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Canadian Authors’ Association
British Columbia Branch

Report by the Acting Chairman, Mr. R. A. Hood, as sub
mitted to the Annual Meeting at Quebec City by one of the 
delegates from British Columbia.

In the absence of our Chairman, Mrs. Henshaw, it falls to 
me to present a report on her behalf for the activities of the 
members of our Branch in the year just past.

I consider that the record is a most gratifying one, not 
only for the amount of work that has been produced but also 
for its high quality and the wide range of literary, effort which 
it covers.

First of all, I would speak of the splendid service Mrs. 
Henshaw herself has been giving in her lectures in London 
and other big centres of the Old Country. She has spoken 
before a number of the foremost literary and scientific so
cieties on “Mountain Wild Flowers of British Columbia” and 
other subjects, and from the press reports that have come to 
us she has been most favourably received everywhere she has 
been.

Mrs. Isabel Ecclestone Mackay has completed a new book 
of children’s poems which will shortly be published and has 
written several one-act plays. She has been contributing 
short stories and poems to various magazines, “McLeans” 
among others, and has recently placed a novelette with one 
of the best United States publications.

In the field of the novel, Bertrand Sinclair has received 
h gh praise for his recent book, “The Inverted Pyramid,” 
which is a story of Vancouver. Its plot has to do with the 
disastrous collapse of the Dominion Trust Company. His 
short stories, published in “McLeans” and elsewhere, celebrat
ing the thrilling escapades of rumrunners on our own Pacific 
Coast, have gained a wide popularity.

Douglas Durkin, who is now carrying on his work at Col
umbia University, has achieved a notable success with The 
Magpie,” a powerful story of Canadian life. Apart from its 
fine story interest, it provides a serious study of the condi
tions in this Country after the war which should be of \alue 
to the historian of the future who may seek to undei stand
:he mental outlook of the various classes of the people at the 
time.

Francis Dickie’s-novel, “The Master Breed” has been 
published in three countries and has had a wide sale, and that 
writer has recently carried off the 100 pound prize in a 
short story contest in which the judges were Hugh Walpole, 
Christopher Morley and Sir Philip Gibbs. He has anotlui
novel to be published shortly in England.

The publication of Frederick Niven s two We tun toiu. . 
“The Wolfer” and “Treasure Trove” has been followe by the 
republication in New York of “Justice of the Peace, a novel, 
the scene of which was laid in Scotland. This was Pu 1 
in London in 1914 and the new edition has introductions writ
ten by Hugh Walpole and Christopher Moi.e... * 
and “Treasure Trove” are both adventui e ^toiicf. e 
is especially interesting as being the result of an ixj er^ 
in which the writer has used the plot eleme.us o 1 e *
dreadful” but has clpthed them, with all the em ><• i> 
at the resource of a finished literal > stx list.

Harwood Steele’s newr novel of the Mounted Police, “Spirit 
of Iron” is a strong piece of work and received high com
mendation from the New York Times. The same number con
tained long and appreciative reviews of “The Inverted Pyra
mid” and “Justice of the Peace.”

Mrs. Alice M. Winlow has been devoting herself principally 
to the short story field and her stories have appeared in “The 
Canadian Magazine” and other good mediums. Mrs. Hilda 
Glynn Ward (Mrs. Howard) has been writing many stories 
for the American magazines.

Along the line of poetry, two notable books have been 
produced, Mr. Bernard McEvoy’s “Verses for My Friends” 
and Mrs. Annie C. Dalton’s “Flame and Adventure,” both of 
which have attracted wide and favourable comment from the 
reviewers. A new edition of Mrs. Lefevre’s book of poems, 
“A Garden by the Sea,” has been published this year.

Mrs. Jean Kilby Rorison, Miss M. E. Colman, Miss Rae 
Verrill, Mrs. Holt Murison, Lewis Wharton, Herbert Beeman 
are among our poet members who have been contributing to 
miscellaneous magazines and periodicals.

Mr. Frank Burnett’s fine book of travel in the South Seas 
“Summer Isles of Eden” was brought out this year and is a 
notable addition to the literature of the subject.

Mr. John Nelson has published a series of articles in Mc
Leans Magazine, “Problems of the Provinces,” which have 
attracted wide comment and shall shortly be published in book 
form, under the title “The Canadian Provinces, Their Prob
lems and Policies.” The Hon. Arthur Meighen furnished the 
introduction.

Dr. R. G. MacBeth is now at work on a history of the 
Canadian Pacific Railway. His recent history of the -North 
West Mounted Police, “Policing the Plains” is now being pro
duced for the motion pictures.

In the publishing field Mrs. Edith Cuppage has launched 
out with a new ladies’ publication, entitled “The Ladies Mir
ror,” which is proving deservedly popular.

Mr. D. A. Chalmers with the British Columbia Monthly 
has advanced well on into the second decade of its publication. 
It is gratifying to learn that application has been made from 
the East to have this magazine on show with the British Col
umbia exhibit at the Empire Exhibition in London this sum
mer, and a considerable number of copies monthly have been 
ordered by the Government for distribution to visitors.

Mention should be made of the part which this Branch took 
in the Book Week activities. Addresses were given in the 
Manufacturers’ Building and in the Hotel Vancouver before 
the Women’s Canadian Club by Mr. Douglas Durkin, one of 
our members, advocating the necessity for Canadians to read 
their own literature and encourage its proponents. At both 
meetings an exhibition of books by Canadian writers was ar
ranged for through the efforts of MessrsV1 reland & Allen and
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Mr. A. M. Pound, who is always indefatigable in pushing our 
interests with the reading public.

At the time of the Francis Parkman celebration, an ex
hibit of this historian’s books was arranged by Mr. R. W. 
Douglas at the Carnegie Library, which was much appreciat
ed. Mr. Douglas has been lecturing frequently at the Library 
on Saturday evenings on Canadian writers among other sub
jects. His notable work in encouraging the reading of our 
own literature has been productive of many good results. In 
the lecturing field Judge Howay has also been active, mostly 
along historical lines. He has recently been appointed editor 
for British Columbia of a series of biographies of the pioneer 
spirits who have built up our Country.

Along dramatic lines, reference has already been made to 
the work of Mrs. Mackay in writing plays. Mr. and Mrs. 
Carroll Aikins are still carrying on their splendid work in 
producing them. They have recently been engaged in Van
couver in training students with the aim of producing an all- 
Canadian company to produce native drama by native writers.

Mr. Herbert Beeman, the librettist of our membership, has 
been active along the lines of this branch of dramatic activ
ity.

Mr. P. W. Luce, our noted humourist, has been contribut
ing to “McLeans” and many other periodicals. I understand 
he has a novel about ready for publication.

I have confined myself so far to the efforts of our own 
members. As part of British Columbia’s literary output, it 
is fitting to mention the following books published by other 
British Columbians.

“A Rosary of Pan,” by Mr. A. M. Stephen.
“The Treasure of Ho,” by Mrs. L. Adams Beck.
Collected Works of Tom Mclnnis.
“Westward and Other Poems,” by Dr. Edwin E. Kinney. 

(Published by D. A. Chalmers, British Columbia Month
ly Office.)

It is with much regret that I have to record, during the 
year, the loss of two of our members, our late lamented vice- 
president, Dr. S. D. Scott, and Miss Annie A. E. Mellish. Ar
rangements have been made to transmit to the National Sec
retary some biographical records of the careers of these two 
writers for the archives of the Association.

During the year a committee was appointed to co-operate 
with the workers in the East to secure improved copyright 
legislation. Mr. R. L. Reid was convener, assisted by Messrs. 
Douglas L. Durkin, A. M. Pound, and myself. This commit
tee, which had the co-operation of Mr. George Black, M. P., in 
its deliberations, did good work.

I have to acknowledge the very fine services of our Sec
retary throughout the year, to whom a great part of the 
success of the activities are due. Apart from his valuable 
work as editor of the Pacific .Coast Motorist, Mr. GoMer has 
been doing outside literary work, contributing to various 
periodicals in the Old Country. He was recently a winner of 
£25 in a short story contest conducted in England, the title of 
his entry being “Love versus Stamps.” Our Treasurer, also 
has performed his duties with efficiency and zeal as his re
port will show. 1 also would thank the various members of 
the Executive for their active co-operation and support.
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THE DEVELOPMENT OF FOREST POLICY IN CANADA 
FOREST FARMING vs. FOREST EXPLOITATION

(James R. Dickson, Forest Branch, Ottawa.)

In the early days of settlement in Canada, little or no 
thought was given to the question of land classification. It 
was tacitly assumed that as soon and in so far as the forest 
cover could be removed, settlers would naturally follow the 
lumbermen and transform the cutover areas into farms. For 
a long time this plan appears to have been followed with 
satisfactory results, i.e., while the inflowing settlers were 
filling up the rich lands along the river valleys in Upper and 
Lower Canada. Gradually however, they were obliged in 
many localities to occupy the poorer and more rocky soils 
farther afield, which are naturally better adapted for growing 
wood crops than food crops.

Had our national policy of land development been based 
on the best permanent use for which the land was suited, this 
“absolute forest land” upon which settlement began to en
croach about the year 1860, would have bean as far as possible, 
withheld from the settler, pending a determining land classi
fication survey. However, as stated, the old “trial and error” 
method of deciding land or site quality has largely prevailed 
in Canada both in federal and provincial practice, right to 
the present time. It has proved to be a decidedly wasteful 
policy, both with respect to human energy and natural re
sources, as witness for instance the deplorable conditions 
found during the forest survey conducted by the officers of 
the Dominion Government in the Trent River watershed in 
Ontario. During the present century, however, public opinion 
has begun to appreciate that conservation, or “wise use wise
ly regulated” as the late Sir Wilfred Laurier defined the term, 
must be adopted as the essential foundation of our national 
prosperity. As applied to absolute forest land, this means 
that we have all but reached the end of the era of reckless 
lumbering, whether or not conducted as a prelude to agricul
ture, and are about to enter the era of managed forests. It 
means that we have about decided to cease cutting and de
stroying all our forest capital on such lands and remain con
tent with reaping the equivalent of the annual growth. It 
means that we will keep every acre a producing acre devoted 
to its one best use in order that our forest land may be 
farmed, not mined. It is in large part this appreciation of 
the vital need for basing our land development policy on the 
inherent crop-producing power or optimum site function of the 
soil itself, which has already caused the reservation and dedi
cation of large areas for the production of successive crops of 
wood or the natural control of stream flow.

Inasmuch as Canada is a democratic country where publiq 
opinion determines government policy, this rapidly growing 
appreciation of the forest as a friend rather than an enemy, 
is shaping and evolving itself in policies of comprehensive 
land classification, controlled settlement, regulated cutting and 
effective measures for preventing the ravages of forçst ene
mies—especially fire. Having thus decided to call into play 
the potent creative powers of science and human co-operation, 
as the controlling factors in true conservation, the Canadian 
people may with every justification and confidence, look for
ward to the perpetuation of their forest heritage.
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RADIO
By Tykler Hoyle

The RADIOPHONE, one of the most wonderful and useful 
of modern inventions, has many and varied adaptations to 
present day life.

No exploring party would nowadays depart without Radio 
equipment to enable members to keep in touch with head
quarters and also allow a means of entertainment during 
long waiting hours.

Two Marine Arctic expeditions now in the far north, one 
a British, and one an American, are both equipped with com
plete Radio instruments and devices intended for use in an 
effort to wrest from the air some of the mysteries of Radio 
waves. Two Aerial Arctic expeditions also are proposed— 
one by airship and one by airplane. They are to have elabor
ate Radio supplies for experimenting.

Radio science should therefore be greatly enriched in the 
near future by the findings of these voyagers into the land of 
the Aurora Borealis.

A Geological Survey party exploring the Colorado River, 
while encamped between the steep and precipitous sides, ap
proximately one mile high, of the Grand Canyon, heard clear
ly from outside stations, in fact it was in this spot that they 
heard of President Harding’s death just a few minutes after 
he had passed away. Radio reception adjacent to such tre
mendous cliffs was previously supposed to have been impos
sible.

*****

The British Broadcasting in London, England, recently 
initiated an experiment with “George” a bright young fox 
terrier as the chief performer. The idea was to see if all 
canine “listeners in” throughout the country would respond 
to the howling of George in the 2LO studio.

Encouraged by bagpipes, George howled vociferously, and 
wagged his tail vigorously.

Local Radiophans looking for variety should try and ar
range a B. C. Bow-wow performance. Possibly human as well 
as canine “listeners in” would be entertained. An experiment 
on these lines might fit in very nicely with a jazz and static 
recital some evening. It occurs to us that the promoters of 
such a concert might have trouble in obtaining the sanction 
of any self-respecting Scottish musician for the use of his 
instrument in such circumstances. We suggest the saxo
phone as the nearest substitute to bring doggie up to bi oad- 
casting pitch.

*****
INTERFERENCE: This is a subject all Radio enthus

iasts can talk considerably on. In fact the descriptive 
language narrating the worries of interference, used by la 
full-blooded Radiofanatic, already rivals the vocabulary of a 
wdl-seasoned golf linguist.

The cause of much unpleasantness in the air, is thro tu e 
owners, either in ignorance or carelessness, not opeiating 
their sets correctly.

MORAL: Make yourself acquainted with the correct
method of tuning in, and then always tune in quietly. t s 

i>t as easy as the interfering way but should make >ou e«.
; etter, to know you are not annoying every radio usei ioum 
about you.

THIS IS FOR BOY'S ONLY'
Y'ou would not think of entering a concert 100m whistling . 

No! So boys, keep quiet when you come in the air, ant o 
make her whistle.” There are many other nice people r> - 

• ig to listen to the concert, and you should keep quie 
hem. Y'ou will also hear much better youiself.

* * * * *
Some forms of interference are more or ^eï,s ^nter* y ' 

as that recorded by a gentleman in Ontario, w ° ' . 
in on the rural telephone party line, using m

only.
It is reported that the number of applications for this 

“hook up” from rural phone users, has been so great since 
the publication of this report, that the Radio industry is 
assured of a busy future turning out “Eavesdropping Radio- 
phopg^^

The following is not a fish story. Another example of un
authorized “listening in” comes from Aberdeen, Scotland, 
where Radiophans were recently surprised to hear particulars 
of a quarrel in the Herring industry interspersed with music 
from Covent Garden, London, where the opera “Othello” was 
being broadcasted. In explanation it is said that the person 
innocently responsible for putting the —“1” in Othello was a 
reporter phoning the fishy news to his paper, along a line
inductively in circuit with the Broadcasting station.

*****

A well-known musician says he owes much to Radio. His 
neighbors now have Radiophones and he can enjoy a Sunday 
nap in peace instead of having to listen to the thump, thump 
of the piano.

Wonderful are the blessings of Radio!

188[g|gi|giia8r818l818l8P]8l8iaiK8aixa81g|gIg]l»l^^

What Better Gilt than a Good Book ?
to “teach the young idea how to shoot,” or to cheer 
and inspire the grown-up relative or friend who 
loves the fireside or the library corner?

“Westward and Other Poems”
by Edwin Enoch Kinney

is a “B. C. Product”—edited, printed, and bound in 
B. C. But over and above all that, it is a well-worth- 
while book of varied verse containing (as one review
er has said) something “for all ages and stages of 
life.” .

$1.50 (Postpaid) from the B.C.M. Office, or the 
book mailed at once, and the B.C.M. for a year to any 
address in the Empire for $3.00.

PUBLISHING OFFICE: 1100 Bute Street, Vancouver. B C.
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Exhibition of the British Columbia Society of Fine Arts
AN IMPRESSION 
(Alice M. Wmlow)

“To think, to dream, to conceive beautiful works is a delic
ious occupation. It is like smoking enchanted cigars, like 
living the life of a courtesan as her fancy would have it. The 
work then appears in the charm of infancy, in the unbridled 
joy of generation, in the scented colours of the flower and the 
flowing juices of the fruit, already tasted. Such is conception 
and its pleasures. He who can draw his ideas in words passes 
already for an extraordinary man.

This faculty all writers and artists possess. But to pro
duce! to deliver! laboriously to bring up a child, to put him 
to bed, glutted with milk, every evening, to kiss him every 
morning with the unexhausted heart of a mother, to dress 
him a hundred times in the most beautiful coats which he 
unceasingly tears; yet not to be discouraged by the spasms 
of this mad life and to make of it that living masterpiece that 
speaks to every look in sculpture, to every intelligence in lit
erature, to every memory in painting, to every heart in music 
—this is execution and its labours.”

It was in the mood, induced by reading the foregoing ex
cerpt from Balzac’s “La Cousine Bette” that the writer visited 
the School Board Offices to see the pictures displayed by 
members of the British Columbia Society of Fine Arts.

In “Hope River” by J. Crease there are washes of color 
suggesting depths of foliage, a windy sky, purple mountains 
in the distance. In the shimmering water are deliciously 
cool reflections of the green foliage.

Among Mrs. H. Bulwer’s collection, a miniature of a lady 
with black lace scarf over her shoulder is exquisite. A band 
of blue silk holding glistening brown hair in place, repeats 
the wonderful blue of the eyes.

Among Mrs. A. G. Hodgins’ miniatures is the portrait of 
a child with starry blue eyes and golden curls, full of wonder 
and vitality.

“Jelf” is the portrait of an adoring dog posing for an 
understanding master. His eyes seem to say “What do you 
want? I know it must be all right, so I’ll keep very still.” 
The artist is Capt. D. H. Russell.

“At the Window” is by Frances Ashby. The child is in a 
contradictory mood. He is really unwilling to turn from his 
bunny and woolly dog, but since you wish to see his face, he 
will oblige.

Hon. Mrs. R. Bloomfield’s “Hyperion” is a noble picture. 
Rays of supernatural light illuminate the three horses, show
ing their giant strength and their lightning speed. It would 
seem that the horses represent the winds. Hyperion is the 
Sun.

“When the might
Of Hyperion from his noon-tide throne 
Unbends the languid pinions of the winds. . .

“Breaking Weather” is by Stanley Tytler. Converging 
lines of furrows lead the eye to a blue lake. Beyond the lake 
are hills seen through shreds of mist, that lend poetiy and 
atmosphere.

“Ross Peak Glacier” by Mrs. Brydon-Jack is rich in pris
matic colors; purple, orange, and green. The sk> seems filled 
with atoms of living color.

W. P. Weston’s “Dingman’s Cove, Cabriola” has brown 
trees in the distance with an intensely blue patih of sk> 
showing through, a jewel-like stretch of water, sapphire and 
jade intermingling, the branch of a sunlit tiee, and a sun 
drenched floating wharf. All in holiday mood.

In C. H. Scott’s “Study of a Head” the eyes are deeply 
thoughtful, the face has an intense expression, the mouth 
forceful but capable of warmth and understanding.

“Spring Morning, Stanley Park” by Duncan Davidson

shows misty mountains in the background. The water of the 
narrows is misted over with early morning vapors. An 
olive green foreground has suggestions of yellow flowers, 
while a faint breeze stirs the tree.

Théo. G. Adamson’s “Harbor Lights” is done in a splendid 
purple key. There are tiny notes of yellow for illumination, 
and a red light on the masthead of a boat in the foreground.

“Old Wharf, Victoria,” by W. Menelaws, shows a boat at 
the wharf. The reflections of white, purple and green and the 
wavering reflections of the wharf piles are wonderfully full 
of life. A misty blue sky adds to the glamorous beauty of 
the picture.

The whole essence of Mrs. Goodall’s “Study of a Child” is 
expression. The child is the little daughter of Mr. and Mrs. 
Aubrey Goodall. The flutter of a sudden stirring of love and 
utter trust is caught; the face is illuminated by this beauti
ful emotion, and the lovely blue-gray eyes are filled with it. 
A sturdy little tanned arm lies against the vivid red of the 
dress, and on the child’s hair is a bow of the same vivid color. 
A picture to remember and dream of.

“Martha” by Dorothy Thompson is a thoughtful study. 
The eyes are very expressive and the mouth kindly. The 
shadows in the folds of the nurse’s white cap and the delicacy 
of the muslin fichu are irresistibly expressed.

“La Penseur de Rodin” is by Kate A Smith. One is grate
ful for this presentation of a masterpiece where the physical 
strength of man is subservient to the intellect.

Rodin “Shattered the Syntax of Stone” to tell of the deep 
truths he saw. In the picture, light is shown as filtered 
through the surrounding trees and casting a cool green radi
ance on the statue.

In “Fishing Boats, Grand Canal, Venice” by H. T. Rither- 
ford, we have vermilion sails, purple shadows under the arch, 
rose, green, cobalt and yellow reflections in the water. A 
rich and satisfying color study.

Mr. C. A. Ferguson’s “Plum Blossom in Japanese Garden” 
shows a pergola casting gray shadows, a delicate blue patch 
of sky and green trees with boughs laden with ivory-tinted 
plum blossoms.

“Dawn on Lake Moraine” by G. Williams Ogden suggests 
a well-loaded brush. The purple mountains are tipped with 
coral, and near the base are glacial drifts of snow reflected 
in the water. The coral of the crests is caught in the rippling 
water in the foreground with lovely effect.

“Laguna Grove” by Mrs. Schooley has a quietness, a soli
tariness that is restful. It is an andante of major melodies 
and chords.

“In Stanley Park” is by Stateira Frame. It is filled with 
sunlight, and motes of air seem sparkling with life. Nothing 
in nature is definitely outlined. Everything is suggested in 
color of purple, crimson, orange, green, yellow.

Mr. H.* Hood’s “Canadian National Railway Station” is 
done under the spell of commerce. The artist has invested 
the spirit of traffic with poetry; mauve mountains, in the 
distance, cobalt shadows filling the windows of the station, a 
tender twilight sky.

Mr. W. P. Weston has unusually lovely misty effects in 
blue and green in “A Camp, Grantham’s.” A canvas covered 
shack is in the foreground, suggesting restfulness and quiet.

In “Flowers of Spring" by Margaret Wake there are dewy 
tulips of mauve, rose, yellow, and full-blown delicate pink 
flowers. A mass of lovely color against a background so 
painted that the flowers stand out like living blooms.

Melita Aitken’s study “Pink Chrysanthemums” shows 
dreamy loveliness of shadows, the contours of the petals are
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lost in the purple background, and the green of the vase melts 
miraculously also into the purple. One leaf, soft and dewy as 
though seen for the first time at dawn, droops over the edge 
of the vase.

“In the Fall of the Year” by J. Christisen has lovely Aut
umn coloring. The details are done with loving care. Only 
an ardent lover of outdoors could give such delicate details. 
The morning sky is pale and misty. It is a frosty morning, 
for as bruin, a very lively fellow, stalks along, you can actu
ally see his breath turning to a faint spiral of vapor.

Miss Conran’s “Lost Lagoon” also has lovely autumn color
ing. Vancouver Island shows dimly in the distance. The 
reds, browns, and yellows of the foliage on the bank of the 
lagoon are delicately reflected in the water.

“Deepening Shadows” by Mrs. Rankin is done in washes 
of delicate colors. The sense of distance is satisfying. Wav
ering reflections of mauve, brown and green in the pale shim
mering water give poetry to the picture.

“A Study of Pansies” that rivets the attention is by Mrs. 
Verrai. The Pansies are in a brass bowl.v There are a few 
yellow pansies, and as one looks at them the eye also detects 
a vivid yellow streak down the side of the bowl, a glint of 
sunlight on the brass. There are white pansies with hearts 
of Palma violet shade. Curtains behind the flowers have no 
definite texture, but folds of contrasting color are suggested. 
The whole picture seems moist, the colors running still over 
the paper. The kindling energy of beauty culminates in this 
flash of living color that holds the essence of flower loveli
ness.

“Evening” is by Mrs. Elleston Tildesley. The sky is cool 
and a faint touch of coral is caught in the water. The sea-gulls 
give a sense of poise and restfulness.

Mrs. Harvey’s Study in Still Life shows an upturned 
flower-pot filled with ivy. Tulips of red, white and yellow lie 
in artless abandon, their leaves lying so delicately soft and 
natural one feels like touching them.

There is an Indian with his squaw in a boat in S. P. 
Judges’ “Waiting for the Tide.” The Indian wears a tan 
shirt and the squaw has a red shawl over her shoulders. It is 
a blue-painted boat they are in and the sails are clewed up, 
with gray-blue shadows in their folds. A gull to the left on 
the wing gives friendly note while a saucy-looking crow, black 
and stodgy-looking, gives a humorous note.

“Snap” by Mrs. C. Cambie is the picture of a saucy, con
fident, obedient, little rough-haired terrier. The rich colors 
of the mat on the floor and a rose-colored scarf draped about 
the basket in which Snap is posed, add to the pleasure one gets 
in looking at the picture.

Miss Wrigley’s “Breath of Spring” shows wall-flowers of 
velvety red-brown and orange, clustered with delicate blue 
forget-me-nots. The buds of the wall-flowers are richly 
purple. The flowers seem to stand out like radiant blooms 
from a background of rose and purple. It is like a haunting 
colorful phrase of music.

Mrs. Lois Gilpin shows a portrait of her father. The eyes 
are speaking, benevolent and understanding. The mouth 
shows the kindliness and sympathy that win many friends. 
A picture one is glad to recall and revisualize again and 
again.

“Cormorant Cliffs” is by G. Thornton Sharp. Stern grey 
cliffs alive with bird life rise from water jewelled with green 
and blue color.

Miss H. B. Bruce’s “Anemones” are rich purple and red 
emerging from a darker background.

"Cabriola” by Grace Judge shows a stretch of sand with 
cool purple shadows. A row of trees sparsely foliaged are 
silhouetted against a sky splashed with cobalt. There is the 
feeling of a wind rising up. a deliciously cool sensation comes 
to one in looking at the picture.

“On the Swale, Yorkshire. * is by Mrs. Ogden. There is a 
blue hazy bend in the river. The silver-surfaced water is

barred with green reflections, while a sun-drenched bank is in 
the foreground.

“Tom” by Mr. Jas. Amess is the study of a boy, one is sure 
to like. What wide-open, frank, earnest eyes! The face is 
full of eagerness and life.

In Mr. Fripp’s “Glacier” there is a delicate cobalt sky, 
gray clouds, ice-clad mountains piercing the clouds, a glacier- 
blue mist, cold so cold, blue reflections in the water and re
flections of snow, purple scarred rocks. The beauty of nature 
reaches Mr. Fripp through opalescent mists, through inde
scribable blues volatilized into shimmering vapor, through a 
luminous greenness that makes one shiver, so icy is its jewel
led loveliness. “The Glacier” was painted in an exquisite 
mood, when beauty, which is spiritual energy, was at its 
supreme height.

A COLOR RHAPSODY 
(By Bertha Lewis)

I am many colored. The prism of life breaks up the pure 
white light from which I sprang. Emotions thrill me, sway 
me, destroy me with their gorgeous colors. I am a design in 
color harmonies: freakish, bright, beautiful, even-toned, dim 
indistinct; mere browns, duns, and grey of ashes: the whole 
scale of colors splashed with pure white light—and abysmal 
black.

There are painters in mauve who rise to mauve mornings, 
eat mauve fruit, love mauve flowers, think mauve thoughts. 
Now and then one is found who plucks a bit of saffron, to 
daub on the mauve sunsets. They swathe themselves in 
mauve and saffron, and marry mauve with a band of crepe 
upon her arm.

I love mauve only in the color harmonies. Do I not love 
in rose, envy in verdure, dally with golden honey, pray to the 
blue, tread now and then the primrose path, and repent in 
mauve and grey of ashes?

Colors, colors, colors! Life is a riot of colors, wound on 
a rainbow bobbin, which I will unravel little by little, and 
weave into a design of my own liking. The design shall be 
harmonious, and a blending of the gay and the sad, a twist
ing and twining of gold and rose bent into an arch to touch 
the blue. From the top of this arch I may safely look on the 
snarled pool of primrose and green which so nearly sucked me
down, and, lying on the rim of the pool—the robe of mauve.

*****

The foregoing poem was read with color effects and music 
as one of the modern compositions used to illustrate Mrs. 
Alice M. Winlow’s paper on “The Relationship Between Mod
ern Poetry and Modern Music,” given before the Vancouver 
Poetry Club on May 17th.
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The Y’s Men’s Club and U.S. and Canadian Relations
(By W. K. Cain)

Page Seven

We hear much these days about how nations should get 
along together and not infrequently is the good neighborliness 
of Canada and the United States pointed to by way of ex
ample. Our many service clubs are doing much to foster this 
good feeling between neighbors. For instance great inter
national conventions of these clubs have just closed and one 
of the most outstanding results of these conventions was the 
decision of the Kiwanis Clubs to construct a $20,000 memorial 
at Stanley Park to the late President Warren G. Harding on 
the spot where he made his last public address which was an 
expression of the hope that a still closer friendship and spirit 
of co-operation would prevail between the United States and 
Canada than heretofore.

In Y’s Men’s Club circles right near and within our doors 
there has also been expressions along similar lines by leaders 
of that movement. On Saturday, June 7, the Vancouver Y’S 
Men’s Club had about thirty of its members go to Bellingham 
with their orchestra to repay a previous visit by some of the 
Bellingham Y’S Men and also to participate in the presenta
tion of the international charter by international president, 
Paul Alexander, to the club of the Washington city.

In his speech of welcome to the Vancouver men, President 
Ed. Gruber of the Bellingham Club, said he did not like to 
think of their being any particular necessity for Canadians 
and Americans to remind each other of the friendly relations 
existing between their respective countries. Doing so was 
on.y reciting a truth already heartily accepted and believed 
in by the people of both nations. He felt there was no in
dication of anything but a continued growth of this Canadian- 
American friendship. The membership of both the Belling
ham and Vancouver bodies have emphatically stated it as 
their intention to see a continuance of these joint gatherings. 
One of the objects of the Y’S Men’s international constitution 
is “to cultivate good fellowship among Y’s Men and Young 
Men’s Christian Association members everywhere and the 
Y’s Men believe that in carrying out that objective alone they 
are doing a truly large part towards the internationalism 
which Sir George Foster said in Buffalo lately was necessary 
to solve the world’s problems. Weight is given to this belief 
of the Y’s Men when it is^remembered that their clubs are 
growing in number rapidly on both sides of the line and all 
with the same aims in view.

After performing his duties in Bellingham, the internation
al president came to Vancouver and on the following Monday 
evening Mr. and Mrs. Alexander were the guests of honor of 
the local Y’s Men at a largely attended meeting in Stanley * 
Park Pavilion. On this occasion too, international relations 
figured prominently in the remarks of the speakers. “Bob 
Hunt, an ex-president of the Vancouver T’s Men s ( lub, and 
now an international vice-president, drew attention to the 
close interdependent business relations existing. He quoted 
that “approximately half a billion dollars of American money 
have found their way into Canadian enterprises. The majoi - 
ity of this money is based on Canadian trade, protected by 
Canadian tariffs and competitive with American capital at 
home.’.’ He showed the fusion of our populations when he 
said that “more than a million Canadian born ha\e found 
homes and profitable occupations in the Lnited States within 
hailing distance of their native land, while at least half a 
million people live in Canada who were born in out ntig or 
mg country.” He also gave interesting information when he 
said “the ties between five-sevenths of the people o anat a 
and the people of Great Britain are those of tradition, senti
ment and blood, while the same ties of the other two seven s 
are to France and the United States. The ties between Can
ada and the United States are ties of geographic and economic

likeness; reciprocity of needs and markets, natural routes for 
trade and transportation, and sympathetic financial exchang
es.”

Mr. Alexander said that he has also visited Eastern Can
ada and what impressed him most on all his visits to this 
country was the fine clean type of Canadian young men and 
young women. He praised the Canadian altruism and good 
sportsmanship. President Paul’s opinion of our international 
relations was summed up in the following quotation: “One 
thousand miles up the mighty St. Lawrence; one thousand 
miles along the Great Lakes; one thousand miles across the 
open prairies; one thousand miles over the world’s mightiest 
mountain ranges—four thousand miles where nation meets 
nation, where sovereignty greets sovereignty, where flag sal
utes flag, and never a fortress, never a battleship, never a 
gun. Four thousand miles of civilized and Christianized in
ternationalism—that is North America’s greatest achieve
ment.”

ALL ON A RAINY DAY 
By M. E. Colman

Under the sky so palely grey 
Tulips, a bannered army gay,
And daffodils in bright array,

Nod Cherrily.

Blossoms for honey-hungry bees 
Are brimming over on the breeze,
Buds big with leaves on the maple trees 

Hold life in fee.

And there, among the tender green 
New grass, what is that golden sheen? 
A dandelion gay, I ween,

Laughing at me!

An emerald veil, frail as a dream 
Enwraps the birch; a jewel stream 
Of rain-drops decks with opal gleam 

The willow tree.

Have angels flung these fragrant showers 
From Heaven, like dewy-petaled flowers 
That in these perfumed morning hours 

Fall mistily?
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VANCOUVER GRAMMAR SCHOOL
1409 BEACH AVENUE Vancouver, B.C.

J. LOCKINGTON, Principal
The number of Daily Boarders e.nd Day Boys re

ceived is limited to 20 to 25, the Sons of Gentlemen 
in Business and Professional life.

The entrance ages of 9 and 10 are best for the 
steady progress through the Three Years Interesting 
Courses for the second Year High School Subjects: 
Divinity, Mathematics, English, French, Latin, Can
adian History, Literature, and Drawing.

V. G. S. having been for Twelve Years a Junior 
High School, its Boy-Scholars have won and are still 
winning—“Growing Efficiency Records” for good 
character, scholarship, and sportsmanship.

Large School and Playgrounds: Drill and Games.
* Corner Broughton and Beach.
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“New Canadians”
(A Message from a Quebec Immigration Worker)

The success of any project is development and expansion 
on proper lines, eliminating all possible friction in the process: 
The future of Our Canada is dependent on development 
through the incoming of more men and women of the right 
type. If we depend on the natural increase our future will be 
hampered, so we must turn to Immigration and get the right 
kind of people to come arid live with us.

The time has passed when we look askance at new-comers. 
It is not so long since our own folk were newcomers here; but 
we may well take a proud look at the Canada they have de
veloped for us.

Today thousands of men, women and children^are coming
to our country. They have left old associations, old friends,
old customs behind. They land here full of expectation for
the future. We-must not forget that first impressions last,
and we must do our best to give all new-comers the right
reception.

® -

Several welfare organizations are working at our Ports 
to assist the Immigration Authorities with this problem of 
properly receiving New Canadians. Among these is the 
Y.M.C.A., whose representative meets all New Canadians as 
they get through medical and civil inspection. He answers 
innumerable questions, gives advice re luggage, railway tick
ets, çashing Bonus vouchers, changing money, food for the 
train journey, etc.

At one time incoming strangers were preyed upon by 
heartless grafters, who, knowing that they did not know the 
value of our money, charged exhorbitant prices for goods, 
often times short-changing them.

Now everything is different. Conditions are made as com
fortable as possible for all. Unaccompanied parties are con
ducted to their destination by special Immigration Officials, 
who look after their every comfort.

The Y.M.C.A. assists materially, the “Y” representative 
being a busy man while the New Canadians are getting trans
ferred from Ship to Train. He gives information, finds lost 
luggage, assists women with small children, and in more ways 
than one can mention makes the strangers’ first hour on Can
adian soil pleasant. Smiles and cheerful words also go a long 
way in smoothing out the rough.

The writer may mention one case as a sample of many: 
Four young Danes, only one of whom could speak English, and 
that very brokenly, went to the “Y” man, and the spokesman 
said, “We know no one in Canada; we want to come to your 
good land; so we come to you, we know you will tell us right. 
We are farmers; want to work on the land, will you send us 
to a job?” A colonization representative in the Immigration 
Building was delighted to get these men, as he had many calls 
for this particular type of man. All were readily placed in 
jobs, and are happy, according to letters received.

Such Immigration reception work is indeed well worth 
while.
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Say it Dith flowers

CUT FLOWERS, FUNERAL DESIGNS, 

WEDDING BOUQUETS,

PLANTS, SHRUBS, TREES,

BULBS, SEEDS and FERTILIZERS

Brown Bros. & Co., Ltd.
Florists, Nurserymen and Seedsmen

TWO STORES

48 HASTINGS STREET EAST 
665 GRANVILLE STREET 

Vancouver, B. C.
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Outings with Autos and Tents:
An Attractive Way of Spending 

the Summer Vacation

THE “BAKER” TYPE OF TENT

With the advent of the long summer days, the great out- 
of-doors has an unfailing attraction. Many folk who have 
autos naturally think of travelling by road, and 
there are not a few alluring circuits open to them 
in this Farthest West. Such a holiday, if well 
planned, may be second to none in rest and re
freshment.

If it is desired to combine economy with com
fort and quiet restfulness, perhaps no better ar
rangement can be made than to carry with the car 
and other equipment one of the several well-ar
ranged and reliable tents put on the market by 
Messrs. C. H. Jones & Sons, Limited, 23 Water St.,
Vancouver.

The picture illustrates what is known as the 
“Baker” type of auto tent. It has an awning ex
tension and open front. During the day the awn
ing extension can be kept open while the tent is 
used in protection from the heat of the sun; while 
at night complete privacy is assured by lowering 
the awning extension, and so closing the tent.

Though made of good quality material, these 
tents are produced to suit the financially modest 
class of tourists, so that no one planning to go on 
a camping tour this summer need hesitate to call and price 
them.

If a somewhat roomier tent is desired, and one that will 
lend itself more fully to extension, the intending holiday

THE “PIONEER" AUTO TENT

makers might do well to examine the “Pioneer” Auto tent, 
which is shown set up and attached to the auto in the picture 
below.

From Messrs. Jones circulars and catalogues, detailed par
ticulars regarding the construction and adaptability of these 
tents may be had, but in this short article we are concerned 
chiefly to outline the convenience and utility of such tents for 
service in such a camping-out holiday as we surmise many 
readers of the BRITISH COLUMBIA MONTHLY will now 
have under consideration.

Those who have been “on the trail” in the summer time 
know how delightful such a method of travelling can be, pro
vided care has been exercised to carry variety in food supplies 
—home-made and other, without any of that so-called “Gov
ernment controlled.” And if only the equipment is such as to 
ensure restful shade from the sun heat, or certain protection 
from the rare shower or thunder storm, trail conditions, with

PIONEER” AUTO TENT, WITH CURTAINS (OPEN)
AND OTHER CAMP EQUIPMENT SHOWING

congenial company for talks on themes of all kinds, afford one 
of the most enjoyable forms of holiday recreation that any 
tired city or city-tired man can experience.

Picture number three reveals the dou^-sized tent with the 
awnings or curtains, which can be closed, shown open, and 

various camp equipment in sight.
It is almost unnecessary to note that Messrs.

Jones, who are well known as the “PIONEER” 
firm in their line in Vancouver,—having been es
tablished in the second year of the city, (1887), 
—have a full assortment of camping utensils and 
furnishings, including convenient “tent-o-beds,” 
cots, etc., camp cooking stoves, and cooking out
fits of various kinds.

Readers who contemplate spending time any
where on the trail, either for occasional week
ends or the more prolonged summer vacation, 
would do well to call and inspect the big variety 
of goods made or stocked by this firm. From ex
perience in buying from them—which has indeed 
suggested the timeliness of this contribution to 
this Magazine—the writer can vouch for it that 
customers will find dependable quality and reas
onable rates so far as the goods are concerned, 
and unfailing courtesy and patient exposition in 
service from the firm’s principals or staff. (C)
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New Fables by Skookum Chuck
(R. D. Gumming)

No. VII—Professor Agnew: (A Sequel to the Fifty-Fifties.)
The sun was shining down almost vertically through un

obstructed space into the city canyon with an intensity that 
appealed to me as being more than one hundred per cent, 
efficient.

Overhead, across the narrow strip of blue, airplanes glid
ed criss-cross commercially or playfully. They could be seen 
but not heard, for the same solemn silence which accompanied 
all moving things on earth, had reached flying things in the 
air. The planes, although in rapid motion, suggested the same 
assurance, and maintained the same silence as might an eagle 
poised in mid-air.

Up and down the street and all about me the frantic surge 
of a heterogeneous people, and the mad rush of industry, con
tinued to pour as though perpetual in their motion. I stood 
like one bewildered, as indeed I was. Children began to crowd 
my apparently odd person again, reminding me painfully of 
the singular circumstances attached to my visit there. This 
time the Fifty-Fifty children were in the majority. Indeed, 
the population was more than fifty per cent, anthropoid.

Suddenly I recalled that I was on my way to interview the 
god-like Professor Agnew, the creator of the new race of 
mankind.

The person or thing which had gripped me so roughly by 
the shoulder had disappeared, and I was unmolested save by 
the curiosity of the children. But, at the auto-suggestion of 
the professor, an exulting joy filled my heart that I had 
been permitted to return to seek an interview with him.

With a somewhat wild dash for freedom, I hastened along 
the street, half running, half walking in my eagerness, in the 
direction that would lead to the home of the super-man who 
rivaled even Nature in her great works in the development 
of a new race of human beings from the dumb creatures of 
the earth.

The sky-scrapers were left behind, and the street was 
now lined with beautiful cottages nestling in rich lawns and 
green foliage trimmed with a wealth of luxurious flower- 
growth. Trams and autos still swept by with their effortless 
service, but the throng of people had been thinned down to a 
very lean line.

In less than an hour the cottages had disappeared, and 
the road was now separated from the orchards and fields on 
either side by a low stone wall capred with an iron railing, 
the combined height of which would be about six feet.

I moved on dreamily now, for I ceased to be regarded with 
suspicion by the pedestrians whom I met at intervals.

About two-thirds of those whom I met were members of 
the Professor’s creatures. I nodded to one, and was honored 
with a response which was most humanly returned. I met 
a male and female, arm in arm; lovers, no doubt, or ones 
just recently on the sea of matrimony. A car passed me go
ing in the same direction in which sat at the steering wheel 
no less a personage than, our mutual friend Uumlah, the en
lightened member of the new race who had been pointed out 
to me by my late friend the taxi driver.

So astonishing this reality was to me that I could scarce
ly refrain from stopping some of them as we met and asking 
questions that no doubt would have placed me in a very em
barrassing position with them.

Without exception, this curious race of people carried a 
cane or large stick in the right hand, as though such support 
were esseitial were they to retain the upright position which 
they endeavored to acquire in imitation of that grace of form 
which had been reached by the older branch of humanity.

I began to compliment the wondeiful creatures on their 
attainments. Through some, undoubtedly artificial medium, 
at least with efforts that had hurried along tardy Nature, they 
had stepped out of that darkness which had overwhelmed their 
ancestors for countless centuries. From an apparent hope

less dormancy they had awakened by outside suggestion or 
by self-will, to a standard of physical and moral perfection 
which approached, if it did not equal that of man himself.

Attempts were made in my mind to link them up with 
some of the anthropoids which I knew, such as the orang
outang, gorilla, gibbon, chimpanzee, but I failed utterly. 
The features approached nearer the human profile and ex
pression than they did the blank lookout of their cousins in 
the forests. They had developed into beings that were more 
or less prepossessing, and in no way repulsive. Could they 
be the descendants of a distinct species that had been dis
covered and brought out of their inanimate condition by priv
ate effort—a missing link?

Apparently they had not entirely overcome that swagger 
which must follow first efforts to walk on two feet instead 
of four, and I was satisfied that many of them only remained 
erect with great difficulty. In other ways, however, there 
were redeeming features that attached them closer to their 
cousins in the city than with those of the forest. The mouth 
was longer than the human mouth, but did not appear too 
much out of proportion. The lips were no larger than those 
of the negro. The teeth were large and shiny, the nose small 
and flat with the nostrils visible more than in the human be
ing. In walking they placed the whole of the foot on the 
ground, which gave them the appearance of being club-footed. 
The whole form seemed to have been modified upward through 
some method of selection or survival of the most perfect dur
ing the years of their experimental development.

The gait struck me as being painfully awkward, and it oc
curred to me that if the brain had been developed to such a 
level as to rival that of man, the body was yet many years 
behind the times. In regarding the new race from our point 
of view, it seemed impossible to rank them as other than 
human beings who had been a little belated in their arrival. 
It was proof to me at least that man’s intelligence could be 
reached by lower forms of life.

With a mental appetite that would not be satisfied I hur
ried along towards the home of the great Professor Agnew 
who, I understood, was to give me all the information I de
sired about the emancipation and growth of the new human.

When I reached the premises I found an estate and man
sion that I could scarcely presume to enter. The home was a 
palace that would have satisfied the high ideals of a king. 
The grounds were beautiful enough for a national preserve.

The large iron gate at the entrance stood open when I 
arrived there, and I entered with a boldness that did not seem 
to be natural with me and walked calmly up the wide, paved 
drive that led to the mansion.

The home was surrounded by beautiful, grass-carpeted 
grounds with large, wide-spreading elm and chestnut trees 
standing here and there and casting their inviting shades 
across the velvety lawn. Many curiously shaped flower beds 
added their attractive beauty to the grounds. The estate had 
all the appearance and wealth of a public park in the care 
of which no expense had been spared by a city or municipality. 
Much of the outside wall of the mansion was covered with a 
thick creeping vine of some rare variety. On the grounds 
rustic seats were arranged at convenient spots, and it occur
red to me that to live in such a spot among such wealth and 
beauty would be the \Wy essence of happiness.

When I think of that lawn, those flowers and the huge 
elm and chestnut trees now, a soothing warmth overcomes 
me for their association, for they stand out so vivid in my 
imagination with all they meant to me, all they offered me. 
all they gave me, all they might have been, that no other ex
perience in my whole life can compare With them in their com
bined harmony, either physically, morally or socially.

When within a dozen paces from the mansion I was sur
prised to see our mutual friend Uumlah descending the wide
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steps which led up to the entrance. When we met he bowed 
with ostensible politeness but with an annoying measure of 
curiosity not unmixed with resentment, as I thought. Did he 
object to my presence at the home of Professor Agnew?

I bowed in return; and, just as I did so, the new man 
seemed to make a special effort to pull himself up to the full 
height that his half trained body would permit.. It was as 
though the one important effort of his life, when in society 
at least, was to walk perfectly upright in imitation of the en
viable grace of those human beings whom he aspired to equal.

After he had passed I turned and surveyed him, notwith
standing the breach of good manners, and observed that he 
sank down again into a more natural and comfortable posi
tion in all the tragedy of his lofty ambition. I began to pity 
him from the bottom of my heart in his painful efforts to 
reach that stage of physical perfection which only posterity, 

'’perhaps in many, many years or generations would be able 
to attain. I felt that this poor creature was laying" the foun
dation of a pride in body grace for others, which he himself 
would never be permitted to enjoy. His ambitious efforts to 
walk perfectly erect would be visited upon generations still 
unborn and down the ages yet to come.

I stood watching the evidence of an almost unbelievable 
truth, so buried in thought in the depth of my sympathy, in
terest and curiosity, that I seemed to have lost the power to 
move away. Had a new and intelligent being been born to the 
civilized world ?

I saw him mount his car just outside the large gate where, 
for some reason, he had parked it, and drive off in the direc
tion away from the city.

No one else was in sight. The mansion and estate seemed 
to be deserted. While I stood listening and undecided, how
ever, I could hear the sound of a mower sheering the grass 
in the distance. Birds were warbling in the branches of the 
admirable shade trees. ~..

I walked up the wide, stone steps and stood on the porch 
under the high veranda. And I may say that a strange awe 
took possession of me in the presence of such massiveness and 
opulence.

Above the door and in the four corners of the veranda 
clusters of electric light globes were sending forth their arti
ficial efforts although it was broad daylight, and I fancied the 
inmates had carelessly forgotten to switch them off.

Before making up my mind as to what would be my next 
move, something prompted me and I turned my head in the 
direction of the drive-way over which I had just passed. To 
my astonishment, a beautiful car, sparkling from its highly 
polished body in the sunshine, stood at the foot of the wide, 
stone steps. It had arrived from somewhere with the usual 
fearsome noiselessness which seemed to possess all mechanic
al things in action in this far-advanced mysterious land.

There were four persons in the machine. In the front 
seat sat an elderly gentleman, and beside him the chauffeui 
at the wheel. In the rear reclined a middle-aged lady, and 
a girl perhaps about twenty years of age.

The manner in which the car had approached so near to 
me without being seen or heard appealed to me as a marvel 
in scientific and mechanical engineering.

The elderly man stepped hastily from the car and came 
up the steps to greet me with an eagerness that was puzzling:

“Welcome,” he said, grasping my hand, and at the same 
time piercing my countenance with his eyes in a manner t at 
almost compelled me to recoil from him. He made no 
ment whatever with regard to my personal appearance. is 
manner was that of one who was receiving a messenger whom 
he had long expected.

I saw no reason why I should be welcome to him at such 
an early stage of the game, but I accepted the cor ia i > 
said:
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“Thank you. I am looking for Professor Agnew.”
“I am flattered,” he replied, shaking me vigorously by the 

hand again. “What can I do for you?” And he smiled in 
what I fapeied was a business-like sort of way.

“I crave knowledge of your new human race,” I told him, 
coming immediately to that subject that was nearest to my 
heart.

“I am flattered again. Be seated.” And he pointed to a 
beautifully upholstered rocking chair in a corner of the porch.

As I sat down the Professor motioned to the ladies and 
they came forward, the elderly lady in the lead.

“Mr.--------- What is your name, sir?” inquired the gentle
man.

“Bruce,” I informed him. “David Bruce.” And I rose 
anticipating an introduction.

“Mr. Bruce, meet my wife and daughter,” said the Pro
fessor with the same business-like smile.

There was a great deal of encouragement attached to the 
manner in which the ladies gripped my hand, and what em
barrassment existed on my part seemed to vanish in an in
stant. There was nothing in the hand-shake which did not 
bespeak unreserved friendship.

“Mr. Bruce is seeking information about our new people,” 
said the husband and father, addressing the ladieÿ. .

“Yes,” I broke in, at a loss to know just whàt might be 
expected of me at the moment. “I am told that the Professor 
can supply me with all the details I desire.”

“Which is quite correct,” he replied. “For they are my 
children.”

Of course I knew he meant this more as a guardian and 
protector than as a parent, and I smiled.

As though they understood the trend of my thoughts, the 
mother and daughter laughed also. In them, however, I could 
detect nothing of the commercial variety of mirth which 
seemed to poison that of the Professor.

“I trust I am not intruding,” I apologized. “I can call 
again when it will be more convenient.”

“Not at all. You are just as welcome now as at any other 
time. Be seated.” And he motioned to the chauffeur who 
immediately drove the car away and into the garage a little 
distance from the mansion.

I sat down again only too eager to accept the invitation, 
for I was tired from walking and weak for want of food. As 
I sat down the ladies retired into the house.

“You come from a far country?” inquired the Professor, 
bringing over another chair and sitting down close to me.

“I do,” was my reply; which, indeed, was perhaps true. I 
did not know just at that moment where I came from, nor 
where I was.

“I thought so, because, far and wide, my people are known 
as one of the wonders of the age. Where do you come from, 
may I ask?”

The abruptness of the question startled me. I had no 
more idea where I came from than I had as to my present 
whereabouts. I looked up at the electric lights burning so
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wastefully in the broad daylight, as I thought, and pretend
ed I did not hear him.

“Have you not forgotten to switch off the lights?” I en
quired with sham concern.

“Yes, we did, but then, it’s all right. We often do that.”
It surprised me that, the neglect having been pointed out 

to him, he did not get up immediately and extinguish the 
lights. Instead he continued to address me in the most em
barrassing manner. <_

“You speak English too well for a foreigner,” he said, 
looking at me in a most annoying way.

“I am not a foreigner,” I replied. “I was born in Glasgow, 
Scotland, and brought up in the province of British Columbia, 
Dominion of Canada.”

“State of British Columbia,” he corrected, looking at me 
with a most annoying interest and curiosity.

“No. Province,” I persisted.
“You are at least old-fashioned,” he said. “Of course it 

don’t matter. But you have been a long time away from 
home?”

I was becoming more and more uneasy; but, to humor him,
I agreed.

“Will you not come inside ?” the Professor said suddenly. 
“You have had a long walk, and you look tired and hungry.”

“I shall be delighted.”
We rose and went into a ^beautifully furnished parlor. 

The ladies were already there, Mrs. Agnew knitting and her 
daughter crocheting. They rose when we entered and stood 
facing us for a few seconds.

Miss Agnew smiled sweetly; and, during those few mom
ents when she stood facing me, I thought she was one of the 
most beautiful women I had ever seen. There was a rareness 
about her feminine attractiveness which I could not explain, 
but which appealed to me as something distinct from the 
ordinary. Her features were perfectly chisled, and her com
plexion seemed to me to leave nothing to be desired. The 
color of her cheeks I would say, was entirely her own; and, 
if artificial methods had been brought to her assistance they 
had been applied with extreme modesty and caution. At this 
first meeting some strange irresistible emotion seemed to 
draw me towards Miss Agnew even as a magnet will attract 
steel.

Mrs. Agnew was a rather stout person, and had been very 
beautiful in her younger days. Nature had gifted her with 
very pleasing and attractive features. She had most decidedly 
transmitted her face and manners to her daughter, for the re
semblance between the two in those respects was remarkable.

The Professor was a man of medium height and build. 
Indeed, he was a man much about my own size in many re
spects. He was not in the least pompous, and he had more of 
that disposition that must be discovered than one that will 
deliberately give itself away. It was easily seen that the 
smile was not the one that Nature had intended to bestow 
on him; it was not natural, and I suspected that it had been 
artificially acquired for a purpose. It could come and go en
tirely at the Professor’s will. I was satisfied from the first 
time I saw him that the smile was only used for purposes of 
propaganda, and illuminated the dungeon of his face only 
when occasion warranted. It certainly was not a smile that 
would be likely to encourage friendship or create fellow feel
ing.

In the parlor as well as on the outside e’ectric lights were 
burning carelessly, and apart from the infinite beauty of Miss 
Agnew, this was among the first things to attract my atten
tion on entering.

1 was invited to be seated again; and, as I did so the 
ladies retired. The Professor sat down near to me.

“You nîust be extremely wealthy,” I complimented the 
strange man, “when the matter of electric light cost does 
not worry you?” And I looked up and around at the apparent 
waste of money and the needless illumination.
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“Wealth has nothing to do with it,” replied the Professor. 
“Electricity costs us nothing.”

“Costs nothing!”
“The initial expense of installation is the total outlay. We 

derive light and power direct from the air,” continued the 
remarkable man.

“Direct from the air!”
My astonishment puzzled him.

“You must indeed have been many years in the back woods,” 
he said staring at me as though I were a curiosity rarely 
seen.

“No, but I must be dreaming,” I replied, by way of es
cape.

“Dreaming? You are nothing of the kind. This is the 
real thing,” he said.

I had often heard suggestions that power might be de
rived direct from the air, and I knew experiments had been 
made along that line, but I never dreamed that the experi
ments had developed into actual scientific fact.

“You see,” continued the Professor, “power is captured 
from the electricity in the atmosphere that we breathe by a 
little instrument called an “electric antenna” stationed on a 
little tower above the roof. The power is transmitted to a 
generator and exciter located in the basement, and from there 
distributed by wireless electro-magnetism throughout the 
premises in the form of power or light whichever is desired. 
Each little globe of light contains an individual motor which 
derives its energy from the electric-laden atmosphere, and 
the light can be extinguished only at the source of supply, 
the electric antenna. You will understand, therefore, why we 
are so neglectful and leave them burning continuously.”

“Wonderful!” I cried out in astonishment.
“The harnessing of Niagara and other great water falls of 

the world, and the electrifying of the air became an accomp
lished fact about the year 2000,” added the professor. “And, 
since those extremely early times,------------”

Just at that moment the ladies entered the room again 
with trays each containing bottles of beverage of some kind, 
and little glass preserve dishes filled with little tablets of var
ious colors.

Miss Agnew, with much pleasing courtesy, offered me a 
bottle of the beverage and a tumbler, and then said:

“Try some of the pellets; you must be hungry.”
I was indeed hungry, but I did not imagine that a pill 

would go far towards filling the vacancy. But perhaps they 
were mere appetizers.

I helped myself to one from each preserve dish.
“Perhaps you will not care for those,” said the girl, re

ferring to some pink ones. “They are just out.”
I was at a loss just what to do, but I watched the others, 

and mimicked them. The custom was to throw a pill into the 
mouth and then wash it down with a drink of the béverage. 
And I had no sooner swallowed one of each color than my 
hunger was appeased.

They were tablets of concentrated food, but I did not dare 
ask any foolish questions lest I might create suspicions or 
betray ignorance in things which were common knowledge 
and ordinary practice.

When we had finished “eating,” the process of which did 
not occupy more than five minutes, Mrs. Agnew relieved us 
of the empty bottles and glasses, and Miss Agnew rose and 
turned a switch in the wall at the side of a plate-like instru
ment. Immediately the air was filled with the sweetest of 
instrumental music as though it came from the masonry of 
which the wall was composed.

The young lady sang with a voice that seemed to me even 
sweeter than the music which was so mysteriously produced. 
The rivalry between the two was most decidedly in favor of 
Miss Agnew, according to my judgment, which I would not 
permit myself to be.ieve was biased.

For fifteen minutes or more I sat in a sort of trance listen-
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ing to the infinite sweetness of the singer in beautiful harm
ony with the instrumental music.

And then, with a rude interruption, the professor asked 
me to accompany him up stairs to his office where we might 
go into the matter which had been the means of bringing me 
to the premises.

He led the way out of the parlor into the hall, up a carpet
ed stairway which had jyie right-angle turn about half way 
up, along a wide second-story hall with a very high ceiling, 
and into a large room that at once revealed itself as a business 
retreat for men only.

“Take a seat.” And he moved an easy chair facing a very 
wide window which commanded a view of the beautiful 
grounds.

“Thank you.” And I sat down.
The Professor sat on another similar chair beside a low 

table on which lay closed a book of enormous size.
We were followed almost immediately by Miss Agnew, 

who, somewhat modestly, entered with several bottles of bev
erages and two glasses. Those she placed on the low table 
at her father’s elbow, courtesied politely and then retired 
without speaking.

Around all four walls of the office, except where broken 
to accommodate the door and two windows, was a great law 
library four-tiers deep from the floor up.

The great display of books in a private home was unique, 
as legal men usually maintain places of business in the city. 
The Professor no doubt read my thoughts as I gazed around 
at the library in surprise before sitting down, for he said:

My dear sir, I am a licensed attorney, but I have never 
practiced law as a matter of business. I am interested :n 
legal matters for a private, most important and very serious 
purpose only.”

He fumbled with the leaves of the immense book which he 
had opened while addressing me. It seemed to me that the 
volume might have contained a synopsis of the entire law
library. \

We could still hear Miss Agnew’s footsteps descending the 
stairs, when he turned to me suddenly and said:

“But I understand you wish to consult me, sir. Perhaps I 
am wasting your time?”

“No,” I replied. “My visit is quite informal, and time is 
no object. I have no legal questions to consult you about. I 
simply came out of curiosity to get first-hand information 
about the new human race.”

“Oh, of course, certainly; how stupid of me!”
His features lit up slightly as though I had introduced a 

subject that had a first and only mortgage on his heart.
“My dear sir, I shall be highly delighted to go into de

tails with you from the very beginning to the present day. 
Have some sherry?” And he handed me a bottle and glass 
from the low table.

I thanked him and accepted the invitation. W e both dran
the same beverage, and I must confess it was the pi imest 

had ever tasted in my life.
“My family discovered and raised the new race,” he in- 

irmed me between drinks.
Out of the window I could see Miss Agnew idling about on 

ie smooth grass. She moved about within \iew for “ 
me and then sat down on one of the rustic >eats uua 
dutiful elm in full view of my window. Did sht >it t ere 
icing me on purpose ? I dared to believe this, am , a e 
oments later I fancied she lifted her eyes foi a s< ion 
oked directly at the window at which I sat. wa. 
rough to smile although I knew that she cou no see 
lainly as I could see her. The Professoi etec e * ^js 
lents, for he leaned over slightly to where e mi 
aughter as plainly as I did myself. He srm e .

“Florence is such a dear girl,” he complimented he..

“I have not the least doubt,” I corroborated.
“But it is the new race of humans you are interested in,” 

he said, regarding me with an air that was not free from 
suspicion.

I am sure I blushed, for I could detect the hot blood rush
ing into my face.

The professor laughed in the usual artificial way:
“My people raised the new race of human beings,” he con

tinued, coming back to the subject that had more interest for 
him.

I turned and looked at him in astonishment:
“Your family raised them!” I gasped.
“Precisely.”
He studied my face as though he were becoming suspicious 

that there might be some ulterior motive attached to my visit. 
Suddenly his face brightened,. however, so far as that were 
possible, and he said hurriedly, but with apparent relief:

“Ah, you want to write a book about my people ?”
“Sir, I have no intention of writing a book about the new 

human race. My interest is simply a desire to know more on 
a subject which should be of interest to everyone. I am 
highly complimented, however, that you think I might write 
books.”

He regarded me for a few seconds as though uncertain, 
and then said:

“My dear man it is I who should feel complimented, for 
you are the first ^person to come to me for such information. 
How can I reward you?”

“I am not looking for reward, sir. I am already rewarded 
by the manner in which the ladies and yourself have welcomed 
and entertained me, and if I can be of any service to you, I 
shall give it gladly.”

His face brightened in such a mysterious way that I re
gretted having spoken so openly to him.

aw

Hurrah! Camping Time is Here!
Thousands of Motorists will tour B. C. and the 

U. S. A. this year—and Camping will be their big 
amusement. Alongside the Fishing Streams—in the 
Mountains and numerous other places. We have 
made it possible for the Motorist to enjoy his Holi
day, come in and inspect our Auto Camping Equip
ment.

Mail orders promptly filled.

C. H. Jones & Son
Tents and Awnings—Motorists Equipment 

28 WATER STREET VANCOUVER, B. C.



Page Fourteen The British Columbia Monthly

“And it shall be gladly accepted,” he replied. “The time 
may come when your services will be welcome. In such an 
event you shall be handsomely rewarded.”

Miss Agnew still sat facing our window and in full view. 
During all our conversation I had scarcely, taken my eyes 
from the girl.

“Florence has such a lovely disposition,” again compliment
ed the father.

Once more I expressed appreciation of the fatherly devo
tion.

“She is so obedient—so self-sacrificing to the will of 
others; so daring, so eager to please,” he continued.

“Which may, or may not, be a virtue,” I ventured.
He looked at me for a second with eyes that seemed to 

pierce my very soul, ^nd remained silent for a time.
In the mean time Florence rose and disappeared from 

view. A moment later we could hear her singing in the pa- 
lor to a piano accompaniment, during which, in the office, 
there was a grave silence as though in deference.

“I could not hope to be of much value to you,” I said during 
an interval in the singing. “I know nothing of law.”

“You can learn; and, besides, I might make it worth your 
while,” said my strange host.

The singing continued again. It came nearer and nearer, 
and became sweeter and sweeter. The voice came from above 
me now, all around me; it was everywhere. I could have taken 
oath that it Came from Heaven, it was so sweet, so delicate, 
so rich. It seemed too pure, too refined to be of this earth. 
It was not a human voice at all, it was that of an angel.

I turned to the Professor as though for explanation, but, 
to my horror, he had disappeared. Everything on earth seem
ed to have disappeared. There was a total darkness about. I 
could not see, but I could still hear the divine song from the 
divine lips. Had I been dreaming? Where was Florence?
I called her name frantically—a foolish thing to do in a dream 
—but received no reply. Where was the Professor and his 
unfinished story? Where were the mansion and the beautiful 
grounds ?

I awoke with a nervous convulsion of the body like one 
finding relief from a horrible nightmare, and found "myself 
alone in bed. In an adjoining room my wife was singing and 
thrumming on the piano. It was her sweet voice I had heard 
in my dream. Oh the rare beauty of my wife!

I called and she came smiling.
“Lazybones!” she complimented me.
“Why did you not wake me?” I complained.
“You were dreaming such a beautiful dream,” she re

plied, curtly. '
“Oh, yes, I met the Professor!” I called out in triumph.
“And Florence.”
“Florence!”
“Yes, Florence! Who is Florence? Tell me that. I’m 

sure that's not MY name.”
I blushed, because I could feel the hot blood rushing to 

my face. My smile was to drown suspicion.
“Nonsense,” I said. “1 had the pleasure of meeting Pro

fessor Agnew, and got some of his story. You are not jeal
ous, surely?"

“Oh, well, you never can tell. Divorces have been granted 
on less grounds,” she pouted.

“Well, that is a compliment," I assured her. “I wouldn't 
have a wife that couldn't be jealous—sometimes.”

(Next Story—“Sinbad the Husband.)
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ADVERTISING FACTS
No. 2

WHO SELECTS YOUR ADVERTISING

\ MEDIUMS?

Of the value of Advertising Agencies, and the 
service of professional copy-writers, much might 
be said—and may be said later.

Meantime, we wish to refer to several cases of 
practical intimidation that have come to our know
ledge. Several Business Managers who have previ
ously done advertising with us, and who recognise 
this Magazine’s “Community Service” etc., have said: 
“If we advertise with you, we shall then be besieged 
by so-and-so,” mentioning periodicals which evident
ly seek advertising business, not on their own merits, 
but on the basis of “You advertise THERE, there
fore you ought to advertise HERE!”

No doubt ventures and experiments in print are 
numerous and recurring. But should responsible 
Business Managers let such intimidation prevent 
them from exercising discrimination?

Surely to do so is not fair to themselves, and to 
their business and Community interests.

In doing our bit in Western Community Service 
through this Magazine, we respectfully invite these 
Business Managers, and others like them, to HAVE 
THE COURAGE OF THEIR CONVICTIONS.
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to

The British Columbia Monthly
(Established 1911)

The Community Service Magazine of the 
Canadian West

$3.00 FOR TWO YEARS
$1.75 for One Year.

CHANGE OF ADDRESS should be notified by postcard— 
both the old and the new addresses being recorded.

RENEWALS: The month up to which the subscription is paid 
is noted beside the name of the subscriber. Direct pay
ments shall be welcomed at the Publishing Office, 1100 
Bute Street, Vancouver, B. C.

REMITTANCES should be sent by cheque or Money Order, 
payable to THE BRITISH COLUMBIA MONTHLY.

DISCONTINUANCE: Subscribers are hereby respectfully 
notified that no discontinuance messages can be taken 
by telephone. Until or unless the subscriber notifies 
the B. C. M. Office IN WRITING that he or she wishes 
the name deleted, it is assumed that continuance is de
sired.

ARREARS: Payment of arrears to date of notification is nec
essary in every case. Following rendering of accounts, 
the B. C. M. Office may delete the name of any over
due subscriber, and collect arrears in ordinary course.
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SPORTS AND GAMES
By Robert Bone

CURLING
This game has been very popular in Scotland for the last 

three centuries at least, and, for that reason, it is looked upon 
as a distinctly Scottish game, although it is not known def
initely where the game originated. Some writers trace, 
through the name and technical terms of the game, its in
vention to Holland, and still others think that possibly the 
Flemish merchants who settled in Scotland towards the end 
of the sixteenth century, may have brought the game to the 
country. However, no mention is made of it in the literature 
of the continent, while we are informed that one writer, when 
describing the Orkeney Islands in 1607, tells us that one of 
these islands supplies “plenty of excellent stones for the 
game called curling.” If the game does not owe its origin to 
Scotland, it certainly owes its development to that land, with 
the result that it is now a national sport.

On 15th November, 1838, the “Grand Caledonian Curling 
Club” came into existence, which under its present title of 
“The Royal Caledonnian Curling Club” is regarded every
where as the parent-club and legislative body, even in Canada 
today. It was under the sponsoring of the Royal Caledonian 
Club that Scottish Curlers visited Canada and the United 
States in the Winter 1902-3, and this visit did much to bring 
together the lovers of the game on both sides of the Atlantic. 
It might be interesting to acquaint you with the incident which 
gave rise to the assumption of the title “Royal” instead of the 
original one “Grand.” Queen Victoria and the Prince Consort 
were visiting Scotland in 1842, on which occasion they were 
initiated into the game on the polished floor of the drawing 
room in the Palace of Scone, and the Prince Consort, who was 
presented with a pair of curling stones, consented to become 
Patron of the Club. The annual match between clubs north 
of the Forth and those South of it, is under the direction of 
the “Royal Caledonian Curling Club.” In the first of these 
matches, played in 1847, only twelve rinks were played, in 1903 
there were no fewer than 286. Curlers claim to be a united 
brotherhood within which nobleman and peasant are equal on 
the ice. A formal freemasonry exists among curlers, and it is 
well for one who aspires to become a devotee of the game, to 
be well versed in the mysteries, password, etc. as he may at 
any moment be examined in these essentials and fined foi 
lapse of memory.

The sight at a Curling match is a familiar one. Every 
player carries a broom to keep the ice swept, and ones eais 
will soon get attuned to the old familiar cry Soop hei up 
which means that the player sweeps the ice in front of a i un
iting stone to increase the run. Curling is akin to bowls, 
filayed on the ice, and, like the latter, it has its skip or cap
tain, whose every word is law in the way of the conduct o 
the game. The curler aims his stone at a fixed mark which is 
called the tee, and every stone that finishes nearei than any 
of the opposing stones, counts a point or shot. As ea^ 
has four players each playing two stones, it is possi e 
one side to score eight points at a head. When all six een 
stones have been played, the players cross ovei, the s(;°^ 
are counted and the game proceeds from the othei cm o e 
rink, which means the space in which the game is p a>e 
matches are for a certain number of heads or of point., ^
all that can be made within a certain time limit, 

agreed.
On good ice, he would not be human who did no g 

thused with the excitement attaching to a rin ® 
ing game,” as it is affectionately called b> its < c

FOOTBALL—“ASSOCIATION.”
At first mention, one would say that this game originated 

in Scotland, but, from enquiries, one finds it hard to determine 
whether it was first played in England or in Scotland. Aside 
from that question, however, it is impossible to say when the 
game was first played, although in one form or another, it has 
existed for very many centuries, in spite of opposition that 
would have completely extinguished a less attractive form of 
exercise. The Greeks and the Romans played a game akin to 
football, the only difference being that they struck the ball 
with their hands.

Probably no game has ever been able to count upon so much 
popularity as this one. No trace of the game as at present 
played, has been discovered beyond the limits of Britain, 
where it has flourished for centuries. In the fourteenth cen
tury, attempts were made to legislate against football, owing 
to its being played with a boisterous vigour that very closely 
resembled brutality. During the next few centuries, it began 
to wane in popularity, but it came to life again with renewed 
vigour and enthusiasm in the 19th century, since when it may 
be considered one of the national games of Scotland. Some 
people look upon this game as rather rough, pointing out that 
it is associated with a large number of accidents. It certainly 
cannot be^rgued that the large majority of mishaps on the 
field occur through non-observance of the rules, which have 
been drawn up by the recognized governing bodies to elim
inate the rough element. As proof of the popularity of foot
ball, one may mention that it is no uncommon event now-a- 
days to have over 100,000 people view a game in the Old 
Country between first-class teams. The annual international 
game between England and Scotland usually records a nat- 
tendance of 100,000 or over. In fact within the last fifteen 
years at one of these games, the attendance bordered on 
130,000 people.

Nearly everyone, in his youth, has played this game, but, 
as the playing of it makes a big demand upon the nervous 
system through the very vigour required to do one’s part, it 
is a game in which one cannot actively participate after the 
age of 30 or thereabouts. It, of course, holds much attraction 
for its devotees after that age, in that a great deal of pleas
ure is experienced in watching a good game of football.

GOLF

This game has from old times been known in Scotland as 
“The Royal and Ancient Game of Golf." Though no doubt 
Scottish monarchs handled the club before him, James IV is 
the first who figures formally in the records of the game. 
James V was also very partial to the game, and it has been 
said that there is some evidence that his daughter Mary 
Queen of Scots was a golfer. Her son, James VI,—after
wards James I of England—was a golfer, according to tra
dition, and as evidence of the interest he took in the game, 
we find in history an enactment of his which prohibited the 
importation of golf balls from Holland, except under certain 
restrictions. Holland is supposed by some writers to have 
been the country from which the game of golf was imported, 
and this claim is based upon the derivation of the word—some 
maintain that the name golf is derived from the Dutch Holf, 
a dub—and upon pictures showing Dutchmen participating in 
the game. There is, however, this peculiarity in these pictures, 
they portray the game as played upon ice, the putting being 
at a stake. It is scarcely to be doubted that the game is of 
Dutch origin, and that it has been in favor since very early



days. Further than that, our knowledge does not go. Where- 
ever the first home of this game may have been, it is certain 
that any existence it now has in Holland is only as a conse
quence of recent re-introduction, that Scotland kept the tra
ditions and practice of the game alive, and that she gave it to 
all the Anglo-Saxon peoples which is as much as to say that 
it is played all over the world.

It is not known with any certainty when the game was 
introduced into Scotland, but as far back as 1457 it had be
come so popular as to seriously interfere with the more im
portant pursuit of Archery. The game was legislated against 
by the Scottish Parliament, and in 1491 a final and evidently 
angry threat was issued with pains and penalties annexed. 
It ran thus:—“Futsball and golfe forbidden. Herein, it is 
stated and ordained that in no place of the realme there be 
usit futsball, golfe, or other sik unprofitabill spartes." This, 
be it noted, is an edict of James IV, and it is not a little sur
prising to find the King himself setting an ill example to his 
people, by practising this unprofitable sport. In the year 
1592—100 years later—the game had again become so popular 
that the Town Council of Edinburgh issued the following pro
clamation—-“No inhabitants of this borough be seen at any 
pastimes within or without the town upon the Sabbath day, 
such as Golf, etc.” In the following year, the edict was re
announced, with this modification, that prohibition was “In 
time of sermons.”

Aside from the question as to where the game originated, 
there is no doubt that it was fostered in Scotland, and through 
the fact that it was played as far back as the fifteenth century 
—and how long before that is unknown—it is looked upon as 
essentially a Scottish pastime. Golf was played in Scotland 
for many generations before it became at all a favourite in 
England. It was well past the middle of the nineteenth cen
tury before the game made any headway in England, although 
curiously enough, Blackheath in England, has older records 
than are preserved by any Scottish Club. The Royal Black- 
heath Club was founded in 1608 by James I, and the dates
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when other Clubs were instituted are:

Edinburgh Burgess Golfing Society.................1735
Honorable Company of Edinburgh Golfers 1746 
Royal & Ancient Golf Club, St. Andrew's .1754
Bruntsfield Links, Ediriburgh ..........................1764
Royal Musselburgh Golf Club ..........................1771

Observe that subsequent to the forming of the Royal Black- 
heath Club, the only other Clubs organised in the eighteenth 
century are all Scottish,—5 in number. The Royal & Ancient 
Golf Club, St. Andrews, is the leading Club in Britain, and 
all the regulations covering the game are passed by that 
Club. Another interesting fact is that before the game was 
at all popular in England, it was played in India and in Pau, 
France. It is said that the game was introduced in Calcutta 
in 1829 by some Scottish business men, who were located 
there, and again, that its introduction to Pau was due to that 
place being frequented by tourists from Scotland.

In 1864, golf as a popular pastime invaded England first 
at Westward Ho in Devonshire, and later at Hoylake. It was 
inported into Montreal in 1873, and in 1890 found a footing 
in New York. The American has made the most of his op
portunity to learn the game, and at the present time, there 
are golfers in the States who are the equal to the best Britain 
can produce. Golf has become, perhaps, a greater factor in 
the life of the upper and middle classes in the United States 
than it ever has been in England or Scotland. Golf to the 
Briton meant only one among several of the sports and past- 
times that take men into the country and the fresh air. The 
Americans have taken up golf in the spirit of a sumptuous 
and opulent people, spending money on magnificent club 
houses beyond the finest dreams of the Englishman or the 
Scot.

The game may be briefly defined as consisting in hitting 
the ball over a great extent of country, preferably of that 
sandy nature which is found by the seaside, and finally, “put
ting” it—as the golfing phrase has it—into a little hole about 
4x/4 inches in diameter cut in the turf. This hole is commonly 
marked by a flag. Eighteen holes are the recognised number 
for a full course, and they vary in distance from one hundred 
yards or so up to between 500 and 600 yards. The game has 
this charm, that after the ball is hit from the starting point, 
(tee) of each hole, it has to be played where it lies, until it 
is finally put into the hole. You can readily understand that 
the ball may be in such a position that it is necessary to lift 
it into the air quickly, and this necessitates the use of dif
ferent clubs for different shots. Each player plays his own ball 
and the object is to hit the ball from the starting point into 
each successive hole in the fewest strokes. The player, who 
at the end of the round of 18 holes, has won the majority of 
the holes, is the winner. However, the decision may be reach
ed before the end of the round, by one side gaining more holes 
than there remain to play. For instance, if one player be 
three holes to the good, and only two holes remain to be play
ed, it is evident that he must be the winner, for even if his 
opponent win every remaining hole, he would still be one to 
the bad at the finish.

The game was first played on links, but as it spread and 
the demand for links extended, inland greens or courses be
came a necessity. The term links and courses are often look
ed upon as synonymous, but there is a distinction. Links is 
the name given to the land of a sandy nature adjacent to the 
seaside, while the name course applies where the game is 
played over fields and meadow land away from the seaside.

The game requires long practice, and, generally speaking, 
must be learned in-youth to allow one to excel at it. Of 
course the average man can learn in a year or so to play 
tolerably well, so as to get pleasure, and for all who have 
once entered upon it, it possesses no ordinary fascination. It 
has this advantage over many • other games, in that it is 
suited for both old and young. The strong and energetic find 
scope for their energy in driving long balls—and it is cer
tainly a great sensation to hit a ball and observe its flight 
in the air for about 200 yards or so. But the more important 
points of the game—an exact eye, a steady and measured 
stroke for the short distances, and skill in avoiding hazards— 
are called forth in all cases. Along with the muscular exer
cise required by the actual play, there is a measure of walk
ing which particularly suits those whose pursuits are seden
tary—w'alking too, on a breezy common, and under circum
stances which make it far more beneficial than an ordinary 
“constitutional.”

This is the game which the writer follows, and one could at 
some considerable length expatiate upon its merits. But per
haps enough has been noted of its history and the regulations 
governing the playing of it. In closing, one cannot do better 
than quote a toast on the game of golf which toast was given 
by a Scotsman named David Forgan, and which will give 
some idea of the virtues attaching to the game.

“It is a science—the study of a lifetime in which you 
may exhaust yourfeelf but never your subject. It is a 
contest, a duel, or a melee calling for courage, skill, strat
egy and self control. It is a test of temper, a trial of 
honour, a revealer of character. It affords a chance to 
play the man and act the gent’eman. It means going into 
God's out-of-doors, getting close to nature, fresh air ex
ercise, a sweeping away of the mental cobwebs, genuine 
recreation of the tired tissues.

“It is a cure for care, an antidote to worry. It in
cludes companionship with friends, social intercourse, 
opportun’ties for courtesy, kindliness and generosity to 
an opponent. It promotes not only* physical health, but 
moral force.”
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Community Service Within the British Empire :
To British Empire Citizens Visiting Wembley, London,

Greeting !
Thanks to the enterprise of the Dominion Government Authorities at Ottawa, who have directed us to 

send a certain number of Magazines each month to the Canadian Commissioner’s department at Wembley, 
London, England, the BRIlISH COLUMBIA MONTHLY is likely to come under the eye of many thousands 
of visitors to the great Exhibition.

The editor of this Magazine personally takes this opportunity of advising all people of British stock 
who consider emigrating from the HOMELANDS or other EMPIRE DOMINIONS beyond the seas to INVEST
IGATE and VERIFY the facts as to Canada : To he particular to find out about Western Canada, and 
especially this Farthest West Province of BRITISH COLUMBIA.

It is amazing to learn how limited, erroneous or indefinite the knowledge of other countries often is 
even in otherwise enlightened Communities. It is said that people make inquiry at the “British Columbia 
House” in London, as to “Whether Canada is in BRITISH COLUMBIA?” . . . Then we heard of United 
States citizens in California—which is on the Pacific coast too, but hundreds of miles south of British Columbia 
—who “thought we all spoke French here”; and of “New Yorkers” who were evidently surprised to find that— 
“Oh, you dress the same as we do!”

Even in the Twentieth Century it seems it is possible for people who consider themselves in the van 
of progress to yet retain crude notions concerning their fellows in other parts of the world.

The writer, as a Briton born, but a Western Canadian for years, wishes to emphasize that it is high 
time the people of our vown British Empire stock, especially in the overcrowded Homelands, awoke to the 
conditions and possibilities affecting the different parts of the Empire, and not least of all this Dominion of 
Canada.
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When Buying

Butter
Do not accept substitutes 

insist on

THE BRAND

finest quality

VANCOUVER. B. C.

THE MAGAZINE FOR BUSINESS LEADERS IN EVERY LINE
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BEG G MOTOR CO., LTD.
1062-82 W. Georgia St.

Buying a low priced car is not an 
* INVESTMENT unless it is a 

CHEVROLET.

A CHEVROLET means that you get 
the utmost in dollar for dollar 
car value.

The reputation of the greatest car 
builders in the world and the 
largest dealers in British Colum
bia is back of a CHEVROLET 
purchase.

Ask any CHEVROLET owner,

Compare CHEVROLET with any 
make in its price class.
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“IMPERIAL'' BRAND

St

ir

A superfine quality of pure 
^thread silk Hose made ex
pressly for the Hudson’s Bay 
( ompany.. They are specially 
rein forced at the heel and toe. 
k or good tit and satisfactory 
wear IMPERIAL SILK HOSE 
are unexcelled, offered with 
either ribbed or hemmed top 

JjTblack, white and all wanted 
shades and sizes. Here is one 
of the most remarkable hosi
ery values of the time.
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THROUGHOUT CANADA and THE EMPIRE


