising Light Rates are excep-
tionally low, and at the present time Sites
for Roof Signs are plentiful and are to be
secured at a reasonable rental.

Let us know your requirements and we
shall be pleased to do everything possible
to facilitate your electrical advertising in
any of the above-mentioned cities.

SITE RENTALS AND ADVERTISING LIGHT
RATES UPON APPLICATION,

We have a Smoke Stack 240 feet in height avaiable
for Advertising Purposes which may be scen plainly from
practically all parts of the City of Vancouver, and Hivai-
ined Bulletin Boards for Rent on our Interurban Linos.

BRITISH COLUMBIA ELECTRIC
RAILWAY CO. LIMITED

LIGHT AND POWER DEPARTMENT

When wiiting th Advertisers please mention Mando.Men Magayine



SIMPSON'S

Whether you live in Nova Scotia
British Celumbia, or anywhere be-
tween, your nearest posi, express or
freight office is practically a branch of
Simpson’s. Siwpson's Will Cone to Veu.

We Serve Every Citizen
of the Dominion on Equal Terms

Yeou order from our catalogue at reewlar
Toranto prices. We Pay Delivery Charges.
Everything swe 3ell, except cesiain heavy
bulky goods {which are clearly specified in
oor-catalogue) is Skipped Frepaid.

Yoa doa't have to go to Toronta {o shop
at Simpson's,

You can have the benefit of our
immense stocks, our great variety of
goods and our low prices, right
where you are.

All customers who buy at our store are
privileged — if they desiré—io return the
goods and get their mouey back. Joucan
Aave the same privilege, no matter where you
lve, and fe pay framsporiation charges
bork weays,

Send for our Mid-Winter Sals Catalogue.
The prices in itare special. Itis filled with
bargains, such ag Toronto shoppers wal
for and snap up. This catalogue gives you
the same chanee to save money,

Send for the Catalogue Now—It’s Free Just audress a postal 10 Dept. No. 38 saving

sead me your Mid-Winter Sale Catalogue.

n STMPSON sz

TORONTO
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